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PREFACE. 


The present collection of Siiakspeabe’s Plats differs in arrange¬ 
ment from any that has hitherto been published. The Tragedies, 
Comedies, and Historical Plays, are divided; and in each division, the 
consecutive order of the pieces has reference to the country in which 
the action is laid, or to the epoch at which it is supposed to have taken 
place. Such as are founded on Grecian or Roman occurrences, are 
distinctly separated from those which commemorate the events of British 
history: and in each class a proper chronological priority is as much as 
possible maintained. 

The text has been critically and laboriously collated with the standard 
editions, and an uniform and judicious method of punctuation, so neces¬ 
sary to the intelligibility of the old English writers, has been adopted 
throughout. 

w 

Large or numerous notes being inconsistent with the design of the 
work, such only arc subjoined as were necessary for explaining obsolete 
words, unusual passages, old customs, and obscure allusions. 

A literary and historical Notice is prefixed to each Play, containing 
a succinct criticism upon its merits or defects, tracing the origin of* its 
plot, investigating the fidelity of its characters, and assigning as nearly 
as possible the date of its production. 

In the preparation of these, and of the biographical portraiture of 
Sliakspearc, the remarks of Rowe, Pope, Theobald, Warburton, Hanmcr, 
Johnson, Stecvens, Malone, Reed, Percy, Warton, Hazlitt, and others, 
have been carefully examined, and contrasted with each other. 

The Editor feels that little praise can accompany this undertaking if 
novelty of matter he the only criterion of merit; but he thought it more 
becoming to condense and re-mould the accumulated comments of so 
many distinguished writers, than to revive speculations which have be¬ 
come too stale to be interesting, or to search for new proofs of what 
has long been an article of belief. 
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ESSAY ON 

THE LIFE AND WRITINGS 

OF 

SHAKSPEARE. 


WlMlAM ShaRSPEARF. was born at Stratford-upon-Avon, in Warwickshire, April 25, 
15f>4. His ancestors are mentioned as “ gentlemen of good figure and fashion.” His 
fathei was a considerable dealer in wool, and had been the higli-bailifT or mayor of the 
body corporate of Stratford. He held also the oflice of justice of the peace, and'at one 
time, it is said, possessed lands and tenements to the amount of £500 ; but he must hare 
been greatly reduced in the latter part of his life, as he was excused the trifling weekly 
tax of fourpence, levied on all aldermen, and subsequently resigned the office to another 
individual. IIis wife was the daughter and heiiess of Kobert Arden, of Wellingcote, in 
W aiwiekshire, “a gentleman of worship.” This lady brought him ten children; of 
whom William, our poet, was the eldest. At a proprr age he was sent to the free- 
school in Stratford, to winch he was indebted for whatever learning he may have pos¬ 
sessed ; though his father had apparently no design to make him “ a scholar,” a* he took 
him, nt an early period, into his own business. Mr. Malone, on the contrary, conjectures, 
that he was placed in the oflice of some country attorney, after leaving school, or with the 
seneschal of some manor court, where he picked up those technical law phrases that so 
frequently occur in his plays, and could not have been in common use unless among pro¬ 
fessional men. However this may be, he resolved to write “man” earlier than usual, and 
before he was eighteen, married Anne Hathaway, eight years older than himself, the daugh¬ 
ter of John Hathaway, who is said to hare been a substantial yeoman in the neighbourhood 
of Stratford. Before the expiration of his minority he became the fat her of three children, 
a son and two daughters, his wife producing him twins. Nothing is known of bis domes¬ 
tic ecMiioiny or professional occupation at this tune; though Mr. Capell supposes that 
this eailv marriage prevented bis being sent to some university. Shoitly after the birth 
of his youngest child, he left Stratford for the metropolis : his motive for doing so, as well 
os his connexion and prospects in London, are involved iu considerable obscurity. It is 
said that be became acquainted with a gang of deer-stealers, and being detected with them 
in robbing tbe park of Sir Thomas Lucy, of Charlecote, was prosecuted with so much 
rigour as to be obliged to t ike shelter in London : having first revenged himself upon the* 
knight by wilting a satirical ballad. This was affixed to Sir Thomas's park-gates, and 
bring liht i.illy circulated in the neighbourhood, excited considerable attention, though it 
docs no honour to our poet’s genius, and was manifestly unjust. Some writers have 
asserted, that Shakspeare escaped with impunity after his first offence; but that, repeat¬ 
ing it audaciously, lie was prosecuted by Sir Thomas, whom he grossly lampooned— 
that to escape a prison, lie lied to London, where, as might be expected from a man of 
wit nod humour in similar circumstances, lie thiew himself among the players, ar.d 
made Ins first appeal mice on the stage in a very subordinate character. This account 
(accoiding to a modern publication) is not entitled to full credence ; for though l.e may 
nave associated with some idle youths, either for the sake of catching deer, or for somo 
less difficult and hazardous enterprise, yet the story seems improbable, and comes in such 
a questionable shape, that it ought to be strongly corroborated before it be believed. 
W itlmut depending on this circumstance, or supposing that “ be held lioises at the doer 
of a theatre for bis livelihood,” a intinual motive for his visiting London mnv be found in 
the cucuir.stanco, that lie had a idative and townsman already established theie ; Thomas 
Giecn, *• n celebrated comedian.” The statement of John Aubiey, a student in the uni- 
vcisitv of Oxfoid only twenty-six years after our poet’s death, stionglv substantiates this 
view of the cn*r, though it differs in some particular fiom the commonly accepted opi¬ 
nions respecting his parentage and occupation. “ IIis father (says Aubrev) was a butcher, 
and I have bei n told heretofore, l>v si me of the neighbour, that when be was a boy lie 
rveicised his father’s tinde, but when lie killed a calle, he would dee it in a high style, 
and make a specclic. This William, (meaning Shakspeare,) being naturally' inclined to 
poetry and acting, came to IiOiidon, 1 guesse about eighteen, and was an actor at < r.c of 
the play-houses, and did net exceedingly well. He began early to make cssavcs at dia- 
matique poetry, which at that time was very lowe, and his playe» tooke well.” This is 
good to a reitain extent; but the truth probably is, that some fioak,or it might he, felony, 
determined Shakspeare promptly to embrace that profession to which his habit* anti 
inclinations had for a long time previously inclined him. The playful enthusiasm of his 
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disposition, when directed not to tl»e useful purposes of life, but to 11 poetry nnd acting,” 
was calculated to encourage habits of idleness or improvidence, with a tuste for those wild 
and irregular associations, which commence by despising order, and generally terminate 
iu a defiance of law. When lie made FalstufT a deer-stealer, nnd plaved the batten of l.is 
wit so keenly upon Justice Shallow, the recollection of bis own adventure wa> piobably 
uppeimo>t in his mind ; and if there were any doubt on the subject, the circumstance of 
his having given to Shallow the identical quarterings of Sir Thomas Lucy, (his Wniwick- 
shire prosecutor,) would effectually set it at rest. The balance of evidence, therefore, 
preponderating greatly against 41 this amiable man and supereminent author,” his ad¬ 
mire! s may be content to li.ive him charged with an act of poaching 9 since it was the 
appareut cause of his producing those immortal dramas, which have rendered him the 
delight of successive ages. It is not agreed in what situation he was first employed nt the 
theatre, and Mr. Howe has not been able to discover any character in which he appeared 
to more advantage than that of the ghost in Hamlet. The instructions given to the 
player, and other passages of his works, evince an intimate acquaintance'with the science 
of acting, and shew that he studied nature in it, as much as in writing; but all this might 
be mere theory. The situation of an actor neither deseivcd nor engaged hi* cltenlion, and 
was fai fioin adequate to the prodigious powers of his mind ; he turned it to a highci and 
nobler use ; and having, by practice and observation, acquainted himself with the me¬ 
chanical part of a theatre, his native genius inspired all the other essentially superior 
quaiit es of n play-wright. The date at which his first piny appeared is unknown, and the 
greatest uncertainty prevails with respect to the chronological order in which the whole 
series was written, exhibited, or published. As no certain authority could be adduced 
upon thi'* point, recoutsc has been had to internal evidence; and by scinching foi those 
marks of progressive excellence, which are supposed to result from exercise and improve¬ 
ment, the dates of each play have been pretty positively fixed. 

Though Shakspeare continued to write till the year 1G14, he had prohibit declin'd ap¬ 
pearing as an actor long before that period ; as no mention of his nnnu* can he found among 
the list of players subsequent to the production of Ben Jonson's Stjanus in He 

now succeeded in obtaining a license from king James to exhibit comedies, irag* flics, 
histories, Cvc. at the Globe Theatre or elsewhere, and was enabled t • acquire, dining his 
dramatic careei, property to a consideiable amount. G'ildon (in his *• Le teis and E\»av>,” 
1694) estimated the amount ?.t £300 per annum, a sum nt least equal to £luOO in our 
davs; but Mr. M.Jone funks it could not exceed £200, which vet was a (m.snlei able fur- 
tune in those times. It is supposed that he might have derived £‘200 pn annum lmm the 
theatre, while he continued on the stage. Besides his thirty-live play*., Sl.Aspeare wmle 
some poetical pieces, which were published separately, viz. \ cans and Adonis, The 
Rape of Lucrecc, The Passionate Pilgrim, A Lover’s Complaint, and a » oluine of Sonnets. 
The Earl of Southampton, with whom he was a great favourite, is s.ud to luw* pi evented 
him with a sum of £‘1000, to enable him to complete a purchase—an act of munificent 
patronage, winch lias never been exceeded. He enjoyed in a gn* it drgiee the pessimal 
favour of Queen Elizabeth ; and King James the First “ was pleas* d with his own hand to 
write an amicable letter to Mr. Shakspeare,” in return (ns Dr. Farmer supposes) for the 
compliment paid to him in Macbeth; where allusion is made to the kingdoms oi England 
and Scotland being united under one monarch, and James’s having begun to touch for tho 
Icing’s evil. Having ncqui:cd such a fortune as suited his views and wishes, lie quitted 
the stage and all other business, and passed the icmainder of his life in . n honourable 
ease, at his native town of Stratford. Of (lie exact time when this took place, nothing 
certain is known ; but Mr. Theobald supposes lie did not resign the theatre before 1610, 
since, in his Tempest , he mentions the Bermuda islands, which were unknown to the 
English till 1609, when Sir John Sumners discovered them on his voyage to Noilh Ame¬ 
rica. He lived in a very handsome house of his own purchasing, to which, having te- 
paired and modelled it to bis own mind, lie gave the name of New Place; and be bad 
the good fortune to save it from the flames in the dreadful fire which shortlv ufierwards 
laid waste the town. During Shakspeare’s abode in this house, his wit and good-humour 
engaged him the acquaintance and entitled him to the friendship of all the sunounding 
gentry. He was (says Aubrey) a handsome, well-shaped man, vciie good companic, nnd of 
a verie ready, pleasant, and smooth wit. It is not difficult, indeed, to suppose that Shak- 
speare was a man of humour and a social companion, and that lie excelled in that species of 
minor wit not ill adapted to conversation, of which it is to he wished lie had been mote 
sparing in bis writings. In the beginning of the year 1 GIG be made his will, wherein be 
testified his respect to his quondam theatrical partners, appointing bis youngest daugh¬ 
ter, jointly with her husband, his executors, and bequeathing them the bulk of bis estate, 
which csrme into their possession not long afterwards. It is infcried from this document, 
that our poet's lady did not enjoy much of his affection, as bis “ second-best bed, with tbe 
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furniture,” constituted the only bequest to her. It is not known what particular malady 
terminated, at no very advanced ago, the life and labours of this incomparable genius; but 
be died on the 23d of Apiil, 161G, being the anniversary of his biith-day, when he exactly 
completed his fifty-second year. He was interred among his ancestors, on the north side 
of the chancel, in the great church of Stratford, and a handsome monument, bearing the 
following Latin distich, was erected to bis meuioiy: 

Judicio Pyliinn, genio Sooratem, arte Maronem, 

Terra tegit, populus moeret, Olympus habet. 

On the grave-stone in the pavement are the following singular lines:— 

Good friend, for Jesus’ sake, forbear 

To dig the dust enclosed here: 

Blest be (lie man that spares these stones. 

And curst be lie that moves my bones. 

In the year 1741, another very noble and beaotiful monument was raised to his 
memory, nt the public expense, in Westminster Abbey, under the direction of the Lari 
of Bmiington, Dr. Mead, Mr. Pope, and Mr. Martyn. It stands near the south door of 
the Abbey, in wbut i& called Poets* Corner, and was the work of Sclieemaker, after :i 
design of Kent's. The performers of each of the London theatres gave a benefit to defray 
the expenses, and the Dean and Chapter took nothing for the ground. 

Mrs. Shak'pearo survived her husband eight years, dying in 1G23, at the age of sixty- 
seven. Of ShAspeare’s family, the son died in 159G; the eldest drughter, Susanna, mar¬ 
ried Dr. John Hull, a physician of Stratfoid, who is said to have obtained much rcputatioL 
and practice. She btoughi her huslund an only child, Elizabeth, who was married, first 
to Thomas Nashe, Esq. mid afterwaids to Sir John Barnard, of Abingdon, in Noithaiup- 
tonshire, but had no issue by eillitr of them. The secoud daughter, Judith, married 
Thomas Qumey, a gentleman of good family, by whom >he had three children; but as none 
of them reached theii twentieth year, they left no posterity. Hence our poet’s last 
descendant was Lady Barnard, who was buried at Abingdon, Feb. IT, 16G9-70. Dr. 
Hull, her father, di.d Nov. 2.», 1635, and her mother, July 11, 1649, and were both in¬ 
terred in Stratford church. Our poet'** house and lands continued in the possession of his 
descendants to the time of the Restoration, when they were re-purchased by the Clcptr.n 
familv, the onginal propnetors. Sir Hugh Clopton, who was knighted by King George 
the Fust, died in 1751, and his executor sold the estate to a clergyman of large fortune, 
who resided in it but a few years, and in consequence of a disagreement with his neigh¬ 
bours lespeetmg a paiochial assessment, peevishly pulled down the house, sold the mate¬ 
rials, ami left the town. To defeat the curiosity of the numerous strangers who were led 
to vj*it this classic ground, lie had some time before cut down the mulberry-tree, which 
Shak-peuc is known to have planted, and had piled it as a stack of firewood, to the great 
vexation, loss, and disappointment, of the inhabitants of Stratford. But an honest silver¬ 
smith bought the whole slack, and converted it into a number of toys and implements, 
which weie eagerly purchased by the curious. The put pose to which one of these trifles 
was applied gaie rise to an occurrence, harmless, and perhaps laudable in itself, though 
by many considered as verging on the mock-heroic. The corporation of Stratford having 
presented (inirick with the freedom of the town in a box made from the wood of the tree, 
this incident suggested to him the idea of a festival in commemoration of Sbakspeaic, upon 
the very spot where he was born; and the plan was carried into execution in the autumn 
of 1769. Temporary buildings were raised—entertainments suited to every taste weie 
provided —and company of all ranks, fiom the most distant parts of the kingdom, assem¬ 
bled to celebrate the memory of the poet. The jubilee lasted three days ; but the. wea¬ 
ther was exceedingly unfavourable, and the pleasure enjoyed was by no means eqnal to 
that which the enthusiastic admirers of Sbakspeare had anticipated, though Gairick 
exerted nil bis talents to giatifv both the eye and the understanding. He composed 
several songs for music, w ith an ode of considerable length to the honour of his heio; and 
having expended a large sum of money upon various parts of the enteitainment, took a 
method of reimbursing himself, which gives a laughable finale to this overflow of enthu¬ 
siasm :—the jnhilee was converted into a dramatic representation, during the following 
winter, in London, and became so popular, that it was repeated night after night to the 
most crowded audiences. 

The nature and extent of Shakspeare’s biblical learning will form a necessary introduc¬ 
tion to the review of his dramatic writings ; especially as there is no question connected 
with his history, upoi which more ingenious so* dilation lias been hazarded. There has 
always ptevniled a tradition that Shak«peare wanted learning, und Ben Jouson, who 
wrote at a time when the chaioctcr and acquisitions of our poet were known to iuuiti- 
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fades, affirm* tliat be bad small Latin, and less Greek. Dr. Farmer, in a curioos essay 
upon this subject, has proved that his imaginary imitations from numerous old writers 
were derived from English books, to which he had easy access. It is surprising bow 
■took angry argument has been employed by snch as are opposed to this opinion. Mr. 
Upton calls it the pride and pertness of dunces, whilst be very amusingly points out the 
•kill with which Shakspeare has given 44 the trocbaie-dimeter-bracby-catalectic, commonly 
tailed the ithyphaUic measure,” to the witches in Macbeth ; and says that now and then a 
halting verse affords “ a most beautiful instance of the pes proceleusmaticns !” Dr. 
Grey declares that Shakspeare's knowledge of Greek and Latin cannot reasonably be 
doubted; and another writer doubts whether Truepenny might not be derited from 
T pvicavov ; quoting, at the same time, with much parade, an old scholiast on Aristo¬ 
phanes. Indeed, plagiarisms have been discovered in every natural description and every 
moral sentiment ; a business which may be effected with very little time or sagacity, as 
Addison has shewn in bis dissertation on Chevy Chase, and Wagstsff in his comment on 
Tom Thumb. To cite even a portion of the passages which Dr. Farmer has proved to be 
suggested by old chronicles, translations, or books of poetry, instead of being taken 
directly from writers in the dead languages, would be impossible; but one result of his 
inquiries may be adduced as a specimen of the whole. 41 Dr. Grey and Mr. Whalley 
assure us, that fur the play of Hamlet, Shakspeare must have read Saxo Grammaticus in 
Latin, no translation having been made into any modern language. But the truth is, that 
lie did nut take it from Saxo at all; a novel, called the Historic of Hamblet, was his 
original; a fragment of which in black letter ia now in my possession.” Upon the same 
principle, Shakspeare's allusion to the darts of Cupid in A Midsummer Night's Dream, 
where he says that some are tipped with gold and others with lend, does not prove bis 
acquaintance with Ovid, any more than bis allusions to Dido establish his knowledge of 
Virgil. Gower, Cbaocer, and Lydgate, bad already song the fate of the love-sick queen, 
and Marlowe had even introduced her on the stage ; whilst Surrey, Sidney, and Spenser, 
bad defined in their amatory sonnets every characteristic distinction in Cupid's arrows. 
The Comedy of Errors is taken from the only play of Plautus which was then in English ; 
and noless those which were not translated were inaccessible to him, there is no single 
reason why, if he copied one, he should not have copied more. He probably had learnt 
sufficient Latin to make him acquainted with construction, though he never advanced to 
an easy perusal of the Roman authors. Concerning bis skill in modern languagea^iis no 
imitations of French or Italian authors have been discovered, though Italian poetry was 
then in high esteem, it would seem that he read English only, and chose for his fables 
merely such tales as lie found translated. Some Italian words and phrases appear, it is 
tree, in his works, but they are not of bis own importation. With these opinions, the 
reader will form bis own decision upon the acquired learning of our poet; and with Dray¬ 
ton, the countryman and acqnaiulance of Shakspeare, will probably attribute bis excellence 
to 44 the nnturall braine only .” 

As a first impression, it naturally excites surprise, that the dramatic wiitings of 
Shakspeare, productions ao agreeable to the age that witnessed their birth, and dis¬ 
tinguished by snch unequivocal marks of popular approbation, were not raoie diffusely 
circulated from time to time through the medium of the press ; or at all events secured, 
by the author himself, from the direct ravages of piracy or ignorance, the common accom¬ 
paniments of successful genius. It is certain that Shakspeare did not himstlf print any 
one of his plays; nor was a collection of them published until 1G23, seren years after bis 
death, by Heninge and Condale, his former fellow-managers. From that period to 
1G64, an interval of forty-one years, only two editions were disposed of; Iho numerical 
amount of which did not probably exceed one thousand copies ! Different ooromentators 
Vave assigned different reasons for this apparent retrocession of the national taste ; but 
jfr. Chalmers has offered the most simple, and consequently the most satisfactory, 
relation of the circumstance, in a series of statements which it may be useful to lay before 
the reader, though necessarily in a condensed form. Shakspeare was the piomoter of an 
'amnsement just emerging from barbarism, and one, moreover, which has ever had sach a 
strong tendency to deviate from moral propriety, that the force of law lias been in all ages 
necessary to preserve it within the bounds of common decency. The church, in parti¬ 
cular, has at all times been unfriendly to the stage; and at this particular period, it 
required gll the policy and circumspection of the court, to establish the reformed faith 
firmly in the affections of the people. To this important end the controversial efforts of 
the Puritans were greatly conducive, and nothing was more obnoxious to their tenets, than 
toleration of dramatic amusements. Thus Elizabeth, and her successor, James, 
though privately disposed to patronize and foster the stage, as a pleasing addition to their 
eiinljr recreations, were yet under the necessity of loading it with some onerous restric¬ 
tions, whilst the bishops themselves publicly committed to the flames all the poetry and 
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novels which fell within their notice. Severe injunctions were issued against the print¬ 
ing of plays} nor were any allowed to be published, till revised and approved by persons 
in authority. In the temper and feeling of the times, this may be considered a virtual 
prohibition; and the publication of Sbakspeare's works was therefore justly accounted a 
rery doubtful speculation. For several years after his death, the public taste, evei 
dependent upon novelty, was strongly directed to the plays of Fletcher, and during the 
remainder of the seventeenth century, the noble productions of our poet gave place to a 
species of dramatic composition, equally conspicuous for its wit and its ob^enity, and 
which the more chastened judgment of modern audiences has driven with abhorrence 
from the stage. The works of his rival and contemporary Jonsun, appear indeed to have 
passed through several editions, and to have been read with oncoinmon avidity, while 
those of our poet were doomed to comparative neglect; but this is chiefly attributable 
to the passion for classical literature and collegiate learning, which were then regarded 
the chief criteria of merit. Ooly fifty years after his death, Dryden affirms that he waa 
become ** a little obsolete; and Tate, in his dedication to the altered play of King Lear, 
speaks of the original as an obscure piece, recommended to bis notice by a friend. In 
the beginning of the last century, Lord Shaftesbury complained of “ his rude unpolished 
style, and his antiquated phrase and witand it is certain, that for nearly a hundred 
years after bis death,—partly owing to the rebellion, when the stage was totally abo¬ 
lished—partly from the licentious taste encouraged iu the time of Charles II., which 

we have Already alluded to—and partly from the incorrect state of his works, he was 

almost entirely neglected. When, moreover, in addition to these facts, it is recollected 
that his works were published in a very unwieldy size—that the opportunities of attract¬ 
ing notice by advertisements were then very few—-that the women had not applied to 

literature, nor wns every bouse furnished with a closet of books—the limited sale of his 

works will cease to be a matter of surprise, and may fairly be attributed to the character 
and predominant occupations of the times which immediately followed his decease. Fur¬ 
ther examination will equally explaio another apparent singularity, and also refute the 
supposition that Shakspeare was himself insensible of the value of bis works, or careless 
of any reward beyond present popularity and present profit. He wrote them for a parti¬ 
cular theatre, sold them to the managers when only an s^af, reserved them in manu¬ 
script when himself a manager, and on disposing of bis property in the theatre, they were 
still preserved in manuscript, to prevent their being acted by the rival houses. Copies of 
some of them appear to have been surreptitiously obtained, and published in a very 
incorrect state ; but tWgflfiaagers were wise enough to overlook this fraud, rather than 
publish a correct cditiaflUHLao destroy the exclusive property they enjoyed. It is clear, 
therefore, on tbe one h|||p%pt any publication of his plays by himself, would have inter¬ 
fered at first with bis own interest, and afterwards with that of his fellow-managers, to 
whom he had made over his share in them; and on the other, that though tbe fame which 
he enjoyed was probably tbe highest which dramatic genius could bestow, yet that 
dramatic genius waa novel and unappreciated, or perhaps, not beard of beyond the limits 
of the metropolis. It is, indeed, very doubtful whether he wofeld have gained much by 
publication, whilst the refinements of criticism were so little understood, and tbe sym¬ 
pathies of taste so inadequately felt. 

In 1709 an edition was undertaken by Mr. Nicholas Rowe, which had nothing to 
recommend it but some biographical particulars of Shakspeare, comraunicatfd by Better- 
ton, tbe celebrated comedian, who had been at tbe tronhle of a journey into Warwick¬ 
shire purposely to obtain them. Nearly all the faults of the first edition were perpetuated 
in this ; and according to Dr. Warburton, Mr. Rowe, though a wit, was so utterly 
unacquainted with the whole buaineas of criticism, that he did not examine or consult 
the early copies of the work which he ventured to re-publisb. But it is now very 
generally allowed, that be made a number of emendations which succeeding editors have 
received without acknowledgment. In 1725 Mr. Pope published his edition in 6 vols. 
4to, and gave tbe first example of critical and eraendatory notes. He collected the old 
copies, and restored many lines to their integrity; bis preface is equally celebrated for 
elegance of composition, and justness of remark ; but, by a very compendious criticism, 
be rejected whatever he disliked, thinking more of amputation than of cure, and proving 
himself a better poet than dram alio critic. Every anomaly of language, aod every 
expression at variance with the accepted phraseology of that day, was considered an error 
nr corruption, and the text was altered, or amended, as it was called, at pleasare. By 
these fanciful deviations, ihe poet was so completely modernized, that had be “ revisited 
tbe glimpses of tbe moon,” he would scarcely have understood his own works. In 1733 
Mr. Theobald ventured upon a similar task, giving to his work tbe imposing title of 
Shaltpeare Restored, Dr. Johnson describes him as a man of narrow comprehension and 
•mall acquirement*-—restoring a stray comma, aod then panegyrising himself for the 
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Achievement—as mean, petulant, and ostentatious, and indebted for a little.reputation to 
the circumstance of tiis having Pope for an opponent. Sir Thomas llanmer wns the next 
who undertook to ilinstrate Shakspeare : bis work was published in 1744, in 6 vols. 4to. 
He is generally termed the ** Oxford editor;” and, thongb eminently qualified by nature 
for sncb pursuits, is said to bare adopted all the innovations of Pope, in addition to the 
eapricions suggestions of his own taste. In 1747, Dr. Warburton, Bishop of Gloucester, 
published his edition in 8 vols. 8vo., and by an unbounded license in substituting his own 
chimeric^ conceits for the plain text of his author, subjected himself to the imputation of 
wishing rather to display his own learning, than to illustrate the obscurities of the poet. 
It has been said, indeed, of this celebrated critic, that he erected his throne on a heap of 
stones, that he might have them at hand to throw at the heads of all who passed by; bnt 
though bis interpretations are sometimes perverse, and bis conjectures improbable— 
though he occasionally discovers absurdities where the sense is plain, or dwells upon 
profundity of meaning which the author never contemplated, yet bis emendations are fre¬ 
quently happy, and his commentaries learned and ingenious. In 1705, that distinguished 
moralist, scholar, and critic. Dr. Samuel Johnson, published these plajs with additional 
criticisms, accompanying them with a preface, which is considered a perfect specimen of 
his own extraordinary genius, and in which, also, the respective merits of all the above- 
named editors are characterized with great candour, and with singular fertility of expres¬ 
sion. It is said, tbat he has commented on the writings of Shakspeare with a severity far 
removed from accuracy and justice, and tbat lie did not folly understand the varied merits 
of his author. But Mr. Malone, in the very intelligent and amusing preface to liix edi¬ 
tion of our poet, published in 1790, vindicates the Doctor’s happy and just refutation of 
Mr. Theobald and Warburton’s false glosses, and asserts tbat lus vigorous and compre¬ 
hensive understanding threw more light on the involved and difficult passages of many 
plays, than the united labour of all his predecessors had been able to do. In the edition 
of 1803, poblisbed by Mr. Steevens, (in 21 vols. 8vo. commonly called Johnson and 
Steevens’s Shakspeare, and justly esteemed the best,) all Mr. Malone's original notes 
and improvements are incorporated. From 1716 to 1790, a period of seventy-four 
years, thirty thousand copies of Shakspeare were circulated in England ; and since that 
time, the number has at least been doubled. Some of them issued under the auspices of 
able and accomplished scholars, particularly the edition of 1805, 10 vols. Rvn. hy Alex¬ 
ander Chalmers, F.S.A.; which is distinguished by a sketch of the life of Shakspeare, 
founded upon the statements of Rowe, with the additional and corrective remarks of 
Malone and Steevens. The generality, however, are mere iAficts, with various degrees 
of typographical embellishments, and in almost every size wHaSpe ; but the magnificent 
copy published some' lime since by the Messrs. Boydell, i«$aM|-folio, enriched with the 
most snmptuous engravings, is justly considered as one or the finest specimens of art 
ever produced in (his, or in any other country. 

Nothing is more difficult, in estimating the real merits of a popular writer, than to 
4 ‘ season the admiration” by jndicions rales. These can only be learnt from the opinions 
of soch as have made it their particular business to investigate the pretensions of authors, 
and to define the boundaries of taste by the best examples which learning and experience 
supply. Some useful information, applicable to this purpose, may be gained from the 
following analysis, exhibiting the most formidable objections that have been urged against 
Shakspeare'! dramas, in conjunction with the principal merits by which they are said to 
be distinguished. 

Voltaire, after allowing that Shakspeare, besides possessing a strong fruitful genius, 
was natural and sablime, decides tbat he had not one spark of good taste, nor a single 
dramatic rale, and that his great merit baa been the roin of the English stage. “ There 
are (says be) inch noble, snob beautiful, such dreadful sceftes in this writer's monstrous 
verses, to which the name of tragedy it given, that they have always been exhibited with 
great success. Time, which only gives reputation to wrilers, at last makes their very 
faults venerable. Most of the whimsical gigantic images of this poet, have, through 
length of time, acquired a right of passing for sublime. In Othello, a roost tender piece, 

v\te upon stage, and tbougb the poor woman »• strangling, she cries 
aloud that ibe dies very unjustly. In Hamlet, the two grave-diggers are drunk, 
^Vnging ballads, and making faomorous reflections on ibe sknlls which they throw up. 
The players have not even struck oat the buffoonery of the shoemakers and cobblers, wbo 

f e introduced (in Julios Caesar) in the same scene with Bratus and Cassias.” 

These, says Dr. Johnson, ere the petty cavils of petty minds. Shaktpeare’a plays are 
not, in the rigorous and critical tense, either tragedies or comedies, but compositions of a 
distinct #M, exhibiting ibe mingled good and evil, joy and sorrow, inseparable from this 
enblouts^ stale. Tbat this is a practice contrary to ancient dramatic rales, will be readily 
allowed ; but there is always an appeal open from criticism to nature. The end of writing 
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i> to instruct; tbe end of poetry, to instruct by pleasing; and there is no reason why the 
mingled drama should not convey all the pleasure and instruction of whiclj tragedy or 
comedy, in their simple form, are capable of doing. The English nation, in the time of 
Shakspeare, whs yet struggling to emerge from barbarity. The philology of Italy had 
been transplanted hither in tbe reign of Henry VIII., and the learned languages had been 
successfully cultivated by Lilly, Lmacre, and Moie; by Pole, Cheke, and Gardiner; and 
afterwards by Smith, Clerk, Haddon, and Abcharn. Greek was taught in the public 
schools, and many of the Italian and Spanish poets were read with great diligence. But 
these advantages were confined to distinguished rank, whilst tbe public at large was still 
gross and dark. Plebeian learning was confined to giants, dragons, and enchantments ; 
and the sober representations of common life would not have been tolerated by a nation 
which delighted in the wonders of fiction, in tbe exploits cf Palmerin, and the feats of 
Guy of Warwick. Writing for such audiences as these, Shakspeare was compelled to 
look around for strange events and fabulous transactions; and that incredibility by which 
maturer knowledge is offended, was tbe chief recommendation of his writings to unskilful 
curiosity. Such, indeed, is the power of the marvellous, even over those who despise it, 
that every man finds bis mind more strongly seized by the tragedies of Shakspeare than of 
any other writer; and he has, perhaps, excelled all but Homer, in the leading qualifi¬ 
cations of a writer, by the power of exciting a restless and unquenchable curiosity. 
The necessity of observing the unities of time and place, arises from the supposed 
necessity of making the drama credible; but it will be found that the slavish adherence- 
to these principles, which VolUire and others so rigidly enforce, gives much more trouble 
to tbe poet, than pleasure to the audience. It is false that any representation is mistaken 
for reality; for if a spectator can once be persuaded that his old acquaintance are Alex¬ 
ander and Caesar, that a room illuminated with candles is thfc plain of Pharsalia, he is in 
a state of elevation beyond the reach of tiulb, and there is no reason why, in socb a state 
of ecstasy, he sboold count the clock, or consider minutes and hours, as any other than 
days and years. Whether, therefore, Shakspeare knew tbe unities, and rejected them 
by design, or deviated from them by bappy ignorance, it is impossible to decide, and 
useless to inquire; since they arc not essential to a just drama, and though sometime* 
conducive to pleasure, may always be sacrificed to tbe nobler beauties of variety and 
instruction. 

Mr. Rowe's was tbe first editorial commentary on tbe plays of Shakspeare, and not¬ 
withstanding his alleged incapacity for criticism, tbe prominent beauties of our poet are 
judiciously and not inelegantly pointed out. Like other critics, he praises the fertility of 
bis invention—the historical fidelity of his characters—the stateliness of his diotion—tbe 
power of his muse in creating terror, or exciting mirth—and the perfection of bis writings 
at a time of almost universal license and ignorance, where there was not one play in 
existence of sufficient merit to be acted at the present day. 

With an ardour, an eloquence, and a discrimination, suited to his highly-gifted mind, and 
becoming the liberality of his poetical character, Mr. Pope enlarges on the characteristic 
excellences of our immortal bard. He considers him more original even than Homer; 
since the art of the latter proceeded through Egyptian strainers, and came to him not 
without some tincture of tbe learning of those that preceded him. In the power of tbe 
passions, he declares him to be no less admirable, than in the coolness of reflection and 
reasoning; and (as though be had been acquainted with tbe world by intuition) that his 
sentiments are the roost pertinent and judicious, even on those great and public scenes, 
of which he oonld have had no experience. One canse Shakspeare** peculiarities was 
the profession to which he belonged. Players are jnst judges of what is right , as tailors 
are of what is graceful . living by tbe majority, thev know no Tale but that of pleasing 
the present humour, and complying with the wit in fashion. Our author first formed him¬ 
self upon the opinions of this class of men; and consequently his faults are less to be 
ascribed to his wrong judgment as a poet, than lojfppigjj} judgment as a player. 

Mr. Theobald, in ilia midst of many complimSKs to his own acuteness, and much 
irreverent abuse of Pope, whose wit (he says) ia as thick as Tewkesbury mustard, thus 
panegyrises Shakspeare: u Whether we respect tbe force and greatness of his genius, 
the extent of bis knowledge and reading, tbe power and address with which bo throws 
out and applies either nature or learning, there ia'ample scope both for our wonder and 
pleasure.” 

•Sir Thomas Hanmer commends tbe rich vein of sense which runs through the entire 
works of Shakspeare; and declares him unequalled ia the two great branches of dramatic 
poetry, by tbe beat writers of any age or country. 

Dr. Warburton, in. a paper replete with brilliant wit and energetic argument, thus 
sppaks of the productions of Shakspeare: “ Of all tbe literary exercitationa of speculative 
n>en, whether assigned for the use or entertainment of the world, there are none of so 
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much importance as those which let us into ibe knowledge of our nature. Others may 
exercise tlje reason, or amuse the imagination, but these only can improve the heart, and 
form the mind to wisdom. Now in this science Shakspeare confessedly occupies the 
foremost place; whether we consider the amazing sagacity with which be investigates 
every hidden spring and wheel of human action; or his happy manner of communicating 
this knowledge, in the just and living paintings which he has given us of all our passions, 
appetites, and pursuits.” 

To the recorded testimony of these eminent writers, it is scarcely necessary that any 
other should be added; but the inquisitive reader will find tlie merits of Shakspeare still 
farther developed in the essays of Mrs. Montague, Dr. Richardson, Dr. Grey, and Mr. 
Britton. Dryden, whose own accomplished genius was sullied and debased by the 
dramatic impurities in which he indulged, says that Sbakspeate had the largest and most 
comprehensive sonl of all modern, and perhaps ancient, poets, and that, in dramatic com¬ 
position, he has left no praise for any who come after him. In a similar feeling, and with 
.that stalely sentiment which pervades all he has written, Dr. Young thus exalts the 
qualifications of our poet: “ Whatever other learning he wanted, he was master of two 
books unknown to many of the profoundly read, though books which the last con¬ 
flagration alone can destroy: the book of nature, and that of man.”’ Mr. Malone calls 
him the great refiner and polisher of oar language; and ranks his compound epithets, 
bis bold metaphors, his energetio expressions, and harmonious numbers, amongst the 
chief beauties of his works. Dr. Johnson, whose opinions have already been recited in 
opposition to those of Voltaire, declares that a valuable system of civil and economical 
prudence may be collected from the plays of Shakspeare—that they are filled with 
practical axioms and domestic wisdom—that almost every verse (as was formerly said 
of the writings of Euripides) is a precept; but that, at the same time, his real power 
is shewn in the progress of the fable, and the tenor of ilia dialogue—and that he who 
tries to recommend him by select quotations, will succeed like the pedant iu Hierocies, 
who, when he offered bis house to sale, carried a brick in bis pocket as a specimen. 

Though the excellence of Shakspeare’s productions has become an article of literary 
faith in England, and thoogli such of his defects as are too palpable to be overlooked, 
have been gratuitously attributed to the age in which he lived, it is only a necessary 
supplement to the foregoing remarks, and essential to a right appreciation of hi» cha¬ 
racter, briefly to point out what those deefets are. In many of his plays, the latter part 
is evidently neglected; when he found himself near the end of his work, and in view of 
his reward, he shortened the labour to snatch the profit. The plots are often so loosely 
formed, that a very slight consideration may improve them, and so carelessly pursued, 
that he seems not always fully to oomprehend bis own design. In his comid scenes,, 
the jests are frequently gross, and the pleasantry licentions ; nor are his ladies and gentle¬ 
men sufficiently distinguished from clowos, by any appearance of refined manners. He 
is not long soft and pathetic, without some idlo conceit, or contemptible equivocation. 
What be does best, he soon ceases to do. Let but a quibble spring up before hiui, and 
he leaves his work unfinished * he follows it at all adventures, however dignified or pro¬ 
found, however tender nr pathetic, the subject which engages bis attention. Lastly, he 
is accused of sacrificing virtue to convenience, and of being much more careful to please 
than to instruct. He that thinks reasonably, must think morally ; but our poet’s pre¬ 
cepts drop casually from him; be makes do just distribution of good or evil; and after 
carrying his persons indifferently through right and wrong, he dismisses them at the close 
without further care, leaving their examples to operate by chance. 

With these imperfect particulars, derived from the united labours of various admirers 
and commentators, oor brief sketch of the life of Shakspeare must necessarily conclude. 
On all the topics which usually constitute the personal history of an individual, his con¬ 
temporaries and immediate successors have been equally silent. The meagre facts which 
were first imbodied in a m|pojgJgr Mr. Rowe, and have been moulded into so many 
forms by the caprice or taste ofwicessive writers, remain to the present day, unaided 
bv any accession of novelty, and unimpeached by the utmost aenteness of criticism, 
it is early studies—the progress of bis pen—his moral and social qualities—his friend¬ 
ships and his errors, are completely buried in oblivion, as if tbe homage which is paid 
to bis splendid poetical genius, should be unmingled with any recollection of his faults 
and failings as a man. Nor, after an interval of two centuries, is it probable that any 
vndiscovered clue is in existence, by which the memorial of his actions can be redeemed 
from its present obscurity* 
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LITER All Y AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THIS play, «nppo«ed lo hare been written in 1609, comp re he nil a • period of fire or six years. The plebeian ritt- 
saoeof Rome, i>liable to p.ty their debts from poverty, consequent upon the long war against Tarqum and the 
Latins, and incensed by the supposed indifference of the senators and patricians, retired with the undisbanded 
troops of Valerius, to a mountain about three miles from Rome, nfternards called Mont Sacer. The city 
was thrown into great alarm by this defection, and Menemus, who is described as •* a very discreet person, 
and a great orator," was sent with other commissioners, to bring about a reconciliation. Here he related tc 
them the fable o( the belly and its members , tbe application of whirl* had such an effect, that they were about 
to follow him borne, when bicmius and Junius Brutus (two factious fellows) cuuninglydemanding a guarantee 
for the people, were in the end appointed their tribunes, with scry extraordinary power. In tlie year follow- 
lug, there was a severe famine ; and ('oriolaiiiis (so called for Ins exploits at Cortoli) with other y oung patri¬ 
cians, making excursions into the enemy's country, returned, laden with corn. Provisions also arming from 
Sicily, the senate determined upon selling them at a cheap rate to the poor ; but Coriolanus proposed the 
abolition of the tribuiiesbip, and the retention of the corn, because (be people liad obstinately refused to joiu 
in the expedition scut out to obtain it. The exasperated populace would iiistautlv have thrown him from the 
Tarpei an roik, but were repulsed by his friends. Being arraigned at the proper tribunal, he defended himself 
will! so much grace and energy, that the people called out for his acquittal ; whereupon one of tbe tribunes 
artfully and falsely* atrusing him of illegally appropriating the spoils of war, he was as suddenly sentenced to 
banishment. In a spirit of revenge, lie ottered lus scrvues to the Volsciaus, and carried destruction to the 
very gates of Home. The city was on the point oi being assaulted, when bis mother, accompanied by his wife 
and children, threw hrrself at his feet, and worked so much upon the feelings of nature, that he grauttd a 
peace, mid withdrew Ins troops. On reiiiriiiug to Autium, by tbe perfidious management oflullua, lie was 
cut in pieces ere he bad time lo defend bis t oiiduct , but the V olsi i disapproved tne assassination, buried him ho¬ 
nourably, adorned Ins tomb with trophies, and the Homan women mourned for him twelve months. Die poet 
has adhercJ verv closely lo historical fu< ts. IWr. I*opc remarks, that Shak«pr*ire is found “ to be very know¬ 
ing tn the customs, rites, and manuc rs of antiquiiv. In Ooriolanns and J ulius Caesar, not only the spirit, hot 
the inaiim rs of die Romans arc exiudv drawn . and a still niter distinction is shown between Komait man¬ 
ners in tie time of the former mid ot the latter.'’ Many of the principal speeches are copied from Plutarch's 
l.iie ol ( ortolan us, a* translated lw >-r Thomas North. There are some glarme anachronisms in this play*, 
• neb as ii.troi’ucing our nicknames of Hob, l>ick, Nc. churcli-yards, knc’ls, and particularly, theatres for the 
exhibition of plats, w li.i h did nut exist u mil 230 yesrs after the dejili ol Coriolanus. Volumma, also, was 
the name of his wife, not ol Ins mother; and the good Meucnius died three or four v cars before bis revenge¬ 
ful expedition nramvt Koine.-—Dr. Jolirscn tms I h< tragedy of Coriolanus is one of the most amusing of our 
author's performances. I he old mail's merriment jn Moueniws; the lofty ladydignity in Volumma, the 
bridal modestr in Virgilia , the patrician and military haughtiness in Coriolaaus , the plebeian maligmty aud 
tribuiiKian insoleiic c in Brutus aiul b.cunus make a very pleasing and interesting variety; and the various 
revolutions of tho hero’s fortune fill the nnuJ with anxious curiosity*. There is, perhaps, too much bustle 
in the hrst act, ai.d too little in the last. 


DRAMATIS PERSON*.£• 


Ca l t T 5 Marcius ConiOLAM’s, a nobIr Roman. 
Titus La tin us, 1 General* against the Vol- 
Co vim us, J scums. 

Menemus Agripta, Friend to Coriolanus. 


Sicinius Velutus, l 
Junius Biiutus, J 


Tribunes of the people. 


Young Marcius, Son to Coriolanus. 

A Roman Herald. 

Tui.lus Aufidil h, General of the Volsciaus. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 


Conspirators with Aufidius. 


A Citizen of Antium. 

Two Volscian Guards. 

Volumma, Mother of Coriolanus. 

Vi rgilia. Wife to Coriolanus. 

Valeria, Friend to VirgUia. 

Gentlewoman, attending VirgUia. 

Roman and Volscian Senators, Patricians, 
JEdiles, Lie tors. Soldiers, Citizens , Mes¬ 
sengers, Servants to Aufidius, and other 
Attendants. 


Scene i partly In Rome, and partly In tbe territories of tbe Volsdans and Antiates. 


ACT I. 

SCENE J. — Rome.—A Street. 

a company of mutinous Citizens, with 
Staves, Clubs, and other Weapons. 

1 Cit. Before we proceed any further, hear me 
speak. 

Cit. Speak, speak. [Several speaking at once. 

1 Cit. Yon are all resolved rather to die, than to 
foniahf 

Cit . Resolved, resolved I 

1 at. First yoo know, Calus Marcias is chief 
enemy to tbe people. 

CW. We know*t, we know't. 


1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we’ll have corn at 
onr Own price. IVt a verdict f 

Cit. No more talking ou’t; let it be done: 
away, away. 

2 Cit. One word, good citizens. 

I at. We are accounted jioor citizens ; the pa¬ 
tricians, good :• What authority surfeits on, would 
relieve us ; If they would yield us but the su¬ 
perfluity, while it were wholesome, we might 
guess they relieved us humanely; but they think 
we are too dear :t the leanness that afflicts us, tbe 
object of our misery, is as an inventory to parti- 
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tulirizr their abuudance ; our sufferance is a train 
to them.—Let us revenge tins with our pikes, 
ere we become rakes :• tor the godt> know, I speak 
this in hunger fin biead, not in thirst for leveiige. 

1 Cit. Would >ou proceed especially agaiust 
Cains Marcms l 

Cit. Against him fli st : he's a very dog to the 
commonalty. 

2 Cit. Consider you what services he has doue 
for his country ? 

1 ('it. \cry well; and could be content to 
give hun good report for't, but that be pays him¬ 
self with being pioud. 

2 Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 Cit. I say unto you, what be bath done 
famously, lie did it to that end ; though soft-con- 
scienc'd men can be coiiteut to say it was for his 
country, he did it to please his mother, and to lie 
partly proud ; which he is, eveu to the altitude 
of his wrute. 

2 Ctt. What he cannot help In his nature, you 
account a \ice in him: You must iu uo way say 
he is covetous. 

1 Cit. If 1 must not, I need not be tarren of 
accusations; he hath faults, with surplus, to tire 
in repetition. [Shouts irilhin.) What shouts 
are these T The other side o'the city Is risen : 
Why stay we prating here! to the Capitol 1 

Cit . Come, come. 

1 Cit. Soft; who comes here 1 

Enter Men emus Agkippa. 

2 Cit. Worthy Meiienius Agrippa: one that 
bath always loved the people. 

1 Cit. He’s one honest enough; 'Would, all 
the rest were 60 1 

Men. W hat work's, my countrymen, in hand! 
Where go you 

With bats and clubs? The matter? Speak, 1 
pray you. 

1 Cit. Our business is not unknown to the 
senate ; they have had inkling,* this fortnight 
what we intend to do, which now we'll show 'em 
in deeds. They say, poor suitors have strong 
breaths; they shall know we have stroug arms 
too. 

Men. Why, masters, my good friends, miue 
honest neighbours. 

Will you undo yourselves? 

1 Cit. We cannot. Sir, we are undone al¬ 
ready. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 
Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift 
them 

Against the Roman state ; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thonsaud curbs 
Of more stroug link asunder, that can ever 
Appear m your impediment: For the dearth, 

The gods, not the patricians, make it; aud 
Your knees to them, nut arms, must help. 
Alack 1 

You are transported by calamity 
Thither where more attends you; and yon slander 
The helms o’lhe state, who care for you like! 
When you curse them as enemies. [fathers, 

1 Cit. Care for usl True, indeed 1 They 
ne'er cared for us yet. Suffer us to famish, and 
their store-houses crammed with grain; make 
edicts for usury, to support usurers ; repeal daily 
any wholesome act established against the rich ; 
and provide more piercing statutes daily, to 
chain up and restrain the poor. If the wars eat 
us not up, they will ; and therms ill the love 
titer bear us. 

Men. Either you mat 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious. 

Or be accus'd of folly. 1 lhtll tell you 
A pretty tale ; it may he, you have beard It : 

But, dsee It serves my purpose, I will venture 
To ecule*t t a little more. 

1 Clt. Well, I'll hear it. Sir; yet you must not 
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think to fob off onr disgrace with a tale; hut, 
au’t please you, deliver. 

Men. There was a time, when all the body's 
mem tiers 

Rebell’d against the belly; thus accus'd it:— 
That only Tike a gulf it did remain 
1 ’tbe midst o'the body, idle aud inactive. 

Still cuplioardmg the viand, never bearing 
Like labour with the lest; where* the other 
instruments 

Did see, aud hear, devise, instruct, walk, fee). 
And, mutually participate,* did minister 
Unto the appetite aud atfection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answered,— 

1 Cit . Well, Sir, what answer made the belly ? 
Men. Sir, I shall tell you.—With a kind of 
smile. 

Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus, 
(For, look you, 1 may make the belly smile 
As well as speak,) it tauntiugl) replied 
To the discontented members, the mutinous paits 
That envied his receipt ; even so most fitly; 

As you malign our senalois, for that 
They are not such as you— 

1 Cit. Your liclly's answer: What! 

The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye. 

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier. 

Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter. 

With other muniments and petty helps 

: In tins our fabric, if that they- 

Men. What then t— 

'Fore me, this lellow speaks!—what then? what 
then ? 

1 at. Should by the cormorant belly be re¬ 
strain'd, 

Who is the sink o'the body,—— 

Men. Weil, what then ? 

1 Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the lieJIy answer ? 

Men. 1 will tell you ; 

If you'll bestow'a small (of what you have little,) 
Patience, a while, you’ll hear the belly's answer. 
1 Cit. You aie long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend ; 

Your most grave belly was deliberate. 

Not rash like his accusers, and thus aoswer'd. 
Trite is it, my incorporate Jr tends, quoth he, 
That I receive the general food at Jirst , 
Which you do lire upon : and Jit it ts ; 
Because / am the store-home, and the shop 
Of the uhote body : But ij you do remember, 

1 scud it through the rticrs oj your blood. 
Even to the court, the heart,—to the seat 
o'the bruin ; 

And, through the cranks § and offices of man. 
The strongest nerves, und small inferior veins. 
From me recctte that natural competency 
Whereby they live : And though that all at 
once. 

You, my good friends , (this says the belly, mark 
nie,) 

1 Cit. Ay, Sir ; well, well. 

Men. Though all at once cannot 
See u hut / do deliver out to each ; 

Yet / can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the Ji our of all , 

And leave me but the bran. What say you to’t f 
1 CU. It was an answer : How apply you this f 
Men. The senators of Rome are this good 
belly, 

And you the mutinous members : For examine 
Their counsels and their cares; digest things 
rightly. 

Touching the weal o'the common ; yon shall And 
No public beneAt which you receive. 

But it proceeds, or comet, from'them to you. 
And no way from yourselves.—What do you 
think I 

You the great toe of this Assembly? 

1 CiL 1 the great toe? Why the great toe P 
i ten. For that being one o'the lowest, basest,* 
poorest. 


• Whereas. 


t Participating. J Exactly* 

| WlndioK** 
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Of this most wi>e rebellion, tboa fo'st foremost; 
Thou rascal, tbat art worse In blood to run. 
Lead* st first to wiu some vantage.*— 

Bat make you ready your stiff bats and clubs ; 
Rome and her rats are at t!ie point of battle, 

Tbe one side mutt have bail.* HaU f uoble 
Marciut 1 

Enter Cams Marcum. 

Mar . Thanks.—What's the matter, you dlssen- 
tious rogues, 

That rubbing tiw poor itch of your opinion. 
Make yomselves scabs? 

1 Cit. We have ever your good word. 

Mar . He that will give good words to thee, 
will flatter 

Beneath abhorring. What wonld you bave, you 
curs, [you. 

That like nor peace, nor wart the one affrights 
Tbe other makes you proud. He that trusts you, 
Where lie should find you lions, finds you Imres ; 
Where loves, geese: You are no surer, no. 

Than is the coal of fire upon tbe ice. 

Or hailstone m the sun. Your virtue is. 

To make him worthy whose offence subdues him. 
And c ii i ne that justice did it. Who deserves 
greatness, 

Deserve» your hate : and your affections are 
A sick man’s appetite, who desues most that 
Which would mciease his evil. He that depends 
Upon yom favours, swims with fins of lead. 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye 1 
Trust ye ? 

With every minute you do change a miud ; 

And call him noble, that was now your hate. 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the 
matter, 

That in these several places of the city 
Yon cry against the noble senate, who, 

L'uder the gods, keep you in awe, which else 
Would feed on oue another ?—What's their 
seeking ? 

Men. For corn at their own rates; whereof, 
they say. 

The city is well stoi’d. 

Mar. Hang 'em I They say t 
They'll sit by the Are, and presume to know 
What’s done I'the Capitol : who's like to rise. 
Who thrives, and who declines: side factions, 
and give out 

Conjectural marriages; making parties strong. 
And feeblmg such as stand not in their liking, 
Below their cobbled shoes. They say, there's 
grain enough 1 

Would the nobility lay aside tbeir ruth,f 
And let me use my sword, I’d make a quarry J 
With thousands of these quarter'd slaves, as high 
As I could pick $ my lance. 

Men. Nay, these are almost_ thoroughly per¬ 
suaded : 

For though abundantly they lack discretion. 

Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech 
W hat says the other troop ? [you. 

Mar. They are dissolved : Hang 'em 1 
They said they were an hungry ; sigh’d forth 
proverbs— [eat; 

That hunger broke stone walls; that dogs most 
Tbat meat was made for mouths; that the gods 
sent not 

Corn for the rich men only With these shreds 
They vented their complainings; which, being 
answer'd. 

And a petition granted them, a strange one, 

(To break the heart of generosity. 

And make bold power look pale) they threw their 
caps 

As they would bang them on the boms o*tbe 
Shouting their emulation.g [moon 

Men. What is granted them t 
Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar 
wisdoms. 

Of their own choke : One's Junius Bratus, 

Siciu i ua Velutais, and I know not—'Sdeatb < 

• ♦ CoapuftlM. t Haap af UmuL ft Piteh. 

| Fketisu. 


The rabble should bave first unroot'd the city 
Ere so prevail’d with me: U will in time ' 
Win upon power, and throw*forth greater themes 
For insurrecuou’s arguing.* 

Men. This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments I 

Enter a Messenger. 

Met. Where's Caius Marciust 
Mar. Here : What's the matter Y 
Met. Tbe news, is. Sir, the Voisces are in arms. 
Mar . 1 axu glad ou’t, then we shall have 
means to vent 

Our musty superfluity See, our best elders. 

Enter Cominics, Titus Lsrtius, and other 
Senators; Junius Brutus and Sicinius 
Velutus. 

1 Sen. Marcias, 'tis true that you have lately 
told us : 

Tbe Voisces are in arms. 

Afar. They have a leader, 

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to't. 

I sin in envying his nobility: 

And were I any thing but what I am, 

I would wish me only he. 

Com. You have fought together. 

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears, 
and he 

Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with bun : he is a lion 
That 1 am proud to hunt. 

1 Sen. Then, worthy Marcias, 

Attend upon Cotninius to these wars. 

Cam. It is your former promise. 

Alar. Sir, it is ; 

And I am constant.—Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus* face 
What, art thou stiff t stand’st out? 

Tit. No, Caius Marcius ; [other. 

I'll lean upon one crutch, and fight with the 
Ere stay behind this business. 

Men. Ohl true bred 1 

1 Sen. Your company to the Capitol; where 
I know, 

Our greatest friends attend us 
Tit. Lead you on : 

Follow, Comiinus ; we must follow you ; 

Right woithy you priority. 

Com. Noble LarUus I 
1 Sen. Hence 1 To your homes, be gone. 

[7b the Citizens. 
Afar . Nay, let then follow: 

The Voisces have much corn; take these rats 
thither. 

To guaw Uieir garners: Worshipful mutineers. 
Your valour puts t well forth : pray follow. 

[Exeunt Senators, Com. Mar. Tit. and 
Mknen. Citizens steal away. 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Mar* 
clus f 

Bru. He has no equal. 

Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the 
people,- 

Bru. Mark'd you bis lip, and eyeet 
Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not spire to gird t 
the gods. 

Sic. Be-mock the modest moon. 

Bru. The present wars devour him: he is 
Too proud to be so valiant. [grown 

Sic. Such a nature 

Tickled with good success, disdains tbe shadow 
Which he treads on at noon: But I do wonder 
His insolence can brook to be co m man de d 
Under Comlnius. 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims,— 
la whom already be Is well grac'd—cannot 
Better be held, nor mom attain'd, than by 
A place below the first: for what miscarries 
Shall be the general's fault, though he perform 
To the almost of a mag j hud giddy renwnq. 

• For in—rgintt U bbjiy. t 6ho— Suit 
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Will then cry out of Marcius, Oh ! if he 
Had dome the business l 
Sic. Besides, if things go well. 

Opinion, that so sticks ou Marcias, shall 
Or his demerits # rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come: 

Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius earn'd them not; and all his 
faults 

To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed. 

In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the dispatch is made; and in what fashion. 
More than in singularity,f he goes 
Upon his present action. 

Bru. Let's along. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Corioli.—The Senate-House. 

Enter Tcllus Aufidius, and certain Sena¬ 
tors. 

1 Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius, 

That they of Rome are enter’d in our counsels. 
And know how we pioceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours ? 

What ever bath been thonght on iu this state. 
That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvention 1 j 'Tis not four days gone. 
Since I heard thence—these are the words: 1 
think 

1 have the letter here ; yes, here it is— [Reads. 
They have press'd a power, but it is not 
known 

Whether for east or west: The dearth is great; 
The people mutinous : and it is rumour'd, 
Commius, Marcius your old enemy, 

( Who is of Rome uorsc hated than of you,) 
And Titus Lartiiis, a most valiant Roman, 
These three lead on this preparation 
Whither *tis bent: most likely, r tis for you: 
Consider oj it.' 

1 Sen. Our army's in the field: 

W c never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To answer us. 

Au/. Nor did you think It folly, 

To keep your great pietences veil’d, till when 
They needs must shew themselves ; which iu the 
hatching, 

It seem’d, appear'd to Rome. By the discoveiy. 
We shall be shorten’d in our aim, which was. 

To take in § many towns, ere , almost. Koine 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission ; hie you to your bands : 
Let us alone to guard Corioli: 

If they set down before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army; but, 1 tliiuk, you'll find 
They have not prepar'd for us. 

A uf. Oh ! doubt not that: 
l speak from certainties. Nay, more— 

Some parcels of their powers are forth already. 
And only hitherward. I leave your honours.. 

If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 

'Tis sworn between us, we shall never strike 
Till one can do no more. 

All. The gods assist you 1 
Auf. And keep your honours safe 1 

1 Sen. Farewell. 

2 Sen. Farewell. 

All. Farewell. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Rome.—An Apartment in 
Marcius* Howe 

Enter Volumnia and Virqilia : They sit 
down on two low stools, and sew. 

Vol . I pray you, daughter, sing ; * or express 
yourself In a more comfortable sort: If my son 
were my husband, I should freelier rejoice in 
that absence wherein he won honour, than In 
the embracements of his bed, where be would 
show most love. When yet he was hut tender- 

• .Demerit! and merit! had anciently the mat mean- 
ing. f Let ua also learn what are hie poarera, fee. 

t Information of it. § To subdue. 


Act Z 

bodied, and the wily son of my womb : when 
youth with comeliness pluck'd all gaze his way ;• 
When, for a day of kings' entreaties, a mother 
should not sell him an hour from her beholding; 
I,—considering how honour would become such 
a person; that it was no better than picture-like 
to hang by the wali. If renown made it not stir,— 
was pleased to let him 6eek danger where he was 
like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent him ; 
from whence he returned, his brows bound with 
oak.f I tell thee, daughter, I sprang not more 
in joy at first hearing he was a man-child, thus 
now in first seeing he had proved himself a 
man. 

Vir. But had he died in the business, madam, 
how then ? 

Vol. Then his good report should have been 
my son: I therein would have found issue. 
Hear me profess sincerely: Had I a dozen sous 
each in my love alike, and none less dear than 
thine and my good Marcius, I had rather had 
eleven die nobly for their couutiy, than one 
voluptuously surfeit out of actiou. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to 
visit you. 

Vir. 'Beseech yon, give me leave to utirc 
til) self. 

Vol. Indeed, you shall not. 

Methinks, 1 heai hither your husband’* drum; 
See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair ; 

As children ftom a beai the Vol sees shunning 
bun ; 

Methinks, 1 see him stamp thus, and call thus,— 
Come on, you cowards , you ncre got tnjtrt. 
Though you were born in Rome: Hjs ’bloody 
brow 

With his mail’d hand then vvipinc, foithhe 
Like to a harvest-man, that’s task’d to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Vir. His bloody brow! O Jupiter, no blood ! 

Vol. Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man. 
Than gilt Ins trophy : The breasts of Hecuba, 
When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovtlm 
Thau Hector's forehead, when it spit forth b\.oti 
At Giecian swords’ contending.—Tell \akna 
We are lit to hid her welcome. [hit Gant. 

Fir. Heaveus bless in> lord Siom tell Aulidnu ! 

Vol. He’ll beat Aulidius’ head below l.i* kn < 
And tread upon his neck. 

Re-enter Gentle w oman, u ith Valeria u".l 

her UsiiLu. 

Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Sweet madam,- 

Vir. I am glad to see your ladyship. 

Val. How do you both ? you arc manif* -t 
housekeepers. What, are you sewing heicl 
A fine spot, in good faith.—Ilow does your little 
sou 1 

Vir. I thank your ladyship ; well, good madam. 

Vol. He had rather see the swords, and hear 
a drum, than look upon his school-master. 

Val. O* my word, the father's son : I'll swear, 
'tis a very pretty boy. O' my troth, 1 looked 
upon him o'Wednesday half an hour together : 
lie has such a confirmed countenance. I saw 
him run after a gilded butterfly ; and when he 
caught it, be let it go agaiu; and after it again ; 
and over and over he comes, and up again; 
catcbed it again: or whether his fall enraged 
him, or % how 'tvvas, he did so set his teeth, 
and tear it: Oh I I warrant how he mammocked^ 

| Vol. One of his father's moods. 

Val. Indeed la, 'tis a noble child. 

Vir. A crack,§ madam. 

Val. Come, lay aside your stichery; I rarst 
have you play the Idle huswife with me this af¬ 
ternoon. 

Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out of dons 

• Attracted anfrenal attention. t The most bon* 
oursble erorro of all—gtren to bin who fared the life of 
1 a citizen. j Tore it. | Boy. 
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Val. Not out of doors I 
Vol. She shall, she shall 
Fir. Indeed, no, by your patience : I will not 
over the thicshold, till iny lord return from the 
wars. 

Val. Fie, you confine yourself most unrea¬ 
sonably : Come, you must go visit the good lady 
that lies In. 

Fir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit 
her with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither. 
Vol. Why, I pray you 1 

Vir . Tis not to save labour, nor that I want 
love. 

Val. You would be another Penelope: yet, 
they say, all the yarn she spun in Ulysses* ab¬ 
sence did but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come; 1 
would your cambric were sensible as your finger, 
that you might leave pnckiug it for pity. Come, 
you shall go with 11 s. 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed, 
I will not forth. 

Val . In truth, la, go with me; and 1*11 tell 
you excellent news of your husband. 

Vir. O good madam, there cau be none yet. 
Val. Verily, I do not jest with you; there 
came tiews from bun last night. 

Vtr. Indeed, madam ? 

Val. In earnest, it's true; 1 heard a senator 
speak it. Thus it is The Volsces have an 
ai my forth ; against whom Comiinus the gene¬ 
ral is gone, with one pait of our Roman power: 
your loid, and Titus Lartins, are set down before 
ilietr city Conoli ; they nothing doubt prevailing, 
and to make it brief wars. This is true, on iniue 
honour; and so, I pray, go with us. 

Fir. Give me excuse, good madam; I will 
obey you in every tiling heieafter. 

Vol. Let her alone, lady; as she Is now, she 
will but disease our better mirth. 

Val. In troth, I think she would Fare you 
well then.—Come, good sweet lady.—Pr’ylhee, 
N ngilia, turn thy soleinuess out o’door, aud go 
along with us. 

Fir. No, at a word, madam: indeed, 1 must 
not. I wish you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then, farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCEXE IV.—Before Corioli. 

Enter with Drums , and Colours , March's, 
Titus Lartius, Officers and Soldiers. To 
them a Messenger. 

Mar. Yonder comes news:—A wager, they 
have met. 

Jjart. My horse to yours, no. 

Mar. *Tis done. 

Dart. Agreed. 

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy f 
Mess. They lie in view; but have not spoke 
is yet. 

Lart. So, the good horse is mine. 

Mar. 1*11 buy lum of you. 

Lart . No, I’ll nor sell, nor give him: lend 
you him, I will, 

for half a hundred years.—Summon the town. 
Mar. How far off lie these armies t 
Mess, within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then shall we hear their larum, and 
they ours. 

Now, Mare, I pr*ythee make ns quick in work : 
That we, with smoking swords, may march from 
henoe, [blast 

To help our fielded friends!—Come, blow thy 

They sound a parley.—Enter on the walls, 
some Senators, and others . 

Tollus Aofidiits, is be within your walls f 
1 Sen. No, uor a man that fears you less than he. 
That's lesser than a little. Hark, our drums 

r A forum* afar off. 
Are bringing forth our yooth : We'll break our 
walls, 

Rather than they shall pound na upl oar gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have hut pbmfd with 
rushes; 
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They’ll open of themselves. Hark you, far offt 

# tOther Alarums• 

There is Aufldius; list, what work ne makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. Oli l they are at it 2 
Lart. Their noise be our instruction.—Lad- 
tiers ho 1 

The Volsces enter and pass over the Stage. 

Mar. They fear us not, but issue forth their 
city. [fight 

Now pnt your shields before your hearts, aud 
With hearts more proof than shields.—Advance, 
brave Titus: 

They do disdain us much beyond oar thoughts. 
Which makes me sweat with wrath.—Come on, 
my fellows; 

He that retires, 1*11 take him for a Volsce. 

And be shall feel mine edge. 

Alarum , and exeunt Romans and Volsces, 
fighting. The Romans are beaten back to 
their trenches. Re-enter Marcius. 

Mar. All the contagion of the south light on 
you I [plagues 

You shames of Rome i you herd of—Boils and 
Plaster you o’er ; that you may be abhorr’d 
Further than seen, and one infect another 
Against the wiud a mile! You souls of geese. 
That bear the shapes of men, how have you 
run [hell 1 

From slaves that apes would beat ? Pluto aud 
All hnrt behind ; backs red, aud faces pale 
With flight and agued fear 1 Mend, and charge 
home, 

Or, by the fires of heaven, I’ll leave the foe, 

And make my ware ou you: look to't: Come 
on: [wives. 

If you'll stand fast, we’ll beat them to their 
As they us to our trenches followed. 

Another Alarum. The Volsces and Romans 
re-enter, anti the fight is reneu cd. The 
Volsces retire into Corioli, and Marcius 
follows than to the gates. 

So, now the gates are ope:—Now prove good 
seconds: 

'Tis for the followers foitune widens them. 

Not for the fliers : make me, and do the like. 

[He enters the gates, and is shut in. 

1 Sol . Fool-hardiness 1 not I. 

4 Sol. Nor 1. 

3 Sol. See, they 

Have shut him in., [Alarum continues • 

Alt. To the pot, I warrant him. 

Enter Titus Lartius. 

Ijart. What is become of Marcius f 
All. Slain, Sir, doubtless. 

1 Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels. 
With them he enters: who, upon the sudden, 
Clapp’d-to their gates: be is himself alone. 

To answer all the city. 

Lart. O noble fellow! 

Who, sensible, outdares bis senseless sword. 

And, when it bows,* stands up 2 Thou art left, 
Marcius: 

A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art. 

Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast asoldier 
Even to Cato's wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes; hut, with thy grim looks, and 
The thnuder-like percussion of thy sounds. 

Thou mad'st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous and did tremble. 

Re-enter Marcius bleeding, assaulted by 

the enemy. 

I Sol. Look, Sir. 

Lart . *Tis Marcius: 

Left fetch him off; or make remain alike. 

[They fight, and alt enter (ne city. 
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SCENE V.—Within the town.—A Street. 

JBnter certain Romans, with spoils. 

1 Rom . This I will carry to Rome* 

S /tom. And I tins. 

• Rom. A murrain on’t I I took this for silver. 

[A tar tun continues still ajar off. 

Enter Marcius, and Titus Lartius, with* 

trumpet . 

Mar. See here these movers, that do prize 
their hours 

At a crack'd drachm i Cushions, leaden spoons. 
Irons of doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with tlrose that wore Litem, these base slaves. 
Ere yet the tight be done, pack up :—Down with 
them. 

And hark, what noise the general makes! To 
him 

There is the man of my sours hate, Auftdios, 
Piercing our Romans: Then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city; 
Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will 
To help Comiuius. [haste 

lAtrt. Worthy Sir, thon bleed'st; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent for 
A second course of fight. 

Mar . Sir, praise me not: [well. 

My woik hath yet not warn'd me: Tare you; 
The blood 1 drop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me: To Aufidius thus 
1 will appear, and fight. 

Lart . Now the fair goddess. Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee : and her great 
charms 

Misguide thy opposers* swords! Bold gentleman. 
Prosperity he thy page! 

Mar. Thy friend no less 
Ilian those she placelh highest! So farewell. 
Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius j— 

[Exit Marcius. 

Go. sound thy trumpet in the market-place; 

Call thither all the officers of the town. 

Where they shall know our mind. Away. 

IExeunt. 

SCENE VI.—Near the Camp of Cominius. 
Enter Cominius and forces , retreating. 

Com. Breathe yon, my friends; well fought, 
we are come off 

Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands. 

Nor cowardly in retire ; believe me, Siis, 

We shall he charg’d again. Whiles we have 
struck, [heard 

interims, and conveying gusts, we have 
e charges of our friends :—The Roman gods 
Lead their successes as we wish our own ; 

That both our .powers, wyftjmiliug fronts en- 
connteriug. 

Enter a MessInoer. 

May give yon thankful sacrifice l —Thy news 
Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issued. 

And given to Lartius and to Marcias battle: 

1 saw onr party to their trenches driven. 

And then 1 came away. 

Com. Though thou speak's! truth, 

Methiuks, thou speak'st not well. How long is’t 
since t 

. Mess. Above an hour, my lord. 

Com. *Tis not a ratte; briefly we heard their 
drams: 

How conld'st thou in a mile eoufbend * m h out. 
And bring thy news so late t 
Mess. Spies of the Votsees 
Held me lit chase, that 1 was forc'd to wheel 
Ttagg or four indcs about; else had I, Sir, 

Half an hour since brought nty report. 

Enter Maboubh 
Com. thp's yonder. 

Da* doeaptppear as he were O gods! 

- r-TTtr 


Act I. 

He has the stamp of Marcias; and 1 have 
Beforeiime seen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from 
a tabor. 

More than 1 know the sound of Marcius' tongue 
From every meaner man's. 

Mar. Come 1 too late? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the .blood of 
But mantled In your own. [others. 

Mar. Oli I let me clip you 
In arms as sound, hs when I woo’d; in heart 
As merry as when our nuptial day was done. 

And tapers bunt’d to bed ward. 

Com. Flower of warriors, 

How ist with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar . As with a man busied about decrees: 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile; 
Ransoming him,or piling, threat'ning the other; 
Holding Coiioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning greyhound in the leash. 

To let him slip at will. 

Com. Where is that slave. 

Which told me the) had beat you to your trenches? 
Where is he? Call him hulier. 

Mar. Let him alone. 

He did inform the truth : But for our gentlemen. 
The common file, (a plague I—tribunes lor them 1) 
The mouse ne'er shunu'd the cat, as they did 
budge 

From rascals worse than they. 

Com. But how prevail’d >ou? 

Mar. Will the time serve lo tell? 1 do not 
think— 

Where is the’enemy? Are you lords o'the field? 
If not, why cease you till you are so? 

Com. Mai cius, 

We have at disadvantage fought, and did 
Retire, to win our purpose. „ 

Mar . How lies their battle ? Know you on 
which side 

They have plac’d their men of trust? 

Com. As I guess, Marcius, 

Their hands ill the vaward* are the Antiatei,* 

Of tbeir best trust: o’er them Aufidius, 

Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. 1 do beseech you, 

By all the battles wherein we have fought. 

By the blood we have shed together, by the vows 
We have made to eudure ti tends, that yon di¬ 
rectly 

Set me against Aufidius and his Antiates: 

And that you not delay the present; but. 

Filling the air with swords advanc’d, and flarts. 
We prove tins very hour. 

Com. Though I could wish 
You were conducted to a gentle bath, 

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking: take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action. 

Mur. Those are they 

That most are willing If any sueh be here, 

(As it were sin to doubt,) that love (Ms painting 
Wherein you see me smear'd ; if any fear 
Lesser bis person tliau an ill report; 

If any-think brave death outweighs had lif*» 

And that his country's dearer than himsetf; 

Let him, alone, or so many, so minded. 

Wave thus [waving his hand] to express his 
disposition. 

And follow Marcias, 

[They all shout and wave their swards ; take 
him up in their arms , and tost up their 
caps. 

O me, alone! Make you a sword of me t 
If these shows be not outward, which of you 
But is four VolscM ? None of yon bat t* 

Able to bear against the great AwMtus 
A shield as hard as bis. A cettata -number. 
Though thanks to hit, must I select s the rest 
Shall hear the business in some other ngnt, 
tmie will be obey'd. Please you to marot* 

«?M. tMUmirtokn.. 
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And four shall quickly draw oot my command. 
Which men are best inclin'd. 

Com. March on, my fellows ; 

Make good this ostentation, and yon shall 
Divide iu all with ns. [. Exeunt . 

SCENE VII.—The Gates of Corloll. 

Titus Lahti us, having set a guard upon 
Corioli , going with a drum and trumpet to¬ 
ward Com ini us and Caius Marcius, enters 
with a Lieutenant, a party of soldiers, and 
a scout. 

hart. So, let the ports * be guarded : keep your 
duties. 

As I have set them down. If I do send, despatch 
Those centuries i to our aid : the rest will serve 
For a short holding: If we lose the field. 

We caunot keep the town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, Sir. 

Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upon us.— 
Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct 
us. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE V11I.—A field of battle between the 
Homan and the Volsciun Camps • 


Enter Marcius and Aufidius. 

v 

fight with none but thee ; for 1 do 


Alarum. 

Mar. 1*11 

hate thee 
Worse than a promise-breaker. 

Auf. We hate alike: 

Not Afnc owns a serpent, I abhor 

More than thy fame and envy : Fix thy foot. 

Alar. Let the hrst budger $ die the other's slave, 
And the gods doom him after 1 
Auf. It 1 fiy, Mai cuts. 

Halloo me like a lime. 

Mar. Within these three hours, Tullus, 

Alone 1 fought hi your Corioli walls. 

And made what woik 1 pleas'd: Tis not my 
blood. 

Wherein thou seest me mask'd for thy retenge, 
Wiench up thy power to the highest. 

Auf. Wert thou Use Hectoi, 

That was the whip of your biagg’d progeny, § 
Thou shouldSt not 'scape me heie.— 

{They fight and certain Volsces come to 
the aid of Aufidius. 

Officious, and not \aliant—you have sham'd me 
In your condemned seconds. || 

[Exeunt fighting, driven in by Marcius. 

SCENE IX. — The Roman Camp . 

Alarum. A retreat is sounded. Flourish. 
Enter at one side, Cominius and Romans ; 
at the other side, Marcius, with his armiu 
a scarf, and other Romans. 

Com. If I should tell thee o'er this thy day's 
work, 

Thou'lt not believe thy deeds: but I'll report it, 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles; 
Where great patricians shall |Uend, and shrug, 
IThe end, admire ; where ladies shall be frighted, 
And gladly quak'd, % hear more; where the dull 
Tribunes, 

That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine ho¬ 
nours, [gods, 

Shall say, against their hearts— We thank the 
Our Rome hath such a soldier !— 

Yet cam's! thou to a morsel of this feast. 

Having fully dined before. 

Enter Titus Lahti U6, with his potver," from 
the pursuit. 

Lart. O general. 

Here U the steed, we the caparison; 

* Hadst thou beheld- * 

Mar. Pray now, uo more :jay mother. 

Who has t'Charter ft to extol her blood,. 


* Gates, f Companies of a hundred men. lhl{nr. I 
I The Romans sprang from Cures. | In wqdiM sack! 
hel p. Thrown ml* grateful trepidation. •• fernv| 


When she does praise me, grieves me. I have 
done, 

.|As you have done' that's what I can ; induc'd 
As you have been, that's for my country *, 

He, that has but effected his good will. 

Hath overta'en mine act. 

Com. You shall not be 

The grave of your deserving: Rome must know 
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a tinducement, 
To bide your doings ; and to silence that. 

Which to the spire and top of praises vouch'd 
Would 6eein but modest: Therefore, I beseech 
(In sign of what you are, not to teward [you 
What you have done) before our army hear me. 
Mar. J have some wounds upou me, and they 
smart 

To bear themselves remember'd. 

Com. Should they not. 

Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude. 

And tent themselves with death. Of all the 
horses, 

(Whereof we have ta'en good, aud good store,) 
of all 

The treasure, in this field achiev'd, and city. 

We render you the tenth; to be ta'eu forth, 
before the comruun distribution, at 
Your only choice. 

Afar . 1 thank you, general; 

But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it; 

And stand upon my common part with those 
That have beheld the doing. 

[A tong fiourish. They all cry , Marcius I 
Marcius I cast up their cups and lances: 
Cominius and Laiitius stand bare. 

Alar. May these same iiisti uiuents, which you 
profane, [shall 

Nexer sound morel When drums and tniui|>et6 
I’the field prove flatterers, let couits and cities 
be * (grows 

Made all of false-fac’d soothing: When steel 
Soft as the parasite’s silk, let Inui lie made 
An overture for the wars I No more, I say; 

For th.it 1 lrave not wash’d my no6e that bled. 

Or foil’d some debile * wretch, (which, without 
note, 

Here's many else have done,) you shout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical; 

As if I loved my little should be dieted 
lu praises sauc'd with lies# 

Com. Too modest are you ; 

More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us that give you truly : by your patience. 

If 'gainst yourself you be iuceus'd, we'll put von 
(Like one that means his proper t liaim,) in 
manacles, [known. 

Then reason safely with you.—Tberefoie, be it 
As to us, to all the world, that Cains Marcius 
Wears this war’s garland: in token of ibe which 
My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him. 
With all his trim helongiug; and, from this 
time. 

For what he did before Corioli, call hint. 

With ail the applause aud clamour of the host* 
Calus Marcius Coriolaxus.— 

Bear the addition nobly ever I 

[Flourish. Trumpets sound, and Drums. 
Jill. Caius Marcius Coriolanusf 
Cor. I will go wash ; 

Aud when my face is fair, you shall perceivo 
Whether I blush, or no: Howbeit, I thank 
you 

I mean to stride your steed; and, at aU times, * 
To undercrest J your good addition* 

To the fairness of my power. 

Com. So, to our tent: 

Where, ere we do repose w, we will write 
To Koine of our success.—You, Titus Lartho» 
Must to Corioli back: send us to Rome 
The best, $ with whom we may ariirnimr. 

ForJJieir own good, ftud ours. 


? • fMb . t Own. 
I | Chisf Bern 


t Add wore by doluf rey best. 
| Surer tare utitlu. 
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Lart, I shall, my lord. 

Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I that now 
Kefiis'd most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord geueial. 

Com. Take it: 'tis yours.—What is’t T 
Cor. I sometime lay, here in Corioli, 

At a poor mans house ; he us'd me kindly : 

He cried to me; I saw him prisoner; 

But then Aufidius was withiu my view. 

And wrath o’erw helm'd my pity : 1 request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 

Com. Oh 1 well begg v d! 

Were he the butcher of my son, lie should 
Be free, as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 
Lart. Marcius, his name ? 

Cor. By Jupiter, forgot* 

I am weary'; yea, my memory is tir'd.—* 

Have we no wiue hereT 
Com. Go we to our tent: 

The blood upon your visage dries: *tis time 
It should be look'd to: come. [Exeunt. 

SCENE X.—The Camp of the Volsces. 

A Flourish. Cornets. Enter Tulles Aufi- 
dius, bloody with tuo or three Soldiers. 

Auf. The town is ta'en 1 
1 Sol. 'Twill be delivered back on good con¬ 
dition. 

Auf. Condition l— 

I would I weie a Roman; for I cannot. 

Being a Volsce, be that 1 am.— Condition! 

W hat good condition can a treaty And 
1'the part that is at mercy ? Five times, Marcius, 
I have fought with thee; so often hut thou beat 
me; * [counter 

And, would’st do so, I think, shpuld we eu- 
As often as we eat.—By the elements, 

If e’er again I meet him beard to beard. 

He is mine, or I am his : Mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in't, it had ; for where * 

I thought to crush him in an equal force, • 
(True sword to sword,) I'll potch f at him some 
Or wrath, or craft, may get him. [way; 

1 Sol. He's the devil. 

Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle: My val- 
our’s poison'd, 

With only suflering stain by him; for him 
Shall fly out of Itself: nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 
Being naked, sick, noi^fane, nor Capitol, 

The prayers of priestffnor times of saenflee, 
Embarquements-all of fbry, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege ahd custom 'gainst 
My hate to Marcius: where I fffid him, were it 
At home, upon my brother’s guard, t even there 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to 
the city; 

Learn how 'tis held; and what they are, that 
Be hostages for Rome. [must 

1 Sol. Will not you go T 
Auf. I am atfended § at the cypress grove; 

I pray you 

(Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thither 
How the world goes; that to the pace of it 
I may spur ou my journey. 

1 Sol • I shall, 6ir. [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE J. — Rome.—A Public Place. 
Enter Menenius, Sicinips, and Bbptus. 

Men. The augurer tells me we shall have 
news to-night. 

Bru. Good, or bad f 

‘ Men. Not according to the prayer of the peo¬ 
ple, for they love not Marcins. 

Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their 
fiends. m ' 

Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love I 
Sic. The iambw* • 


Men. Ay, to devour him; as the hungry ple¬ 
beians would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He’s a lamb indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He's a bear indeed, that lives like a 
lamb. You two are old men; tell me one thing 
that I shall ask )ou. 

Both 1 Ylb. Well, Sir. * 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that 
you two have not in abundance 1 

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but stored 
with all. 

* Sic. Especially, in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 

Men. This is strange now: Do you two kuow 
how you are censured here in the city, I mean 
of us o'the right hand file ? Do you 1 

Both Trib. Why, how are we censured? 

Men. Because you talk of prnlj now,—Will 
you not be angry ? 

Both trib. Well, well, Sir, well. 

Men. Why 'tis no great matter; for a very 
little thief of occasion will rob >oii of a great 
deal of patience : give your disposition the reins, 
and be angry at your pleasures; at the least, 
if you take it as a pleasure to you, in being so. 
You blame Marcius for being proud ? 

Bru. We do it not alone, Sir. 

Men. 1 know >oii can do very little alone ; 
for your helps are inauy ; or else your actions 
would grow wondrous single: your abilities are 
too infant-like, for doing much alone. You talk 
of pride : Oh: that >ou could turn jour eyes to¬ 
wards the napes of your necks, and make but an 
interior survey of your good selves 1 Oh 1 that 
you could 1 

Bru. What then, Sir ? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace 
of unmenting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, 
(alias, fools) as any in Rome. 

Sic. Meneuius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. I am kuowu to be a humorous patri¬ 
cian, and one that loves a cup ot hot wine with 
not a drop of allaying Tybei * in't; said to be 
something imperfect, In fii\outiug the first com¬ 
plaint: hasty< and tinder-like, upon too trivial 
motion: one (hat eonverses more with the but¬ 
tock of the night, than with the forehead of the 
morning. What 1 think, 1 utter ; and speud my 
malice in my breath : Meeting two such wealsf- 
meu as you are, (1 cannot call you Lycurguses) 
if the diiuk you gave me, touch my palate ad¬ 
versely, I make a crooked face at it. 1 cannot 
say, your worships have delivered the matter well, 
when I find the ass in compound with the nu^or 
part of your syllables: aud though 1 must be 
content to bear with those that say ypu ate re¬ 
verend grave men, yet they lie deadly that tell 
you have good faces. If you see this in the map 
of my mycrocosm, follows it, that I am known 
well enough too ? What harm can your bisson * 
couspectuities glean out of this character, if 1 be 
kuowu well enough too. 

Bru . Come, Sir, come, we know you well 
enough. 

Men. You know neither ine, yourselves, nor 
any tiling. You are ambitions for poor knaves' 
caps and legs; § yon wear out a good wholesome 
forenoon, in hearing a cause between an orange- 
wife and a fosset-seller; and then rcjoiitn the 
controversy of three-pence to a second day of an- 
dienee.—When you are hearing a matter between 
party and party, if you chance to be pinched 
with the cholic, you make faces -like mummers; 
set up the bloody flag against all patience ; and, 
roaring for a chamber-pot, dismiss the contro¬ 
versy bleeding, the more entangled by your hear¬ 
ing : all the peace you make in tlieir cause is, 
calling botfc the parties; knaves: You are a pair 
of stjpnge ones. ® 

Bru,~£ome, come, yon ft* well understood to 
be n perfecter giber for the table, than a ueces* 
eary bencher in the Capitol. 

f States. t Blind rieirs. 
Obeisance. 
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Aten. Our very priests must become mockers, 
if they shall encounter such ridiculous subjects 
as you are. When you speak best unto the pur* 
pose, it is not worth the wagging of your beards ; 
and your beards deserve not so honourable a 
grave, as to stuff a butcher’s cushion, or to be 
entombed in an ass’s pack-saddle. Yet you must 
be saying, Marcius is proud; who, in a cheap 
estimation, Is worth all your predecessors, since 
Deucalion; though, peradventure, some of the 
best of them were hereditary hangmen. Good 
* e'en to your worships; more of your conversa¬ 
tion would infect my brain, being the faerdsmeu 
of the beastly plebeians: I will be bold to take 
my leave of you. 

| Bru. and Sic. retire to the back of Che Scene. 

Enter Volumni. 4, Vino ilia, and Valeria, 4cr. 

How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the 
moon, were she tarthly, no nobler) whither do 
you follow your eyes 60 fast? 

Vol. Honourable Meneulus, my boy Marcius 
approaches ; for the love of Juno, let's go. 

Men. Hal Marcius coming home? 

Vol. Ay, worthy Meuenius; and with most 
prosperous approbation. 

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, an 1 I thank thee: 
—Hoo ! Marcius coming home? 

Two Ijadies. Nay, 'tis true, 

Vol. Look, here’s a letter from him; the state 
hath another; his wife another; and I tbiuk, 
theie’s one at home for you. 

Men. I will make my very house reel to-night: 
—A letter for. me ? 

Vir. Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you; I 
saw it. 

Men. A letter for me ? It gives me an estate 
of seven years’ health; in which time 1 will 
make a lip at the physician: the most sovereign 
prescription of Galen is but empinciitic, and, to 
this preservative, of no better report than a horse- 
drench. Is be not wounded? be was wont to 
come home wounded. 

Vir. Oh 1 no, no, no. 

Vol. Oh! he is wounded. I tbauk the gods 
for’t. 

Men. So do I to, If it be not too much:— 
Brings 'a victory iu his pocket?—'Ihe wounds 
become him. 

Vol. On’s brows, Menenins: he comes the 
third time home with the oaken garland. 

Men.- Has he disciplined Aufldius soundly ? 

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, 
but Aufldius got off. 

Men. And Haras time for him too. I'll warrant 
him that: mi he bad staid by him, I would not 
have been so fidiused for all the chests in Corioli, 
and the gold that’s in them. Is the senate 
possessed * of this ? 

Vol. Good ladies, let’s goYes, yes, yes: 
the senate has letters from the general, wherein 
he gives my soil the whole name of the war: 
he hath in this actiou outdone his former deeds 
doubly. 

Val. In trotb, there's w'ondrous things spoke 
of him 

Aten. Wondrous ? ay, I warrant you, and not 
without bis true purchasing, 

Fir. The gods grant them true I 

Vol. Tme ? pow, wow. 

Men. True? I'll be sworn they are true:— 
Where Is be wounded?—God save your good 
worships 1 [7b the Ti'ibunes , u ho come forward.] 
Marcius i* coming home: he has more cause to 
be proud .-rW here is he wounded? 

Vol. I’the shoulder, and l’the left arm : There 
will be large cicatrices tq sfapw the people, when 
he’shall stand for*hts fljaee. Ife received in 
the repulse of Tarqnlm seven hurts l’the body. 

Men. One in the neck, and two iu the thigh,— 
there's nine that I know. . 

Vol. He bad, before this last expedition. 


twenty-five wounds upon him. 


• Informed^ 


Men. Now its twenty-seven: every gash was 
an enemy’s grave: [A Shout and Flourish ' 

Hark I the trumpets. 

Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius: before 
him [teai s; 

He canies noise, and behind him he leaves 
Death, that dark spirit, in’s nervy arm doth lie ; 
Which being advanc’d, declines, and then meu 
die. 

A Sennet. Trumpets sound. Enter Comimus 
and Titus Lartius ; between them Corio 
lakus, crowned with an oaken Garland; 
with Captains , Soldiers , and a Herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, tbat all alone Marcius did 
fight 

Within Corioli* gates: where he hath won, 

With fame, a name to Cains Marcius; these 
In honour follows, Coriolanus : 

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus! 

[ Flourish . 

All. Welcome to Home, renowned Coiio- 
lanusl 

Cor. No more of this, it does offeud my heart; 
Pray now, no more. 

Com. Look, Sir, your mother,- 

Cor. Oh 1 

You have I know, petition’d all the gods 

For my prosperity. [Kneels. 

Vol. Nay, my good soldier, up; 

My gentle Marcius, worthy Cains, and 
By deed-achieving honour newly nam’d. 

What is it? Coriolanus, must 1 call thee? 

But oh ! thy wife.- 

Cor. My yacionrf* silence, haill 
Would’st thou have laugh’d, bad I come coffin’d 
home* 

That weep'st to see me triumph ? Ah, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli near. 

And mothers that lack sons. 

Men. Now the gods crown thee I 
Corf And live you yet?—O my sweet lady, 
pardon. [7b Valeri\. 

Vol. I know not where to turn:—0 welcome 
home; 

Aul welcome, general;—Aud you are welcome 
all. 

Men. A hundred thousand welcomes: I could 
weep, [come: 

And 1 could laugh : I am ^bt and heavy: Wel- 
A curse begin at very rpoTOf his heart. 

That is not glad to see thee!—Yen are three. 
That Rome sboujjl dote on : yet, by the faith of 
men ; 

We have some old crab-trees here at home, that 
will not 

Be grafted to vour relish. Yet welcome war- 
We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and [riors : 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com. Ever right. 

Cor. Menenins, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, aud go oil. 

Cor. Your hand, and yours : 

[7b his Wife arid Mother 
Ere in our own house I do shade my head. 

The good patricians must be visited; 

From whom I have received not only greetings 
But with them change of honouis. 

Vol. 1 have lived 
To see inherited my very wishes, 

And the buildings of my fancy : only there 
Is one thing wantiug, which I doubt not but 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their servant in my way. 

Than sway with them in theirs. 

Com. On to the Capitol. 

[Flourish. Coronets. Exeunt in stale , as 
before. The Tribunes remain. 

Bru. All tongues^speafc of him, and the 
bleared sights* 

Ar^pectacled to see him : Your pratling. nurse 


- Unto, ^rapture + lets her baby cry, 

V, « •* 1 , 

* 51} Ucautiou* f\lenn, or, my lUont -grace. ? Fit 
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While she chats him: the kitchen malkin • pins 
Her richest lockram t 'bout Her reech) J neck, 
Clamberiii“ the walls to eye him: stalls, bulks, 
windows. 

Are smothei’d up, leads fill’d, and ridges hors’d 
With vaiiahle complexions; all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him: seUly-showu 11a- 

IIR'IIS || 

Do .press among the popular throngs, and pufT 
To win a vulgar station : 1i our veil’d dames 
Commit the war of white and dauiask, ut 
Their mcely-g.iwded ** cheeks, to the wanton 
spoil 

Of Phoebus' burning kisses: such a pother. 

As if that whatsoexei god who leads bun, 

Were slyly ciept into ins human powers. 

And gave him graceful posture. 

Stc. Ou the sudden, 

I warrant him consul. 

Bru. Then our ortke may. 

During his power, go sleep. 

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his ho¬ 
nours 

From where he should begin, and end; but will 
Lose those that he hath won. 

Bru. In that there’s com lot t£ 

Sic. Doubt not the commoners, for whom we 
stand, 

But they, upon their ancient malice, will 
Forget with the least cause these his new ho¬ 
nours ; [lion 

Which that lie’ll give them, make as little ques- 
As he is proud to do’t. 

Bru. 1 heard him swear. 

Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i’llie maiket-place, nor oil him put 
The napless ++ vestme ot humility ; 

Nor, showing (as the manner is) lus wounds 
To the people, beg their slinking breaths. 

Sic. ’Tis light. 

Bru. It was his word: Oh! he would miss it, 
lather 

Thau carry it, but by the suit o’the gentn to 
And the desire ol the nobles. [him ; 

Sic. 1 wish no bettei. 

Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
Iu execution. 

Bru . ’Tis most like he will. 

Sic. It shall he to him then, as our good 
A sure destruction. [wills ;H 

Bru. So it must fai- out 
To him, or our authorities. For an eud. 

We must suggest the people, in what hatred 
He still hath held them; that, to his power, he 
would [and 

Have made them mules, silenced their pleaders, 
Disproperticd their freedoms : holding them. 

In human action and capacity 

Of no more soul, nor fitness for the woild. 

Than camels in thcii war; who ha\e their 
provaud $j 

Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

Sic. This, as you say, suggested 
At some time when Ins scaling insolence 
Shall teach the people, (which time shall not 
want, 

If he be put upon’t and that’s 'as easy. 

As to set dogs on sheep,) will be his fire 
To Itindle their dry stubble; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Euler a Messenger. 

Bru. What's the matter f 
Mess. Yon are sent for to the Capitol. Tis 
thought, 

That Marcius shall be consul: I have seen 
Hie dumb men throng to see him, and the 
blind [gloves. 

To hear him speak: The matrons fang their 
ladies and maids their scarfs and LintAeichiefs, 

• Majd. f A kind of cheap Imen. t SoHcAprth 
rveai arid amoke. (Seldom. I Pricata. ffiia 
men ataodioK-plaee. * ** Adorned. ft Thread-bare 
tt Ae mi aatetjr demands." |) Provender. 


Upon him as he pass'd: the nobles bended. 

As to Jove’s statue; and the commons made 
A shower, and thunder, with their caps and 
I never saw ibe like. [shouts : 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol; 

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time. 

But hearts fur the eveut. 

Sic. Have with you. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same.—The Capitol. 

Enter tuo Officers, to lay Cushions . 

1 Off. Come, come, they aie almost here: 
How many stand for consulships ? 

•2 Off. Three, they say : .but 'tis thought of 
every one Coriolaiuis will carry it. 

1 Off. That's a brave fellow; but he’s ven¬ 
geance proud, and loves not the common people. 

2 Off. ’Faith, there have been many gieat 
men that have flatter'd the people, who ne’er 
loved them; and there be many that they have 
loved, they know not wherefore : so that if they love 
they know not why, they hate upon no belter a 
gioiiud : Therefoie, for Cotioiantis neither to 
care whether they love or hate him, manifests 
the true knowledge he has in their dispoMlion ; 
and, out of lus noble carelessness, lets them 
plainly see't. 

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their 
love, or no, he waved inditfeie, tly ’twixt doing 
them neither good nor harm ; but he seeks their 
hate with greater devotion than they can render 
it him ; and leaves nothing undone, that may 
full) discover him tlieii opposite.* Now, to seem 
to aflect the malice and displeasure of the peo¬ 
ple, is as had as that which he dislikes, to flatter 
them for their love. 

2 Off. He hath deserved worthily of his country: 
And his ascent is not by such ea«*> degiees'as 
those, who, having been supple and comteous to 
the people, boiiuetted, t without any timber deed 
to heave them at all into their estimation and 
repoit: but be hath so planted his honours it) 
their eyes, and lus actions in their heads, that 
for their tongues to lie silent, and not confess 
so much, were a kind of nigiatetiil ifjmv : to 
report otherwise were a malice, that, giving itself 
the lie, would pluck icproof and rebuke fium 
every ear that heard it. 

1 Off. No more of him ; he is a worthy man : 
Make way, they are routing. 

A Sennet. Enter, n ith Li cto ns, before them, 
Comimus the Consul, Mlnlmus, Corio- 
lvnus, many other SbNAions, Sicimus, 
and Bruits. The Senators take their 
places; the Tribunes take theirs also by 
themselves. 

Men. Having determin’d of the Volsces, and 
To send for Titus Lartms, it lemauis, 

As the main point of this our afier-iueetiug. 

To gratify his noble seivtce, that 
Hath thus stood for his country: Therefore, please 
you, 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 
The present consul, and last general 
In our well-found successes, to icport 
A tie of that worthy work peifotm'd 
By Cains Maicius Coiiolanits; whom 
We meet here, Imth to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himself. 

1 Sen. Speak, good ComiHiits: 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Rather our state's defective for requital. 

Than we to stretch it out. Masters o'the people 
We do request your kindest ears : and, after. 
Your loving motion toward the common body. 
To yield wbat passes here. 

Sic. We are* comented 
Upon a pleasing treaty; and have Tiearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
I be theme of our assembly. 

Bru. Which the rather 

* 

s • Adversary, t Took ©IT ibolr caps 



Scene Ill 

We shall be bless’d to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the people, than 
He hath hereto priz'd them at. 

Men. That’s off, that’s off,* 

I would you rather had been silent: Please you 
To hear Comiums speak? 

Bru. Most willingly: 

Bill yet my caution was more pertinent, 

Thau the rebuke you give it. 

Men, He loves your people; 

But tie him not to be their bedfellow.— 

Worthy Comintus, speak.—Nay, keep your place. 
(Coriolanus ritet, and ojjcrs to go aunty, 
1 Sen, Sit, Couolanus : never shame to bear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your hoiiouis* paidon ; 

I had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Thau hear say how 1 got them. 

Bru. Sir, 1 hope 
My words di&bench d you not. 

Cor. No, Sir : yet oft, 

When blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 
You sooth'd not, theiefore hurt not: But, your 
I love them as they weigh. people. 

Men. Pray now, sit down. 

Cor. 1 had rather have one scratch my head 
i’ihe sun, 

When the alaium were struck, f than idly sit 
To hear my uothings luonster’d. 

[Exit Coriolanus. 
Men. Masters o’the people, 

Youi multiplying spawn how can lie flatter, 
(That’s thousand to one good one,) when you now 
see 

He had rather venture all his limbs for bononr. 
Than one of his ears to hear it?—Proceed, Co- 
miuius. 

Com. I shall lack voice: the deeds of Corio¬ 
lanus 

Should not be utter'd feebly.—It is held. 

That valoui is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the baver v : X if it be. 

The man I speak of cannot m the world 
Be singly counterpois’d. At sixteen yeais. 

When Tarquni made a head lor Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others; our then dictator, 
Whom Hith all praise I point at, saw hun tight. 
When with Ins Amazonian chin $ he drove 
The bristled 1| lips before him: be bestied 
An o'er press’d Roman, and i’ihe consul’s view 
Slew three opposers : Tarquin’s self be met 
And struck him on his knee : H in that day’s feats, 
When he rniglu act the woman in the scene,** 
He prov’d best man i’the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-entered thus, he waxed like a sea; 

And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since. 

He lurch’d ft all swords o’the gailand. For this 
Before aud in Corioli, let me say, [last 

1 cannot speak him home : He stopp’d the fliers; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into sport: as waves before 
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d, [stamp,) 
And fell below his stem: his sword (death’s 
Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion it 
Was limed $$ with dying cries 1 alone be enter’d 
The mortal gate o’the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny, aidless came off. 

And with a sudden re-enfoicemeut struck 
Corioli, like a planet: now all’s his : 

When by and by the din of war ’gan pierce 
His ready sense: then straight bis doubted spirit 
Re-quickeu’d wbat In flesh was fetigate, Rj| 

And to the battle came be ; where be did 
Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as if 
*Twere a perpetual spoil; and, till wecafTd 
Both fleld and city ours, be never stood 
To ease his bre&Bt with pautiug. 

Men. Worthy man 1 

* Nothing to the purpose. f Bvtnmoas to battle. 
1 Possessor. $ without a beard. Beaded. 

T Made him fall on his knee. ** Smooth faced 

enough to act a woman's part ft Wc>n. jj Stroke 
Si followed. ‘ (111 Wearied. 
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1 Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the 
Wbic b we devise him. [boncura 

tom. Our spoils he kick’d at; 

And look’d upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o’the woild : he covets less 
Than misery * itself would give; reward* 

His deeds with doing them; and is content 
To spend the time, to end it. 

Men. He’s right noble; 

Let him be call’d foi. 

1 Sen. Call for Coriolanus. 

Off. He doth appear. 

Re-enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The senate, Coiiolauus, are well pleas’d 
To make thee consul. 

Cor. 1 do owe them still 
My life and services. 

Men. It then remains, 

That you do speak to the people. 

Cor. I do beseech .you, 

Let me o’erleap that custom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them. 
For my wonndb’ sake, to give their suffrage: 
please you. 

That I may pass this doing. 

Sic. Sir, the people 

Must have their voices; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to’t:— 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom: aud 
Take to you, a» your piedecessors have. 

Your honour with your foim. 

Cor. It is a part 

That 1 shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bru. Mark you that 1 

Cor. To brag unto them,—Thus I did, and 
thus;— 

Show them the unaching scars which I should hide. 
As if I had received them for the hire 
Of their breath only :— 

* Men. Do not stand npon’t.— 

We recoiuiniud to >ou, tribunes of the people. 
Our purpose to them;—aud to our noble consul 
\\ ish we all joy aud honour. 

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour i 
[Flourish. Then exeunt Senators. 

Bru. You see how he intends to use the peo- 

. pie 

Sic. May they perceive his iHtent! He that will 
require them, . 

As if he did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to give. 

Bru. Conic, we’ll imorm them 
Of our proceedings here : on the market-place, 

I know they do attend us. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— The same.—The Forum. 

Enter several Citizens. 

1 Cit. Once, if he do require our voioes, we 
ought not to deny hun. 

2 Clt. We may, Sir, if we will. 

3 ('it. We have power in ourselves to do it, 
but it is a power that we have no power to do : 
for if he show us his wounds, ami tell ns his 
deeds, we are to put our tongues into those wounds, 
and speak for them; so, if he tell us bis notge 
deeds, we must also tell him our noble accep¬ 
tance of them. Ingratitude is monstrous : and 
for the multitude to be ingrateftil were to make 
a monster of the multitude ; of the which, we, 
beiug members, should bring oirsehres to be mon¬ 
strous members. 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, 
a little help will serve: for once, when we stood 
up about the corn, be himself stack oot to call 
us the many-beaded multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been called so of many; not 
that our heads are some brown, some black, some 
auburn, some bald, bul that our wits are so 
diversly coloured: and truly I think, if att var 

* A varies. 
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wits were to issue out of one scull, they would 
fly east, west, north, south ; and their consent of 
one duect way should he at once to all the points 
o’Uie compass. 

2 Cit. Think ) on so? \\ liich way, do you judge 
my wit would fly ? 

3 Cil . Nay, >oui wit will not so soon out as 
auolher nuu’» will; "ns strongly wedged up in a 
block-he.id : hut if it were at Jtbcrt), 'twould, 
sure south ward. 

2 Cit. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog; when*, being 
three parts melted away with rotten dews, the 
fourth would leturu for conscience' sake, to help 
to get thee a wife. 

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks:— 
You may, you may. 

3 Cit. Are you all rcsohed to give your voices ? 
But that’s no matter, the greater part canies it. 
1 say, if he would incline to the people, there 
was never a worthier man. 

j Enter Corioeanus and Menemvs. 

Here he eomes, and In the gown of humility ; 
mark bis behaviour. We are not to stay alto¬ 
gether, but to come by linn where he stands, hy 
ones, by twos, and by threes. He's to make 
Ins requests by particulars : wherein every one 
of us has a single honour, m giving linn our 
own voices with our own tongues: tbeiefoie 1 
follow me, aud I’ll direct you how you shall go 
by him. 

All. Content, coutent. [Exeunt. 

Men. O Sir, yon are not right: have you not 
known 

The woithiest men have done it? 

Cor. What must I say?— 

I pray. Sir,—Plague upon’t! I cannot bring 

My tongue to such a pace :-Look, Sir;- 

my wounds;— 

I got them m my countiy’s service, when 
Some ceitain of your biethren roar’d, and lan 
From the noise of our own drums. 

Men. O me, the gods 1 

You must not speak ot that: you must desire them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me? Hang ’em ! 

I would they would forget me, like the viitaes 
Which our divines lose hy them. 

Mf/t. You’ll mar aJJ; 

I’ll leave you : Pray you, speak to them, I pray 
> ou » 

In wholesome manner. Exit. 

Enter two Citizens. 

Cor. Bid them wash their faces. 

And keep their teeth clean.—So, here comes a 
brace: 

You knoiv the cause, Sir, of my standing iieie. 
Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what hath brought 
you to’t. 

Cor. Mine own desert. 

2 Cit. Your own desert I 
Uoi. Ay, not 
Mine own desne. 

1 Cit. How t not yoi.r own desire ? 

Cor. No, Sir: 

'Twas never my desire yet, 

To tioiible the poor with begging. 

1 Cit. You must think, if we give yon any 
We hope to gain by you. [thing, 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o’the 
consulship ? . , 

1 Cit. The price is, Sir, to ask it kindly. 

Cor.' Kindly ? 

Sir, I pray let me ha't: l have wounds to show 
you. 

Which shall he yours in private.—Your good 
voice. Sir; 

What say you ? 

2 Cit. You shall have it, worthy Sir. 

Cor. A match. Sir :— 

Tbertr is in all two worthy voices begg'd— 

I have your alms ; adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is something odd. 


Act II. 

2 Cit. An ’tweie to give again,—But 'us no 

mattei. [Exeunt too Citizens. 

Enter tuo other Citizens. 

Cor • Pray you now, if it may stand with the 
tune of youi voices, tint I may be consul, I have 
here the customary gown. 

3 Cit. You have deserved nobly of your coun¬ 
try, and you have not deserved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma i 

3 Cit . You have been a scourge to her ene¬ 
mies, you have been a rod to her filends ; you 
have not, indeed, loved the commoii people. 

Cor. Yon should account me the moie vir¬ 
tuous, tiiat I have not been common in my love. 

I will, Sir, flatter my sworn brother the people, 
to earn a dearer estimation of them ; 'tis a con¬ 
dition they account gentle : and since the wisdom 
of their choice is rather to have my h.it than my 
heart, 1 will practise the insinuating nod, and 
be off to them most counterfeitly : that is, bn, i 
will counterfeit the bewitchment of some popular 
man, aud give it hoiintitully to the dcsirers. 
Theiefore, beseech you, I may lie consul. 

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend ; and 
therefoie give you our voices heartily. 

3 Cit. You have received many wounds for 
your country'. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with show¬ 
ing them. I will make much of your voices, and 
so trouble you no further. 

Both Cit. The gods give you joy. Sir, hear¬ 
tily ! [Exeunt* 

Cor. Most sweet voices !— 

Better it is to die, better to starve, 

Than crave the hue which fiistwedo desme. 
Why iu this woolrish gown should I stand here. 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 

Their needless vouches : Custom calls me lo’l:— 
What custom wills, in all things should we do't; 
The dust on antique tunc would lie liuswept, 

Aud mountainous error be too highly heap’d 
For truth to over-peer.—Rather than fool it 60 , 
Let the high office aud the honour go. 

To one tlut would do thus.—1 am half thiough ; 
The one part sufler’d, the other will 1 do. 

Enter three other Citizens. 

Heie come moie voices.— 

Your voices ; for your voices I have fought; 
Watch’d for yoni voices ; for youi voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd ; buttles tin ice six, 

I have seen aud hcaid of; for your voices,have 
Done many things, some less, some more: your 
voices: 

Indeed, I would i*e consul. 

5 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go with¬ 
out any honest man’s voice, 

6 Cit. Theicfoic let him be consul : The god9 
give him joy, aud make him good friend to' Uie 
people I 

All. Amen, Amen,- 

God save thee, uoble consul 1 

[Exeunt Citizl.ns. 

Cor. Worthy voices I 

Re-enter Meneni us, with Buurus and 
Sicinius. 

Men. You have stood your limitation ; and the 
tribunes 

Endue you with the people’s voice: Remains, 
That, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done ? 

Sic. The custom of request you have dis¬ 
charg’d : 

The people do admit you ; and are summon'd 
To meet anon, upon youi appiohation. 

Cor . Where? at the senate-house? 

Sic. There, Coriolanu6. 

Cor. May I then change these garments ? 

Sic. You may, Sir. 

Cor . That I’ll straight do; and, knowing my¬ 
self again. 

Repair to the senate-house. 
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Scene I. 

Men. I’ll keep you company.—Will you along 1 
Bru. We stay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Coriol. and Menen. 
He has it now; and by his looks, me thinks, 

Tis warm at his heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His bumble weeds : Will you dismiss the people? 

Re-enter Citizens. 

Sic • How now, my masters ? have you chose 
this mau ? 

1 Cit. He has our voices. Sir. 

Bru. We pray the gods, he may desene >our 
loves. 

2 Cit. Amen, Sir : To my poor unworthy uo- 
He mock’d us, when he begg’d our voices, [tice, 

3 Cit. Certainly, 

He lloutcd us downright. 

1 Cit. No, *tix lus kind of speech, he did not 

mock us. 

2 Cit. Not one amongst us save yourself', but 

says 

He us’d us scornfully : he should have show’d us 
His marks of merit, wounds leceiv’d for his 
country. 

Sic. Why, so he did, I am sure. 

Cit. No ; no man saw Vm. [ Scieral speak. 

3 Cit. He said he had wounds, which he could 

show in private ; 

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn, 

J uould be consul, says he : aged custom, 

But by your toices, trill not so permit me ; 
Your voices therefore: When we granted that, 
Here was,—/ thank you for your lotc***,—thank 
you ,— [your toices, 

Your most street toices:—now you hate lejt 

1 hate noJurther tilth you .-Was not this 

tin ckery I 

Sic. Why, cither von were ignorant lo se*‘t ? 
Or, seeing "it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru. Could you not have told him. 

As youwete lesson'd,—When he bad no power, 
But was a petty servant to the state, 

He was your enemy ; ever spake against 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
1 ’Mk body of the weal : and now, arming 
A place of potency, and sway o’the stale, 

If he should still nialiguautly lenraiu 
Fast foe to the plebeu,* your voices might 
Be curses to yourselves ? You should have said. 
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for, so Ins gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, ami 
Translate his malice towaids you into love. 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sir. Thus to have said. 

As you weic forc-advis’d, had touch’d lus spirit. 
And tried Ins inclination ; from him pluck’d 
Either bis gracious promise, winch you might, 

As cause had call’d you up, have held him to; 
Or else it would have gall’d Ins surly nature. 
Which easily eudures not article 
Tying him to aught: so, putting him to rage, 

You should have ta’eu the advantage of his cboler. 
And pass’d him unelected. 

Bru . Did yon perceive. 

He did solicit you in free contempt. 

When he did need your loves ; and do you think. 
That his contempt shall uot be bruising to you. 
When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your 
bodies 

No heart among you ? Or had you tongues to cry 
Against the rectorship of judgement ? 

Sic. Have you. 

Ere now, denied the asker f and, now again. 

On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your su’d-for tongues ? 

d Cit. He’s uot confirm’d, we may deny him 
yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him : 

I’ll have five hundred voices of that sound. 

• riclieitna. 
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1 Cit. I twice five hundred and their friends 
to piece ’em. 

Bru. Get you hence instantly ; and tell those 
friends,- - 

They have chose a consul, that will fiom them take 
Their liberties; make them of no moie voice 
Than dogs, that are as often beat for balking. 

As therefore kept to do so. 

Sic. Let them assemble; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignoraut election: Enforce * his piidc, 

And his old hate unto you : beside.**, forget not 
With what contempt he woie the humble weed ; 
How in his suit he scorn’d you : but your lo.e , 
Thinking upon bis services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present portance, f 
Which, gibinglv, ungr.ively he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 

Bru. Lay 

A fault on iis, your tribunes ; that we hbouiM 
(No impediment between) but that you inuai 
Cast your election on him. 

Sic. Say, you chose bun 
More after our commandment, than as euid- d 
By your own true affections : and that, yo:u minds 
Pre occupied with what you rather lnu-t do 
Thau vvliat you should, made you against tho 
grain 

To voice him consul : Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, spate us not. Say, we read lectures 
to you, 

How youngly he began to scive ins comitr. 

How long continued: and what slots I\» 
springs of, [cj! j* 

The noble house o’the Maiuans; fiom wmiue 
That Ancus Mai cm-, Niima’i daugl.tw’s son. 
Who, after great Hoetili.i-, here vva- km;: 

Ot the same house PuWru*. and Quuprs vveie. 
That our best water h.ought by conduits Inil.u ; 
And Censoimus, darling ol the pcopl.-, 

And nobly nim’d so, being Censoi t»ucc, 

Was his great ancestor. 

Sic. One thus descended. 

That hath beside well m hi a person wi ought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To vour remembrancer.: but you have fouir 1 . 
Scaling; ins piesent heaimg with his pa-t. 

That he’s your fixed enemy, and rev oke 
Youi sudden appiobatioii. 

Bru. Say, you ne’er had don’t, 

(Harp on that still,) but by our putting ou : § 
And presently, when you have drawn youi uiiiu- 
Kepatr to the Capitol. . [her, 

Cit. We will so : almost all [Seicral speak. 
Kcpout m their election. [Eieunt Citizens. 

Bru. Let them go on : 

This mutiny were better put in hazard, 

Than stay, past doubt, for gi eater : 

It, as his nature is, he tall m rage 

With their refusal, both observe and answer 

The vantage || of Ins anger. 

Sic. To the Capitol: [pie* 

Come; we’ll be there before the stream o’the pco- 
And this shall seem, as partly *tis, their own 
Which we have goaded II onward. [Exeunt. 


ACT 111. 

SCENE I.—The same.—A Street 

Cornets . Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Co- 
minius, Titus Lartius, Senators, and Pa¬ 
tricians. 

Cor. Tullns Aufidius then had made new 
head ? 

Lart. He had, my lord ; and that it was, which 
caus’d 

Our swifter composition. 

Cor. So then the Vo 1 sees stand but as at first ; 
Ready, when tune shall prompt them, to make 
Upon us again. ..[mad 

• Object. t Carriage. t Wrichicjr. § Invitation. 
| Advantage. Driven. 
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Com . They are worn, lord consul, so, I Com. The people are abus’d Set on.—This 

That we shall hardly in our ages see I palt’ring* 

Their bauuers wave again. ] Becomes not Rome; nor baa Coriolanua 


Cor. Saw }on Aufidius? 

Lart. On sate-guaid * he came to me; and 
did curse 

Against the \olsces, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town : lie is retir'd to Autiura. 

Cor. Spoke he of me f 
Lart. He did, my lord. 

Cor. How7 what i 

Lart. Hon- often he had met you, sword to 
sword : 

That, of ail things upon the earth, he hated 
Your person most: that he would pawn bis for¬ 
tunes 

To hopeless restitution, so he might 
Be call'd your vanquisher. 

Mar. At Aiitium lives he! 

Lart. At Aiitium. 

Cor. 1 wish I had a cause to seek him there, 
To oppose Ins hatred fully.—Welcome home. 

[To Lartius. 

Enter Sicimus and Bruius. 

Behold! these are the tribunes of the people, 
The tongues o'the coininou mouth. 1 do despise 
them: 

For they do prank + them in authority, 

Against all noble sufferance. 

Sic. Pass no further. 

Cor. Ha ! what is that 7 
Bru. It will be dangerous to 
Go on : no further. 

Cor. What makes this change 7 
Men. The matter 7 

Com. Hath he not pass'd the nobles, and the 
commons 7 
Bru. Coniiuius, no. 

Cor. Have I had children’s voices? 

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the 
market-place. 

Bru. The people are incens’d against him. 
Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in uroil. 

Cor. Are these your herd 7— 

Must these have voices, that can yield them 
now, 

And straight disclaim their tongues?—What are 
your offices ? 

You being their mouths, why rule yon not their 
teeth 7 

Have you not set them on 7 
Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos'd thine, and grows by plot. 
To curb the will of the nobility • 

Suffer it, and live with such as cannot rule, 

Nor ever will be rul’d. 

Bru. Call’t not a plot: 

The people cry, you mock’d them; and, of late. 
When corn was given them gratis, you repin’d ; 
Scandal’d the suppliants for the people ; call'd 
them 

Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Bru. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have yon infoinTd them since 7 

Bru. How ! I inform them I 

Cor. You are like to do such business. 

Bru. Not uulike. 

Each way to better yours. 

Cor. Why then should I be consul 7 By yon 
clouds, 

Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow-tribune. 

Sic. You show too mnch of that. 

For which the people stir: If you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your 
way. 

Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit; 

Or never be so noble as a consul, 

Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Meh. Let’s be calm. 

• With * gatrd* t Plume, deck. 


Deserv’d this so dishonour’d rub, laid falsely f 
l’the plain way of his merit. 

Tor. Tell me of corn 1 

This was my speech, and 1 will speak’t again ;— 
Men. Not now, not now. 

1 Sen. Not in this heat. Sir, now. 

Cor. Now, as 1 live, I will.—My noble fiicnds, 

I crave their pardons :— 

For the mutable, rank-scented many, J let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themselves : I say again. 

In soothing them, we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle $ of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 
Which we ourselves have plough’d for, sow’d and 
scatter'd. 

By niingljng them with us, the honour’d number ; 
Who lack not virtue, no, uor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no moie. 

1 Sen. No moie words, vve beseech you. 

Cor. How I 110 more 7 
As for my count! y 1 have shed my blood 
Not fearing oulwaid foice, so shall my lungs 
Coin vvoids till their decay, against those ima- 
vels, |1 

W’hich we disdain should tetter^ us, yet sought 
The very wav to catch them. 

Bru. You speak o’tlie people. 

As if you were a god to punish, not 
A man of their uiflrmity. 

Sir . 'Twere well, 

We let the people knovv’t. 

Men. What, what? his cholcr7 
Cor. Choler I 

Were I as patient as the midnight sleep. 

By Jove, 'twould he my mind. 

Sic. It is a mind. 

That shall remain a poison where it is. 

Not poison any further. 

Cor . Shall remain !— 

Hear you this Tntou of the minnows 7 •• mark 
His absolute shall? [you 

Com. ’Twas from the canon, ft 
Cor. Shall! 

O good but most unwise patricians, why. 

You grave, but reckless tt senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choose an officer, 

That with his peiempiory shall, being but 
The hoi 11 and noise o’tlie monsteis, wants not 
spirit 

To say, he’ll turn your current in a ditch. 

And make your channel his T If he have power. 
Then veil your ignorance: if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned. 

Be not as common fools; if you are not. 

Let them have cushions by you. Y'ou are pie* 
beians, 

If they be senators: and they are no less, 

When both your voices blended, the greatest 
taste [trate; 

Most palates theirs. They choose their magts- 
And such a one as he, who puts lus shallj 
His )K>pular shall, against a graver bench 
Than ever fi own’d in Greece I By Jove himself. 
It makes the consuls base : and my soul akes 
To know, when two authorities are up, 

Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter ’twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 

Com. Well—on to the market-vlace. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The corn o’tlie storehouse gratis, as ’twas us’d 

Sometime in Greece,- 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. (Though there the people had more ab¬ 
solute power,) 

I say, they nourish’d disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 

• Shuffling. t Treukemily. i Populace. 
| Cockle ii a weed which grows up with corn. 

| Lepers. T Scab. ** Thr smallest fish* 

tf According to law. tt Thoughtles*. 
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Bru. Why, shall the people give 
One, that speaks thus, their voice! 

Cor. 1*11 nive my reasons. 

More woithier than their voices. They know, 
the corn 

Was not oui recompence ; resting well assur'd 
They ne’er did service for't: Being press’d to 
the war, 

Even when the navel of the state was touch’d, 
They would not thread * the gates: this kind of 
service 

Did not deserve corn gratis: being Pthe war. 
Their mutinies and revolts, whereiu they show’d 
Most valour, spoke not for them : The accusa¬ 
tion 

Which they have often made against the senate. 
All cause unborn, could never be the native t 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then ? 
How shall this bosom multiplied digest 
The senate’s courtesy 1 Let deeds express 
Whit’s like to be their words :— fJ r e did request 
it; 

J1 e are the greater poll , t and in true fear 
They gave us our demands: —Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares, fears: which will in time break 
ope 

The locks o’the senate, and bring in the crow s 
To peck the eagles.— 

Men . Come, euough. 

Jiru. Enough, with over-measure. 

('or. No, take more : 

What inay be sworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal!—This double worship— 
Where one part does disdain with cause, the 
other [wisdom 

Insult without all reason; where gentry, title. 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance,—It must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the while 
To unstable slightness: purpose so barr’d, it 
follows, 

Nothing is done to purpose: Therefore, beseech 
you,— 

You that will be less fearful than discreet; 

That love the fundamental part of state, 

More than you doubt § the ebauge oft ; that 
prefer 

A noble life before a long, and wish 
To jump H a body with a dangerous physic 
That's 6ure of death without it,—at once pluck 
out 

The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison : your disbouour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it; 

Not having the power to do the good it would, 
For the ill which doth control it. 

Jiru. He has said enough. 

Sic. He has spokeu like a traitor, aud shall 
atisiver 
As traitors do. 

Cor. Thou wretch 1 despite o’erwbelm thee I— 
What should the people do with these bald tri¬ 
bunes ? 

On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench: In a rebellion. 

When what’s not meet, but what must be, was 
law, 

Then were they cboseu: in a better hour. 

Let what is meet, be said it must be meet. 

And throw their power i’the dust. 

Bru. Manifest treason. 

Sic . This a consul 1 no. 

Bru . The £diles, hoi—Let him be appre¬ 
hended. 

Sic. Go, call the people ; [Exit Brutus.] in 
whose name, myself 
Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator, 

A foe to the public weal: Obey, I charge thee. 
And follow to thine answer. 

Cor . Hence, old goat 1 

* Pan threefh. t The natural permit, or, the cease. 
t Number. freer* (To violently e|iteie. 


Sen. £ Pat. We'll surety him. 

Com. Aged Sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hi nee, rotten thing, or I shall shake tby 
bones 1 

Out of thy garments. 

Sic. Help, ye citizens. 

Re-enter Brutus, with the /Ediles, and a 
Rabble oj Citizens. 

Men. On both sides more respect. 

Sic. Here’s he, that would 
Take fiom you ail >our power. 

Bru. Seize him, /Ediles. 

Cit. Down with him, down with him ! 

[Several speuk 

2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons! 

[7 'hey all bustle about Coriolanis. 
Tribunes, patricians*, citizens 1—what ho J 
Siciniiis, Brutus, Coi lolanus, citizens 1 
Cit. Peace, peace, peace; stay, hold, peace I 
Men . W hat is about to be ?—1 am out of 
breath: [buncs 

Confusion's near: I cannot speak :—You, tn- 
To the people,—Conolanus, patience 
Speak, good Sicimus. 

Sic. Hear me, people ;—Peace. 

Cit. Let’s hear our tribune Peace. Speak, 
speak, speak. 

Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties : 
Mdicius would have all from vou ; Marcius, 
Whom late you have nam'd for consul. 

Men. Fie, tie, lie l 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

1 Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is the city, but the people l 

Cit. True, 

The people are the city. 

Bru. By the consent of all, we were establish’d 
The people’s magistrates. 

Cit. You so remain. 

Men. And so are like to do. 

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat; 

To bring the root to the foundation; 

And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges 
lu heaps and piles of rums. 

Sic. This deserves death. 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority. 

Or let us lose itWe do here pronounce. 

Upon the part o'the people, in whose power 
We weie elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sic. Therefore, lay hold of him ; 

Bear linn to the rock Tarpeian,* aud from thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Bru. /Ediles, seize him. 

Cit. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word. 

’Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 
sEdi. Peace, peace. 

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country's 
friend. 

And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. 

Br.u . Sir, those cold ways, 

That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent:—Lay hands upon 
And bear him to the rock. [him. 

Cor. No : 1*11 die here. [Drawing his Suord. 
There’s some among you have beheld me flght- 
iug; [me. 

Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen 
Men. Down with that sword,—Tribunes, with¬ 
draw a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help, Marcius I help, 

You that be noble ; help him, young and old I 
Cit. Down with him, down with him l 
[In this Mutiny , the Tribunes, the Adiles, 
and the People are all beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your house; be gone. 
All will he naught else. [away, 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 

.* 

* From whence criminal* were thrown, and dashed to 
piece*. 
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Cor. Stand fast; 

We have as many friends as enemies. 

Men. Shall it be put to that ? 

1 $en. The gods forbid! 

I pr’ythee, noble friend, home to thy I'O’iri: 
Leave us to cine tins cause. 

Men. For 'tis a sore upon us, fyou. 

You cannot tent youiself: Be gone, 'neseech 
Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 

Cor. I would they were barbariaus, (as thev 
are, 

Though in Rome litter’d,) not Romans, (as they 
are not, 

Though calv’d i’tlie poich o’thc Capitol,)— 

Men. Be gone ; 

Put not your-woithy rage into your tongue: 

One time will owe another. 

Cor. On lair giound, 

I could beat forty of them. 

Men. I could myself 

Take up a brace of the best of them ; yea, the 
two tribunes. 

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond aiithmetir ; 
And manhood is call’d tooleiv, when it stauds 
Against a tilling fabric.—Will you lienee. 

Before the tag * return ? whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted wateis, and o’etbear 
What thej ate used to bear. 

Men. Pi ay you, be gone: 

I’ll try whether ni\ old wit be in request 
"ttli those that have bu. little: this must be 
\\ ith cloth of any coloiu. [patch’d 

Com. Nay, come away. 

[Exeunt Con. Com. and other t. 

1 Pat. This man has mail’d bis loitimc. 

Mi 'it. His natal e i- too noble f<>i the woild : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his tiulent. 

Or Jove for his powei to thunder. Ills bri:;’- 
lns mouth : [vent , 

What his breast forges that Ins tongue inns* 
And being angry, does l'oiget that e\or 
Ht heard the name of death. [ 1 noise m f htn. 
Here’s goodly work! 

2 Put. 1 would they war a-hfd 7 

Men. I would tivy weie raTybei !—V. Irat, the 
vengeance. 

Could he not speak them fan 1 

Re-enter Buni s amt Sicimus, ?tiBi the 

Rabbit . 

Sic. Where’s this viper, 

That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man hiui'Clt ? 

Men. You woithy tiibunes,— 

Sic . He shall be thrown down theTarpeim 
rock 

With rigorous hinds; he hath resisted law. 

And thcieforc law' shall scorn him fmthci tual 
Than the seventy of Hie public power. 

Which he so sets at nought. 

1 Cit. He shall well know’. 

The noble tribunes are the people’s mouths. 

And we their hands. 

Cit. He shall tare on’t. t 

[Scieral speak together. 

Men. Sii,— 

Sic . Peace. 

Men. Do not cry, havoc, + vvheie you should 
but bunt 

With modest wan ant. 

Sir. Sir, how conics it, that you 
Have holp to make this lescuet 
Men. Hear me 6peak :— 

As I do know the consul's worthiness. 

So can I name his faults • 

Sic. Consul !—what consul! 

Men. The consul Coriolanus. 

Bru. He a consul 1 
Cit. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribunes* leave, and yours, 
good people, 

I may be heard, l*d crave a word or two; 

• Tbf loweat of the ponulare, tae, rajr, and bobtail, 
f Be sure ou'i. 2 Tbe ngnal for •laughter. * 


The which shall turn you to no fuithci harm. 
Than so much loss of tune, 
i Sic. Speak biiefly then ; 

For we are peremptory to despatch 
This viperous traitor: to eject linn lienee, 

Were but one donga ; and, to keep him her 
Our certain death; therefoie it is deuced. 

He dies to-night. 

Men. Now the good gods forbid 
That our lenowned Rome, whose gratitude 
Towaids her deserved * children is enroll’d 
In Jo\e’s own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He’s a disease, that must he cut aw.u. 
Men. Oh! lie’s a limb, that lias but a distant* 
Mortal, to cut it off, to cuie it, easy. 

What has he done to Rome, that’s worthy death 
Killing oui enemies ? The blood he Intli hmt, 
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath 
By many an ounce,) he diupp'd it tor Ins couu- 
And, what is leit, to lo$e it by Ins country, [tiy : 
"eie to us all, that do’t, and sutler it, 

A brand to the end o’tbe wmld. 

Sir. Tin* is clean kam. + 

Urn. Merely; awry: when he did love Ins 
countn, 

It honour’d him. 

.Mm. The s race of the foot 
Bung once gnngieii'd, is not lio n respettul 
1 or what heloie it wa- f 
Brit. "e’ll heai no more — 

Pursue linn to Ins house, and pluck hi n ilif.ir** ; 
Lest lus luteu'on, bung oi catching natun , 
Spiead further. 

Mm. One woid more, one wmd. 

This tiger-footed tage, when it shall find 
The hnini ot unseam’d ' ‘•wifinc-., mb, too 1 ife, 
lie leaden pound to !iis lit • Is I’lotecdhy pu>- 
(«’*■•>; 

I.est p.ulies (as lie is hclovVD In oak out. 

And sa C K meat Rome with Ro.ua :s 
Brit. If it uric so, — 

Sic. " hat do ye talk ? 

Have w’r not bad a t i'!e of his obedience? 

Otu -S.diks smote ? oui-i h.’s lesjatt.l ‘ -Conic: — 
Men. Coiisulei this.--Ho has lutu Intd 
v\ais 

Since he ce.uld diaw a sv.onl, at.d is ill siho- ,M 
In bonked |, langua e, meal and loan together 
He tlnow’S without distiiution. One me leave. 
I’ll go to linn, am! rndciiakc to bung him 
"here he shall anvaei, hv a lawtul tutm 
(In peace) to Ins utmost penl. 

1 Sin. Noble tiibunc*. 

It is the humane way : the other tour*e 
"ill piove too bloody ; and the cud ul it 
Unknown to the begin mug. 

Sic. Noble Mciicmus, 

' Be you then as the people’s officer : 

Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the maiket-placc We’ll attend 
von there : 

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we’ll proce. d 
In our first way. 

Men. I’ll bring him to you :—■ 

Let me desire your company. [7b the Sen vi ors 
H e must come, 

Or what is worst will follow’. 

1 Sen. Pray you, let’s to him. [ Ex cunt 

SCENE II.—A Room in Cokiolous’s 

House. 

Enter Coriolanus and Patricians. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine cars ; pre¬ 
sent me 

Death on the wheel, or at wild hoi sc s’ heels; 

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 

That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

• Dcsrrun?. t Quite awry. 2 Absolutely 
$ Into.unde rate ha»u. y Finely uftcl. 



Scene II. 

Enter Vclumnia 

1 Pat . You do the nobler. 

Cor. I mute,* iny mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, tilings created 
To buy aud sell with groats ; to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder. 
When one but of my ordinance + stood up 
To speak of peace or war. I talk of you : 

[To VOLDMNIA. 
Why did you wish me milder ? Would you have 
me 

False to my nature ? Rather say, I play 
The man 1 am. 

Vol. O Sir, Sir, Sir, 

I would have had you put your power well on. 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let go. 

Vol . You might have been enough the man 
vou are. 

With striving less to be so: Lesser had been 
The thwartmgs of your dispositions, if 
You had not showed them iiow you were dispos'd 
Ere they lack’d power to cioss you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Vol. Ay, aud burn too. 

Enter Men emus and Senators. 

Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, 
something too rough ; 

You must return, and mend it. 

1 Sut. There’s no remedy ; 

Unless, by not so doing, our good city 
Clea\e in the midst, and perish. 

Vol. Frav be counsel’d : 

I have a heart as little apt as yours, 

But yet a brain, that leads my use of anger 
To better vantage. 

Men. Will said, noble woman : 

Betoie be should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o’the time craves it as physic 
Foi the whole state, I would put mine armour on 
It inch I can scarcely bear. 

Cor. hat must I do? 

Men. Return to the tribunes. 

Cor. Well, 

What then ? what then ? 

Men. Repent what you have spoke. 

Cor. Foi them l —I cannot do it to the gods ; 
Must I then do’t to them ? 

1 ol. Yon are too absolute ; 

Though therein you can never be too noble. 

But when extremities speak. 1 have heard you 

say*. 

Honour and policy, like unsever’d friends 
l’the war do grow together: Grant that, and tell 
me. 

In peace, what each of them by th’other lose. 
That they combine not there. 

Cor. Tush, tush ! 

Men. A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour, ra your wars, to seem 
The same you are not, (which, for your best ends. 
You adopt your policy,) how is it lesB, or worse. 
That it shall hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as m war; since that to both 
It stands m like request ? 

Cor. Why force J you this ? 

Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people; not by our own instruction, 

Nor by the matter which your heart prompts yon 
to. 

But with such words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bosom’s truth. 

Now, this no more dishonours you at all. 

Than to take in § a town with gentle words. 
Which else would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood.— 

I would dissemble with my natnre, where 
My fortunes, and my friends, at stake, requir’d 
I should do so in honour: 1 am, in this. 

Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles; 

* Wonder. t Rank. t Urge 6 Subdue. 
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And you will rather show onr general lowta * 
How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon 
them. 

For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 
Of wbat that want might ruin. 

Men. Noble lady 1— 

Come, go with us ; speak fair: you may salve eo, 
Not what is dangerous present, but the loss 
Of what is past. 

Vol. I pr’ythee now, my sou. 

Go to them, with tins bonnet in thy hand ; 

And thus far having stretch’d it (here be with 
them,) 

Thy knee bussing the stones, for in such busi¬ 
ness [rant 

Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the igno- 
More learned than the ears,) waviug thy head, 
Which ofteu, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 
That humble, as the ripest mulberry. 

Now will not hold the handling: Or, say to them. 
Thou art their soldier, and, being bred m broils. 
Hast not the soft way which, thou dost confess, 
Were lit for thee to use, as they to claim. 

In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so fa/ 

As thou hast power and person. 

Men. This but done. 

Even as she speaks, why, all their hearts weie 
yours : 

For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free 
As words to little purpose. 

Vol. Pr’ythee now. 

Go, and be rul’d : although, I know, thou hadst 
rather 

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf. 

Than flatter him in a bowei. Here is Corainius. 

Enter Cominius. 

Com. I have been l’ihe market-place: and, 
Sir, tis fit 

You make strong part), or defend yourself 
By calmness, or by absence: all’s m angei. 
Men . Only lair speech. 

Com. I think ’twill serve, if he 
Can thereto frame lus spirit. 

Vol. He must, and will 
Pr’ythce, now, say you will, aud go about it. 

Cor. Must 1 go show them my unbarb'd 
sconce ? t Must I, 

With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie that it must bear ? Well, I will do’t: 

Yet were there but this single plot to lose, 

‘This mould of Maicius, they to dust should 
grind it, [place 

And throw it against the wind.—To the market- 
Yon have put me now to such a part, which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we’ll prompt you. 

Vol. I pr’ythee now, sweet son, as thou hast 
said, 

My praises made thee first a soldier, so 
To have my piaise for this, perform a part 
Thou bast not done before. 

Cor. WeU, I must do’t: 

Away, my disposition, aud possess me 
Some harlot’s spirit I My throat of war be turn’d. 
Which .quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep! The smiles of knaves 
Tent j in my cheeks; and school-boy’s tears take 
The glasses of my sight! A beggar's tongue [up 
Make motion through my lips; and my arm’d 
knees. 

Which bow’d but in my stirrup, bend like bis 
That hath receiv’d an alms !—1 will not do’t: 
Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth. 

And, by my body’s action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

Vol. At thy choice then : 

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour, 

Than thou of them. Come all to nun: let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness ; for 1 mock at dedtb 

* Common downs. f Unshaven bead. t Dwell. 
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With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 

Tb> valiantuess was mine, thou suck'dst it from 
But owe* thy pride thyself. [me ; 

Cur. Pray, be content: 

Mother, I am going to the market-place; 

Chide me no more. 1*11 mountebank their loves. 
Cog their hearts fiom them, and come home be- 
lov’d 

Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my wife. I’ll return consul; 
Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
Ptbe way of flattery, further. 

Cot. Do your wili. [Exit. 

Com. Away, the tribunes do attend you : arm 
yourself 

To answer mildly; for they are prepar'd 
With accusations, as I hear, more strong 
Thau are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is mildly:—Pray you, let us 
Let them accuse me by invention, I [go: 

Will answer in mine honour. 

J fen. A>, but mildly. 

Cor . Well, mildly be it then : mildly. 

[Exeunt. 

SC EXE III.—The same.—The Forum. 

Enter Sicimus and llRUTirs. 

Bru. In this point charge him home—that he 
affects 

Tyraunlcal power : if he evade ns there, 

Enforce him with Ins envy t to the people; 

And that the spoil, got on the Autiates, 

Was ne'er distributed.— 

Enter an /Euu k. 

What, w ill lie come 1 
yEd. He's coining. 

Bru. How accompanied 7 
uEd. With old Mcnenius, and those senators 
That zlways favom’d him. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procur'd 
Set down by the poll 7 
/Ed. I have: His ready, heio. 

Sic. Have yon collected them by tiibc? ? 

JEd. I have. 

Sic. Assemble presently the people hither: 

And when they hear me say, It shall he vt 
J’thc right and strength u’the commons , be it 
either 

For death, for fine, or banishment, then let them, 
If i say fine, cry fine j if death, cry death ; 
Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power i’the truth o’the cause. 

JEd. I shall inform them. 

Bru. And when such tune they have begun to 
cry, 

Let them not cease, but with a din confus’d 
Enforce tbe preseut execution 
Of what we chance to seuteiicc. 
sEd. Very well. 

Sic. Make them he strong, and ready for this 
hint, 

When we shall hap to give’t them. 

Bru. Go about it.— [Exit jF.dii.e. 

Put hun to choler straight: He hath been vis'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction : Being once chaf'd, he cannot 
lie rein'd again to temperance ; then lie speaks 
What's i^ps heart; aim that is there, which looks 
W ith us break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanls, Menenius, Cominies, 
.Senators, and Patricians. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest 
piece 

Will bear the knave* by the volume.—The ho¬ 
nour'd gods 

Keep # Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 

• Own. * Accuwj him of hit bAtrod. 

t Will be»r beiug called a knave. 


Supplied with worthy men! plant love among uo! 
Throng our large temples with the shows of peace. 
And not our streets with war f 
1 Sen. Amen, amen ! 

Men. A noble wish. 

Re-enter /Ediee, with Citizens. 

Sic. Draw near, ye people. 

Aid. List to jour tribuues: audience : Peace, 
I say. 

Cor. First, hear me speak. 

Both Tr/. Well, say.—Peace, ho. 

Cor. Shall 1 he clnugM uo further than tins 
present ? 

Must all determine ? 

Sic. I do demand line, 

If jou submit you to the people’s voice-. 

Allow their office)s, and aie content 
To suffer lawful censme loi such fauiio 
As shall be prov’d upon you? 

Cor. I am content. 

j Men. Lo, citizens, he 6ay% he i* content: 

The wui like semce he has done, cou**idri ; 
Think on the wounds his borit heals, which show 
Like graves I'tlie holy diuichyaid. 

Cor. Scratches with liners. 

Scare to move laughter only 
Men. Consider lurther, 

That when lie speaks n«>r like a citi/cu. 

You find him like a soldier: Do not lake 
His rougher accents foi malicious sound**. 

But, as I say, such as become a soldier, 

Rather than envy • you. 

Com. Well, well, no moie. 

Cor. What is the mattes, 

That being pass’d for consul with full voice, 

I am so dishonour'd, tint the veiy hour 
You take it off again l 
Sic. Answer to us. 

Cor. Say then : 'tis true, I ought so. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have (outliv’d to 
take 

From Rome all season’d + office, and to win l 
Yourself into a powei tyrannical; 

For winch, you are a tiaitor to the people. 

Cor. How ! Traitor 7 

Men. Nay, temperately : Your promise. 

Cor. The tires l'liie lowest hell fold in the 
people! 

Call me their traitor.—Thou mjunotis ti ilium ! 
Within thine eyes sal twenty thousand deaths. 

In thy hands clutch'd I as many million?, m 
Thy lying tongue both nuuihcis, I would say, 
Thou best, unto thee, with voice as nee 
As I do pray the soda. 

Sic . Mark you this, people 7 
Cit. To the lock with him! to the rock with 
intn! 

Sic. Peace. 

We need not put new matter to his cltaige : 

What you have sem him do, and heard him apeak. 
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves, 

Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
Those whose great powei must try him ; eve; 
So cnininal, and in such capital kind, ithi*. 
Deserves the extremi st death. 

Bru. But siuce he hath 

Serv’d well for Rome,- 

Cor. What! do you pi ate of service ? 

Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 

Cor. You? 

Men. Is this 

The promise that you made your motliei \ 

Com. Know, 

I pray you,- 

Cor. I’ll know no further : 

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death 
Vagabond exile, flaying ; pent to linger 
But with a gram a day; I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one lair wind. 

Nor check my courage for wbat they can give 
To hav't with saying, Good moirow. 

Sic. For that lie has 
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(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envied against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power: as now at last 
Given hostile stiokes, and that not in the presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do distnbute it—In the uameo'the people, 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we. 

Even Horn this instant, banish him our city; 

In pcnl of precipitation 
Fiom otl the rock Tarpeiau, never more 
To enter our Home gates: I*the people's name, 
say it shall be s<». 

Cit. It sbali be so. 

It shall be so; let him away : he’s banish’d ; 

Jil id so it shall be. 

Com. Heat me, my masters, and my common 
friends- 

Sic. He’s sentenc’d : no moie bearing 
Com. Let me speak : 

I have been consul, and can show fiom * Rome, 
Her enemies’ inuiks upon me. I do love 
.My countiy’s good, with a respect more tendei, 
Mote holy, and profound, than mine o«n lite, 
Aiy dear wife’s estimate,! her womb’s mcieaso. 
Ami trc.tsmc of my Ionia; then if I would 
Speak that- 

Sic. We know your drift : Speak what? 

Bru. There’s no moie to be said, but he is 
banish’d. 

As enemy to the people and his country : 

It shall be so. 

('it. It shall be so, it shall he so. 

Cor. You common cry i ol curs! whose breath 
I hate 

As reok $ o'tlie rotten fens, whose love I prize 
As the dead carcase? of unburied men 
That do corrupt my an, l banish you; 

And here remain with your uncertainty ! 

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts! 

Your enemies, with nodding of then plumes, 
Fan you into despair! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders ; till, at length, 

Your ignorance (which finds not till it feels,) 
Making not reservation of youiselves, 

(Still your own foes,) deliver you, a> most 
Abated \\ captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows! Despising, 

For you, the uty, thus I turn my back : 

Thcie is a world elsewhere. 

[Exeunt Couiolanus, Comimus, Men exits, 
Slwiors, and Paiiucians, 
Aid. The people's enemy is gone, is gone! 

C.t. Oui enemy’s banish’d ! lie is gone ! Hoo! 
hoo I 

[The people shout and throw tip their Caps. 
Sic. Go, see him out at gates, and follow him! 
As lie hath follow’d you, with all despite: 

Give him deserv’d vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

Cit. Come, come, let us see him out at gates ; 
come:— 

The gods preserve our noble tribunes !—Come. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—The same.—Before a Gate of the 

City. 

Enter Coriolanus, Volusinia, Virgilia, 
Menkmus, Comimus, and several young 
Patricians. 

Cor. Come, leave your tears; a brief farewell: 
—the beast IT 

With many heads butts me away.—Nay, mother. 
Where is your ancient courage? you were us’d 
To say, extremity was the ti ler of spirits ; 

That common cbauces common men could bear; 
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Show'd mastership in floating : fortune’s blows. 
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, 
craves 
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A noble cunning: you were ns’d to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
Tbe heart that coun’d them. 

Fir. O heavens 1 O heavens I 
Cor. Nay, I pr’ythee, woman,— 

Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades 
in Rome, 

And occupations perish I 
Cor. What, what, what! 

I shall be lov’d when 1 am lack’d. Nay, mother. 
Resume that spirit, when you were wout to say, 
If you had been tbe wife of Hercules, 

Six of his labours you’d have done, and sav’d 
Your husband so much sweat.—Comimus, 

Droop not; adieu :—Farewell, my wife ! my mo 
ther! 

I'll do well yet.—Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are salter than a younger man’s. 

And venomous to thine eyes.—My sometime 
general, 

I have seen thee stern, and thou bast oft beheld 
Heart-hard’mng spectacles : tell these sad women, 
’Tis fond • to wail inevitable strokes, [well. 
As ’tis to laugb at them.—My mother, you wot 
My hazards still have been your solace: and 
Believe’! not lightly, (though I go alone, 

L»ke to a lonely dragou, that his feu 
Makes fear’d) and talk’d of more than seen your 
son 

Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous + baits and practice. 

Vol. My first X son. 

Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while: Determine on some course. 
More than a wild ex posture $ to each chauce. 
That starts l’the way before thee. 

Cor. 0 the gods ! 

Com. I'll follow' thee a month, devise with thee 
Where thou slialt rest, that thou may’st hear of 
u 3 , 

And we of thee; so, if the time thrust forth 
A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send 
OVr the vast woild, to seek a single man; 

Ami lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
1'the absence of the needer. 

Cor. Faie >c well:— [full 

Thou hast years upon thee ; and thou art too 
Of the wars’ suifats, to go rove with one 
Thai’s vet unionis'd ; bring me but out at gate.— 
Come, my sweet wile, niv dearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch, |j when I am forth. 
Bid me farewell, and smile. 1 pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Heai from me still ; and never of ine aught 
But what is like me formal). 

Men. That’s worthily 

As any ear can bear.—Come, let’s not weep.— 

If I could shake off but one seven veais 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods* 
I'd with ibee every foot. 

Cor. Give me thy hand :— 

Come. [Exeunt. 

SCEXE II.—The same.—A Street near the 

Gate. 

Enter Sicinius, Brutus, anil an jEdile. 

Sic. Bid them all heme : lie’s gone, and wc‘11 
no laither.— 

The nobility are vex’d, who, we see, have sided 
In his behalf. 

Bru. Now we have shown our power. 

Let us seem humbler after it is done. 

Than when it was a doing. 

Sic. Bid them home: 

Say their great enemy is gone, a id they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru . Dismiss them home. [Exit /Edilb. 

Enter Volusinia, Virgilia, and Menemcsb 
Here conies his‘mother. 

Sic . Let’s not meet ber. 
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Bru. Why 1 

Sic . They say, she’s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’eu Dote of us : 

Keep on your way. 

Vol. Oh! you're well met: The hoarded plague 
o’the gods 
Requite your love 1 
Men. Peace, peace: be not so loud. 

Vol . If that I could for weepiug, you should 
hear,— 

Nay, and you shall hear some.—Will yon be gone ? 

[To Brutus. 

Vir. You shall stay too ; [To Sicin.] I would 
had the power 
To say so to iny husband. 

Sic. Are you man kind ! 

Vol. Ay, fool; is that a shame ?—Note but this 
fool.— 

Was not a man my father ? Hadst thou foxship * 
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou hast spoken words l 
Sic. O blessed heavens! 

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wise 
words ; 

And for Rome's good.—I’ll tell thee what ;— 
Yet go :— 

Nay but thou shalt stay too :—1 would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 

His good sword iu his hand. 

Sic. What then ? 

Vir. What then T 

He’d make an eud of thy posterity. 

Vol. Bastards, and all.— 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for 
Rome 1 

Men. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I would he had continu’d to bis country 
As be began ; and not mikmt himself 
The noble knot he made 
Bru. I would he had. 

Vol. I would he had! 'Twas you incens’d the 
rabble: 

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth. 

As 1 can of those mysteries which heaven 
will not have eaith to know. 

Bru. Pray, let us go. 

Vol. Now pray, Sir, get you gone : 

You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear 
tins : 

As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meauest house m Rome, so far my son, 
(This lady’s husband here, this, uo you see,) 
Whom you have bauish’d, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we’ll leave you. 

Sic. Why stay we to be baited 
With one that wants her wits ? 

Vol. Take my prayers with you.— 

1 would the gods had nothing else to do, 

[Exeunt Tridunks. 

But to confirm my curses! Could I meet them 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to’t. 

Men. You have told them home. 

And by my troth, you have cause. You’ll sup 
with me ? 

Vol. Anger’s my meat: I sup upon myself, 
And so shall starve with feeding.—Come let’s go : 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 

In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 

Men . Fie, fie, flel [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—A highway between Rome and 

Antium. 

Enter a Roman and a Volsge, meeting. 
Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me: 
your name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol. It is so, S-r: truly, I have forgot you. 
Rom. I am a Roman;,and my services are, 
as y ou are, against them: Know you me yet f 
Vol. Nicanor? No. 

Rom. The same. Sir. 

Vol. You had more beard, when I last saw 
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you ; but your favour • is well appeared by yout 
tongue. What’s the news in Koine f I Lave a 
note from the Volscian state, to find you out there: 
You have well saved me a day’s journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome strange insur¬ 
rection : the people against the seuators, patri¬ 
cians, and nobles. 

Vol. Hath beenl Is It ended then? Our state 
thinks not so; they are iu a most warlike pre¬ 
paration, and hope to come upon them in the heat 
of their division. 

Rom. The mam blaze of it is past, but a small 
thing would make it flame again. For the nobles 
receive so to heart the bauishiueut of that wor¬ 
thy Conolanus, that they are in a ripe aptness 
to take all power from the people, and to pluck 
from them their tribunes for ever. Tins lies 
glowing I can tell you, and is almost mature for 
the violent breaking out. 

Vol. Conolanus banished? 

Rom. Banished, Sir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelli¬ 
gence, Nicauor. 

Rom. The day serves well for them now'. I 
have heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a 
man's wife, is when she’s fallen out with her 
husband. Your noble TtiUus Aufidius will ap¬ 
pear well in these wars, his great opposcr, Co- 
nolauus, being now in no request of his coun¬ 
try. 

Vol. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate 
thus accidentally to encounter you: 1 on have 
ended my business, and I will merrily accom¬ 
pany you home. 

Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell 
you most strange things from Rome; all tend¬ 
ing to the good of their adversaries. Have you 
an army ready, say you? 

Vol. A most royal one: the centurions and 
their charges distinctly billeted, aheady in the 
entertainment, f and to be on foot at an hour’s 
warning. 

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readiness, 
and am the mail, I think, that shall set them 
in present action. So, Sir, heartily well met, aud 
most glad of your company. 

Vol. You take my part from me. Sir; I have 
the most cause to be glad of yours. 

Rom. Well, let u» go together. [Exeunt. 

SCENE JV. — Antium. — Before Aufidius’^ 

House. 

Enter Coriolanus, in mean apparel, dis¬ 
guised and muffled. 

Cor . A goodly city is this Antiuui: City, 

*Tis I that made thy widows: many au heir 
Of these fair edifices 'fore my wars 
Have 1 beard groan, and drop : then know me not 
Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones, 

Enter a Citizen. 

Ih puny battle slay me.—Save you. Sir. 

Cit. And you. 

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will. 

Where great Aufidius lies: Is he iu Antium ? 

Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state 
At his house this night. 

Cor. Which is his house, ’beseech you ? 

Cit. This, here, before you. 

Cor. Thank you. Sir: faiewell. 

[Exit Citizen 

O world thy slippery turns l Friends now fast 
sworn. 

Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart. 
Whose houre, whose bed, whose meal, aud exer¬ 
cise, 

Are still together, who twin, as twere, in love 
Inseparable, shall within this hour. 

On a dissention of a doit, * break out 
To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes. 

Whose passions and whose plot9 have broke their 
sleep 
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Scene V 

To take the one the other, by some chance, 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear 
friends, 

And inteijoin their issues. So with me: 

My birth-place hate 1, and my love’s upon 
This enemy town. I'll enter : if be slay me. 

He does fair justice, if be give me way 

1*11 do his country service. [Exit. 

SCENE V.—The same.—A hall In Aufidids’s 

House. 

Music withm. Enter a Servant. 

1 Serr. Wine, wine, wine! What service is 
heie! I think our fellows are asleep. [Exit. 

Enter another Servant. 

2 Ser. Where’s Cotus! my master calls for 
him. Cotus! 

Enter CorioLanos. 

Cor. A goodly house : The feast smells well: 
but I 

Appear not like a guest. 

Re-enter the first Servant. 

1 Sen. What would you have, friend 7 Whence 
are you? Here’s no place for you: Pray, go to 
the door. 

Cor. 1 have deserv’d no better entertainment 
In being Coriolanus.* 

Re-enter second Servant. 

2 Srrv. Whence are you, Su ? Has the porter 
his eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to 
6ucli companions ? ; Pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away! 

2 Srrv. Away? Get \ou away. 

Cur. Now thou ait tioublesoine. 

2 Serf. Aie you so brave ? I’ll have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servant. The first meets him. 

3 Serr. What fellow’s this ? 

1 Sen. A strange one as ever 1 looked on : I 
cannot get him out o’the house : Pr’ytbce, call 
my master to him. 

3 Sen. What have you to do here, fellow? 
Pray you, avoid the house 
Cur. Let me but stand: I will not hurt your 
hearth. 

? Serr. What arc you l 
Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Sen. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so 1 am. 

3 Seri . Pray you, poor gentleman, take up 
some other station ; here’s no place for you ; pray 
you, avoid : come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go ! 

And batten i on cold hits. [ Pushes him away. 

3 Sen. What, will you not? Pr’ytbee tell my 
master what a strange guest he has here. 

[Exit. 

2 Sen. And I shall. 

3 Sen. Where dweliest thou ? 

Cor. Uhder the canopy. 

2 Serv. Under the canopy! 

Cor. Ay. 

8 Serv. Where’s that ? 

Cor. V the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv. Pthe city of kites and crow's ?—What 
tn ass it is!—Then thou dweliest with daws too ? 

Cor. No* I serve not thy master. 

3 Serv. How, Sir I do you meddle with my 
master? 

Cor. Ay; ’tis an houester service than to 
meddle with tby mistress: 

Thou prat’st, and prat'st; serve with thy trencher, 

hence 1 [Beats him away . 

\ 

Enter Avfidius and the second Servant. 
Auf. Where is this fellow! 

• Haring derived that name from Corioli. 
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2 Serv. Here, Sir ; I’d have beaten him like a 
dog, but for disturbing the lords within. 

Auf. Whence comest thou? what wouldeat 
thou ! Thy name 1 

Why speak’st not 7 Speak, man: What’s thy 
name ? 

Cor . If, Tnllns, [Unmuffling, 

Not yet thou know*st me, and seeing me, dost not 
Think me for the man I am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 

Auf. What is thy name ? 

[Servants retire. 
Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscians* ears. 
And harsh in sound to thine. 

AuJ. Say, what’s thy name ? 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command iii’t: though thy tackle’s torn. 
Thou show’st a noble vessel. What’s thy name? 
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown: Know’st 
thou me yet? 

Auf. I know thee not:—Thy name ? 

Cur. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath 
done 

To thee particularly, and to all the Volsces, 
Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus: The painful service. 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a good memory,* 

And witness of the malice and displeasure 
Which thou sliould’st bear me : only that name 
remains: 

The cruelty and envy of the people. 

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour’d the rest; 

And suftei’d me by the voice of slaves to be 
Whoop’d out of Home. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth ; not out of hope. 
Mistake me not, to sav e my life ; for if 
I had fear’d death, of all the men l’the world 
I would have ’voided thee: but in mere spite. 

To be full quit of those iny bauishcrs. 

Stand I befoic thee here. Then if thou hast 
A heart of wreak t in thee, that will levenge 
Thine o;vn particular wrongs, and stop those 
maims; 

Of shame seen tlnough thy country’, speed thee 
straight. 

And make my misery serve thy turn : so use it. 
That my revengeful services may prove 
As benefits to thee; for I will light 
Against my canker’d country with the spleen 
Of all the undei $ fiends. But if so be 
Thou dar’st not this, and that to prove more for. 
tunes 

Thou art tir’d, then, in a word, I also am 
Longer to liv e most weary, and present 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice. 
Which, not to cut, would show thee but a fool; 
Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate. 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s bieast; 
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 

Auf. O Marcius, Marcius, 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded ftom 
my heart 

A root of aucieut envy. If Jupiter [say. 

Should from yon cloud speak diviue things, and 
*Tis true, I’d not believe them more than thee. 
All noble Marcius.—Ob! let me twine 
Mine arms abont that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times bath broke. 
And scar’d the moon with splinters I Here I 
clip !| 

The anvil of my sword ; and do contest. 

As hotly and as nobly with thy love. 

As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

I lov’d the maid I married ; never man 
Sigh’d truer breath ; but that I see thee here, 
liiou noble thing 1 more dances my rapt heart. 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw . 
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Bestride my threshold Why, thou Mars! I tell 
thee 

We have a power on foot; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn,* 
Or lose mine arm for’t: Thou hast beat me out + 
Twelve several times, and 1 have uightly since 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me; 
We have been down together in my sleep 
Unbuckling helms, fisUug each other's throat, 
.And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy 
Marcius, 

Had we no quarrel else to Koine, but that 
Thou art thence banish’d, we would muster all 
From twelve to seventy ; \ and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Like a bold flood o’er-beat. O come, go in, 

And take our friendly senators by the hands; 
Who now are here, takiug their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar’d against your teiritones, 
Though not for Rome itself. 

Cor. You bless me, gods ! 

Ait/. Therefore, most absolute Sir, if thou 
wilt have 

The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my commission ; and set down— 
As best thou art experienc’d, since thou knou’st 
Thy country's streugth and weakness,—thine 
own ways: 

Whether to knock agaiust the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely visit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, ere destroy. But come in : 

Let me commend thee first to those, that shall 
Say yea to thy desires. A thousand welcomes ! 
And more a friend than e’er an enemy; 

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your band I Most 
welcome 1 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

1 Sen. [Advancing.] Here's a stiauge altera¬ 

tion ! 

2 Seri . By my hand, I had thought to have 
struckeu him with a cudgel : and yet my limnl 
gave ine, his clothes made a false report of him. 

1 Serv. What an arm he has! He turned me 
a»x>ut with his finger and his thumb, as one would 
set up a top. 

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there 
was something ill him : He had, Sir, a kind of 
face, methonght,—I cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Serv. He had so : looking as it were,- 

'Would I were hanged, but I thought there was 
more in him than I could think. 

2 Serv. So did I, I'll be swom : He is simply 
the rarest man i’the world. 

1 Serv. I think he is : but a greater soldier 
than he, you wot $ one. 

2 Serv. Who? my master? 

Serv. Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

Serv. Worth six of him. 

1 i Serv. Nay, not so neither; but I take him 
to be the greater soldier. 

2 Serv. 'Faith, look you, one cannot tell how 
to say that: for the defence of a town, our ge¬ 
neral is excellent. 

1 Serv. Ay, and for an assault too. 

Re-enter third Servant. 

3 Serv. O slaves, I can tell you news: news, 
you rascals. 

1. 2. Serv. What, what, what? let's partake. 

3 Serv. I would not be a Roman, of all na¬ 
tions : I had as lieve be a condemned man. 

1. 2. Serv. Wherefore? wherefore? 
a Serv. Why, heie’s he that was wont to 
thwack our general,—Caius Marcius. 

1 Serv. Why do you say thwack our general ? 
3 Serv. I do not 'say, thwack our general; but 

he was always good enough for him. 

2 Serv. Come, we are fellows and friends: 
be was ever loo hard for him ; 1 have beard him 
say so himself. 

1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to 
say the truth on't: before Corioli, he scotched 
him and notched him like a carbonado.il 
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2 Serv. An he had been cannibally given he 
might have broiled and eaten bun too. 

1 Serv. But more of thy news? 

3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within, 
as if he were son and heir to Mars : sot at up¬ 
per end o'the table: no questiou asked lnm by 
any of the senators, but they stand bald before 
him: Our gcueral himself makes a mistress of 
him; sanctifies himself witli's hand, and turns 
up the white o’the eye to Ins discourse. But the 
bottom of the news is, our general is cut rtiie 
middle, and but one half of what he was yester¬ 
day ; for the other was half, by the entreaty, and 
grant of the whole table. He’ll go, he says, and 
sowle* the porter of Rome gates bv the ears: 
He will mow down all before him, and leave In* 
passage polled.t 

2 Serv. And he’s as like to do’t as any man 
I can imagine. 

3 Seri. Do’t? he will do’t: I'm, look son. 
Sir, he has as many friends as enemies: winch 
friends, Sir, (as it were,) durst not (look yon. 
Sir,) show themselves (as we term it,) bis ti lends, 
whilst he’s in directitude. 

1 Serv. Directitude ? what’s that ? 

3 Serv. But when they shall see, Sir, hi9 crest 
up again, and the man in blood, * they will out 
of their bnrrows, like comes altei nun, aud revel 
all with him. 

1 Serv. But when goes tins forwaid ? 

3 Serv. To-inorrow ; to-day ; presently. Yol 
shall have the drum struck up tins atleinoon : 
’tis, as it were, a parcel 5 of their feast, and to 
be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Serv. Why then wc shall have a Stirling 
world again. This peace is nothing, but to 
rust iron, increase tailors, and breed ballad- 
makers. 

1 Serv. Let me have war, say I : it exceeds 
peace, as far as day does night; it’s sprite!), 
waking, audible, and full of vent. j| Peace ls- 
avery apoplexy, lethargy : mulled, C deaf, rieepy, 
insensible: a getter of more bastard children, 
than war's a destroyer of inen. 

2 Serv. 'Tis so : and as wars, in some sort, 
may be said to be a ravislici, so it cannot be de 
nied but peace is a great maker of uukolds. 

1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one an¬ 
other. 

3 Serv. lleasou ; because they then le«s need 
one another. The wnis for my money. 1 hope 
to see Romans as cheap as Voisciaus. They aic 
rising, they are rising. 

All. In, in, iu, in. [Eicunt. 

SCENE VI. — Rome.—A Public place. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutis. 

Sic. We hear not of him, neither nfced we fear 
him : 

His remedies arc tame i’the present peace 
And quietness o’the people, which befoie 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his fi lends 
Blush, that the world goes well; who rather had, 
Though they themselves did sufier by’t, behold 
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see 
Our tradesmen singing 111 their shops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Enter Menenius. 

Bru. We stood to’t in good time. Is this 
Menenius ? 

Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : Oh J he is grown most 
Of late.—Hail, Sir I [kind 

Men. Hail to you both? 

Sic. Your Coriolanus, Sir, is not much miss'd. 
But with his friends ; the common-wealth doth 
stand; 

And so would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All’s well; and might have been much 
better, if 

He could have temporiz'd. 

• Pull. + Cut clear. t Vigour. i Part. 

| Rumour. T SoTteaeii. 



Scene VI. CORIOLANUS. 


Sic. Where is he, hear yon ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing; his mother and 
bis wife 

Hear nothing from him. 

Enter Three or Four Citizens. 

Cit. The gods preserve you both I 
A'ic. Good-e’en, our neighbours. 

Bru. Good-e’en to you all, good-e’en to you 
all. 

1 Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on 
our knees. 

Are bound to pray for you both 
Sic Live, and thrive I 

Bru . Tareivell, kind neighbours: we wish’d 
Coriolanus 

Had lov’d you as we did. 

Cit. Now the gods keep you ! 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell, 

[Exeunt Citizens. 
Sir. Tins is a happier and more comely time, 
1 ban when these fellows ran about the streets, 
Ciymg Confusion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 
A worthy officer l’tlie war ; but insolent, 
O’ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking. 
Self-loving.- 

Sic. Aud affecting one sole throne. 

Without assistance. * 

Men. 1 think not so. 

Sic. We should by tins, to all our lamentation, 
If be had gone forth consul, found it so. 

Bru. The cods have well prevented it, and 
Sits safe and still without him. [Rome 

Enter A£dilc. 

JBd. Worthy tiibunes, 

There is a slave whom we have put in prison, 
Reports,—the Volsces with two several powers 
Are entered iu the Roman territories ; 

And with the deepest malice of the war 
Destroy what lies before them. 

Men. -‘Tis Autidius, 

Who, hearing of our Marcius’ banishment, 
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world: 
Which were inshell'd, when Marcius stood t for 
Rome, 

Aud durst not once peep out. 

Sir. Come, what talk you 
Of Marcius ? 

Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp’d. It can¬ 
not be. 

The Volsces dare break with us. 

Men. Cannot lie ! 

We have record, that very well it cau ; 

And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reason I with the fellow, 
Before you punish him, where he heard this : 

Lest you should chance to whip your information, 
And beat the messenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sir. Tell not me : 

1 know this cannot be. 

Bru. Not possible. 

Enter a Messencer. 

Mess. The nobles, in great earnestness, are 
going 

All to the senate house: some news is come. 
That turns § their countenances 
Sic. ’Tis this slave ;— 

Go whip him 'fore the people’s eyes :—his rais- 
Nothing but his report 1 ug! 

Mess. Yes, worthy Sir, 

The slave's report is seconded ; and more, 

More fearful is deliver’d. 

Sic. What more fearful ? 

Mas. It is spoke freely out of many mouths, 
(How probable, I do not know) that Marcius, 
Join’d with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst Rome; 
And vows revenge as spacious, as between 
Ihe young’st and oldest thing. 

• Btriftttga. ♦ Stood up in its defence. t Talk 
i Changes. 


Sic. This Is most likeiy 1 
Bru. Rais’d only, that the weaker sort may 
Good Marcius home again. [wish 

Sic. The very trick on’t. 

Men. This is unlikely : 

He and Auffdins can no more atone, • 

Than violentest contrariety. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. You are sent for to the senate: 

A fi-arful army, led by Caius Marcius, 

Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; aud have already, 
O’erborne their way, consum’d with" Are, and 
What lay befoie them. [took 

Enter Cominius. 

Com. Oh! you have made good work i 
Men. What news ? what news ? 

Com. You have holp to ravish your own daugh- 
ters, and 

To melt the city leads upon your pates; 

To see your wives dishonour’d to your noses- 

Men. rt bat’s the news? what's the news? 
Com. Your temples burn’d in their cement; 
and 

Your franchises, whereon you stood confin’d 
Into an augre’s bore. ♦ 

Men. Pray now, your news''— 

You have made fair work, I fear mePray, 
your news ? 

If Marcius should be join’d with Volscians,— 
Com If 1 

He is their god; he leads them like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature, 

That shapes man better; and they follow him. 
Against us brats, with no less confidence 
Than Inns pursuing summer butterflies. 

Or butchers killing flics. 

Men. You have made good work, 

You and your apron men ; you that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation,; and 
The breath of gailic-eaters ? 

Com. He will shake 
Your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules 

Did shake down mellow fruit: You have made 
fair work I 

Bru. But is this true, Sir ? 

Com. Ay ; and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do smilingly revolt and, who resist, 

Aie only mock’d for vaiiant ignorance. 

And perish constant fools. Who is’t can blame 
him ? 

Your enemies, and his, find something in him. 

Men. We are all undone, uuless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who shall ask it ? 

The tribunes cannot do’t for shame : the people 
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if 
they [even 

Should say, Be good to Rome , they charg’d him 
As those should do that had deserv’d his hate. 
And therein show’d like enemies. 

Men, ’Tis true : 

If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, 1 have not the face 
To say, ’ Beseech you , cease —You have made 
fair hands. 

Yon and your crafts! you have crafted fail I 
Com. You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, such as w r as never 
So incapable of belp. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Men . Howl Was it we? Vie lov'd him ; but 
like beasts, 

And cowardly nobles, gave way to your clusters 
Who did boot him out o’ the city. 

Com. But, I fear 

• Unite. t A smalt round hole i on tugr* fs a 
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They’ll roar him in again. Julius Aufldius, 

The second name of men, obeys bis points 
As if he were his officer :—Desperation 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence. 

That Rome can make against them. 

Enter a troop of Citizens. 

Men. Here comes the clusters.— 

And is Aufidms with him t—You are they 
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking, greasy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus’ exile. Now he’s coming ; 

And not a liair upon a soldier's head, 

"Which will not prove a whip ; as many coxcombs 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble doom, 

Aud pay yon for your voices. 'Tis no matter: 

If he could burn us all into one coal, 

We have deserv’d it. 

Cit. 'Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Cit . For mine own part. 

When I said, banish him, 1 said, 'twas pity. 

2 Cit. And so did I. 

3 Cit . And so did I; and, to say the truth, so 
did very many of us: That we did, we did for 
the best: and though we willingly consented to 
his banishment, yet it was against our will. 

Com. You are goodly things, you voices! 

Men . You liase made 

Good work, you and your cry! *—Shall us to the 
Capitol ? 

Com. Oh ! ay ; what else? 

[Exeunt Com. and Men. 
Sic. Go, masters, get you home, be not dis¬ 
may’d : 

These are a side that would be glad to have 
This true, which they so seem to fear. Go home, 
And show no sign of fear. 

1 Cit. The gods he good to us! Com**, mas¬ 
ters, let’s home. I ever said we were i’lhe wrong, 
when we banished him. 

2 Cit. So did we all. But come, let’s home. 

[Exeunt Citizens. 
Bru. I do not like this news. 

Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol:—'Would half my 
wealth 

Would buy this for a lie! 

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—A Camp t at a small distance 
from Rome. 

Enter Acfidius and his Lieutenant. 

Aitf. Do they still fly to the Roman ? 

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft’s in him ; 
but 

Your soldiers use him as the grace ’lore meat. 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end ; 

And you are darken’d m this action, Sir, 

Even by your own. 

Auf, I cannot help it now ; 

Unless, by using means, I lame the foot 
Of our design- He bears himself more prondlier 
Even to my person, than I thought he would, 
When first ! did embrace him : Yet his nature 
In that’s no changeling; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yet I wish. Sir, 

(I mean for your particular,) you had not 
Join’d in commission with him ; but either 
Had home the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely. 

Auf. I understand thee well; and be thou sure, 
When he shall come to his account, he knows 
not 

What I can urge against him. Although it seems, 
And so he thinks, and is no leas apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he beafB all things fairly, 
And shews good husbandry f&r the Volscian state ; 
Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword ; yet he hath left undone 
Th 9 * which shall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account. 

* Pack, alluding to a pack of hound*. 


Act F. 

Lieu . Sir, I beseech you, think you he'll carry 
Rome ? 

Auf. AU places yield to him ere he sits down : 
And the nobility of Rome are his : 

The senators and patricians love him too: 

The tribunes are no soldiers ; and their people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, us hasty 
To expel him thence. I think lie’ll be to Rome, 
As is the osprey * to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First he was 
A noble servant to them ; but he could not 
Carry his honours even: whether *tnas pride, 
Which out of daily fortune e\er taints 
The happy man ; whether defect of judgement. 
To fail ill the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of; or whether nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From the casque t to the cushion, j but command¬ 
ing peace 

Even with the same austerity and gaib 
As he controll’d the war; but, one of these 
(As he hath spices of them all, not all, 3 
For I d.ire so far free him,) made him lear'd. 

So hated, and so banish'd : But he has a incut. 
To choke it in the utterance. So our \ntues 
Lie in the interpretation ot the time : 

And power, unto itself most commendable. 

Hath not a tomb so evident as a than 
To extol what it hath done. 

One fire dri>es out one fire ; one nail, one nail; 
Rights by rights fouler, strengths by stiengths do 
fail. 

Come, let’s away. When, Cams, Rome is thine. 
Thou art poor’st of all; then shortly art thou mine. 

[Lit unt. 


ACT \. 

SCENE I .— Borne. — A Public Place. 

Enter Menenius, Comixiu*., Sicinils, Bru- 
tis and others. 

Men. No, I’ll not go: you hear what he hath 
said, 

was sometime his general ; who lov’d him 
Ifl^Sgftost dear paiticulai. He call’d me. father: 
BQMvnut o'that ? Go, you that banish’d him, 

A mile before bis tent fall down, and kneel 
The way into bis mercy : Nay, if In* coy’it ; 

To hear Connnius speak, I’ll keep at home. 
Com. He will not seem to know me. 

Mm. Do you hear? 

Com. Yet one tune he did call me by my 
name : 

I urg’d onr old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coiiolanus 
He would not answer to : forbad all names: 

He was a kind oi nothing, titleless, 

Till he had forg’d himself a name i'the Are 
Of burning Rome. 

Mm. Why, so ; yon ha\e made good work : 

A pair of tribunes that have rack’d It foi Home 
To make coals cheap : A noble memory ! ** 
Com. 1 minded him how royal ’twas to pardon 
When it was less expected : He replied. 

It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they had punish’d. 

Men . Very well: 

Could be say less ? 

Com . I offer’d to awaken his regard 
For his private friends : His answer to me was. 
He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome, musty chaff: He said 'twas folly. 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt. 

And still »o noise the offence. 

Men . For one poor grain 
Or two ? I am one of those; his mother, wife, 
HU child, and this brave fellow too, we are the 
grains: 

• An eagle that prey* on fish. t Helmet., 

t The chair of civil authority. 1 Not all hi 

their full extent. H Condescended unwillingly, 
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Scene II. 

Yon are the musty chaff; and you are smelt 
Above the moon: We mn&t be burnt for you. 
Sic, Nay, pray, be patient: If you refuse yonr 
aid 

In this so never-heeded help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our distress. But sure, if yon 
Would be your country’s pleader, your good 
tongue. 

More than the instant army we can make. 

Might stop our countryman. 

Men » No ; I’ll not meddle. 

Sic. I pray you, go to him. 

Men. What should I do? 

Bru. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome towards Marcius. 

Men. Well, and say that Marcius 
Return me, as Commius is return’d. 

Unheard ; what then ?— 

But as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With bis uiikindness? Say't be so? 

Sic. Yet jour good will 

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the mea¬ 
sure, 

As you intended well. 

Men. I’ll undertake it: 

1 think he’ll hear me. Yet to bite bis lip, 

Aud hum at good Commius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well; he had not din’d : 

The veins unfill'd, the blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stuff’d 
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feed'iig, we have suppler souls 
Thau in our priest-like fasts: therefore I’ll watch 
him 

Till he be dieted to my request, 

And then I’ll set upon him. 

Bru. You know the veiy road into his kindness, 
And cannot lose tour way. 

Men. Good faith. I’ll prove him, 

Speed how it will. I shall ere iong have know¬ 
ledge 

Of my success. r £.i it. 

Cow. He’ll never hear him. 

Sic. Not? 

Com. I tell ton ; he does sit in gold his eye 
lied as ’twould burn Rome ; and Ins injury 
The jailer to his pity. I kneel’d before bnn ; 
’Tvias very faintly he said. Rise ; dismiss’d me 
Thus, with his speechless baud. What he would do, 
He sent in writing after me; what be could not, 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, 

Unless his noble mother, and his wife. 

Who, as I bear, mean to solicit him 

For mercy to his country-Therefore, let’s hence, 

And with our fair entreaties haste them on. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—An advanced Post of the Col- 
scian Camp, before Rome. The Guard at 
their Stations. 

Enter to them , Menexius. 

1 G. Stay: Whence are you? 

2 G. Stand, and go back. 

Men. You guard like men ; 'tis well: But, by 
your leave, 

I am an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coriolanus. 

1 G. From whence ? 

Men. From Rome. 

1 G. You may not pass, you must return: our 

general 

Will no more hear from thence. 

2 G. You'll see your Rome embrac’d with fire, 

before 

You’ll speak with Coriolanus. 

Men. Good my friends. 

If yon have heard your general talk of Rome, 

And of his friends there, it is lots • to blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears: ftisMene 
nlus. 

• Prizes. 
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1 G. Be it so ; go back: the virtue of yom name 
Is not here passable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 

Thy general is my lover: * I have been 

The book of bis good acts, whence men have read 

His fame nnparallel’d, haply, amplified ; 

For I have ever verified f mv friends, 

(Of whom he’s chief,) with all the size that 
verity i 

Would without lapsing suffer: nay, sometimes. 
Like to a bowl upon a subtle $ ground, 

I have tumbled past the throw; and, in his 
praise. 

Have almost stamp’d the leasing : || Therefore 
fellow, 

1 must have leave to pass. 

1 G. ’Faith, Sii, if you had told as many lies 
in his behalf, as you have uttered words in your 
own, you should *not pass here: no, though it 
were as virtuous to lie, as to live chastely. Thei e- 
fore, go back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, follow, remember my name 
is Menenius, always factionary on the party of 
your general. 

2 G. Howsoever yon have been his liar, fas 
you say you have) I am one that, rclhng true 
under him, must say, >ou cannot pass. There¬ 
fore, go back. 

Men. Has he dined, cau’st thou tell? for I 
would not speak with him til after dinner. 

1 G. You are a Roman, are you? 

Men. I am as thy general is. 

1 G. Then you should hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, wlieu you have pushed out your gates 
the very defender of them, and, in a violent po¬ 
pular ignorance, given your enemy your shield, 
think to trout his revenges with the easy groans 
of old women, the virginal palms of your daugh¬ 
ters, or with the palsied intercession of such a 
decayed dotantY as you seem to be? Can you 
think to blow out die intended fire your city is 
ready to tlame m, with such weak breath as this! 
No, you are deceived ; therefore back to Rome, 
and prepaie tor youi execution: you are con¬ 
demned, our general has sworn you out ot re¬ 
prieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thv captain knew I were here, 
he would use me with estimation. 

2 C. Come, my captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy general. 

1 G. My general cares not for you. Back, 1 
say, go, lest I let forth your half pint of blood ; 
—back,—that's the utmost of your having ; — 
back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow,- 

Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. What’s the matter ? 

Men. Now' you companion, ** I’ll say an er¬ 
rand for you ; you shall know now that I am in 
estimation; you shall perceive that a Jack ff 
guardnnt cannot office me from my son Corio- 
iauus : guess, but by my entertainment with him, 
if thou stand’st not l’the state of hanging, or of 
some death moie long in spectatorship, and 
crueller in suffering: behold now presently, and 
swoon for what’s to come upon thee.—The glo¬ 
rious gods sit in hourly synod about thy particu¬ 
lar prosperity, and love thee no worse than thy 
old father Meuemus does 1 O my son! my ton 1 
thou art preparing fire for us ; look thee, here’s 
water to quench it. I was hardly moved to come 
to thee; but being assured none but myself 
could move thee, I have been blown out of your 
gates with sighs: and conjure thee to pardon 
Rome, and thy petitionary countrymen. The 
good gods assuage thy wrath, and turn the dreg"! 
of it upon this varlet heie ; this, who, like a 
block, hath denied uiy access to thee. 

Cor. Awayl 

Men. How! Away ? 

• Friend. t Proved to. t Troth.’ 

& Deceitful. Lie. IT Dotnrd. 
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Cor • Wife, mother, child, I know not. My 
affhirs 

Are servanted to others : Though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volscian breasts. That we have been fa¬ 
miliar, 

Ingrate forgetfulness shall poison, rather 
Than pity note how much.—Therefore, be cone. 
Mine ears against your suits are stronger, than 
Your gates against my force. Yet, for* I lov’d 
thee. 

Take this along: I wi it. it for thy sake, 

[G/tet a better. 
And would have sent it. Another word. Me- 
nenius, 

1 will not hear thee speak.—This man, Aufidius, 
Was ray beloved m Rome: yet thou behold’st— 
Auf. You keep a constant temper. 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufid. 

1 G. Now, Sir, is your name Menenius 1 

2 G. ’Tis a spell, you see, of much power: 
You know the way home again. 

\ G. Do you hear how we areshentf for keep¬ 
ing your greatness back ? 

2 G. What cause, do you think, I have to 
swoon ? 

Xm. I neither care for the .world, nor your 
general: for such things as you, I can scarce 
think there's any, you are so slight. He that 
hath a will to die by him*clf, fears it not from 
another. Let your general do his worst. For 
you, be that you are long ; and your misery 
mciease with vour age! 1 say to you, as 1 was 
said to, Away 1 [Exit. 

1 G. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 G. The worthy fellow is our genual: He is 
She roe., the oak not to be wind-shaken- 

[ Eicunt . 

SCEXE III.—The Tent of Coriolanus. 

Enter Coriolanus, Aufidius, and others. 
Cor. We will before the wails of Rome to¬ 
morrow 

Set dowu our host.—My partner in this action, 
You must report to the Volsuan lortK, how 
I have borne this business. [plainly ; 

Avf. Only their ends 

You have respected ; stopp’d your ears against 
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted 
A private whimper, no, not witli such fiicuds 
That thought them sure of you. 

Cor. This last old man, 

Whom with a crack’d heart I have sent to Rome, 
Lov’d me above the measme of a father: 

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 
Was to send linn: for whose old love 1 have 
(Though I show'd sourly to him,) ouce more 
offer’d 

The first conditions, which they did refuse. 

And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 

That thought he could do more; a very little 
1 have y ielded too: Tresh embassies, and suits, 
Nor from the state, nor piivate friends, hereafter 
Will I lend car to.—Ha ! what shout is this ? 

[Shout within. 

Shall I he tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time 'tis made ? I will not.— 

Enter in mourning habits , Vine ilia, Vo- 
luunia, leading young Marcius, Valeria, 
and Attendants. 

My wife comes foremost; then the honour'd 
mould 

Wherein this trunk was fram’d, and in her hand 
The grand-child to her blood. But, out, affection l 
All bond and privilege of nature, break! 

Let it be virtuous to be obstinate.— 

What is that curt’sy worth 1 or those doves’ eyes. 
Which can make gods forsworn 1 —I melt, and 
.am not 

Of stronger earth than others.—My mother bows; 
Al'lf Olympus to a molehill should 

* Bocanse. t Reprimanded. J Openly. 
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In supplication nod: and my young boy 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great nature cries, Deny not.— Let the Volsccs 
Plough Rome and harrow Italy; I’ll never 
Be such a gosling to obey instinct; but stand 
As if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 

Vir. My lord and husband 1 
Cor . These eyes are not the same I wore in 
Rome. 

Vir. The sorrow, that delivers us thus chang'd 
Makes you think so. 

Cor. Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and 1 am out. 

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my tlesh, 
Forgive my tyranny ; but do not say, 

For that, Forgive our Romans. —Oh, a kiss 
Loug as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 

Now by the jealous queen • ot heaven, that ki«s 
I carried from thee, dear; and my tme lip 
Hath virgin’d it e’er since.—You gods ! 1 pi ate. 
And the most noble mother of the woiid 
Leave umaluted: Sink, my knee, l’tlie earth ; 

[Ahu Is. 

Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Thau that of common sons. 

Vol. Oh ! stand up bless’d ! 

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the Mint 
I kneel before thee; and improperly 
Show duty, as mistaken all the wh.le 
Between the child and parent. [Knuls 

Cor. What is this ? 

Your knees to me f to your corrected son 
Then let the pebbles on the buugiy heath 
Fillip the stars; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars ’gainst the litiy sun , 
Murd’nng impossibilitv, to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Vol. Thou art my warrior : 

I liolp to frame thee. Do you know this lady 1 
Cor. The noble sister of Publicoia, 

The moon of Koine; chaste as the icicle 
That’s curded by tbe frost from purest snoa. 

And hangs on D.all’s temple . l)<ar \altii.i! 

Vol. This is a poor epitome ot vouis. 

Which, by the interpictatmn of lull turn.. 

May show like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers, 

With the consent of supreme Jove, mfoim 
Thy thoughts wuh usbleutss, that thou may'at 
prov e 

To shame unvulnerabie, and stick I’the wars 
Like a great sea-mark, standing evesy lla\v,i 
And saving those that eye thee! 

Vol. Your knee, Sirrah. 

Cor. That's my brave boy. 

Vol. Even he, your wile, this lady, and myself. 
Are suitors to you. 

Cur. I beseech you, peace : 

Or, if you’d.ask, remember this before : 

The things I have forsworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my solditrs, or capitulate ’ 

Again with Rome’s mechanics : Tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural : Desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Yonr colder reasons. 

. Vol. Oli I no more, no moreJ 
You have said, you will not grant us any thing; 
For we have nothing else to ask, hilt that 
Which you deny already : Yet wc will ask. 

That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness : therelore hear us. 
Cor. Aulidius, and yon Volsces, maik; for 
we’ll [quest T 

Hear nought from Rome in piivate.—Your re- 
Vol. Should we be silent and not speak, our 
raiment 

And state ot bodies would bewray t what life 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself,, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither; since that thy sight, which 
should 

* Jane. 
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Make your eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comfort. 

Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and 
sorrow; 

Making the mother, wife, and child, to 6ee 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we. 
Thine enmity's most capital: thou barr'st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy; for how can we, 

Alas I how can we for our country pray, 

Whereto we are bound ; together with thy victory, 
Whereto we are bound 1 Alack 1 or we must lose 
The country, our dear nurse ; or else thy persou, 
Our comfort in the country. We must find 
An evident calamity, though we had 
Our wish, which side should win : for either thou 
Must, as a foreign miscreant, be led 
With manacles through onr streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin ; 

And bear tbe palm for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, son, 
I purpose not to wait on fortune, till 
These wars determine ;* if I caunot persuade thee 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts, 

Thau seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country, than to tread 
(Trust to't, thou shalt not,) on thy mother's womb. 
That brought thee to this world. 

Vir. Ay, and on mine, 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your 
Living to time. [name 

Boy . He shall not tread on me ; 

I’ll rim away, till I am bigger, but then I'll fight. 

Cor. Not of a woman's tenderness to be, 
Requires nor child nor woman's face to see. 

1 have sat too long. [Rising 

Vol . Nay, go not from us thus. 

If it were so, that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Volsces whom you serve, you might con¬ 
demn us, 

As poisonous of your honour : No ; our suit 
Is, that you reconcile them : while the Volsccs 
May#say, This mercy tie huic siiow'd ; the 
Romans, 

This uc receiv'd ; and each in either side 
fiive the all-huil to thee, and cry, Be blcss’d 
For making up this peace! Thou know'st, 
great son. 

The end of war’s uncertain; but this certain, 
That, if thou conquer Rome, the benclit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap, is such a name. 
Whose repetition will be dogg'd with curses: 
Whose chronicle thus writ,— The man teas noble, 
But with his last attempt he wip'd it out; 
Destroyed his country: and hi s name remains 
To the ensuing age, abhorr’d. Speak to me, 
son: 

Thou hast affected the fine strains t of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the gods ; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o’thc air, 
And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive ail oak. Why dost not 
speak ? 

Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs ?—Daughter, speak you ; 
He cares not for your weeping.—Speak thou, boy : 
Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons.—There is no man in the 
world [prate 

More bound to his mother; yet here he lets me 
Like one i’the stocks. Thou bast never m thy life 
Show’d thy dear mother any courtesy ; 

When she (poor henl) fond of no second brood, 
Has cluck'd thee too the wars, and safely borne, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my request’s unjust. 
And spurn me back: But, if it be not so. 

Thou art not honest; and the gods will plague 
thee. 

That thou restraiu'st from me the duty, which 
To a mother's part belongs.—He turns away : 
Down, ladies; let us shame him with our knees. 


* Conclude. 


t Tbe niceties. 


To his surname Coriolanus 'longs more pride. 
Than pity to our prayers. Down; an end: 

This is the lastSo we will home to Rome, 
And die among our neighbours.—Nay, behold us: 
This boy, that cannot tell what be would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowship. 
Does reason our petition with more streugth 
Than thou ba6t to deny't.—Come, let us go: 

This fellow had a Volscian to his mother’; 

His wife is iu Corioli, and bis child 

Like him by chance Yet give us our despatch: 

I am hush'd until our city be afire. 

And then I'll speak a little. 

Cor. O mother, mother! 

[Holding Volumma by the Hands, silent . 
What have you done? Behold, the heaven* 
do ope, 

The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. O my mother, mother! O l 
You have won a happy victory to Rome: 

But, for your son,—believe it, oh 1 believe it. 
Most dangerously you have with him prevail'd. 

If not most mortal to him. But, let it come : 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 

I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Au¬ 
fidius, 

Were you m my stead, say, would you have heard 
A mother less ? or granted less, Aufidius ? 

Auf. I was mov'd withal. 

Cor. I dare be sworn you were: 

And, Sir, it is no little thing, to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good Sir, 
What peace you’ll make, advise me : For my pa-t, 
I’ll uot to Home, 1'il back with you; and pray 
you, 

Stand to me in this cause. 0 mother! wife! 
Auf. I am glad ihou hast set thy mercy and 
thy houonr 

At difference in thee: out of that I’ll work 
Myself a former fortune. [Aside. 

[The ladies make signs to Coriola.nls. 
Cor. Ay, by aud by: 

[To Volumma, Virgilia, «Sc. 
But we will diink together; aud you shall bear 
A better witness back than words) which we. 

On like conditions, will have countei-seal'd. 
Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you : all the swords 
In Italy, and her couledeiate arms. 

Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—Rome.—A public Place. 

Enter Menenius and Sicixiu*. 

Men. See you yond' coign* o’tlie Capitol: 
yond’ corner stone ? 

Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it 
with your little finger, theie is some hope the 
ladies of Rome, especially his mothei, may pie- 
vail with him. But I say r , there is no hope in't; 
our throats are sentenced, and stay i upon execu¬ 
tion. 

Sic. Is’t possible that so short a time can alter 
tbe condition of a mail ? 

Men. There is differency between a grub and 
a butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub. This 
Marcius is grown from man to dragon : he has 
wings I he’s more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He loved his mother deaily. 

Men. So did he me : and lie no more remem¬ 
bers his mother now, than an eight year old 
horse. The tartness of his face souis ripe grapes. 
When he walks, he moves like an eugiue, and the 
ground shrinks before his treading. He is able 
to pierce a corslet with his eye ; talks like a knell 
and his hum is a batten. He sits in bis state, X 
as a thing inade§ for Alexander. What he bids 
be done, is finished with Ins bidding. He wants 
nothing of a god but etei uity, aud a heaven to 
throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. _. 

•Angle. * Stair but for it. t Chur of stale- 
% To retemble. 
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Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what 
mercy his mother shall bring from him: There 
is no more mercy in him, than there is nulk in a 
male tiger; that shall our poor city tind : and all 
that is 'long of you. 

Sic, The gods be good unto us! 

Men ■ No, in such a case the gods will not be 
good unto us. When we banished him, we res¬ 
pected not them : and, he returning to break our 
necks, they respect not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Sir, if you’d save your life, fly to your 
house: 

The plebeians have got your fellow-tiibune, 

And hale him up and down; all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home. 
They’ll give him death by inches. 

Enter another Messenger. 

S>c. What’s the news 7 

Mess. Good news, good news : —The ladies have 
prevail'd. 

The Volsces are dislodg’d, and Marcius gone: 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true 7 is it most certain 7 
Mess. As certain as 1 know the sun is fire • 
Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt ot it 7 
Ne’er through an arch so burned the blown tide. 
As the recomtorted through the gates. Why hark 
you ; 

| Trumpet* and Hautboys sounded, and Drums 
beaten , all together. Shouting also nithm. 
The trumpets, sachbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 
Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romans, 
M«ke the sun dance. Hark you ! 

[Shouting again. 

Men. This is good news : 

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumma 
Is worth of consuls, senators, patuciaus, 

A city full: of tribunes such as von, 

A sea and laii'i full : You have pray'd well to-day; 
This morning, for ten thousand of your tin oats 
I’d not have given a doit. Haik, liovv they joy 1 

[Shouting and Music. 
Sic. First, the eods bless you for their tidings: 
Accept my thankfulness. [next, 

Mess. Sn, we have all 
Great cause to give great thanks, 

Sic. They aie ucar the city 7 
Mess. Almost at point to enter. 

Sit. We will meet them 
And help the joy. [Going. 

Enter the Ladies, accompanied by Senators, 
Patricians, and People. They pass over 
the Stage. 

1 Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Rome : 
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 

And make triumphant tires ; strew flowers before 
them : 

Unshout the noise that banish’d Marcius, 

Repeal* him with the welcome of lus mother ; 
Cry,—Welcome, ladies, Welcome !— 

All. Welcome, ladies 1 
Welcome I 

[A flourish uith Drums and Trumpets. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE F.—Antlum.—A Public Place. 

Enter Tcllus Aufidios, with Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am here : 
Deliver them this paper: having read it. 

Bid them repair to the market-place; where I, 
Even in theirs and m the commons' ears, 

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse. 

The city ports t by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To. pm ge hiuiself with words : Despatch. 

[Exeunt Attendants . 

• Recall. + Gate*. 


Act V. 

Enter Three or Four Conspirators of AUFi- 
mus’s Faction. 

Most welcome! 

1 Con. How is it with our general 7 
Auf. Even so. 

As with a man by his own alms empoison'd* 

And with his charity slain. 

2 Con. Most noble Sir, 

If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish’d us parties, we’ll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell: 

We must proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilst 
’Twixt you theie’s diffeience ; but the tall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of all. 

Auf. I know it; 

And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I rais’d him, and I pawn'd 
Mine honoiu for his truth : Who being so heigh¬ 
ten’d. 

He water’d his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing so my friends ; and, to this end. 

He bow’d his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, uiiswayable, ami free, 

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness, 

When he did stand for consul, which he lost 

By lack of stooping,- 

Auf. That I would have spoke of: 

Being banish’d foi't, he came unto my hearth; 
Presented to my knife his tin oat; 1 took him ; 
Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way 
In all his own desires; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his project to accomplish, 

My best and freshest men ; serv’d his designments 
III mine own person ; holp * to reap the fame. 
Which he did end all Ins; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong ; till, at the last, 

I seem’d his follower, not partner; ami 
He wait’d me with Ins countenance, t as if 
I had been mercenary. 

1 Con . So he did, my loid : 

The army marvell’d at it. And, in the last, 
When he had tarried Rome, and that we look’d 

Fo»- n 0 5 p 01 i than gloiy,- • 

Auf. There was it ,— 

Tor wlnth my smews shall be stretch'd upon Inin. 
At a few diops of women’s rheum,I wlntli aie 
As cheap as lie-., he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action : Therefore shall he il’e 
And I’ll renew me in Ins tali. But, hark ! 

[Drums and Trumpets sound, uith great 
shouts of the People. 

1 Con. Your native town you enter'd like a post. 
And had no welcomes home; but lie leturns. 
Splitting the air with noi^e. 

2 Con. And patient fools. 

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats 
tear, 

With giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 

Ere be express hunself, or move the peopl 
With what he would say, let him feel your sword. 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 
After your way his tale pronounc’d shall buiy 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf. Say no more : 

Here come the lords. 

Enter the Lords of the City. 

Lords . You are most welcome home. 

Auf. I have not deserv’d rt: 

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’d 
What I have written to you 7 
Lords. We have. 

1 Lord. And grieve to bear it. 

What faults be made before the last, I think. 
Might have found easy flnes: but there to end, 
Wheie be was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our levies, answering us 
With our own charge ^ making a treaty, where 
There was a yielding; This admits no excuse 

• Helped f Thought me rewarded with good looks 
t Tears. i Rewarding us with our own expenses 
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Scene V. 

Auf. He approaches! you shall hear him. 

Enter Coriolanus, with Drums and Colours ; 
a Crowd oj Citizens with him . 

Cor. Hail, lords! I am returned your soldier ; 
No more infected with my country’s love, 

Than when 1 parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
That prosperously I have attempted, and. 

With bloody passage led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rom<*. Our spoils we have brought 
home, 

Do more than counterpoise, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We have made peace, 
With no less honour to the Antiates, 

Than shame to the Romans ; and we here delner. 
Subscrib’d by the consuls and patricians, 
Together with the seal o’the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

-4?//. Read it uot, noble lords ; 

But tell the tra'tor in the highest degree 
He hath abus’d your powers. 

Cor. Traitor !—How now t 
Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Cor. Marcius! 

Auf. Ay, Marcius, Cams Marcius: Dost thou 
think 

I’ll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol’n name 
Coriolanus in Conoli ?— 

You loids and heads of the state, perfidiously 
He has betray’d your business, and giveu up 
For certain drops of salt * your city Rome 
(I say, your city) to Ins wife and mother: 
lb caking his oath and resolution, like 
A twist of rotten silk : ue\et admitting 
Counsel o’the wai ; but at his nurse’s tears 
lie whin’d and loai'd away your victory; 

That pages blush’d at him, and men of heart 
Look’d wondei ing each at other. 

('or. Hear’st tbou, Mars? 

Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears,— 
Cor. Ha! 

Auf. No more, t 

Cap. Measmeless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too* i eat tor what contains it. Boy ! O slave !— 
Pardon me, lords, ’tis the fust tune that ever 
1 was forc'd to scold. Your judgments, my grave 
lords, 

Must give this cur the lie: and his own notion 
(Who wears my stripes impress’d on him that 
must bear 

My heating to his grave,) shall join to thrust 
'lhe lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Yolsces : men and lads. 
Stain all your edges on me.—Boy ! False hound ! 
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there, 

t No moro than a boy of tears. 
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That like an eagle in a dove-cote, 1 
Flutter’d your voices in Corioli: 

Alone I did it.—Boy ! 

Auf. why, noble lords. 

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
W'hich was your shame, by this unholy braggart, 
’Fore your own eyes and ears ? 

Con. Let lmn die for't. [Several speak at once . 
Cit. [Speaking promiscuously.] Tear hun to 
pieces, do it presently. He killed my soil:—myr 
daughterHe killed my cousin Marcius ;—He 
killed my father.— 

2 Lord. Peace, ho ;—no outrage peace. 

The man is noble, and his fame folds m 
This oi b o’the earth. * His last otVence to us 
Shall have judiciousf hearing.—Stand, Auiidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor. Oh ! that I had him, 

W r ith six Aufidiuses, or more, his Labe 
To use my lawful sword l 
AuJ. Insolent villain! 

Cun. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him! 

[Aufidius and the Conspirators draw, and 
kill Coriolanus, who Jails, and Aupimr* 
stands on him. 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold ! 

Auf. My noble masteis, hear me speak. 

1 Lord. O Tullus ! — 

2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour 

will w’eep. 

3 Lord. Tread not upon him.—Masteis, all, be 

Put up your swords. [quiet: 

AuJ. My lords, when you shall know *(aa m 
this rage. 

Provok’d by him, you cannot,) the great danger 
W'hich this man’s life did owe you, you’ll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate, I’ll deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, oi endure 
Your heaviest censuie. 

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body. 

And mourn you for him: let him be regarued 
As the most noble corse that ever herald 
D.d follow to his urn. 

2 Lord. His own impatience 

Takes liom Aulidius a gieat part of blame. 

Let’s make the best of it. 

Auf. My rage is gone. 

And I am struck with sorrow.—Take him up: 
Help, three o’the chiefest soldiers; I’ll be one.— 
Beat tbou the drum, that it speak inounitully : 
Trail your 6teel pikes.i—Though m this city he 
Hath widow’d and unclnlded many a one. 

Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

Yet he shall have a noble memory. 

Assist. [Exeunt, bearing the body of Coriola- 
nus. A dead March sounded- 


CORIOLANUS. 


Drops of teare. 


• IIis fame overspreads the world. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE.' 

ABOUT the middle of F#*b*uary, A.U.C. 709, a riotous festival sacred to Pan, and called Lupercalio, was In Id .11 
honour of Cesar, when the regal crown was offered hiui by Antony. In the middle of the following March 
be was assassinated. November 27, 710, the 'Iriumvirs, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavius, met at a small island 
formed by the river Rhenus, near Uouonia, and there agreed upon the cruel proscription introduced in Act 
—In "H* Brutus and Cassius were totally defeated at Philippi.—Shakspenrc appears to have produced this 
play about the year 1^*07 . one, upon the same subject, had been written bj a joung Scotch Nobleman, tin l.arl 
of Sterline ; and in mauj' passages of each, a strong similarity may be traced —tins was probably o< lasiuiitd 
by both authors drawing their mate rials from the same source.—A Latin play ou this subject, by Dr l.i.lis,«if 
Oxford, who is enurmrated amongst the best tragic authors ot that am, was published 111 1582.—-Dr Jnhiisna 
says of this tragedyMany particular passages deserve regard, and the contention and ret oncilcment of 
Brutus and Cassius are universally celebrated, but I have never been strongly agitated 111 perusing it, and 
think it somewhat cold and iinntfcctiiig, compared with some other of Shakspenre’s plays : his adherence to 
t iv. real story, and to Roman manners, seems to have impeded the natural vigour of his genius." 
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ACT I. 

SCENE 1 . — Rome.—A Street. 

• 

Enter Tlavius, Marullus, and a Rabble of 

Citizens. 

Flav. Hence! home, you idle creatures, get 
3 011 borne ; 

Is Dus a holidaj ? What! Know you not, 

Being mechanical, >ou ought not walk 

Upon a labouring day, without the sign 

Ot your profession ?—Speak, what trade art thou? 

1 dt. Why, Sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel ou 1 — 

Yon, Sir; what trade are you ? 

2 Cit. Truly, Sir, in 1 espect of a fine workman • 
I am but, as you would say, a cobler. 

Mar . But what trade art thou? Answer me 
directly. 

2 Cit. A trade. Sir, that I hope I may nse with 
a safe conscience ; which is, indeed. Sir, a mender 
of bad soatj& 

Mar. What trade, thou knave I thou naughty 
knave, what trade ? 

2 Cit. Na>, I beseech you,Sir,be not outwith 
nie: ^et, if you be out, Sir, I can mend you. 
‘'Mar. Wh.it meanest thou by that? Mend me, 
thofi s»ucy fellow ? 

2 Cit. Why, Sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Tbou art a cobler, art thou ? 


f 2 Cit. T1 uly, S.r, all that I live by is, with 
the awl: 1 meddle with 110 tiadesnian's matters, 
nor woman’s matters, but with awl. I am, 
indeed. Sir, a suigeon to old shoes ; when they 
aie in great danger, I recover them. At> proper 
men as ever tiocl upon neats-leather, have gone 
upon my liandy-woik. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-d:.v ? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets f 

2 Cit. Truly, Sir, to wear out their shoes, to 
eet myself into more woik. But, indeed. Sir, 
we make holiday to see Cesar, and to rejoice in 
his triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings 
he home ? 

What tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in captive bonds I113 chant t wheels ? 
You blocks, you stones, you worse than sensclafll 
things ? 

O yon haid hearts, you cruei men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops. 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation, 

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome; 
And when you saw hi9 chariot but appear. 

Have you uot made an universal shout. 

That Tyber trembled underneath her banks 
To bear the replication of your sounds. 

Made in her concave shores? 
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And do you now put on your best attire ? 

And do you now cull out a holiday? 

Aud do j»u now strew flowers in his way, 

That comes in tiluinph over Pompey's blood ? 

Be gone I 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees. 

Pray to the gods to iliterinit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav, Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this 
Assemble all the pooi men of your soi t; [fault, 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your lean* 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exacted shoics of all. 

[Exeunt Citizens. 

See, whe’r their basest metal be not mov’d ; 

The} vam-sli tongue-tied in theii guiltiness. 

Go >ou down that way ton aids the Capitol; 

This way will 1: Disiobe the images, 

If you du find them deck’d with ceieiuouics. * 
Mur. May ue do so ( 

You know it is the feast of Lupercal. 

Flat. It is no mattci ; let no images 
Be hung with Cesai'a trophies, t I’ll abn.’t, 

And dnve away the vulg.ii fioin the streets : 

So do you too whole you perceive them thick. 
These growing featheis pluck'd liom Cesar’s wing, 
Will make him fly an oidmaiy pitch : 

Who else would soar above the view of men, 

And keep us all in servile feaifulness* 

[Fie unt. 

SCENE 11.—The same.—A ynbhe Place. 

Enter, vi Procession, with Music, Cesar ; An¬ 
tony, Jor the course ; Cali*huum\, Pouiu, 
Decil's, Cicluo, Brutus, Cassius, and 
Casca, a great Croud folio u tag, among them 
ci South saver. 

ff«. Calphunua,— 

(.used. Peace, ho ! Cesar speak*. 

[Music ceases. 

Ces . Calp’.iurnia,— 

Cal. Ileic, my loid. 

Ces. Stand you duectly in Antonins' wa., 
Wh M n he doth irn his couise.;—Aulouius. 

Ant. Cesai, my lend. 

Ces. Poi.»#*t not, in void speed, Antonins, 

To toutn Lalpburnia : Mr om ehleis say. 

The banni tom lied m this holy chase, 

Shake oil their Mml cuise. 

Ant. I shall lemeinbei : 

When Ce*ai says, Do this , it perform'd. 
f'es. Set on ; and leave no ceiemony our. 

[Music. 

Sooth. Cesai l 
Ces. Ha ! who culls ? 

C'asca. Bid eve)y iioimj be still:—Peace yet 
again. [Music ceases. 

C. v. Who is it in the press that calls on me? 

1 hear a tongue, shiillci than all the music, 

Ciy, !—Speak; Cesai is ruined to heai. 

Sooth. Bewuic the ides of Match. 

Ces. What man is that? 
tint. A soothsayti bids you beware the ides of 
Mai cl i. 

Ces. Set him befoie me, lrt me see Ins face. 
Cos. Fellow, come fioin the thioiig: Look upon 
Cesar. 

Ces . What s.iy’st thou to me now ? Speak once 
again. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of Match. 

Ces. He is a diearner: let us leave him ;—pass. 

[Scnnct.§ Exeunt ull but Bru. and Cas. 
Cat. Will you go sec the older of the course? 
Bru. Not 1. 

Cas I pray you, do. 

Bru. I am not gamesome : I do lack some part 
Of that qu.ck spnit that is in Antony. 

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires; 

I'll leave you. 

• Honorary ornament* : tokens of reaped. 

4 Adorned with laurel crown*. $ A ceremony 

obgertrn at tile fea*t of Lupercali*. 4 Flourish of 

iDicrnuieuta. 
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Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late; 

I have not from your eyes that gentleness. 

And show of love—as 1 was wont to have : 

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over youi friend that loves you. 

Bru. Cassius, 

Be not deceiv’d : if I have veil’d my look, 

I turn the trouble ot my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am. 

Of late, with passions of some difference ; • 
Conceptions only proper to myself. 

Which give some soil, perhaps, to my beha¬ 
viours : 

Put let not theicfore my good fiicndsbe griev'd: 
(Among which number, Cassius, be you one; 

Noi const! ue any fuilliei my neglect, 

Than that poor Brutus, with lumseli at war, 
Forgets the shows of love to other men. 

Cus. Then, Brutus, 1 have much mistook your 
passion, t 

By means whereof, this bicast of mine hath 
Inn itd 

Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 

Tell me, good Butins, can you see youi fate? 

Bru. No, Cassius: ibi the eye see* not itself, 
But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cat. ’Tis just: 

And it is veiy much lamented, Biutus, 

That you have no such Illinois as will turn 
Your hidden vvoitlmiess into youi eye, 

That you might see your shadow. I have hcatd, 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 
(Except immortal Cesai) speaking of Brutus, 

And groaning underneath this age’s yoke. 

Have wish’d that noble Biutus bad his tyes 
Bru. Into wh.it dangers wt>uld you lead me, 
Cassius, 

That you would have me seek into myself 
Foi that which is not m me? 

Cas. TheieMre, good Brutus, fce prcpai’d to 
hear: 

And, since you know you cannot s*e youi self 
So well as by lellection, I, your glass. 

Will modestly discover to yourself 

That of yourselt which you yet know not of. 

And be not jealous of me, gentle Biutus : 

Were I a common laughter, or did use 
To stale; with oidm.uy oaths my love 
To every new protestei ; if you know 
That 1 do fawn on men, and hug them hard. 

And after scandal them ; oi, if you know 
That 1 piofess uivsclf hi banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangeious. 

[Flourish and shout. 
Bru. What means this shouting ? I do fejr, the 
people 

Choose Cesar for their king. 

( 'as. Ay, do you fear it? 

Then must I think you would not have it so. 
Bru. 1 would not, Cassius ; yet I love imn 
well:— 

But wliciefoie do you hold me here so long l 
What is it that you would impart to me? 

If it he aught toward the genciul good. 

Set honour m one eye, ami death l’the other. 
And 1 will look on hctli mdilfeiently : 

Foi, let the gods so speed me, as I love 
The name ot honour liioie than I fear death. 

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Bu.lis, 
As well as I do know your oulwaid favour. 

Well, liounur is the subject of my story.— 

I cannot tell, what you and otliei men 
Think of this life ; but, foi my single self, 

I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. m 

l wa9 bom free as Cesar ; so vvci e you : i 

We both have fed as well; and we ran both 1 
Endive the wintei’s cold, as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and gusty day, 

The tioublcd Tyber chafing with bei shores, 
Cesar said to me, Dai ’st thou , Cassius, new . 
Leap in with me into this angry Jiood , 

• Discordant opinions. f The nature of yorcr 

feelings. t To uauieate by ropaitioa 
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And swim to yonder point ? Upon the word. 
Accouter'd as I was, I plunged in. 

And bade him follow: so, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar’d; and we did buffet it 
v With lusty smews; throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 

But, ere we could arrive the point propos'd, 
Cesar cried. Help me , Cassius, or I sink. 

I, as £neas, our great ancestor. 

Did fioin the dames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Ancluses bear, so, from the waves of 
Tyber 

Did I the tired Cesar: And this man 
Is now become a god; aud Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body. 

If Cesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spam, 

And, when the fit was ou him, I did mark 
How he did shake : 'tis true, this pod did shake : 
His cowaid lips did fiom their colour dy ; 

And that 6ame eye, whose beud doth awe the 
world. 

Did lose its lustre: I did hear him gioan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Ro¬ 
mans 

Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 
Alas! it cued. Give me some drink , Titinius , 
As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A mini of such a feeble temper • should 
So get the start of the majestic woild. 

And bear the paliu aloue. [Shout, nourish. 

Bru. Another general shout! 

I do believe that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap’d on Cesar. 
Cus. Why*. maiL>he doth bestride the narrow 
world - 

Like a Colossus; and we petty men 
Walk uuder his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable giaves. 

Men at some time aie masters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our star.'. 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus and Cesar: W hat should be in that 
Ceso»-1 

Why should that name be sounded more than 
jours ? 

Write them together, jours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure them, 

Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cesai. 

[Shout. 

Now in the names of all the gods at once, 

Upon what meat doth this our Cesar teed, 

That he is grown so great 7 Age, thou art sham’d 1 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed ot noble bloods! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood. 
But it was fam’d with more than with one man 7 
When could they say, till now, that talk’d of 
Rome, 

That her wide w'alks encompass’d but one man 7 
Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough, 

WbcQ there is iu it but one only mail. 

Oh ! jou and I have heard our Yatheis say. 

There was a Brutus t once, that would have 
brook’d 

The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 

As easily as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jea¬ 
lous : 

What yon would work me to, I have some aim: 
How 1 have thought of this, aud of these times, 

I shall recount hereafter; for this present, 

I would notjf&o with love I might entreat you,7 
Be any further mov'd. What you have said, 
twill consider; what you have to say, 
f will with patience hear: and find a time 
Both meet to bear, and answer, such high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this: 
Brutus had rather be a villager, t 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
iJoder such hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

* Temperament, conatitnrion. + Lucius Junius Brutus. 
t Net a citizen of Roma, 


Act L 

Cas. I am glad, that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from 
Brutus. 

Re-enter Cesar, and his train. 

Brii. The games are done, and Cesar is re¬ 
turning. 

Cas. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the 
sleeve; 

And be will, after his sour fashion, tell you 
What hath pioceeded, worthy note, to-daj. 

Bru. 1 will do so :—But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow oil Cesai's blow, 

And all the,rest look like a chidden tram : 
Calphurnia's cheek is pale; and Ciceio 
Looks with such ferret* and such fiery eves. 

As we have seeu him in the Capitol, 

Being cross'd in conference by some senators. 
Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 
Ccs. Antonins. 

Ant. Cesar. 

Ces 1 . Let me have men about me that are fat; 
Sleek-beaded men, aud such as sleep o’mghts : 
Vond' Cussius has a lean and hungry look; 

He thinks too much : such men aie dungeious. 

Ant. Fear him not, Cesar, he’s not daiigeious; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Ces. 'Would he weie latter :—But 1 fear him 
not: 

Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

1 do not know the man 1 should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ; 
He is a eieat obseivci, aud be looks 
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no 
plajs, 

As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music : 
Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort. 

As if he mock’d himself, and scorn’d his spmt 
That could be mov’d to smile at any thing. 

Such men .is he, he never at beau’s' ease, 

Whiles they behold a greater than themselves; 
And tliercfoie aie they veij dungeious. 

I rather tell thee what i» to be teai’d, 
lIran what I fear, lor always I am Cesai. 

Come ou liij right hand, for this eai i* deaf. 

And tell me tiuly what thou tlunk’st ot him. 

[L'icunt Ci.sar and his Train. Casca 
stays behind. 

Casca. ^ou pull'd me by the cloak; Would 
you speak with me i 

Bru. Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanc’d 
to-day. 

That Cesai looks so sad. 

Casca. Why you were with him, vveie yon not ? 
Bru. I should not then ask Casca what had 
chanc'd. 

Casca . Why, there was a ciovvu offei’d him : 
and, being offer’d him, lie put n by with the 
back of his hand, thus; and then the people fell 
a shouting. 

Bru. What was the second noise for? 

Casca . \\ hj, for that too. 

Cas. They shouted tbriee; What was the last 
cry for? 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crown oller'd him thrice? 
Casca. Ay’many, was’t; and he put it by 
thrice: evciy time gentler than other; and at 
every putting by, mine honest neigh boms shouted. 
Cus. Who offered him the crown i 
Casca. Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca* 
Casca . I can as well be hauged, as tell the 
manner of it: it was mere foolery. I did not 
mark it. 1 saw Mark Antony offer him aciown ; 
—yet 'twrs not a crown neither, *twas one of 
these coronets j^-suid, as I told you, he put it by 
once : but, for all that, to my thinking, he would 
fain have had it. Then he ofiered it to , him 
again; then he put it by again : but, to my think- 
lug, he was very loath to lay his fingers off it. 
And then he offered it the third time ; he pot >1 
the third time by: and still, as he refused if, 

* A ferret haa red eye*. 
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the rabblcmcnt liooted, and clapped their chap¬ 
ped hands, aitfMhrew up their sweaty night-cape, 
and uttered sti$toa deal of stinking breath because 
Cesar refused " the crown, that it had almost 
choked Cesar; for he swooned and tell down 
at it: And for mine own part 1 durst not laugh, 
for fear of opening my lips, and receiving the 
bad air. 

Cas. But soft, I pray jou : What! did Cesar 
swoon l 

Casca. He tell down in the market-place, and 
foamed at mouth, and was speechless. 
liru. 'Tis verj like: he hath the falling-sick¬ 
ness. 

Cas. No, Cesar hath it not; but jou, and I, 
And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness. 

Casca. I know' not what )ou mean by that; 
blit, I am sino, Cesar fell down. If the tag-rag 
people did not clap him, and lnss him, according 
as he pleased, and displeased them, as thej 
use to do the plajers in the theatre, I am no 
true man. 

Jiru. What said he, when he came unto him¬ 
self? 

('asca. Marrj, before he fell down, when he 
perceiv'd the common herd was glad he refused 
the crown, he plucked me ope hi* doublet, and 
ottered them his throat to cut.—An I had been a 
man of an> occupation, • if I would not have 
taken him at a word, I would I might go to hell 
among the louuesand so he fell. When he 
came to himself again, he said, If ne had done, 
or Mid, any thing amiss, lie desired their wor¬ 
ships to think it was Ins infirmity. Three or 
four wenches, where I stood, cried, Alas, gooo 
soul '—and forgave him with all their hearts: 
But there’s no heed to be taken of them ; if Cesar 
had stabbed their mothers, they would have done 
no less. 

Bra. And after that, he came, thus sad, 
away ? 

Casca. Ay. 

Cas. Did Cicero say any thing? 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cas. To what effect ? 

Casca. Nav, an I tell you that, I'll ne'er look 
jou I'the face again : But those that understood 
him smiled at one another, and shook their heads ; 
but, for mine own pait, it w r as Greek to me. I 
could tell jou moie news too : Marullus and 
Flavius, for pulling scaifs ofl' Cesar's images, are 
put to silence. Faie you well. There was more 
foolery yet, if I could remember it. 

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca? 
Casca. No, I am promised forth. 

Cas. Will jou dine with me to-morrow? 

Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, 
and jour dinner worth eating. 

Cas. Good : I will expect jou. 

Casca. Do so : Farewell, both. 

[Exit Casca. 

liru. What a blunt fellow is this giown to be ? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cas. So is lie now in execution 
Of any bold or noble entei prise, 

However he puts on this Urdy form. 

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 

Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
W ith better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. Tor this^time I will leave 
you: 

To-morrow if you please to speak with me, 

I will come home to you ; or, if you will. 

Come home with me, and I will wait for you. 
Cas. I will do so :—till then, think of the world. 

[Exit Brltus. 

Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is dispos’d : Therefore *tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes: 

For who so firm, that cannot be seduc’d ! 

Cesar doth bear me hai d ; f but he loves.^rutus : 

If I were Brutus now, and toe were Cassius, 


He should not humour • me. I will this night 
lu several hands, t in at the windows throw? * 
As if they came from several citizens. 

Writings all tending to the great opinion 
That Home holds of his name; wherein ob¬ 
scurely 

Cesar’s ambition shall he glanced at: 

And, after this, let Cesar seat him sure ; 

For we will shake him, or worse dajs endure. 

f Exit. 

SCENE HI.—The same.—A Street. 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter, from ojj>o- 
site sides , Casca, with his sword draun, una 
'Cicero. 

C.c. Good even, Casca: Brought you Ceiar 
home f 

Why are you breathless? and why stare you so ? 
Casca. Are ^otfftclinov'd, when all the swaj j 
of earth 

Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero, 

1 have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oaks; and I iia\ e seen 
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the tbi'at’iiing clouds: 

But never till to-mght, never till now, 

Did 1 go through a tempest-dropping fire. 

Either there is a civil stufe in heaven, 

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods, 
Incensaptbcm to send destruction. 

Cic. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful f 
Casca. A common slave (jou know him well 
by sight) 

Held up Ins lett band, which did fiame, and burn 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand, 

Not sensible of fire, remain’d uuscoich’d. 

Besides, (I have not since put up my sword) 
Against the Capitol I met a lion, 

Who glar’d upon me, and went surly by. 

Without annojiug me : And there weredrawn 
Upon a heap a bundled ghastly women, 
Transformed with their fear ; who sv.ore they saw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets. 
And yesterday, the biid of night did sit. 

Even at noon-ilay, upon the market-place. 
Hooting, and shrieking. When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say 
These are their reasons,—They are natural , 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 

Ctc. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time : 

But men may construe things after their tashion, 
Clean § from the purpose of the things themselves. 
Comes Cesar to the Capitol to-morrow t 
Casca. He doth; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you he would be there to-monow. 

Cic. Good night then, Casca : this disturbed sly 
Is not to walk m. 

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Cicir.o. 

I 

Enter Cassius. 

Cas. Who’s there? 

Casca. A Roman. 

('as. Casca, by your voice. ^ 

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what nigh! 

is this! * 

Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men. 
Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so r 
Cas . Those, that have known the earth so full 
of faults. 

For my part, I have walk’d about the streets. 
Submitting me unto the perilous night; 

And thus unbraced, Casca, as jou, see, 

Have bal'd my bosom to the thunder-stone: jl 
And, when the cross blue lightning seem’d to open 
The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it. 

Casca. But wherefore did jou so much tempt 
the heavens? 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 

• Cajole. + Hand-writings. I Whole momat,tajn 
nf the irlnKv. i Altogether. 1 Bolt. 
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Wb**n the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astouisli us. 

Cas. You are dull, Casca ; and those sparks of 
That should be in a Roman, you do want, [life 
Or else you use not: You look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder. 

To see the stiange impatience of the heavens: 
But if you would consider the true cause, 

W hy all these tires, why all these gliding ghosts. 
Why birds, and beasts, fioni quality and kind ; • 
Why old men fools, and childien calculate ;t 
Why all these things change, from their ordinance, 
Their natures and pie-formed faculties, 

To monstrous quality—why, you shall iind. 

That heaven hath infus'd them with these spirits, 
To make them instruments ol fear and warning. 
Unto some monstrous state. Nov. could I, Casca, 
Name to thee a man most like this dieadlul 
night; 

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and loais 
As doth the lion m the Capitol : 

A mau no mightier than tin self, or me, 

]n personal action ; yet prodigious grown, 

Aud feaitul, as these 6traiige eiupturns aie, 
Casca. 'Tis Cesar that you mean: la it not, 
Cassius ? 

Cas. Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Have thewes X and limbs like to their ancestors; 
But, woe the while! ourfatheis* minds ate dead. 
And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits; 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish. 

Casca. Indeed, they say, the senators to-inor-j 
Mean to establish Cesar as a king : [iow 

And he shall wear lus crown, by sea and land. 

In every place, save here m Italy. 

Cas. I know where 1 will wear this daggei 
then; 

Cassius fiom bondage will delnei Cassius : 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat: 

Nor stony tower, sior walls of beaten In ass, 

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron, 

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit; 

But life, being weary of these worldly bais. 

Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 

If I know this, know all the uoild besides. 

That pait ol tyranny that I do be«u, 

I can shake off at pleasiue. 

Casca. So can I ; 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cas. And why should Cesar be a tyrant then ? 
Poor man 1 I know be would not be a wolf. 

But that he sees the Romans aie but sheep: 

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.) 

Those that with haste will make a mighty hie. 
Begin it with weak straws : \\ hat trash is Rome, 
V. hat rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
Tor the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Cesar! But, O grief! 

Where hast thou led ine! I, perhaps, speak this 
Before a willing bondman ; then 1 know' 

M» answer must he made: But 1 am aim’d. 

And dangers are to me uidiflcieiit. 

Cuslu. You speak to Casca ; and to such a 
„ man. 

That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold \\ my hand : 

Be factious f for ledress of all these griefs; 

And I will set this foot of mine as tar, 

As who goes tarthest. 

('as. Iheie’s a bargain made. 

Now know von, Casca, I have mov’d already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Roman'', 

To undergo with me an enterprise 
Of honourable dangerous consequence; 

And l do know, by tins, they stay for me 
In Pompey’s porch : for now, tins fearful night 
There is iio stn or walking in the streets; 

And the complexion of the element. 

Is favour'd •* like the work we have in hand, 
Mo*t bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 

■ Why they deviate from nature. t Prophesy, 
t Matcfes. * $ Deer. I ilere’a my hand. Active. 

•• Resembles, 
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Enter Cinna- 

Casca . Stand close awhile, for here conies one 
in haste. 

Cas. 'Tis Cimta, I do know him by his gait; 
He is a friend.—Cinna, where haste you so? 
Cm. To find out you : Who’s that l Mctellus 
Cnuberf 

Cas. No, it is Casca; one incorporate • 

To our attempts. Am I not staid lor, Cinna ? 
Cm. 1 am glad on’t. What a fcartul night is 
this ? [sights. 

There’s two or tlnee of us have seen strange 
Cas. Am I not staid for, Cinua? Tell me. 

(Jm. Yes, 

You are. O Cassius, if you could but win 

The noble Biutus to our party- 

Cas. Be you content: Good Cinna, take this 
paper. 

And look you lay it in the pra;tor’s chair. 

Where Brutus may but hud it; and throw this 
In at lus. window: set tlu> up with w.iv 
Upon old Brutus’ statue: all tins done. 

Repan to 1'oiiipey's porch, wlicit you shall find 
us. 

Aie Decius Brutus and Tieboinus their i 
Cm. All but Mctellus Cinibei ; and In's gone 
To seek you at yom house. Well, I will Inc, 
And so bestow these papeis as you bade nn. 
Cas. That doue, icpaii to Pompey’s the.itir. 

[Exit Cinna. 

Come, Casca, you aud 1 will, yet, ere day. 

Sec Brutus at ins house: tlnee parts oi him 
Is ours already ; aud the mail entile. 

Upon the next encomitei, yields hun oms. 
Casca. Oh ! he sits high ill all the people's 
health: 

And that, which would appear offence in us, 

His countenance, like richest alchymy. 

Will change to viiim; and in woiliiiucss. 

Cas. Him, aud lus woitli, and our great need 
of Inin, 

You have rigid well conceited, t Lot us go. 

For it.is aftei midnight ; and, cie day. 

We will awake him and be sure of him. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SC EKE l—The same .— Brutis* Oi chard. 

Enter Brutus. 

Era. What, Lucni* ! ho !— 

I cannot, by l lie progress of the star*, 

Gpt guess how neai to day.—Lucius, I «ayl— 

1 would it wcie my fault to sleep so soundly.— 
When, Lucius, when ?; awake, 1 say : W hat 
Lucius! 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call’d you, mvloid? 

Bru. Get me a tapei m my study, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. 1 will, my lord. [Exit. 

Bru. It must be by his death: and, for my 
part, 

I know no personal cause to spurn at him. 

But for the general, lie would be ciown’d :— 
How that might change his liatuie, tilde's the 
question* 

It is the bright day, that brings forth the addei ; 
Aud that craves wary walking. Clown linn ?— 
That;— 

And then, I giant, we put a sting m him, 

That at his will he may do danger with. 

The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remorse § from power: And, to speak truth of 
Cesar, 

1 have not known when his affections sway’d 
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof, |) 
That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder. 
Whereto the climber upward turns his face: 

* Engaged in. t Conceived. X An exclamation of 
impatience. 5 Mercy , | Truth. 
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But when be once attains the upmost round, 

He then unto the ladder turns his back. 

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did asceud : So Cesar may ; 

Then, le3t he may, prevent. And, since the 
quarrel 

Will bear no colour for the thing he is. 

Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented, 
Would run to these and these extremities: 

And therefore, think him as a serpent's egg, 
Which, hatch’d, would, as lus kind, grow mis- 
And kill him in the shell. [chievous; 

lic-cnter Lucius. 

Lite. The taper buincth in jour closet, Sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, 1 found 
This paper, thus seal’d up; and, I am sure, 

It did not lie there when I went to bed. 

Bru. Get yob to bed again, it is not day. 

Is not to morrow, boy, the ides of March ? 

Luc. I know not, Sir. 

Bru. Look in the calendar, aud biing me word. 
Luc. I will, Sir. [Exit. 

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air. 
Give so much light, that I may read by them. 

[Opens the Letter , and reads. 
Brutus, thou sleep*st ; auahe , and see thyself. 
Snail Home, 4r. Speak—strike — redress! 

Brutus, thou sleep’st; awake. - 

Such instigations have been often dropp’d 
Wnere I have took them up. 

Shall Borne , 4c. Thus, must I piece it out; 
Shall Home stand under one man’s awe t What! 
Rome ? 

Mj ancestors did from the slieets of Rome 
The 'iarqum drive, when he was call’d a king. 
Speak — strike — red) ess ' —Am I entreated then 
To speak, and strike? O Rome! 1 make thee 
promise, 

If the redress will follow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus! 

Be-cnter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen dajs. 

[A'nocA* within. 
Bru. *Tis good. Go to the gate ; somebody 
knocks. [Eiit Lucius. 

Mnce CawnsJirst did whet me against Cesar, 

1 have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful tiling 
And the tirst motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 

The genius, and the mortal institnnents, 

Are then m toiinul; and the state of man. 

Like to a little kingdom, sutlers then 
1 lie natuie of an msuirection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

T.uc. Sir, *Ua your brother Cassius at the door, 
Who doth desire to see jou. 

Bru. Is he alone? 

J <'l. No, Sir, there aie more with him. 

Bru. l)o jou know them? 

Luc. No, Sn ; tlieir hats are pluck’d about their 
And half then t.ices buried in their cloaks, [eais, 
That by no means I may discover them 
By any maik ot favour. * 

Bru. Let them cutei. [Exit Lucius. 

They aie the faction. 0 conspiracy I 
Sham'sl thou to show thy daugeious brow by night, 
\N hen evils aie most fiee l Oh ► then, by day. 
Where wilt thou find a cavein daik enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none. 
Hide l^iBsnnles and affability : [spnacy ; 

Foi if thou path + thy native semblance on, con- 
Not Erebus t itself were dim enough 
To hide thee fiorn prevention. $ 

Enter Cassius, Casca, Dfcius, Cinna, Me- 
tellus Cihbek, and Trebonius. 

Cas. I think we are too hold upon your rest: 
Good morrow, Brutus ; Do we trouble you ? 

• Countenance, f Walt in thy true form, 

t Hell. t Detection 
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Bru . I have been up tbii hour; awake, all 
night. • 

Know 1 these men, that come along with you f 
Cas. Yes, every man of them ; and no maa 
here. 

But honours you: and every one doth wish 
You had but that opinion of yourself. 

Which every noble Roman bears of you. 

This is Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome bitber. 

Cas. This Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Cas. This, Casca; this, Cinna ; 

Aud this, Metellus Cinibcr. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Cas. Shall 1 entreat a word ? [They whisper • 
l)cc. Here lies the east: Doth not the day 
break here ? 

Casca. No. 

Cm. Oh ! pardon. Sir, it doLh; and yon grey 
lilies. 

That fret the clouds, aie messengers of day. 
Casca. You shall confess, that you aie both 
deceiv’d. 

Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises; 
Winch is a great way growing on the south. 
Weighing the youthful season ot the year. 

Some two months hence, up higher toward the 
north 

He tiist piesents his Are ; and the high east 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by 
one. 

Cas . And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath : If not the face of men. 
The sufferance of oui souls, the time s abuse,— 
If these be motives weak, break off betimes. 

And every man hence to bis idle bed ; 

So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these. 

As 1 am sure they do, beat flre euough 
To kindle cowaids, and to steel with valour 
The melting spuits of women ; then, countrymen, 
W hat need we any spin, hut our own cause. 

To prick us to redress? what other bond. 

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word. 
And will not palter? And what other oath. 

Than honesty to honesty engag’d 
That this shall be, or we will fall for it 1 
Swear priests, and cowaids, aud men cautelous,* 
Old feeble cainons, and such suffering souls. 
That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear 
Such creatures as men doubt: but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise, 

Noi the msuppressive mettle of our spirits, 

To think that oi om cause, or our performance, 
I)ul need an oath ; when every diop of blood 
That eveiy Roman hears, and nobly hears. 

Is guilty of a several bastardy, 

It he do bieak the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath pass’d from him. 

Cas. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him ? 
I think he will stand very stiong with us. 

Casca. Let us uot leave him out. 

Cin. No, by no means. 

Met. Oh *. let us have him ; for his silver hair 
Will purchase us a good opinion, 

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds: 

It shall be said, Ins judgment rul’d our hands; 
Our youths, and wildness, shall no whit appear, 
But all he buried in his gravity. 

Bru. Oh ! name him not; let us not break 
with him: t 

For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cas. Then leave him out. 

Casca. Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man else be touch'd, but only 
Cesar 1 

Cas. Decius, well urg’d :—I think it is not meet 
Mai k Antony so well belov’d of Cesar, 

* Wary, circumspect. f Break the matter to hun 
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For tinctures, stains, relics,* and cognizance. 
This by Calphurnia’s ditatn is signified. 

Ces. And tins wa> have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what 1 can 
say ; 

And know it now: The senate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Cesar. 

If you shall 6eud them word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a 
mock 

Apt to be tender'd, for some one to say, 

Break up the senate till another ti/ne, 

When Cesar’s wife shall meet with better 
dreams. 

If Cesar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 
Do, Cesar is afraid! 

Pardon me, Cesar; for m> dear, dear love 
To your proceeding bids me tell yon this; 

And reason to my love is liable. + 

Ces. How foolish do your fears seem now, 
Caiphurnia! 

I am ashamed I did yield to them.— 

Gi\e me im robe, for I will go :— 

Enter Pub i its, Britus,L]garius,Metellus, 
Casca, iRtuo.Mi s, and Ci.nm. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 
Pub. Good morrow, Cesar. 

Ces. Welcome, Publm*. 

What, Brutus, are you stirrM so early toot 
Good riot row, Casca. Cams Ligauus, 

Cesar was ne’er so much your enemy. 

As that '.une ague which hath made you lean.— 
What ls’t o’clock? 
liru. Cesar, ’tis struchen eight. 

Ces. I thank you for >0111 pains and courtesy. 

Enter Antony. » 

See 1 Antony, that revels long o’nights. 

Is notwithstanding up :- 

Good morrow, Antony. 

Ant. So to most noble Cesar. 

Ces. Bid them prepate within :— 

I am to blame t, be thus waited for.— 

Now, Cimid —Now, Metclius :—What, Trebonius! 
I have an hout’s talk 111 store for you ; 

Remember that you call 011 me to-day : 

Be near me, that 1 may remembei you. 

Trvb. Cesar, I will and so near will I be. 
That your best friends shall wi^h I had been 
farther. 

C’cs. Good friends, go in, and taste some wine 
with me ; 

And we, like triends, will straightway go to¬ 
gether. 

liru. 'I hat every like is not the same, O Cesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns; to think upon ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.—A street near the 

Capitol. 

Enter Artemi dor us, reading a Paper. 

Art. Cesar, bcuarc of Biutus; take heed of 
Cassius , conic not via'' Casca ; hate an eye on 
Ciuna; trust not Trebonius, mark well Me¬ 
tclius Citnber ; Deuus Brutus loirs thee not; 
thou hast wronged Caius Ligarius. There, ir 
lut one mind tn all these men , and it is bent 
against Ce6ar. If thou bc’st not immortal, 
look atout you : Security gives uay to conspi¬ 
racy The mighty gods defend thee ' Thy 
l oitr, § 

Artemidorus. 

Here will I stand, till Cesar pass along. 

And as a suitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 

Out of the teeth of emulation. H 

If tbon read this, O Cesar, thou may’st live; 

If not. the fates with tnutprs do contrive. 

[Exit. 

• As to a Mint, for reliquet t Subordinate. 

| Gntftt. i rrnad. Knrjr. 


Act III. 

SCENE IV.—The same.—Another part of the 
same Street before the House of Brutub. 

Enter Portia and Lucies. 

Por. I pr’ythee, boy, run to the senate house ; 
Stay not to auswer me, but get thee goue: 

Why dost thou stay? 

Luc. To know my errand, madam. 

Por. 1 would have had thee there, and licit* 
again, 

! Ere I cau tell thee what thou should v st do there.— 
O constancy, be strong upon my side ! 

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heait and 
tongue! 

I have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might. 

How hard it is for women to keep counsel!— 

Art thou here yet I 
Luc. Madam, what should I do ? 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing else? 

Aud so return to you, and nothing else? 

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord 
look well. 

For he went sickly forth : Aud take good note. 
What Cesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
Hark, boy J what nolM* is that 
Luc. 1 hear none, madam. 

Por. Pr’ythee, listen well; 

1 heard a bustling rumour like a fray. 

And the wind brings it fiom the Capitol. 

Luc. Sooth, madam, 1 hear nothing. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

Por. Come hither, ft llow : 

\\ Inch way hast thou been ? 

Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 

Por. What is’t o’clock f 
Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Cesar vet gone to the Capitol I 
Sooth. Madam, i.ot yet; I go to take my stand. 
To see him pax> oil to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou hast some suit to Cv>ar, hast thou 
not i 

Sooth. That 1 have, lady * if it will please 
Cesar 

To be so good to Cc-ai, as to hear me, 

I shall beseech him to In fi lend lumsell. 

Por. Why, knowest thou any hat in's intended 
towards him i 

Sooth. None that \ know will be, much that I 
fear may chance. 

Good-morrow to you. Here the sticet is narrow : 
The tbiong that follow *> Cesar at the heels 
of senators, oi praetors, common suitois. 

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death : 

I’ll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Cesar as he comes along. [Exit. 

Por. I must go in.—Ah me! how weakathiug 
The heart of woman is ' O Brutus I 
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise 1 
Sure, the boy heard me:—Brutus hath a suit, 
That Cesar will not grajit.—Oh 1 1 grow faint: — 
Run, Lucius, and cotnmcnd me to my lord; 

Say, I am merry : crime to me again. 

And bimg me woid what he doth say to thee 

[Exeunt - 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—The same.—The Capitol; the 
Senate sitting. 

A Crowd of People in the Street leading to 
the Capitol; among them Arteauuorus, 
and the Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter 
Cesar, Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, 
Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, 
Lteipus, Popili us, Publius, and others. 

Ces. The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Cesar; but not gone. 

Art , Hail, Cesar! Read this schedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er<read 
At your best leisure, this hit humble suit. 
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Art . 0 Cesar, read mine first; for mine’s a 
suit 

That touches Cesar nearer: Read it, great Cesar. 
Ces. What touches us ourself, shall be list 
serv'd. 

Art. Delay not, Cesar; read it instantly. 

C'ts. What, is the fellow mad l 
Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Cas. What, urge you your petitions m the 
street T 

Come to the Capitol. 

Cesar enters the Capitol, the rest following. 
All the Senators rise. 

Pop. I «Hi youi enterprise to-day may thrive. 
Cas. What enterprise, Popilius? 

Pop. Fare you well. [Advances to Clscr. 
Bru. What said Popilius Lena? 

Cas. He wish’d, to-day our enterprise might 
1 fear out purpose is discovered. [thrive. 

Bru. Look, how he makes to Cesar: Mark 
him. 

Cas. Casca, be sudden, for we fear preven¬ 
tion.— 

Ilrwtu.i, what shall be done? If this he known, 
Ca."ius oik Cesar never sli.;U turn back, 

Koi I will Slav myself. 

Bru. Cassius, be constant: 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes ; 

Foi, look, he smiles, and Cesar doth not change. 
Cas. Trehonms knows his tune ; for, look you, 
Brutus, 

He diaw« Maik Antony out of the way. 

[tJjuunt Antony and Tkuiomis. Cesar 
and the Slnviors take t/uir Scats. 
J)(c. Whne is Metellus Cimher? Let him go, 
And piesemlv prefet his suit to Cesar. 

Bru . He is addiess’d:* press near and second 
him. 

Cm. f.i»ia, you are the tiist that reals yum 
hand. 

Ccs. \te we all ready ? what i»* now anus'. 
That Cesar and his senate must ledress? 

Mtt. Mo At high, most mighty, and must puis- 
siut Cesar, 

Mitillu^ Cimher throws before thy seat 
An huinhle heart .— [Kneeling. 

<«>. I imi-t pievent thee, Cimher. 

T!:e»e couching-*, am! the-*e lowly rourtcsic*. 
Might fue the ldood ot oidinarv men ; 

And tinn pie-ordmancc, and lirst deciec, 

Into the law ot children. 15e not loud 
To think that Ces.ii heais such lebel blood, 

That will be thaw’d fiom the tine quality 
With that which melteth fools; I mean, sweet 
words, 

Low-crook’d curtsies, and base spaniel fawning. 
Thy brother by dcciee is banished ; 

It thou dost bend, and pi ay, and fawn lor him, 

I spurn thee like a cur out ot my wav. 

Know, Cesar doth not wrong ; nor, without cause. 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is theie no voice more worthy than my 
own, 

To sound more sweetly in great Cesai’s ear, 

For the repealing of my banish’d In other? 

Bru. I kiss thy baud, but not m rtattery, 
Cesar; 

Desiring thee, that Publius Cimher may 
Have an immediate freedom ol repeal. 

Ccs. What, Brutus ! 

Cas. Pardon, Cesar; Cesar, pardon : 

AS low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall. 

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimbcr. 

Ccs. I could be well mov’d, if 1 weie as you; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me : 
But I am constant as the northern star. 

Of whose true-fi\’d and resting quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament. 

The skies are painted with unniimber’d sparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth shine; 

But there’s but one in all doth hold his place: 
So, in the world; *Tis furnish’d well with men 

r . 
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And men are flesh and blood, and apprehen¬ 
sive ;• 

Yet, in the number, I do know hut one 
That unassailable holds on lus rank, 

Unshak’d of motion : t and, that I am he. 

Let me a little show' it, even in this; 

That I was constant Cimher should be banish’d 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin . O Cesar- 

Ces. Hence! Wilt thou lift Olympus? 

Dec. Cieat Cts.u,- 

Ces. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 

Casca. Speak, hands, for me. 

[CvaCA stubs Cesar in the neck. C; mr 
catches hold of his arm. He is then 
stabbed by several other C'onspiratui s, 
and at last by Marcls Uri us. 

Ces. Et tu t Brute?i —Then, fall, Ce-ar. 
[Dies. The Senators and People retire 
in confusion. 

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead '— 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cas. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out, 
Lilnrty, freedom, and enfranchisctm nt 1 
Bru. People, and senators ! be not affrighted ; 
Fly not; stand stillambition’s debt is paid. 
Casca. Go to the pulpit, i Brutus. 

J)cc. And Cassius too. 

Bru. Where’s Publius? 

Cin . Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 
Met. Stand fust together, lent some friend of 
Cesar’s 

Should chance- • 

Bru. Talk not of standing—Publius, good 
cheer; 

There is no harm intended to your prison, 

Nor to no Roman else . so tell them, Publiu*. 
Cas. And leave us, Publius; lest that the 


people, [chief. 

Rushing on us, should do your age mnic mis- 
Bru. Do so and let no man abide this deed. 
But we the doer^: 

ifc-Mr Tkeboxius. 


Cas. Whole’s Antony ? 

Trc. Fled to Ins house amaz’d : 

Men, wives, and childten, stare, ciy out, and run. 
As it weie doom-day. 

Bru. Tates' wl will know your pleasures 
That we shall die, we know ; 'us but the time. 
And diawitig days out, that men stand upon. 

Cut. Why, he that cuts ott* twenty years ot life 
Cuts „ff so many yeais of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit: 
So aie we Cesai’s friends, that have ahndg’d 
His tune of fearin&deatb.—Stoop, Romans, stoop 
And let us bathe our hands in Cesar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 

Then walk we loith, e’en to the market-place ; 
And, waving om red weapons o’er our heads. 
Let’s all cry, Peine! Fridiom > and Liberty ! 
Cas. Stoop then, and wash. || How many ages 
hence. 

Shall this our lofty scene be actM o’er, 

In states unborn, and accents vet unknowrn! 

Bru. How many times shall Cesar bleed in 
sport. 

That now on Pompey's basis lies along, 

No worthier than the dust! 

Ct/s. So oft as that shall be, 

So often shall the knot of us be call’d 
The men that gave our country libeity. 

Dec. What, shall we forth 1 
Cas. Ay, every man away : 

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant. 


Bru. Soft, who comes here ? 
tony’s. 


A friend of An- 


• Capable of apprcbenoing. ^ By entreaty. 

t And tnou, Brutus t $ In the forum, the place 

of harangue. | Steep ; mtvnuKtd ymtth. gold. 
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Serv. Thus, Biutus, did my master bid me 
kneel; 

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; 

And, being prostiute, thus he bade me say : 
‘Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest; 
‘Cesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving: 

‘ Sa>, I love Brutus, and 1 honour him ; 

‘ Say, 1 fear’d Cesar, honour'd him, and lov'd 
' If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony [him. 
1 May safely come to him, and be resolv'd 

* How Cesar hath deserv'd to lie in death, 

‘ Mark Antony shall not love Cesar dead 

1 So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 

* The fortunes and affairs of noble Biutus 
r ,Thorough the hazard* of tins untrod stale, 
'With all tine laith.’ bo says my master An¬ 
tony . 

Bru. Thy master is a wise and \allaut Roman ; 
1 never thought him woise. 

Tell him, so please him come unto this plsfce, 
He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honoui, 

Depart uritoucb'd. 

Serv. I'll fetch him presently. [Exit Sfrv. 
Bru. I know, that we shall have him well to 
frit nd. 

Cas. I wi-h wc may : but yet have I a mind. 
That tears him much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

Re-enter Antony. 

Bru. But here comes Antony.—Welcome, Mark 
Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Ce*ar ’ Dost thou he so low ? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to tin-* little me.i-ure l Fare thee well.— 
1 know not, gentlemen, what you intend. 

Who else must be let blood, who else is rank: • 
If I myself, there is no hour so tit 
As Cesar's death hour; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth, as those your swords, made 
rich 

With the most noble blood of all this world. 

I do beseech ye, it you hear me hard, 

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and 
smoke, 

Fulfil your pleasuie. Live a thousand years, 

I shall* not find myself so apt to die : 

No place will please me so, no mean of death, 

As here by Cesai, and by you cut ott, 

The choice and master spirits of tins age. 

Bru. O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel. 
As, by oui hands, and this our present act, 

You see we do ; yet see you but our hands 
And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful; 

And pity to the genetal wrong of Home 
(As fire diives out fire, so pity, pity,) 

Hath done this deed on Cesar. For your p.nt, 

To you out 6words have leaden points, Maik 
Antony : 

Our aims, in strength of malice, * and our hearts, 

Ot brothers’ temper, do receive you in 

With all kind love, good thoughts, ami reveience. 

f'as. y our voice shall he as stiong as any man’s, 
In tlie disposing of new dicnifes. 

Bru. Only be patient, till wc have appeas’d 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear. 

And then we will deliver you the cause, 

Why 1, that did love Cesar when I struck him. 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand: 

First, Maitus Brutus, will 1 shake with you 
Nevt, Cams Cassius, do 1 take your hand;— 
Now, Deuua Brutus, yours;—now yours, Me- 
tellus: 

Yours, Cmua;—and, my valiant Casca,yonrs;— 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good Tre- 
honius. 

Gentlemen all.-—alas l shall I say? 

My credit now staMM^Hleottppery ground, 

• Crown too jifinerlul for the public aafety. 
f 1 hough strong in the deed ;u*t performed. 


CESAR. Act III. 

That one of two bad ways you must conceit* me, 
Either a toward oi a (lattcier.— 

Tli.it I did love thee, Cesai, oli! 'l.s fiue: 

If then thy spiiil look upon us now, 

Shall it not grieve thee, deaiei than thy death. 
To see thv Antony making his peat*'*. 

Shaking the bloody llngeis of thy toes, 

Most noble! hi the presence of thy corset 
Had 1 as many eyes a» thou hast wounds, 
W’eepmg as last as they stream lortli thy blood, 
It would become me better, than to close 
In trims of friendship with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius!—Hcievvast ibou bay’d, luavr 
bait; 

Here didst thou fall; and here thy hunters stand 
Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy lithe.* 
O world I thou wast the finest to this heart; 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. 
How like a deei, stricken by many prinres, 

Dost thou here lie ? 

Cat, Mark Antony,- 

Ant. Pardon me, Cams Cassius : 

The enemies of Cesar shall say this ; 

Then, m a friend, it is cold modesty. 

C’as, I blame you not for piaismg Cesar so; 
But what compact mean you to have #ith us t 
Will you be prick’d in nrtmhei of oui friends; 
Or shall we on, and not depend oil you T 
Ant. Thfieiorc 1 took yom hands ; but was 
indeed. 

Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cesar. 
Fi tends am I with you all, and love you at 1 ; 
I'pon this hope, that you shall give me reasons. 
Why, and wherein, Cesar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or else were this a savage spectacle ; 
Our reasons are *o full of good regard, 

That were you, Antony, the son of Cesar, 

You should he sati-hed. 

Arif. '1 hat’s all I seek: 

And am moreover snitm, that I mav 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 

And in the pulpit, as becomes a inuul, 

•Speak in the order of his luneial. 

Bru. You shall, Maik Antony. 

Cas. Brutus, a word with you. 

You know not what you do ; Do not consent, 
That Antony speak in his funeral: 

Know you how much the people may be mov'd 
By that which he will ultei ! Aside. 

Bru. By yom pardon 
I will myseli into the pulpit first, 

And show the leason of our Cesar’s death : 

What Antony shall speak, I will piotist 
He speaks by leave and by permission : 

And that we are contented Cesar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawlul ceremonies. 

It slull advantage mole, than do us wioiil. 

Cat. 1 know not what may tall; I like it not. 
Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Cesai'a bodv. 
You shall not in your luneial s|>ecch blame us, 
But sptak all good you (ail devise of Cesai ; 

And say, you do’t by our petinissmn ; 

Else shall you not have any hand at all 
About his iuiieral: And you shall speak 
In the same pulpit whereto I am going. 

After my speech is ended. 

Ant. Be it so ; 

I do desire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

[Exeunt, all but Antony 
Ant. O, pardon me, thou piece of bleeding 
earth, 

That I am meek ami gentle with these butchas* 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 

Woe. to the hand that shed this costly blood : 
Over thy wounds now' do I prophesy, 

(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their inby lips , 
To beg the voice and utterance of iny tongue— 

A curse shall light upon the limbs of men : 
Domestic fuiy, and fierce civil strife. 

Shall cumber all the paits of Italy: 

Blood aipl destruction shall be to m use, 

* Suppose me. t Used b» old writers for dr<ntli. 
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And dreadful objects so familiar, 

That Mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd with the bauds of war ; 
All pity chok’d with custom of fell deeds: 

And Cesar’s spirit, ranging for levenge. 

With Ate by his side, come hot from hell, 

Shall iii these coniines, with a monarch’s voice, 
Cry Havoc,* and let slip the dogs ol war ; + 
That this foul deed shall smell above the with 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 

F.ntc *■ a Servant. 

You serve Octavius Cesar, do you not? 

Sen. 1 do, Mark Antony. 

Aut. Cesai did write for him to come to Rome. 
Sen/. He did receive his letter*, and is coin¬ 
ing : 

And bid me say to you by word of mouth.— 

(> Cesar!- [Seeing the Body. 

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep. 
Passion, 1 sec, is catching ; for mine eye.-, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy master coming l 
Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of 
Koine. 

Ant. Post back with speed, and tell linn what 
hath chanc’d : 

Hiirc is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of safety for Octauus yet; 

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay a while ; 
Thou shalt not back, till liiave borne this corse 
Into the market-place: there shall l try, 
lu my oration, how the people take 
The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 

According to the which, thou shalt discourse 
To young Octauus of the state of things. 

Lend me your hand. 

[£rfM>it mtii Cesar’s Body. 

SC EXE II.—The same.—The Torum . 

Enter Buutls and Cvsmcs , and a throng 
oj Citizens. 

(’it. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 
Brit. Then lollow me, and gi\e me audience, 
fi lends.— 

Cassius, go you into the other street, 

And pait the minibus.— [here; 

Those that will hear me 'peak, let them Slav 
Those that will follow Cabins, go with him ; 
And public reasons shall be lemleied 
Of Cesai 'a death. 

1 (’it. I will hear Brutus speak. 

'1 Cit. I will heai Cassius , and compare their 
reasons, 

When severally we hear them rendeied. 

[Exit Cassils, tilth some of the Citizens. 
Bn crus goes into the Rostrum. 

3 Cit. The noble Uiutus is ascended : Silence! 
Brit. Be patient till the last. 

Romans, count)ymen, and lovers! hear me for 
my cause, and lie silent, that you may hear : be¬ 
lieve me tor mine liououi, and have respect to 
mine honour, that y#u may beliesc : censure me 
in >out wisdom, and awake yom senses, that you 
may the better judge. If theie be any in tins 
assembly, any deal fiicnd of Cesar’s, to linn 1 
say, 'I hat Biutus’ love to Ce*ar was no less than 
lus. II then that ft lend demand, why Biutus 
rose against Cesai, this is my answer:—Not that 
1 loved Cesar less, hut that I loved Rome moie. 
Had you lather Cesai weie living, and die all 
slaves, than that Cesai were dead, to live all free¬ 
men l As Cesar loved me, 1 weep for him ; As 
he was foitunate, 1 rejoice at it; as he was va¬ 
liant, 1 honour him ; but, as he was ambition*, 
1 slew' him : There aie tears for his love; joy 
tor ins fortune ; honom for his valour ; and death 
lor his ambition. Who is here so base, that 
would be a bondman? If any, speak; for him 
have I offended. W ho i» here so rude, that would 
uot be a Roman ? If any, speak; tor him have I 

• The ilgnal for giving no quarter, 
t fire, sword, and luniinc. 


offended. Who is hue so vile that would net 
love his country? If any, speak; ior him hav 
I offended. I pause lor a leply. 

Cit. None, Biutus, none. 

[■Vi icral speaking at omt . 
Bru. Then none have I offended. 1 mm- 
cfone no mote to Cesai, than you should do to 
Brutus. The question of his death is cm oiled 
in the Capitol: ins glory not extenuated wherein 
he was worthy; nor his offences enforced, loi 
winch he suffered death. 

Enter Antony and others tilth Cesar’s Body . 

Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony : 
who, though he lud no baud in his death, shall 
receive the benefit of Ins dying, a place in the 
commonwealth : as whit h of you shall not ? With 
tins 1 depart; That, as I slew* my best lover* for 
yie good of Rome, j have the same dagger for 
myself, when it shall please my country to need 
my death. 

Cit. Live, Brutus, Jive! live! 

1 Cit. Bring him with triumph borne uuto his 

house. 

2 Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

3 Cit. Let him he Cesar. 

^ 4 Cit. Cesar’s better parts 
Shall now he crown’d in hjutus. 

1 Cit. We'll hiiug him to Ins house with 
shouts and clam mils. 

Bru. My couiitrvinen,- 

‘2 Cit. Peace! silence! Brutus speak 5 . 

1 Cit. Peace, ho ! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depait alon-. 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 

Ho grace to Cesai S corse, and grace Ins speech 
Tending to Cesar's glones; which Maik Antony, 
By our permission, is allow’d to make. 

I do entreat you, not a man depait, 

Save 1 alone, till Antony have spoke. [Ej*t. 
I Cit. Stay, ho! and let us heai Mark Antony. 

3 Cit. Let him go up into the public chair; 
We’ll hear him Noble Antony, go up. 

Aut. For Brutus' sake, I am beholden to you. 

4 Cit. What does he say of Biutus ? 

3 Cit. He says, loi Brutus’ sake, 

He finds Jiim&ell beholden to us all. 

4 Cit. 'Tweie best he speak uo harm of Biutus 

here. 

1 (’it. This Cesar was a tyrant. 

3 Cit. Nav, that’s ceitam : 

We aie bless’d, that Home is rid of him. 

2 Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 

Ant. fou gentle Romans,- 

('it. Peace, ho! let us hear him. 

Ant. Filends, Romans, count;)men, lend me 
your ear«; 

I come to biiiy Cesar, not to praise him. 

The evil that men do lives after them ; 

The good is oil ifitciled with their bones. 

So let it be with Cesar. The noble Biutus 
Hath told you Cesar was ambitious: 

If it were so, it was a grievous tatilt, 

And grievously hath Cesar answei’d it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the lest, 

(For Biutus i' an honourable man ; 

So are ili**y all, all honourable men;) 

Come 1 to speak in Cesar’s funeral. 

He was my liieiid, faithful and just to me : 

But Brutus says be was ambitious; 

And Biutus is an honourable man. 

He hath hi ought many captives home to Rome. 
Whose ransoms did the geneial coffeis nil: 

Did this in Cesar seem ambit.oti> i 
W hen that the poor have cried, Cesar lnth wept: 
Ambition should he made of sterner stuff; 

Yet Brutus says lie was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honouiable man. 

You all did see that, on the Lnpeical, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition v 
\et Brutus says ho was ambitious; 

• Friend 
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And sure he is an honourable mail. 

1 speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 

But here 1 am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love linn once, not without cause; 
What cause withholds >ou then to mourn tor him ? 
O judgment, thou art tied to brutish beasts, 

And men have lost their leason!—Bear with me; 
My heart is iu the cotliu there with Ces.ti, 

Aud I must pause till it come hack to me. 

Ctt. Methmks, there is much reason iu his 
sa>ings. 

Cit. If thou consider lightly of the matter, 
Cesar has had great wrong. 

3 Cit. Has he, masters ? 

I fear there will a woise come in his place. 

4 Cit. Mark’d ye his words I He would not 

take the ciown; 

Therefore, 'tis certain he was not ambitious. 

1 Cit. If it be found so, some will dear abide it. 

2 Cit. Poor soul! his eves are red as nrd 

with weeping. 

3 Cit. There’s not a nobler man in Rome, 

than Anton}. 

4 C'it. Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 
Ant. But vesteidav, the void of Ce-ar might 

Ha\e :*toou again'i the world : now lies he theie. 
And none so poor* to do him reverence. 

O masteis 1 it I were dispos’d to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiii) and rage, 

1 should do Biutils wioiig, aud Cassius uiong, 
Who, >ou all know, aie honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to uiong myself, and you. 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 

But here’s a parchment, with the seal of Cesar; 
I found it in Ins closset, ’ti> his will: 

Let but the commons hear this testament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 

And lin y would go and ki-> dead Cesai’s wounds. 
And dip their napkins m Ins sacred blood. 

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And, dung, mention it within their will-. 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 
Unto their issue. 

4 Cit. We’ll he.tr the will: Head it, Mark An¬ 
ton \. 

Cit. The will! the will! we will hear Cesar’s 
will. 

Ant. IIa\e patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it; 

It i- not meet >ou know how Cesar lo\’d >on. 
You are not wood, >ou aie not stones, nut men ; 
And, bring men, hearing the will of Ccs»r, 

It will inflame jou, it will make you mad : 

'Tis good you know not that jou are his heirs ; 
Foi, if you should, oh ! what would come of it? 

4 Cit. Head the will : we will hear it, Anton) ; 
You shall lead us the will , Cesar’s will. 

Ant. W ill you be patient I WiU >ou stay a 
I haw o’cishot f myself to tell you of it. [while ? 

1 fear I wiongthe honourable men, 

Who.-e daggers have stabb d Cesar : I do fear if. 

4 Cit. They were traitors: Honourable men! 
Cit. The will! the testament I 

2 Cit. They were villains, murderers : The 
will! read the will I 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the 
will ? 

Then make a ring about the corse of Cesar, 

And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend? And will jou give me leave? 
Cit. Come down. 

2 Cit. Descend. 

[He comes dou'n from the Pulpit. 

3 Cit. You shall have leave. 

4 Cit. A ring ; stand round. 

1 Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from the 
body. 

2 Cit. Room for Antony;—most noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay, pi ess not so upon me ; stand far 

off . 

Cit. Stand back 1 room! bgar back 1 

• All are ton proud to diew him any respect. 

4 bald more than 1 intended. 
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Ant . If )ou have tears, prepaic to shed them 
now’. 

You all do know this mautle : I remember 
The first time ever Cesar put it oil: 

'Twas on a summer’s eveuing, in his tent. 

That day he overcame the Nervii:— 

Look, in this place ran Cassius' dagger tbiough : 
See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabh'd. 
And, as he pluck’d his cursed steel away, 

Maik how the blood of Cesar follow'd it; 

As rushing out of doors, to he resolv’d 
If Brutus so unkindly kuock’d or uo; 

(For Brutus, as you know, was Cesui's angel) 
Judge, 0 jou gods, how dearly Cesar lov'd him! 
This was tire most iiiikindest cut of all : 

For, when the noble Cesar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitor’s arms. 
Quite vanquish’d him: then burst his might) 
heart; 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 

Even at the base of Pom pry’s statua • 

Which all the while rail blood, t great Cesar fell. 
Oil I what a fall was there, m> counti>men ! 

Then I, aud you, and all of us fell down, 

Whilst blood) tieasou nourish'd over us. 

Oh! now jou weep: aud 1 perceive you feci 
The diut of pity : these are gracious drops. 

Rind souls, what, weep you, whin you but helm d 
Our Cesar's vesture wouuded I Look you line. 
Here is himself, marl’d as you see, with tiai- 
tors. 

1 Cit. O piteous spectacle! 

2 Cit. O noble Cesar! 

3 Cit. 0 woeful da\ ! 

4 Cit. O nailers, villains! 

1 Cit. O most bloody sight! 

2 Cit. We will be revenged : revenge ; abont, 
—seek,—binn,—tire,—kill,—slay !—let not a tr.u- 
loi live. 

Ant. Stay, cmintiymen. 

1 Ctt. Peace tlirie.—Ileai the noble Inloiiv. 

2 Cit. We’ll heai him, iw’ll follow him, wc’II 
die with him. 

Ant. Good ft lends, sweet ft lends, let me not 
stir you up 

To such a sudden Hood of mntinv. 

They that have done this deed aie honourable ; 
What private giiefs; they have, alas, 1 kuou not. 
That made them do it: they ate wise and ho¬ 
nourable. 

And will no doubt, with reasons answer you, 

I come not, irieuds, to steal away your In aits ; 

1 am no orator, as Brutus is: 

But, a> vou know me all, a plain blunt man, 

'Ihat lovc my fneud : and that they know full 
well 

That gave ine public leave to speak of him. 

For I have neilhei wit, nor words, nor worth. 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech. 
To stir men's blood : I only speak rigid on; 

I tell you that, which you yourselves do know; 
Show you sweet Cesai’s wounds, poor, poor 
dumb mouths q 

And bid them speak for me : But weie I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruflle up your spnits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Cesar, that should move 
The stones of Koine to rise and mutiny. 

Ctt. We’ll mutiny. 

1 Cit. We’ll burn the bouse of Brutus. 

3 Cit. Away then, come, seek the conspirators. 
Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me 

speak. 

Cit. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, most noble An¬ 
tony. 

Ant . W hy, friends, you go to do you know not 
what: 

Wherein hath Cesar thus deserv'd your loves ? 
Alas, you know not:—I must tell you then 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 

* Statua for statue, is common among the old writers, 
t Cesar’s blood fell upon the statue, aud trickled from it. 

t Wrongs. 
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CU» Most true the will ;—let'* sta y, and 
hear the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Cesar's seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives. 

To every several man, seventy-five drachmas. • 

2 Clt. Most noble Cesar l—we’ll reveuge his 

death. 

3 Cit. O royal Cesar 1 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 

Cit. Peace, ho 1 

Ant. Moreover, be hath left yon all his walks. 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards. 
On this side T>ber; he hath left them you. 

And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures,t 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 

Here was a Cesar : \\ hen comes such another ? 

1 Cit. Nevei, never:—Come, away, away: 
We’ll burn his body tu the holy place. 

And with the brands lire the traitors’ houses. 
Take up the body. 

2 Cit. Go, fetch fire. 

3 Cit. Pluck down benches. 

4 ('it. Pluck down forms, windows, anything. 

[Exeunt Citizens, tilth the Body. 
Ant. Now let it work: Mischief, thou art afoot. 
Take thou what course thou wilt!—How now, 
fellow ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 
Ant. V here is he l 

Seri. He and Lepidus are at Cesar’s house. 
Ant. And thither will 1 straight to visit him: 
He comes upon a wish.; Fortune is merry. 

And in this mood will give us any thins:.’ 

Sm. 1 lieuid him sav, Biulus and Cabins 
Are ml like madmen tlnough the gales of Rome. 
Aui. Belike, they had some notice of the 
people. 

How I had mov’d them. Bung me to Octavius 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE 111.—The same.—A street. 
Enftr Cinna, the Port. 

('in. I dreamt to night, that 1 did feast with 
^ Coat, 

And things unhukilv charge iny fantasy : j 
1 have no will in uandei forth of (loot's, 

Yet something leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

1 Cit. What is your name l 

2 Cit. Whither are you going? 

3 Cit. Where do you dwell l 

4 Cit. Are you a man led man, or a bachelor? 

2 (’it. An&vvei every mail dnecUy. 

1 Cit. Av, aiul briefly. 

4 Cit. Ay, and wisely. 

3 Cit. Av, and tiuly, you weie bert. 

Cm. What is my name ? Whither am I going? 
W’h*u._ do 1 dwell? Am 1 a mariicd man, or a 
bachelor? Then to answer every mail directly, 
and hnefiy, wisely, and tiuly. Wisely 1 say. 1 
am a bachelor. 

2 Cit . That’s as much as to say, they are fools 
that hiarry:—You'll b«ar me a nang for that, i 
fear. Proceed ; directly. 

Cin. Directly, 1 am going to Cesar's funeral. 

1 Cit. As a friend, or ail enemy ? 

Cin. As a friend. 

2 Cit. That matter is answered directly. 

4 Cit. For your dwelling,—briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, 1 dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Cit. Your name, Sit, truly. 

Cin. Truly, my name is Cmna. 

1 Cit. Tear him to pieces, he's a conspirator. 
Cin. 1 aui Cmna the poet, I am Cmna the 

poet. 

4 Cit. Tear him for his bad verses, tear him 
for his bad verses. 

2 Cit. It is no matter, his name's Cinna; 

• A drachma u Id. tterhng—2?. 3r. 4d. t Plcarara* 
grounds. t Hu coming it th« very thing I wished for. 
| mind it oppressed with ill-omens. 


pluck but bis name out of his heart, and turn him 
going. 

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, 
ho 1 fire-brands. To Brutus’, to Cassius’; burn 
ail. Some to Decius’ house, and some to C«ts- 
ca’s ; some to Liganus’: away ; go. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCEXE I.—The same.—A room in Anton \'s 

House. 

Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus, seated at a 

Table. 

Ant. These many then shall die; their names 
aie prick’d. 

Oct. Your brother too must die; Consent you, 
Lepidus ? 

Lep. I do consent. 

Oct. Prick • him down, Antony. 

Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live, 
Who is your sister’s son, Maik Vntony. 

Ant. He shall not live; look, with a spot I 
damn t him. 

But, Lepidus, go vou to Cesar's house; 

Fetch the will hither, and we will determine 
How to cut otf some charge m legacies. 

Imp. What, shall I find you he r e? 

Oct. Or lieie, or at 

The Capitol. [Eiit Llpidis. 

Ant. This is a slight nnmentabie man. 

Meet to be >eut on errands: Is it fit, 

Ihe three-fold world divided, he should stand 
One of the three to shaie it ? 

Oct. So you thought him ; 

4ml took his voice who should be prick’d to die, 
lu our black sentence and prosciiption. 

'Ant. Octavius, 1 have seen more days than vou; 
4ml though we lay these honours on this man; 
lu ease ourselves of diveis slanderous loads, 

He shall but bear them as the ass beai* gold ; 

I'n gmau and sweat under the business. 

Either led or duven, as we point the way, 

Ami, having hi ought our tieasme wheie we will. 
Then lake we down Ins load, and tiiin him on. 
Like to the empty ass, to shake Ins eais, 

And graze in commons. 

Oct. Aon in.iv do your will; 

But lie’s a tiled and valiant soldier. 

Ant. So is my lioisc, Octavnis; anJ, for that, 

I do appoint him store of piovender. 

It is a creature that I teach to light. 

To wind, to stop, to run ducctly on ; 

His corpoial motion govern’d by iny spit it. 

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ; 

He must be taught, and nam'd,and bid go forth } 
A baneii-spniteil fellow; one that feeds 
Oil object", ails, and imitations ; 

Which, nut of ii-e, and stal’d by other run. 

Begin his fashion : Do not talk of Jinn, 

But as a piopeily.; And now, Octavnis, 

Listen great tilings.—Brutus and Cass hi**, 

Are levying poweis : we must straight make head : 
Iheretoie, let our alliance be combin'd. 

Our best liieuds made, and our best means 
stretch’d out; 

And let us piesently go sit in council, 

How covert maiteis may he best disclos’d, 

And open perils smest answeied. 

Oct. Let us do so: foi we aie at the stake, 

And bay’d j about with many enemies ; 

And soiae, that smile, have m their hearts, l fear 
Millions of mischief. [ Exeunt . 

SCEXE II.—Before Brutus' Tent, in the 
Camp near Sardis. 

Drum.—Enter Brutis, Lucilius, Lucius, 
and Soldiers : Titinujs and Pin paro& 
meeting, them . 

Bru. Stand 

* Note. t Condemn. J An thing et oar dispose 
A Surroundou. 
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Luc. Give the uoul, Iio ! and stand. 

Bru. \\ liat now, Luctliu*? is Cumins near? 
Luc. He is at li.iml; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation fioin his uiastei. 

[Pimiarus guvs a letter to Brutus. 
Bru. lie uii'cta me well.—Your master, Put¬ 
in his own change, or by ill oiliceis, Jdanis, 
Hath given me some woitliy cause to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he he at hand, 

I shall be satished. 

Pin. I do not doubt 
But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, toll ot regard, and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted.—A woid, Lucilius: 
How he leceived you, let me be lesolv’d. • 

Luc. W ith courtesv, and with uspect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instance?. 

Nor with such fiee and inendly conkrence 
As he hath used of old. 

Jlru. Thou hast describ’d 
A hot friend cooling: Ever note, Lucilius, 

When love begins to sicken amt decay, 

It usetli an enforced ceremony. 

Theic are no tricks in plain and simple faith : 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 

Make gallant show and pioimse ot then mettle: 
But when they should endure the bloody spur, 
They fall their tiests, and like deceit!ul jades 
Sink in the tnal. Comes his aimy on ? 

Lui. They mean this night m Saidis to he 
quarter’d ; 

The greater pait, the horse in general, 

Arc* come with Cassius. • [Match uithin. 

Bru. Hark, he is aim’d :— 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius and Soldiers. 

Cas. Stand, ho ! 

Bru. Stand, ho .' Speak the word along. 
fl /thin. Stand. 

ICithm. Stand. 

M'lthin. Stand. 

Cas. Most noble brother, you have done me 

wioii; 

Bru. Judge me, you gods! \\ roug 1 m.sie 
enemies • 

And, if not so, how should I wrong a toother ? 
Cas. Urutti’t, this sober form ot youi- hides' 

And when you do them- wrongs ; 

Bru. Cassius, be content. 

Speak your grids ♦softly,—1 do know you well. — 
Before the eyes ot both oiii armies here, 

" Inch should penei\e nothing tint low Homo-, 
Let us not wrangle • liid them move a wav ; 

Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge >o:;i griefs. 
And I will give you audience. 

Cas. Pmdatus, 

Bid our commanders lead their charge*oil* 

A little fiom this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent till we have done cm coufet- 
ence. 

Let Lucius ami 'lilimus guard our door. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III .— Within the tent ot Bui i us.— 
Lucius and Titi.mls at some distanceJrom 
it . 

Enter Brutis and Cassius. 

Cas. That you bate wions’d me, doth appear 
in this : 

You have condemn'd and noted t Lucius Pella, 
Fcr taking bribes here of the Saidiaiis; 

Wherein, my letters, praying on bis side, 

Because 1 knew the man, were slighted olf. 

Bru. "V on wrong’d yomself, to write in such a 
caw. 

Cas. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice $ otteirre should bear his com¬ 
ment. 

Bru. Let me tell you, Cabins, you yourself 

t Complaint*. 

{ Small 
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Aie much condemn'd to have an itching pain • 
To sell and mail your ollices loi gold. 

To undesen ers. 

Cas. 1 an itching palm 1 
You know that you are Biutus that speak this. 
Or, by the god>, this speech weic* else your last. 
Bi a. The name ot Cassius hoiiouis this cor¬ 
ruption, 

And chastisement doth thciUmc hide his head. 
Cas. Chastisement I 

Bru. Hemeinber Match, the ides of March re¬ 
member ! 

Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake ? 
What villain touch’d his body, that did stab. 

And not for justice I V\l»at, shall one of us. 

That stiuck the loteuiost man of all this woild. 
But foi supporting robbers—shall we now 
Contaminate 0111 tingeis with base bribes, 

And sell the mighty space ol our huge honours, 
Tor so much flash as may he grasped tiius Y— 

I’tl rather he a dog, and bay * the 1110011, 

Thau such a Homan. 

Cas. Brutus, bay not me, 

I’ll not endure it: you loigct yourself. 

To hedge me in ; 1 am a soldier, 1 
Older m practiu, abler than yourself 
lo make conditions, r 
Bru. Go to; you’re not, Cassii..-. 

Cas. 1 am. 

Bru. I say, you are not. 

Cas. Urge me no more, I shall foiget nuaelf; 
Have mind upon youi health, lempt 111c 110 lui- 
thci. 

Bru. Away, slight inau! 

Cas. ls’t possible i 

Bru. Hear me, foi I will speak. 

Musi I give way and loom lo yom rash (holer? 
Shall 1 be frighted, when a 111.1dm in Mans f 
Cas. O gods! ye gods! Musi I endure aU 
this ? 

Bru. All this' av, moie: 1 'iet till youi pioud 
heai t bieak; 

Go, show y«nr slave* how cholenc you .ne, 

And make your bondmen ticmlde. Mum 1 budge? 
Must I obseive you ? Must 1 stand and uom.li 
Under your testy humour { Bv the gods. 

You shad digest the venom ol your spltcn,^fc 
'Ihough it do split von: lor lioni this day foitli, 
i'll use you foi 111) ninth, yea, lui my Jauglilu 
IVhen you are waspish. 

( as. Is it come lo this? 

Bru. You sa\, you are a hcltei soldiei • 

Let it appear so . make youi vaunting tun, 

Ami it shall please tin well * Foi mine own part 
1 shall be glad to Icam of nobler nun. 

Cas. You wrong me every way, you wrong im, 
Biutus; 

l said an elder soldier not a tu ner: 

Did 1 say, heller l 
Bru. if you did, I ore not. 

Cas. When Cesar liv'd he durst not thus have 
mov'd me. 

Bru. Peace, pea re; you duist lcv ‘o have 
tempted him. 

Cas. I durst not ? 

Bru . No. 

Cas. What? duist not tempt him ? 
litu. r«i your hie you durst not. 

('us. Do not presume too much upon my Jove, 
I may do that 1 shall he sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry 
for. 

There is no tciror, Cass.us, in youi threats: 

For I am aim’d so strong in houestv, 

That they pass by me as the idle wind, 

Which 1 respect not. 1 did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied 111c 
For I can raise no money by vile means; 

By heaven 1 l ad ratliei com my heait. 

And drop iny blood foi diacbmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile liash 
By any indirection. I did send 
To you foi gold to pay iny legions, 


• Inform’d 
t Exposed. 


• Balk at. 
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Which you denied meWas that done like 
Cassius ? 

Should I have answer’d Cams Cassius so ? 

When Marcus Brutus "rows so covetous. 

To lock such rascal counters from lus li lends. 

He reads gods, with all your thunderbolts. 

Dash linn to pieces I 
Cas. 1 denied you not. 

Jiru. You did. 

1 did not:—lie* was but a fool. 

That brought my answer hack.—Brutus hath 
riv'd * my heait: 

\ frumd should bear his friend's infirmities, 

But Brutus makes mine gieater than they are. 
Jim. f do not, till you practise them on me. 
Cat. You love me not. 

Jiru. I do not like your faults. 

('as. A friendly eye could never see such 
faults I 

Jiru. A flatterer’s would not though they do 
appear 

As huge as high Olympus 
Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavins, come. 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius! 

For Ca-snis is aweary of the world : 

Hated by one he loves ; brav’d by his brother; 
Check’d like a bondman ; all his faults observ’d. 
Set in a note-book, team'd, and conn'd by rote. 
To caM into my teeth. Oh! I could weep 
My ‘•pint from mine eyes!—There is my dagger, 
\ml heie my naked breast; within, a heart 
Dearer than Pintos’ mme, richer than gold : 
if that thou be’st a Roman, take it tortli; 

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart: 
Snike, as thou elicM at Cesai ; for 1 know, 

When thou didst hate him noise, thou lewd’st 
him bcttei. 

Thau ever thou lov’st Cassius. 

Jiru. She.ith your daggei : 

Be .iMgrv when you will, it shall have scope ; 

Do what you will, dishonour shall he humour. 

O (\i"ius, you are voked with a lamb 
Thai carries anger, as the flint beais lire; 

■Which, much enforced, shows a hasty spaik, 

And straight is cold again. 

Co-. Hath Cabins liv’d 
To he but ninth and laughter to his Brutus, 

Whin pi iff, and blood ill-tempei’d, \e\cth 
him ? 

Jiru. When i spoke that, I was ill-tcmper’d 
too. 

Cat. Do miii confess so much 7 Give me your 
hand. 

Jirti. And my heart too. 

('as. O Brutus!— 

Jiru. What’s the mattci ? 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with 
me, " [me, 

When that rash humour which inv inotiiei gave 
Makes me forgettul i 
/>> ;t. Yes, Cassius ’ and, henceforth, 

When you arc over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

[Acii.rc uitlun. 

Poet. Within.] Let me go m to see the ge¬ 
nerals ; 

Theie is some giudge between them, ’tis not meet 
'J hey be alone. 

Jjuc. [Within.] You shall not come to them. 
Poet. [Within.] Nothing but death shall 
stay me. 

Enter Poet. 

('ax. How now 7 What’s the matter ? 

Poet. For shame, you generals: What do you 
nieau l 

Love, and be friends, as two such men should be; 
For 1 have seen more years, I’m sure, than ye. 
Cas. Ha, ha; how vilely doth this cynic 
rhyme ! 

Bru. Get you hence, Sin ah: saucy fellow, 
hence. 

Cas. Bear with him, Brutus; *tis his fashion. 

• Rent* 
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Bru. I’ll know his humour, when he knows 
his time t 

What should the w*ais do with the jigging * footel 
Companion, l hence. 

Cas. Away, away, be gone. 

[Tii if Poct 

Enter Lucilius and Titimls. 

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the com¬ 
manders 

Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 

Cus. And come yourselves, and brm^ Mcs- 
sala with you 
Immediately to us. 

[Exeunt Lucu.irs and Titimus. 
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Cas. I did not think, you could have been mj 
angry. 

Bru. O Cabins, I ain «ick of many grief?. 
Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use. 

If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man hears ?oirow better:—Puitia 
is dead. 

Cas. Ha I Portia 7 
Bru. She is dead. 

Cas. How ’scap’d I killing, when 1 cio, t \l 
you so?— 

O insupportable and touching loss!— 

Upon what sickness? 

Hr it. Impatient of my absence ; 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong;—for with her 
death 

That tidings rame;—With this she fell distract. 
And, her attendants absent, swallow’d nie. 

Cas. And died so? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cas. O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, with Wine and Tapers. 
Jiru. Speak no inoieof her.—(jive me a Fowl 
of wine :— 

In this I bury all unkindness Cas«ins. 

[Drinf t. 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble 
pledge:— 

Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’ersvvell the cup ; 

I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love. 

[ Druu i t. 

Re enter Titinius, uith Messalv. 

Bru. Come in, Titinius—Welcome, goeJ 
Messala. 

Now sit we close about this taper here. 

And call in question our necessities. 

Cat. Portia, art thou gone? 

Bru. No more, 1 pray you.— 

Messala, I have line received letter*. 

That young Octavius, and Maik Autoliv 
Come down upon us with a lmghtv power. 
Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 

Mess. Myself have letters of the self-same 
tenour. 

Bru. With what addition? 

.1 less. That hv proscription, and bills of out- 
Octavms, Autonv, and Lepidus, [lawiy. 

Have put to death a hundred senators. 

Jiru. Therein our letters do not well agree; 
Mine speak of seventy senators, that died 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cas. Cicero one ? 

Mess. Av, Cicero is dead, 

And by that order of piosciiptioii,— 

Had you your letters trom your wife, my lord? 
Jiru. No, Messala. 

Mes. Nor nothing m your letters writ cf 
her ? 

Bru. Nothing, Messala. 

Mess. That, methinks, i* strange. 

Bru. Why ask you ? Hear you aught of be r 
m yours ? 

Mess. No, my lord. 

• Jig, signified a metrical composition. 

$ A icrio ot' reproach. 
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Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth 1 tell: 
For certain she is dead, and by strange maimer. 
Bru . Why, farewell, Portia.—We must die, 
Messala : 

With meditating that she must die once,* 

I have the patience to endure it now. 

Mcs. Even so great men great losses should 
endure. 

Cas. I have as much of this in artf as >on. 
But yet my uature could not bear it so. 

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you 
think 

Of marching to Philippi presently ? 

Cas. I do not think it good. 

Bru. Your reason? 

('as. This it is: 

Tis better that the enemy seek us: 

So shall he waste his means, weary his soldieis, 
Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying still. 

Are full of lest, defence, and umihleuess. 

Bru. Good leasons must, of force, give p«ace 
to bettei. 

The people, 'iwi\t Philippi and this ground, 

I).i stand but iu a forc'd atfection ; 

Tor they have grudg'd us contribution j 
The enemy, marching along by them. 

By them shall make a fullei number up, 

Come on refresh’d, new-added, and encourag'd : 
From which advantage shall we cut him oil', 

If at Plnlippi we do face him there, 

The^e people at our hack. 

('as. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru . L uder your paiduu—\ oil must note be¬ 
side, 

That we have tned the utmost of our friends 
Our legions are hrim-full, our cause is ripe : 

The enemy incre.iseth every day, 

Me, at the height, aie leady to decline. 

There is a tide m the i.lfairs of men, 

\Mnch, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of then life 
Is hound in shallows, and in misnies. 

On such a full sea are vve now afloat; 

And vve must take the current when it senes, 

Or lose our ventures. 

(as. Then, with your will, go on ; 

We’ll along ourselves, and meet them at Phi¬ 
lippi. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk. 
And nature must obey necessity ; 

Winch we will niggaid with a little rest. 

Theie is no moie to say? 

('as. No moie. Good night; 

Luily to-morrow will vve rise, and hence. 

Bru. Lucius ihv eown. [Eat Lucius.] rate- 
well, good Messala ,— 

Good night, Titiniiis :—Noble, noble Cassius, 
Good night, and good repose. 

(’as. o iny deal brother! 

Tins was ail ill beginning of the night: 

Never come such division 'tween our souls ! 

Lei it not, Brutus. 

Jirn. Lvcrv thing is well. 

(’as. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 

Tit. Mes. Good night, lord Brutus. 

Bru. Farewell, eveiy one. 

[Exeunt Cas. Tit. and Mes. 

Re-enter Lucius u ilk the Goun. 

Give me the gown. Where is thy inatiumcnt? 
Jjuc. Here in the tent. 

Jiru. What, thou speak'st drowsily ? 

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’ei- 
watch’d. 

Call Claudius, and some other of my men ; 

I’ll have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 
Luc. Vano, and Claudius/ 

. Enter Var no and Claudius. 

» 

Var. Calls my lord f 
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Bru. I pray you, Sirs, lie in my tent, and 
sleep; 

It may be I shall raise you by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius. 

Var. So please you, we will stand, and watch 
your pleasure. 

Bru. I will not have it so; lie down, good 
Sus ; 

It may he, I shall otherwise bethink me. 

Look, Lucius, here's the hook I sought for so: 

I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

[Servants lie doten. 
Luc. I was sure your lordship did not give 
it me. 

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much 
forgetful. 

Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile. 

And touch thy instrument a strain or two? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an it please you. 

Bru. li does, my boy : 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing 
Luc. It is im duty, Sir. 

Bru. I should not mge thy duty past thy 
might ; 

I know, young blood* look for a time of rest. 
Luc. 1 have slept, my lord, alnady. 

Bru. It is well done; and thou slialt deep 
again ; 

I will not hold thee long: if I do live, 

1 will be.good to thee. 

[Music, and a Song. 

Thi* is a sleepy tune :—O luurd’ious slumhei 1 
Lay’st thou thy leaden mace* upon my hoy. 

That plays thee music f —Gentle knave, good 
night ; 

I will not do thee so much vviong to wake thee 
If thou dost nod, thou bieak’>t thy instillment , 
I’ll take it from thee; and, good bov, good 
night. 

Let me see, let me see;—la not the leaf turn’d 
down'. 

Where I lett reading? Here it is I think. 

[lie sit s if on n. 

Enter tfu Ghost of Clsar. 

How ill this taper burns!—Ha' who tomes 
hei e ? 

I think, it is the weakness of mine eyes 
That shapes this ino<rirons app.uitioti, 

It comes upon me:—\rt thou any thing? 

Art thou some god, some ang< l, <>: some devil, 
That mak’st my blood cold,and my ban to state? 
Speak to me, what thou ait. 

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutu*. 

Bru. \Miv coin's! thou? 

Ghu.st. To tell thte, thou shall see me at 
Philippi. 

Bru. M ell ; 

Then I shall see thee again ? 

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi. 

[Ghost lavishes. 
Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi 
then.— 

Now I have taken heart thou vamshest: 

111 spint, I would hold moie talk with thee.— 
Boy! Lucius !—Nano! Claudius! Sirs, awake!— 
Claudius! 

Luc. The strings, im lord, arc false. 

Bru-. He thinks he still is at bis instillment.— 
Lucius, awake. 

Jjiii. My lord I 

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so 
ciy'dst out? 

Luc. My hml, 1 do not know that I did cry. 
Bru. Yes, that thou didst: Didst thou see any 
thing? 

Luc. Nothing, my loid. 

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius.—Sirrah, Claudius! 
Fellow thou 1 awake. 

Var. My lord. 

Clau. Mv lord. 

Bru. Why did you so cry out, Sirs, in your 
sleep T 
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Var. Clau. Did we, my lord t 
Bru. Ay: Saw you any thine ? 

Var . No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clau . Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother 
Cassius; 

Bid him set on his powers betimes before. 

And we will follow. 

Var, Clau . It shall be done, my lord. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—The Plains of Philippi. 


1 This tongue had not offended so to-day, 

{If Cassius might have rul’d. 

Oct. Come, come, the cause: If arguing make 
us sweat. 

The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 

Look ; 

I draw a sword against conspirators; 

When think >ou that the sword goes up again T— 
Never, till Cesai's three and twenty wounds 
Be well aveng’d; or till another Cesar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors, 
lWu. Cesar, thou can’st not die by traitors, 
Unless thou bring'st them with thee. 

Oct. So I hope ; 

I was not bom to die on Brutus* sword. 

Bru. Oh ! if thou uert the noblest of thy 


Enter Octavius Antony, and their Army. 

Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered : 
You said, the enemy would not come down. 

But keep the lull* and upper legions; 

II proves not so ; their battles are at hand ; 
They mean to warn * us at Philippi here, 
Ausweimg before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, l am in their bosoms, and I know 
Whcrefoie they do it: they could be content 
To \isit other places ; ami come down 
With fearful biavcry, thinking, by this face, 

To lasten in otti thoughts that they ha\e courage ; 
But 'Us not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

ATrss. Prepare you, generals : 

The < n< my comes on in gallant show ; 

’1 lieu bloody sign ot battle is hung out. 

And something tv> he done immediately. 

Ant. Octavio*, lead your battle softly on. 
Upon the left hand ot tin- even field. 

Oit. Upon the light hand I, keep thou the 

left. 

Ant. Why do you cross me in this exigent? 
(Jit. 1 do not li oss you ; but 1 will do so. 

[March. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their 
a'-my, LtciLies, Titimls, Messala, and 

thus. 

Jiiu. Tlie\ stand, and would base parley. 

Cat, . stand last, Titimus: Me must out and 
talk. 

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of bat¬ 
tle i 

Ant. No, Coar, we will answer on their 
charge. 

Mak« foul:, the generals would have some words. 
(kt. Stu not until the signal. 

Biu. M irds beloie blows : Is it so, country¬ 
men ? 

Oit. Not that we love words bettei, as you do. 
Bru. Good words are better than had stiokes, 
Octavius. 

Ant. in your bad strokes, Brutus you give 
good woids: 

Witness the hole you made in Cesar’s iicait, 
Crying, Lons: hi e 1 /uni , Cesar 1 
Cas. Antony, 

The postuic ot your blows are yet unknown , 

But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees 
And leave them honeyless. 

Ant. Not stingless too. 

Bru. Oh 1 yes, and soundless too ; 

For you have stol’n their buzzing, Antony, 

And, very wisely, threat before you sting. 

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when your vile 
daggers 

Hack’d one another in the sides of Cesar: 

You show’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like 
hounds. 

And bow’d like bondmen, kissing Cesar’s feet; 
Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind, 

Struck Cesar on the neck. O flatterers I 
Cas. Flatterers 1—Now, Brutus, thank your¬ 
self : 


strain, 

Young man, thou could’st not die more hon¬ 
ourable. 

Cas. A peevish school-boy, worthless of such 
honour, 

Join’d with a masker and a reveller. 

Ant. Old Cassius still I 
Oct. Come, Antony ; away.— 

Defiance, traitors, hurl we lii your teeth : 

If you dale light to-day, come to the field ; 

If not, when you have stomachs. 

[Exeunt Octavius, Antony, 
and their At >r>y. 

Cas. Why now, blow, wind; swell, billow; 
and swim, baik! 

The storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. Ho 1 

Lunlius; haik, a woid with you. 
hue. My lord. 

[Brutus and Lucilivs ccnicrsc apart . 
f7i«. Mes*ala,— 

Mes. What says my general ? 

Cas. Messala, 

This is my bnth-dav ; as tins very day 

Mas Cassius born. Give me thy hand, Messala : 

Be thou my witness, that, against my will. 

As Pompey was, am I coinpe’l’tf to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 

You know, tlut I held Epicurus strong. 

And Ins opiuion : now 1 change my mind. 

And partly credit things that do presage. 

Coming from Sardis, on our foimer ensign • 

Two mighty eagle* fell , and there they perch’d, 
Gotgiug and feeding from our soldiers' hands. 
Mho to Philippi line consoitedt us, 

This morning me they fled away and gone ; 

And, m their *tcads, do ravens, crow*, and kites, 
Fly o’er our heads, and downwaid look on us, 

As we vveie sickly prey; their shadows seem 

A canopy most fatal, under which 

Our army lies, leady to give up the ghost. 

Mes. Believe not'so. 

Cas. 1 but believe it paiily; 

For I am fresh of spirit, and resolv’d 
To meet all penis very constantly. 

Bru. Even so, Lunlius. 

Cas. Now, most noble llrutus, 

The gods to-day stand fncndly ; that we may, 
Loveis in peace, lead on our davs to agt ! 

But, since the alf.ms of men rest still uncertain. 
Let’s reason with the woist that ni.iv bciall. 

If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak together; 

M hat are you then determined to do ? 

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy, 

Bv which I did blame Cato foi the death 
M'lnch he did give lmn«elf— (1 know not liow. 

But 1 do find it cowaialy and vile, 

For fear of w hat might bill, so to prevent 
The time of life)—aiming myself with patience. 
To stay the providence ol some high poweis. 

That govern us below. 

Cas. Then, If we lose this battle, 

You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? 

Bru. No, Cassius, no ; think not, thou noble. 
Roman, 


• Summon. 


• Fir«t «tundard. 


t Accompanlod. 
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That ever Brutus will go bound to Home: 

He bears too gicat a mind. But tins same day 
Must end that work the ides of March begun ; 
And wbcthei we shall meet again, 1 know not. 
Therefoie our eveilasting farewell take :— 

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius l 
If wc do meet again, why we shall smile ; 

If not, why then this parting was well made. 

('as. Foi ever, and tor evei, farewell, Brutus ! 
If we do meet again, we’ll smile indeed 1 
If not, ’tis tine this parting was well made. 

Biu. Why then, lead oil.—Oh! that a mau 
might know 

The end ot this (lav’s business ere it cornel 
But it sufliceth, that the day will end, 

Aud then t:.e end is known.—Come, *10 f away! 

[Exeunt. 


SC EXE II.—The same.—The Fa Id of Battle. 

Alarum.—Fntcr Blurts and Messah. 

fl) u. Ride, nde, Messala, nde, and give these 
bilN * 

Unto the legions on the other side : 

[Loud Alarum. 

L-'t then set on at once; foi I pmeivc 
But cold deunaiiOiir m Octavius’ umg. 

And sudden push nvis tlum the ovrnlnow. 
Hide, ride, Messala : let tlu.u all come down. 

lE.iL ant. 

SCE?*F III.—The same.—Auoihtr part vj 

Ine Fa Id. 

Alarum.—Entir Cvssils cud Tiiinius. 

CVr«. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains tlv ! 
Mvselt have to uiiiic own turn'd etiemv : 

_ 4 m 

This eiisigu hen* of mine wa** tin mug hack ; 

I slew the cowaid, and did take it ninn him. 
Tit. O Cassius, Bn.tus gave the word too 
earl) ; 

V.Tio having some advantage on Octavius, 

Took it too turgeilv , lus -oldieis toll in spoil, 
Whilst we by Anton, aio all enclos’d. 


Enter Pixdarls. 

Pm. Tlv further off, mv lord, fly fmther off; 
Maik Antony is in voui tents, my lord ! 

Fly therefore, noble Cassius, fly far oil. 

Cas. Tins hill is lar enough. Look, look, Ti- 
tiiiius ; 

Are tlio-e my tents where I perceive the file? 
Tit. '1 hey are, my lord. 

Cas. Tit iiiius if thou lov’st me, 

.Mount lho i my horse, and Jude thy spurs in 
him. 

Till he have brought thee up to yonder tsoops 
And here again ; that I may rest assur'd, 
Whether yond’ troops arc friend or enemy. 

Tit• I will be here again, even with a thought. 

[ Kut . 

Cas. Go, Pindarus eet higher on that hill ; 
My sight was ever thick, lcgard Titinius, 

And tell me what thou not'st about the held.— 

[Flit Hi ndahus. 

This day I breathed fust: time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there I shall cud; 

My lile Jia's run his compass.—Sirrah, what news ? 
Pin. [Above.] O my lord! 

Car. What news? 

Pin. Titmins is 

Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 
Make to him on tbe spur ;—yet he spurs on.— 
Now they are almost on him ; now, Titinius!— 
Now Lome 'lightOh ! he ’lights toohe’s 
ta’en ;—and, hark! 

[Shout. 

They shout for jov. 

Cas. Come down, behold no more.— 

*. O coward that 1 am, to live so long, 

To see my best friend ta'en before my face 1 

• Billet* containing direction*. 


Filter Pindarus* 

Come lutber, Sirrah : 

]u Parthia did 1 take thee prisoner; 

And then I swore thee, saving oi thy life, 

That whatsoever I did bid thee do, 

Thou should’st attempt it. Come now, keep 
thine oath 1 

Now he a I iceman: and, with this good swoid, 

Tli.it ran through Cesai’s bowels, search this 
bosom. 

Stand not to answer; Ileic, take thou the hills; 
And, when mv lace is tovei’d a-* 'us now. 

Guide thou the swoid. Ces.u, thou ait leveng’d. 
Even with the swoid that kill’d time. 

[Dies. 

Pin. So, I am fiec ; yet would not so have been. 
Durst l have done iny will. O Cassius! 

Fai from tins country Pmdaius shall mn. 

Whole ne*ci Homan shall take note of him. 

[Fait. 

Rianter Titimi s, uith Missala. 

Jfi v. it is but change, Titinius, for Octavius 
Is oveitlnown by noble Hi utils’ power, 

As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. 

Tit. These tidings will well comfoit C usius. 
.l/r». When* did you Have him I 
Tit. All disconsolate. 

With Pindarus his bondman, on this lull. 

Mcs. Is not that lie, that lies upon the 
pound ? 

Tit . He lies not like the living. O my heart! 
Mrs. Is not that lu* ? 

Tit. No, this was he, Messala, 

But Latins is no mole.—u setting sun ! 

As iu thy icd ravs thou dost *mk to uiglit. 

So in Ins led blood Cassius’ day is set; 

The suu oi Rome is set! Om day is gone ; 
Clouds, dew*, and daugeis tome; oui Jetds a:e 
done 1 

Mistrust of my success hath done this deid. 
Mis. Misti list of good success hath done 
this deed. 

6 hateful enor, melancholy's child! 

Why did-t thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? Umioi, soon con¬ 
ceiv’d, 

Thou never coin’ot unto a happy lnitli, 

But kill’st the mothei that engeudei’d thee. 

Tit. What, Pindarus! Wheie ait thou, Pin¬ 
daric ? 

Mcs. Seek him, Titinius: whilst I go to mm 
The noble Bumc, Hu listing tlu« repoit 
into luseais. I may say, thrusting it: 

For pieiung steel, and daits envenomed. 

Shall be as welcome to the cursol Biutus, 

As tidings of this sight. 

Tit. Hie you, Messala, 

And I will seek for Pindarus the while. 

[Fut Messala. 

Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius ? 
Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they 
Put on my brows tins wreath of victory. 

And bid me give’t thee 1 Didst thou not hear 
their shouts? 

Alas! thou hast misconstrued every thing. 

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow; 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding.—Brutus, come apace. 

And see how I regarded Cains Cassius.— 

By your leave, gods :—This is a Roman’s part: 
Come, Cassius* swoid, and Imd Titinius' heart. 

[Dies. 

Alarum. Bc-entcr Messala, uith Brutus 
young Cato, Strato, Volumnius, and Lu. 

CILlUs. 

Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body 
lie ? , . 

Mes. Lo, yonder; and Titinius mourning it. 
Bru. TiLiuiu*' face is upward. 

Cato. He is slain. 

Bru. O Julius Cesar, thou art mighty yet! 



Scene V. JULIUS 

Tli) spirit walks aluoad, mid turns our swords 
In out own pioper* entiails. 

[Low Alarums. 

Caro. Brave Titinius J 

Look, whe'r he have not crown’d dead Cassius l 
Bru. Aie jet two Romans living such as 
these 

The last of all the Romans, fare thee well! 

It is impossible that e\er Rome 
Should breed thj lellow.-Fiieuds, I owe more 
tears 

To this dead man, than jou shall see me pay.— 

1 shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time.— 
Come, therefore, and to Thasaos send his bod) ; 
His fiineial shall not be in our camp. 

Lest it discomfort us.—Lucilius, come ;— 

And come, young Cato; let us to the field.— 
l.abeo, and Flavius, s»t our battles on :— 

'Tis lliiec o'clock ; and, Romans, jet e'er night 
We shall tiy foilune in a second light. 

[Eieunt. 

S('EXE IV.—‘Another part of the field. 

Alarum. — Eater, fighting. Soldiers of both 
Armies; then Uklti’s, C\to, Lucilics, and 
others. 

Bru. Yet, countrymen, oh! vet hold up your 
heads ! 

Cato. hat bastard doth not ? Who will go 
with nit l 

1 will proclaim mv name about the field :— 

I am the sou of Marcus Cato, ho! 

A toe to tyrants, and my county's friend: 

1 am the sou of Marcus Cato, ho I 

[Charges the Enemy. 
Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Bmttis, 1 ; 
Biutus, my coiuitiy’s friend ; know me for 
Bmtiis. 

[Exit, charging the Enemy. Cvio is 
oierpouered and jails. 

J.i,e. O \omig and noble Cato, ait thou 
(low ii 7 

Win, now thou diest as In lively as Titinius ; 

A:ul may'st he houom'd being Cato’s son. 

1 Sold. Yield, oi thou diest. 

Lue. Only 1 yield to die : 

Thete is so much that thou wilt kill mestiaight; 

■ [Offering Money. 

Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 

1 Sold. \s e must not.—A noble prisoner! 

2 Sold. Room, ho 1 Tell Antony, Brutus is 

td’en. 

Sold. I’ll tell the news.—Here conics the 
general:— 

Enter Antony. 

Brutus is ta'en, Biutus is ta’en, ni) lord. 

A^t. Where is he ! 

Luc. Safe, Antony ; Biutus is safe enough : 

I dare assuie thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever Like alive the noble Brutus: 

The gods demid him fioin so great a shame I 
When you do find him, or alive, or dead, 

He will be lomid like Bri tus, like himselt. 

Ant. This i' not Biutus, ft tend ; but, I as- 
suie you, 

A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe, 
<iive him all kindness : l had rathei have 
Such men my friends than enemies. Co on, 

Ami see whe'r Brutus be alive or dead: 

And bring us word unto Octavius* tent. 

How every thing is chanc’d. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—Another part of the Field. 

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, 
and Volumnius. 

Bru . Come, poor icinams of friends, rest on 
this rock. 
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Clu Statihus show’d the torch-light; but, my 
lord, 

He came not back ; he is or ta’en, or slam. 

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus: Slaying is the 
word; 

It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus.— 

[Whispering. 

Cli. What, I, my lord 7 No, not for all the 
world. 

Bru. Peace then, no words. 

Cli. I’ll rather kill myself 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius! 

[Whispers him. 

Bar. I do such a deed? 

Ch. O Dardanius! 

J)ar. O Clitus! 

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to 
thee ? 

Bar. To kill him, Clitus : Look, he medi¬ 
tates. 

Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of grief. 
That it runs over even at Ins eves. 

Bru. Come iuthei, good \olumnius; list a 
word. 

Vol. What says my lord? 

Bru. Why, tins, Volumnius: 

The ghost of Cesar hath appear’d to me 
Two several times by night • at Sardis, once; 
And this Ia c t night, here in Plnlippi’ tields. 

1 know my hour is come. 

Vol. Not so, my lord. 

Bru. Nav, 1 am suie it is, Volumnius. 

Thou see'st the world, Yolumnuis, how it goes; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit: 

It is more worthy to leap ui ourselves. 

Than tarry till they push us. Good Volum- 
nnis. 

Thou know'st that we two went to school toge¬ 
ther ; 

Even for that our love of old, I pray thee. 

Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I mu on it. 
Vol. That’s not an ofiice fora friend, my lord. 

[Alarum still. 

Cli. Tiy, llj, my lord; there is no tarrying 
here. 

Bru. Farewell to you;—aud you;—and you 
A oluiniims.— 

Strato, thou hast been all this while asletp: 
Farewell to thee too, Stiato.—Country men, 

Mv heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was tine to me. 

I shall have gloiy by this losing day 
More than Octavius and Mark Antony, 

By this vile conquest, shall attain unto. 

So, fare you well at once : for Brutus' tongue 
Hath almost ended his life’s history: 

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would 

i est; 

That have but Inborn'd to attain this hour. 

[Alarum. Cry u it hi a , Fly, riy, fly. 
Cli. Flv, my loid, fly. 

Bru. Hence ; I mil follow thee. 

[Exeunt Clitus, Dardamis, and \olcm- 

NI US. 

I pr’ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy loid*. 

Thou ai t a fellow of a good respect; 

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it: 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
Stra. Give me your hand first: Fare you well, 
my loid. 

Bru. Tarewell, good Strato.—Cesar, now be 
still: 

I kill’d not thee with half so good a will. 

[He runs on his Suord and dies. 

Alarum. Bctreat. Enter Octavius, Antony, 
Missala, Lucilius, and their Army. 

Oct. What man is that ? 

Ales. My mastei’s man.—Strato, where is thy 
master 7 

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, 
Messala; 

The conquerors can but make a fire of him ; 

E 


* Into oar own bodies. 



no julius 

For Bratus only overcame himself, 

And no man else hath honour by bis death. 

Luc• So Bratus should be found.—I thank 
thee, Brutus, 

That thou hast prov’d Lucilius' saying true. 

Oct. All that serv'd Brutus, 1 will entertain 
them. * 

Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me 1 
Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer f me to you. 
Oct . Do so, Messala. 

Mes. How died my master, Strato T 
Stra . I held the sword, and he did run cn 
it. 

Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the latest service to my master. 
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Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all; 
All the conspirators, save only he, 

Did that they did in envy of great Cesar: 

He, only, in a general honest thought, 

And common good to all made oue of them. 

His life was gentle; and the elements 
So mix'd hi him, that Nature might stand up, 
And say to all the world, This was a man t 
Oct. According to his virtue let us use 
him. 

With all- respect and rites of burial. 

Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie. 

Most like a soldier, order'd honourably. 

So, call the field to rest: and let's away. 

To part the glories of this happy day. 

\ Exeunt. 


• Take them Into rjr gertlcc. 


t Recommend. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

1'IIIS play is supposed to have been written in the year 1608 ; and tome of ite incident! may hare been borrowed 
from a production of Daniel s, called “ The Tracedle of Cleopatra,” which waa entered on the books of the 
Stationers 1 Company in the year 1593. It rapidly condenses the events of a considerable period, commencing 
with the triple partition of the empire at the death of Brutus, B. C. 41, and terminating with the final over¬ 
throw of the Ptolemeau dynasty, B. C. -3. Its historical features are, npon the whole, accurately drawn ; 
and the sentiments of many of the characters are literally copied from Plutarch and other biographers. An¬ 
tonyms illicit couuection with Cleopatra, his brutal treatment of the amiable Octevia, and his absurd assump¬ 
tion of despotic power m bequeathing the Roman provinces to a degraded progeny, were the ostensible 
gronnds of the rupture which ended in his death, and united the whole extent of Roman conquest under one 
imperial sceptre. The character of Cleopatra, the fascinating, dexterous, and incontinent Egyptian, abounds 
in poetical beautv; and the rough soldier’s description of her passage down the Cydnus, has ever been consi¬ 
dered a luxnnaut specimen of glowing oriental description. But it is in the portrait of Antony that the dis¬ 
criminating reader will chiefly discover the pencil of a master. It is a choice finish to the outline of his cha¬ 
racter, as given in the play of Julius Cesar. He was then “ a masker and a reseller,” of comely person, lively 
wit, and lusinuating address :—but the fire of youth, and the dictates of ambition, restrained his licentious 
cravings within tolerable bounds. In the decline of life, and in the lap of ioluptuousness, with wealth at his 
command, and monarchs at his footstool, we find him alternately playing the fool, the hero, or the barbarian, 
trifling away the treasures of t-he Last in sensuality and indolence, and destroying a noble army by cowardice 
and obstinacy. Still, the rays of inherent greatness occasionally gleam through a cloud of ignoble propen 
sities, and glimmerings of Roman greatness partially reclaim a career of the most doting effeminacy. The 
philosophy of bis nund, and the cool superiority of maturcr years, are admirably pourtraied in the first re¬ 
criminatory scene with Octai ius Cesar, who, notwithstanding the flattery of historians, “ was deceitful, mean- 
spirited, proud, and revengelul Dr. Johnson says : “ This play keeps curiosity always busy , and the pas¬ 
sions always interested. The continual hurry of the action, the variety of incidents, and the quick succession 
of one passage to another, call the miud forwards without intermission from the first act to the last. But 
the power of delighting is derived principally from the frequent changes of the scene , for, except the femi¬ 
nine arts (some of which are too low) which distinguish Cleopatra, no character is very strongly discrimi¬ 
nated. 


DRAMATIS PERSON/E. 


M. Antony, ■) 

Octavius Cesar, ?■ 
M. jfcMIL. LhPlDUS, J 
Sextus Pom pt i us, 
Domitius Enobabbus, 
Vkntidius, 

Ebos, 

Scarps, 

Dbrcetas, 

Demetrius, 

Philo, 

Mbc^nas, 

Agrippa, 

Dolabella, 
Proculeius, 
Thyreus, 

Callus, 


Triumvirs. 


Friends of Antony. 


Friends to Cesar. 


Menas, Menkcrates, Varric5, Friends of 
Pompey. 

Taurus, Lieutenant-general to Cesar . 
Camdius, Lieutenant-general to Antony. 

Si lius, an OJicer in Ventidius ' Army. 
Euphronius, an Ambassador from Antony to 

Alexas, Mardian, SELr . ucus,and Diomedes, 
Attendants on Cleopatra . 

A Soothsayer.—A Clown. 

Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. 

Octavia, Sister to Cesar, and wife to Antony . 
CuARMiAN,<md Iras, Attendant* on Cleopatra . 

Officers , Soldiers , Messengers, and other 
Attendants. 


Scene, changes to several Parts of the Roman Empire. 


ACT I. 

SCENE L — Alexandria.—A Room in Cleo¬ 
patra’s Palace . 

Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

Phil. Nay, but this dotage of our general's 
CPerflows the measure; those bis goodly eyes 
That o’er the files and musters of the war 
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now heud, now turn, 
The office and devotion of their view 


Upon a tawny front: his captain’s heart, 

Which in the scuffles of great tights hath buist 
The buckles on his breast, reneges * all temper; 
And is become the bellows and the fan 
To cool a g>psy*s lust. Look where they come 

Flourish. Enter Antony and Cleopatra witr 
their Trains: Eunuchs fanningher^ 

Take bnt good note end yon shall see in him 


* Renounces. 



Act 1. 


52 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


The triple* pillar of the world transform’d 
Into a strumpet's fool: behold and see. 

('Leo. If it be Io\e indeed, tell me how much T 
Ant. There’s beggai) in the love that can be 
reckou’d. 

Cleo. I’ll set a bouru + how far to he belov’d. 
Ant . Then must thou ueeds find out new hea¬ 
ven, new caitb. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Att. News, my good lord, fiom Rome— 

Ant. Grates me:—The sum;— 

CLco. Nay, hear them, $ Antony : 

Fill via, pei chance is angry ; or, who knows 
It the staice-bearded Cesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to yon, l)o this, or this : 
Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that: 
Perform*t, or else we damn thee. 

Ant. How, my love ! 

Cleo. Perchance,—nay, and most like, 

Yon must not sta) here lougei. your dismission 
Is come from Cesai ; therefore hear it, Antony.— 
W here’s Fulvia’s process! || Cesar's, I would 
sa> ?— Both ?— 

Call in the messengers.—As I am Egypt’s queen. 
Thou blithest, Anton) ; and that blood of thine 
Is Cesar’s homager ; else sotli) cheek pa>s shame, 
"lien shnll-ioiiguM l-ulvia scolds—The mes¬ 
sengers. 

Ant. Let Rome in T>ber melt! and the wide 
aich 

Of the rang'd empuc fall’ Heie is my space : 
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beast as man: the nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair, 

[ Embracing. 

And such a twain can do’t, in which, I bind 
On pain of punishment, the world to weet, 1 i 
We stand up peeiless. 

Cleo. Excellent ftlschold! 

Why did he marry Inhia, and not lo\e hei ?— 
I’ll seem the fool I am not: Antony 
"ill be hunst 11 . 

Ant. But stiri’d bv Cleopatra.— 

Now, for the love of Love,** and her soft hours, 
Let's not confound the time with coufuence 
haish : 

There's r.ot a inmute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now: What spoil to¬ 
night ? 

Cleo. Heai the ambassadois. 

Ant. Fie, wrangling queen ! 

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh. 
To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admir'd 1 
No messenger; but thine, and all alone, 

To-night we'll wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen ; 

Last night you did desne it:—Speak not to us. 
[Exeunt. Ant. and Cleo. with their Train. 
Dem. Is Cesar with Antonius priz'd so slight? 
Phi. Sir, boinetimes, when he is not Antony, 
He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Anton). 

Dem. I'm full sorry, 

Tbat he approves the common liar, W who 
Thus speaks of him at Rome : But I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest 5 ou happy 1 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The Same.—Another Room. 

Enter Charmian, Irvs, All x as, and a 
Soothsayer. 

Char. Lord Alexa*, sweet Alcxas, most any 
thing Alexas, almost most absolute Alcxas, 
where's the soothsayer tbat you praised so to 
the queen ? Oh! that I knew this husband, 
which, you say, must charge his horns with gar¬ 
lands 1 

* Orte ®f the triarri\ir« * thr three masters of the world, 
t Boood. 2 Give me the substance. $ Now* 

w® forjirrlra plur.l noun. || Summon* • Know. 

•• Or, of \cnt’«. ff lame. 


A lex. Soothsayer. 

Sooth. Your will ? 

Char. Is this the mail ?— I»*t you. Sir, that 
know things ? 

Sooth . In nature’s infinite book of secrecy, 

A little 1 can read. 

Alex. Show him yonr hand. 

Enter Ekobarbus. 

Ejio. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine 
Cleopatia's health to diink. [enough, 

Char. Good Sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. 1 make not, but foicsee. 

Char . l*rd) then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you arc. 

Char. He means, in flesh. 

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles iorbul 1 

Alex. Vex not his pi cadence : be attentive. 

Char. Hush ! 

Sooth. You shall be more belovmg than be¬ 
loved. 

Char. I had rather heat mv liver with drinking. 

Alex, to), hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune I 
Let me bo married to three kings in a forenoon, 
and widow them all: let me have a child at liftv, 
to whom Herod of Jewiy • may do homage: find 
me to inarry me with Octavius Cesai, and com¬ 
panion me with my miiiiesn. 

Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom you 
serve. 

Char. O excellent I I love long life better than 
figs, t 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer 
foiiner fortune 

Than that which is to approach. 

Chat. Then, belike, my children shall have no 
names:; Pi’)thee, how many bojs and wenches 
must I have ? 

Sooth. Ii every of your wishes had a womb. 
And terlile ever) wish, a million. 

Char. Out fool l 1 toigive thee lor a witch. 

Alex. You think none but youi sheets arc pi ivy 
to your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras tier's. 

Alex, "c'll know all our loitum*. 

Eno. Mine, and most 01 0111 foitunes, to-night, 
shall he—drunk to bed. 

Iras. Tlieu’s a palm presages cha^lil., if 
nothing el*-e. 

Char. Even as the overflowing Nilus presageth 
famine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot 
soothsay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful 
prognostication, I cannot scratcli nunc ear.— 
Pi’>thee, tell her but a worky-day fortune. ^ 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but bow ? give 111c particulars. 

Sooth. I have said. 

Iras. Am 1 not an inch of fortune better than 
she ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune 
better than I, where would you choose it? 

Iras. Not'fn my husband's nose. 

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens mend I 
Alexas,—come, his fortune, his fortune.—Oh 1 
let lain marry a woman that cannot go, sweet 
Isis, $ I beseech thee! And let her die too, and 
give hnn a worse; and let worse follow wot sc, 
till the worst of all follow him laughing to his 
grave, fifty-fold a cuckold 1 Good Isis, hear me 
this prayer, though thou deny me a matter of 
more weight: good Isis, I beseech thee! 

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer 
of the people I for, as it is a heart-breaking to 
see a handsome man loose-wived, so it is a deadly 
sorrow to behold a foul knave uncuckolded. 
Thereloic, dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune 
him accordingly! 

• Vulgarly cileemrd the fiercest and proudest monarch 
of'ntitiquiti. f A common proveiC J Shall 

be bastards \ An Egyptian go<Ics«. 



Scene II. 

Char. Amen. 

A lex. bo, now, if it lay in tbcir hands to 
make me a cuckold, they would make themselves 
whores but they'd do’t. 

Eno. Hush 1 here comes Antony. 

Chur. Not he, the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Clco. Saw you my lord ? 

Eno. No, lady. 

Clco. Was he not here? 

Char. No, madam, 

Cleo. He was dispos’d to mirth; but on the 
sudden 

A Roman thought hath struck him.—Euobarbus,— 
Eno. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hithei. Where’s 
Alcxas ? 

Alex. Here, inadam, at your scivice.—My lord 
approaches. 

Enter Antony, u'ith a Messenger, and At 

tendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon hings Go with 
us. 

[ Exeunt Cleopvtra, Enobariujs, Alex as, : 
1 n as, Charmian, Soothsayer, and 
Attendants, 

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the held. 
Ant. Against my brother Lucius 1 
Mess. Ay : 

But soon that war had end, and the time’s state 
Made friends of them, j.mnng the.r forte ’gaiust 
Cesar ; 

Whose bettei issue in the war, from Italy, 

Lpou the first eiicomilci, diave them. 

Ant. Well, 

W hat wors- 1 1 

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the 
teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool or cowaid.— 
Un ; [thus ; 

Things that are past, are rl< n»', with me.—*Tis 
Who tells me true, though m Ins tale lie death, 

1 hear him as he ttauei’d. 

Mess. Labiemis 

(This is still news) hath, with Ins Parthian foicc, 
Extended • Amu from Euphrates ; 

His coiiqueimg hamiei shook, irom Sjria 
To L)dia, and to Ionia; 

Whilst- 

Ant. Antony, thou would st say,— 

Mtss. O m> lord ! 

Ant. Speak to me home ; mince not the ge¬ 
neral tongue; 

Name Cleopatra as she's call’d in Rome ; 

Rail thou in Fulvia's phrase ; and taunt my ; 

faults [lice 

With such full licence, as both truth and nia- 
Have power to utter. Oh ! then we bring foitb 
weeds. 

When our quick winds t he still; and our ills told 
us, 

Is as our earing, t Tate thee well a while. 

Mess. At your noble pleasure. [Erit, 

Ant. From Sicyon how the news! Speak 
there. 

1 Att. The man from Sicvon.—Is there such 

a one 1 

2 Att. He stays upon your will. 

Ant. Let him appear,— 

These strong Egyptian tetters I must break. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Or lose myself in dotage.—What are you 1 
2 Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

Ant Where died she 1 
2 Mess. In Sicvon : 

Her length of sickness, with what else more seri- 
Importeth thee to know, this beais. [ous 

[Gires a letter. 
Ant. Forbear me.— f£aif Messenger. | 

• Soired. t Bv some read minds. 

I Tilling, plowing ; prepares us to produce good feed. ] 
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There’s a great spirit gone 1 Thus did I desire it: 
What our contempts do often hurl from us. 

We wish it our's again ; the present pleasure. 

By revolution lowering, does become 
The opposite of itself; 6he’s good, being gone ; 
The hand could pluck hei hack, that shov’d htr 
on. 

I must from this enchanting queen break off; 
Ten thousand harms, more than the ills 1 know, 
My idleness doth hatch.—How now ! Enobai- 
bus 1 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. What’s your pleasure, Sir i 

Ant . I must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women : \\c 
see how' moital an uukindness is to them ; if 
they suffer our departure, death’s the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women 
die : It were pity to cast them away for nothing : 
though, between them and a gieat cause, they 
should be esteemed nothing. Cleopatia, catching 
but the least noise of this, dies instant)) : 1 have 
seen her die twenty times upon far poorer mo¬ 
ment :* I do think there is mettle m death, which 
commits some' loving act upon her, she hath such 
a celerity m dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man’s thought. 

Eno. Alack, Sir, no : her passions arc made 
of nothing but the finest part of pure love : we 
cannot call htr winds and waters, sighs and teais ; 
they are greater storms and tempests than alma¬ 
nacks can report: this cannot be utmni'g mi her ; 
if it be, she makes a shower of uni as well as 
Jove. 

Ant. ’Would I had never seen her! 

Eno. (> Sn, > ou had then lett unseen a won¬ 
derful puce of woik; which net to have been 
blessed withal, would have discredited your 
travel. 

A-t. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Mi ? 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia ? 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Mhv, Sir, gi^e the gods a thankful sacri¬ 
fice. When" it pleaseth their denies to take the 
wife of a nun from him, it shows to man the 
tailors of the eaith ; comfoiting therein, that 
when old robes are worn out, there are membeis 
to make new. If there weie no more women but 
Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the case 
lo be lamented: this grief is crowned with con¬ 
solation—your old smock bungs loitli a new pet¬ 
ticoat :—and indeed the teats live in an onion, 
that should water this sorrow. 

Ant. The business she hath bioached in the 
Cannot endure my absence. [state 

Eno. And the business >ou have broached 
here cannot be without )ou ; especially that of 
Cleopatra's, which wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. No more light answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of oui expedience + to the queen. 

And set her love}: to part. For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches. 
Do strongly speak to us; but the letters too 
Of many our contnving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Cesar, and commands 
The empire of the sea: our slippery people 
(Whose love is never link’d to the deservei. 

Till Ins deserts are past,) begin to throw 
Pompey the great, atul all his dignities, 

Upou his son; who, high in name and power. 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
Foi the main soldier: whose quality, going ou. 
The sides o'the woild may danger: Much is 
breeding, 

Which, like me courser's y hair, hath yet but life, 

• 

• Upon far le'-s reason. t Expedition. 1 !•****• 
s Horse's hair, nn.pt into putrid water, was supposed 
n> turu into .in aiiiinal. 
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And not a serpent's poison. Say, oor pleasure. 
To such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno. 1 shall do’t. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian Iras, and 

Alexa*. 

Cleo. Where is he ? 

Char. I did not see him since. 

Clco. See where he is, who’s with him, what 
he does :— 

I did not send you ; *—If you find him sad. 

Say, I am dancing; if in nurth, report 
That I am sudden sick : Quick, and return. 

[Eiit Alexas. 

Char. Madam, melhinks, if you did love him 
dearly, 

You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from linn. 

Clco. What should I do, I do not 1 
Char. In each thins give him way, cross lmn 
in nothing. 

Cleo. Thou teacbest like a fool : the wa> to 
lose him. 

Char. Tempt him not so too far : Lwisli for¬ 
bear : 

In time we hate that which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 

But here conies Antony. 

Cleo. I am sick, and sullen. 

Ant. 1 am sorry to give breathing to my pur¬ 
pose,— 

Cleo. Help me awav, dear Charmian, I shall 
fall, 

It cannot be thus long ; the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it. 

Ant. Now, my dearest queen,— 

Cleo. Pray yui, stand fuither from me. 

Ant. What’s the matter? 

Cleo. I know, by that san.e eye, there’s some 
good news. 

What says the married woman ?—You ma> go , 
'Would, she had never given von leave to come! 
Let her not say *tis I that keep you here, 

I have no power upon \ou : her’s you are. 

Ant. The gods best know, 

Cleo. Oh ! never was there queen 
So mightily hetrav’d ! Yet, at the first, 

1 saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra,— 

Cleo. Why should I think you can be mine, 
and true, 

Though you in swearing shake the thronged gods, 
Who have been false to Fulvia? Riotous mad¬ 
ness. 

To be entangled with those mouth-made vows. 
Which break themselves in swearing! 

Ant. Most sweet queen,— 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your 
going, [mg, 

But bid farewell, and go : when you sued Stay- 
Then was the time for words : No going then ;— 
Eternity was in our lips, and eyes ; 

Blits in our brows* bent; t none our parts so poor, 
But was a race X of heaven They are so still. 
Or thou the greatest soldier of the world. 

Art turn’d the greatest liar. 

Ant. How now, lady 1 

Cleo. I would, I had thy inches thou shouldst 
know. 

There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant. Hear me, queen : 

The stiong necessity of time commands 
Our services a while ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil swords; Sextos Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port $ of Rome : 
Equality of two domestic powers 

• Look M if I did not isnd yoa. i Or eye-brow*. 

t A taate. I Gat* 


Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to 
strength, [Pompey, 

Are newly giown to love : the condemn’d 
Rich in lus f.tihei’s honour, creeps apace 
Into the heaits of such as have not thnv’d 
Upon the present state, vv hose numbers threaten; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change: My more particular. 
And tiiat which most with you should sale * my 
SODlg, 

Is Fulvia’s death. 

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give 
me freedom, 

It does from childishness :—Can Fulvia die t f 
Ant. She’s dead, my queen : 

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
The earboils she awak’d ; J at the last, best: 

Sec, when and wline she died. 

Clco. O most false love 1 
Where be the sacred vials tliou should’st fill 
With soi tow fill water? Now I see, 1 see. 

In Fulvia’s death, how mine rcctiv’d shall be. 

Ant. Quanel no mole, but be prepai’d to know 
The pui pflSfcs I bear; which an*, or cease. 

As you shall give the advue : Now, by tin. file 
That quickens Nilus’ slime, 1 go fiom hence, 

Thy soldier, servant, making peace, or wai. 

As tlmu aflect’-t. 

Clco. Cut niy lace, Charmian, come ;— 

Bat let it be.—1 am quickly ill and well; 

So Antony loves. 

Ant. My precious queen, forbear; 

And give true evidence to Ins love, which stands 
An honourable tual. 

Clco. So Tulvia told me. 

I pr’ythee turn aside, and weep for her ; 

Then hid adieu to m*', and say tin* tears 
Belong to Egypt: <»ood now, pl.»v one -tenr 
Of excellent di-seinhling , and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You’ll heat my blood , no more. 

Clco. Youluii dobetlei vet; but this is meetly. 
Ant. Now, by mv svvoid,— 

Clco. And target,—Still he mends ; 

But this not the be*-l: Look, pi’ythee, Char- 
mian, 

How this Heicnlean Roman does become 
'I he carnage of his chafe. 

Ant. I’ll leave, you, lady. 

Clio. Courteous loid, one word. 

Sir, you and I must pait,—but that’s not it. 

Sir, you and I have lov'd,—hut there's not it. 
That you know well: Something it is I would,— 
Oh I my oblivioti $ is a veiy Antony, 

And I am all foigottcn. 

Ant. But that your royalty 
Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

Cleo. 'Tis sweating labour, 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me ; 

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you : Your honour calls you hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 

And all the gods go with you ! upon your swoid 
Sit laurel’d victory ! and smooth success 
Be strevv’d bqfoie your feet! 

Ant. Let us go. Come : 

Our separation 60 abides, and flies. 

That thou, lesiding here, go’st yet with me. 

And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — Rome.—An apartment in 
Cesar's House. 

Enter Octavius Cesar, Lepidds, and Atten¬ 
dants. 

Ces. You may sec, Lepidus, and henceforth 
know. 

It is not Cesar's natura' vice to hate 
One great competitor : || from Alexandria 

• Render my going agreeable. 1 Can Fulvia be dead 
t The commotion aha occasioned. 6 Oblivioua memory. 

| Awociato or pan oor. 
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Tins is the news—He fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamp!> of night in revel: is not more man¬ 
like 

Than Cleopatra; nor the queen Ptolemy 
More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or 
Vouchsaf'd to think he had partners: You shall 
find there 

A man, who is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Ley. 1 must not think there are 
Evils enough to dirkeu all las goodness : 

His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven. 
More fieiy by night's blackness ; hereditary, 
Ilather than purchas’d * ** what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooses. 

Ces. You are too indulgent: let us grant, it is 
not 

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy; 

To give a Kingdom for a mirth; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of sweat: say, this be¬ 
comes him, 

'As lus composure must be rare indeajl. 

Whom these things cannot blemish,; yet must 
Antony 

No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
So great weight in Ins lightness, t If he fill’d 
Ills vacancy with his voluptuousness 
I'ull surteits, and the diyuess of his bones 
Call on hnn ; for’t: but, to confound $ such tune, 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as 
loud 

As Ins own state, and ours,—'tis to he chid 
As we ratt boys, who, being mature in know¬ 
ledge, 

Pawn their expel lencc to their present pleasme, 
And so rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

J.ey. Here’s more news. 

Mess. Thy bidding-) have been done; and 
every houi, 

Most noble Cesar, sbalt thou have irport 
How ’us abioad. Pompey stioiig at sea, 
And, it appears, he is belov'd of those 
That only have leai’d Cc-ai : to the poits 
The discontents |j repair, and men’s reports 
Give him much wrong’d. 

('cs. 1 should have Known no less :— 

It hath been taught us from the primal state. 
That he, which is, was wish’d, until he were; 
And the ebb’d mail, ne’ei lov’d, till ne’er vvoith 
love [body, 

Comes deai’d, by being lack’d. IT This common 
Like a vagabond ilag upon the stream. 

Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide. 

To rot itself with motion. 

Mess. Cesar, I bring thee word, 

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates, 

Make the sea serve them : which they ear •• and 
wound 

With keels of every kind: Many hot inroads 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood tt to think ou’t, and flush youth 
revolt : 

No vessel can peep forth, but ’tis as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pompey’s name strikes more 
Than could his war resisted. 

Ces. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassals. §§ When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou siew’st 
Hirtius and Pausa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow; whom thou fonght’st against, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer : Tliou didst drink 
The stale of horses, and tbe gilded puddle 
Which beasts would cough at: thy palate then 
did deign 

The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 

* Procured by his own fault. + Lertty. 

4 Would punish him for it. $ Consume. 

M Malcontents. TT Endeared by being missed. 

** Plough. tt Tarn pale. Roddy. 

ji Feasting*. 


Yea, like tbe stag, when snow the pasture sheet* 
The barks of trees thou browsed’st; on the Alps 
It is reported, thou did’st eat strange flesh. 
Which some did die to look on : And all this, 

(It wounds thine honour, that I speak it now,) 
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank’d not. 

Ley. It is pity of him. 

Ces. Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome: 'Tis lime we twain 
Did show ourselves i’lhe field ; and, to that end. 
Assemble we immediate council: Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Ley. To-morrow, Cesar, 
l shall be furnish’d to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and laud 1 can be able. 

To ’front this present time. 

Cts. Till which encounter, 

It is my business too. Farewell. 
jLey. Farewell, my lord : What you shall know 
mean time 

Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you. Sir, 

To let me be partaker. 

Ces. Doubt not. Sir ; 

I knew it lor my bond.* {Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Alexandria.—A Room in the 

Palace. 

Enter Cleopatrv, Charmian, Iras, and 

Makdian. 

Cleo. Charmiau,— 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, ha !— 

Give me to drink mandragora. f 
Char. Why, madam; 

Cleo. That I might sleep out tins great gap of 
My Antony is away. [tune. 

Char. You think of linn 
Too much. 

Clto. O treason I 

Char. Madam, 1 trust, not so, 

Cleo. Thou eunuch ! Mardian 1 
Mar. What's your highness' pleasure? 

Clto. Not now to hear thee sing; I take no 
pleasure 

In aught a eunuch has : 'Tis well for thee, 

'lhat,'being unseminai’d, * thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affec¬ 
tions 1 

Afar. Yes, gracious madam. 

Cleo. Indeed I 

Mur. Not in deed, madam; for I can do no¬ 
thing 

But what m deed is honest to be done . 

Yet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Cleo. O Charmian, 

Wheie think’st thou he is now ? Stands he, or 
sits be? 

Or does he walk? or is he on his horse? 

O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony 
Do bravely, horse 1 for wot’st thou whom thou 
mov’st ? 

Tbe demi-Atlas of this earth, tbe arm 
And buigonet§ of men.—He’s speaking now, 

Or murmuring. Where's my serpent of old 
Nile t 

For bo he calls me : Now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison:—Think on me, 

That am with Phoebus’ amorous pinches black. 
And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted 
Cesar 

When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch: and great Pompey 
W’ould staud, and make his eyes grow in my 
brow; 

There would he anchor his asp&ct, and die 
With looking on bis life. 

Enter Alex as. 

Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail I 

• My bounden duty. t A sleepy notion. • 

j UuiinBsd. I A helmet. 
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Cleo* How much unlike art thou Mark An- 
touy I 

Yet., coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tinct gilded thee.— 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony 7 
A lex. Last thing he did, dear queen. 

He kiss'd,—the last of many doubled kisses,— 
This orient pearl.—His speech sticks m my heart. 
Clco. Mine ear must pluck it theuce. 

Ale a. Good fuend, quoth he. 

Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an oyster ; at whose foot 
To mend the petty present, I it ill piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; All the 
east. 

Say thou, shall call her mistress. So he nodded, 
And soberl) did mount a termagant • steed. 

Who neigh’d so high, that what I would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb’d by bun. 

Cleo . What, was he sad, or merry 7 
Alex. Like to the tune o’the year between the 
extremes 

Of hot and cold; he was nor sad, nor merry. 

Cleo. O well-divided disposition !—Note bun, 
Note him, good Cbarmian, # tis the man ; but 
note him : 

He was not sad ; for be would shine on those 
That make their looks by his : he was not merry ; 
Which seem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Eg) pt with his joy : but between both: 

O heavenly mingle ; Be’st thou sad, or merry. 
The violence of either thee becomes; 

So does it no man else.—Met’st thou my posts 7 
Alex. Ay, madam, tw'enty several messengers : 
Why do you send so thick 7 
Cleo. Who's born that day 
When 1 forget to send to Antony, 

Shall die a beggar.—Ink and paper, Charmian.— 
Welcome, iny good Alexas.—Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Cesar so T 
Char. O that brave Cesar! 

Cleo. Be chok'd with such another emphasis! 
Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiaut Cesar ! 

Cleo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth. 

If thou with Cesar paragon again 
My man of men. 

Char. By your most gracious pardon, 

I sing but after you. 

Clco. My sallad days. 

When I was gieen in judgment:—cold in blood. 
To say as 1 said then !—But, come, away : 

Get me ink and paper: he shall have every day 
A several greeting, or I’ll unpeople Egypt. 

{Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SC EXE I.—Messina.—A Room in Pom fey's 

house. 

Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas. 

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne. 
The thing we sue for. [decays 

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves. 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so And we profit, 

By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well: 

The people love me, and the sea Is mine: 

My power's a crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars w ithout doors: Cestr gets money, where 
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both. 

Of Both is flatter’d ; but he neither loves v 
Nor either cares for him. 


Men . Cesar aud Lepidus 
Are in the field ; a mighty strength they carry. 
Pom. Where have you this % 'us false. 

Men. Fiom Silvius, Sir. 

Pom. He dreams : 1 know they arc in Homo 
together. 

Looking for Antony : But all charms of love. 

Suit Cleopatra, soften thy wan’d • lip 1 

Let witchcraft join with beuuty, lust with both ; 

Tie up the libertine in a held of feasts, 

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks. 
Sharpen with clovlcss sauce Ins appetite; 

That sleep and leediug may prorogue Ins honour. 
Even till t a Lethe’d dullness I—How now, Vai 
mis l 

Enter Varrius. 

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver i 
Mark Antony is eveiy hour in Koine 
Expected; since lie went Iroin Egypt, 'Us 
A space for further travel. 

Pom. 1 could have given less matter 
A better ear.—Menas, 1 did not think 
This amorous surleitei would have dou'd l Ins 
Foi such a petty vvai : his soldieiship [licliu > 
Is twice the other twain : But let us real 
The higher our opinion, that om stming 
Can from the lap of Egypt’s widow pluck 
The ne’er lust-wearied Antony. 

Men. 1 cannot hope, 

Cesar and Antony shall well greet together : 

His wife, that's dead, did trespasses in Ce*.ir ; 
His biotber warn'd upon bun ; although, 1 think. 
Not mov’d by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 

How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we stand up ag mist them all, 
Twere pregnant they should squaie'J between 
themselves ; 

For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swoids ; hut how the feat of us 
May cement their divisions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 

Be it as our gods will have it! It only stands 
Our lives upon, to use our stioiigesi hand'-. 
Come, Menas. [Hicioif 

SCEXE II. — Rome .—.4 Room in the house of 

Llfiui's. 

Enter Enobikbus and Le vines. 

Lep. Good Enobarbus, ’Us a vvonhy deed. 

And shall become you well, to entreat your tap- 
To soft aud gentle speech. [tarn 

Eno. 1 shall entreat hurt 
To answer like himself: if Cesar move him. 

Let Antony look over Cesar's head. 

And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupitri, 

Were I the wearer of Antomus’ beaid, 

I would not shave to>day. 

Lep. 'Tis not a time 
For private stomaching. 

Eno . Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then born in it. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give 
way. 

Eno. Not if the small come first, 

Lep. Your speech is passion : 

But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 

Enter Antont and Ventiuius. 

Eno. And yonder, Cesar. 

Enter Cesar, Mec-vnas, and Acrippa. 

Ant. If we compose V well here, to Parthia : 
Hark you, Ventidius. 

Ces. I do not know, 

Mecxuas; ask Acrippa. 

Lep . Noble friends, 

That which combin’d us was most great, and let 
not 

l Put on. 

1 A|r*«. 
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Scene II 

A leaner action rend us. What's amiss. 

May it be gently heard: When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds : Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for I earnestly beseech,) 

Touch >ou the sourest points with sweetest terms, 
Nor curstuess* •• g:ow to the matter. 

Ant. 'Tis spoken well: 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 

I should do thus. 

Ccs. Welcome to Koine. 

Ant. Thank you. 

Ces. Sit. 

Ant. Sit, Sir I 
Ccs. Nay, 

Then— 

Ant. I learn, >ou take things ill, which aic 
not so ; 

Or, being, concern )ou not. 

Ces. 1 must be laugh'd at, 

If, or for nothing, or a little, 1 
Should say in>self offended ; and with you 
Chiefly rthe world: more laugh'd at, that 1 
should 

Once name >ou derogately, when to sound your 
name 

It not concern'd me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt, Cesar, 

What was’t to you 1 

CtK. No more than my icsiding here at Rome 
Might he to you in Egypt: ^et, if you there 
Did practise t on my •state, your being m Egypt 
Might be my question. % 

.1 nt. How intend you, practis’dt 
Ccs. You may be pleas’d to catch at mine 
intent, * [liter. 

By what did here befal inc. Your wife, and bio- 
Made wars upon me; and their contestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war. 
Ant. You do mistake yom business; my bro¬ 
ther never 

Did urge me m his act: I did enquire it; 

And have my learning from some Hue reports,5 
That diew their swouls with you. Did he not 
rather 

Discredit my authority with yours ; 

And make the wais alike against my stomach. 
Having alike your cause? Of this, my letteis 
Befoie did satisfy you. If you'll patch a quaiiel. 
As matter whole you have not to make it with. 

It must not be with tins. 

Ces. You praise yourself 
By laying defects of judgment to me ; hut 
^ ou patch'd up your e\cuscs. 

Ant. Not so, not so; 

I know yon could not lack, I am certain ou't 
Very necessity of this thought, that I, 

Your partner m the cause 'gainst which he 
fought. 

Could not with grateful eyes attend those wars 
Which 'fronted |j mine own peace. As for my 
wife, 

I would you had her spirit in such another: 

The third o'tlie world is yours; which, with a 
snaffle V 

You uiay pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. 'Would we had all such wives, that the 
men might go to wars with the women! 

Ant. So much incurable, her parboils, Cesar, 
Made out of her impatience, (which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,) 1 grieving giant. 

Did you too much disquiet: for that, you must 
But say, I could not help it. 

Ccs. I wrote to you. 

When rioting in Alexandria: you 

Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 

Did gibe my missive •• out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three kmgs 1 had newly feasted, and did want 

* Let not ill-humour be added. t Um unwar- 

tuneable arta. j Subject of cuaverauiwt. 
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Of what I was i'the morning; but, next day, 

I told him of myself; which was as iriucn 
As to have ask'd him pardon: Let liiia fellow 
Be nothing of our suite ; if we contend. 

Out of our question • wipe him. 

Ces. You have broken 

The article of your oath ; which you shall uever 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Ley. Soft, Cesar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak : 

The honour's sacred which he talks on now'. 
Supposing that 1 lack'd it: But ou, Cesar; 

The article of my oath,— 

Ces. To lend me aims and aid, when I re¬ 
quir'd them ; 

The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather; 

And then, when poison’d hours had bound me up 
Fiom mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may. 
I'll play the penitent to you : but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatucss, nor my power 
Work without it: Truth is, that Fulvia, 

To have me out of Egy pt, made wars here ; 

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop hi such a case. 

Ley. 'Tis nobly spoken. 

Alec. If it might please you to enforce uo 
further 

The griefsf between ye, to forget them quite. 
Were to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atone j you. 

Ley. Worthily spoke, Mecamas. 

Eno. Or, if you boriow one another’s love for 
the instant, you may, when you hear no more 
words of Pompev, leturu it again : you shall 
have time to wraiigle hi, when you have nothing 
else to do. 

Ant. Thou ait a soldier only ; speak no more. 
Eno. That tiutli should be silent, Iliad almost 
forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this piesencc, therefore speak 
no moie. 

Eno. Go to then ; your considerate stone. 

Ccs. 1 do not much dislike the liiattci, but 
The mauucr ot his speech : foi it cannot he. 

We shall remain in tiieudship, om conditions 
So differing m their acts. Yet, if 1 knew 
What hoop should hold us staunch, Horn edge to 
edge 

O’the woiId 1 would pursue it. 

Agr. Give me leave, Cesar,— 

Ccs. Speak, Agnppa. 

Agr. Thou hast a sister by the molhei’s side. 
Admir’d Octavia : gieat Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

Ces. Say not so, Agrippa ; 

If Cleopatia heard you, your teproof 
Wcie well dcseiv'd of rashness. 

Ant. 1 am not inarned, Cesar: let me hear 
Agnppa fui (her speak. 

Agr. To hold you hi peipetual amity. 

To make you brothers, and to kmt youi hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Autony 
Octavia to his wife: whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men I 
Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which uoue else can uttci. By this mar¬ 
riage. 

All little jealousies, which now seem great. 

And all gieat feats, which now import their dan¬ 
gers. 

Would then be nothing : truths would be but tales 
Where now half talcs be truths: her love to both 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both. 

Draw after her. Pmdott what I have sjnike : 

For *tis a studied, not a preseut thought. 

By duty rumiuated. 

Ant. Will Cesar speak! 

Ces. Not till he heats how Antony is touch’d 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant . Wliat power m in Agrippa, 

* ConverutioD t Grievance*. j Recoa.ile, 
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If I would say, Agrippa, be it so, 

To make this good t 

Ces. The power of Cesar, and 
His power unto Octavla. 

Ant. May 1 never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 
Dream of impediment!—Let me have tb) hand : 
Further this, act of grace ; and, from this hour. 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves. 

And sway our great designs I 
Ces. There is my hand. 

A sister 1 bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : Let hei live 
To join our kingdoms and oui hearts ; and never 
Fly oft our loves again ! 

Eep. Happily, amen ! 

Ant. 1 did not think to draw my sword'gainst 
Pompey, 

For be hath laid strange courtesies, and great, 
Of late upon me: I must thank lmn oil!). 

Lest my remembrance sutler ill re|K»rt: 

At heel of that, defy him. 

Eep. Time calls upon us: 

Of us must Pompev present!) be sought, 

Or else lie setks out us. 

Ant. And wh-re lies he? 

Cts. About the mount Miscnum. 

Ant. W hai’a his strength 
B) laud 1 

Ct s. Great, and increasing: but by sea 
He is an absolute mastei. 

Ant. So is the fame. 

'Would we had spoke together! Haste we for it: 
Yet, ere we put ourselves m arms, despatch we 
Tne business we have talk’d of. 

Of. With most gladness; 

And do invite you to m> sister’s view, 

Whither straight 1 will lead you. 

Ant. Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack votir company. 

Eep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flour uh. Exeunt Clsak, Antony, and 
Llpiucs. 

Mec. Welcome from Egypt, Sir. 

Eno Half the heart of Cesar, woitliy Meca:- 
nas 1—my honourable friend, Aguppa !— 

Apr. Good Enobarbus ! 

Mec. We have cause to be glad that matters 
are so well digested. You staid well by it m 
Egvpt. 

Eno. Ay, Sir ; we did sleep day out of coun¬ 
tenance, and made the night light with (prink¬ 
ing. 

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a 
breakfast, and but twelve persons there. Is this 
true 1 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : we 
bad much more monstrous matter of feast, which 
worthily deserved noting. 

Mec. She’s a most triumphant lady, if report 
be square * to her. 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, sbe 
pursed up his heart upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There she appear’d indeed ; or my re¬ 
porter devised well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you: 

The barge she sat m, like a burnish’d throne, 
Barn’d on the water: the poop was beaten gold ; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
The winds were love-sick with them: the oars 
were silver: 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own per¬ 
son, 

It beggar’d all description : she did lie 
in ber pavilion, (cloth of gold, of tissue,) 
O’erpictunng that Venus, where we see, 

The fancy out-work nature: on each side her, 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With diverse-colour*d fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 

* S*:!!* with her merits. 


And what they undid, did,* 

Apr. Oh, rare tor Antony I 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 

So many mermaids, tended her 1 ’Uie eyes 
And matte their bends adomings : t at the helm 
A seeming Mermaul steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches ot those flowei -sotl hands 
That varely frame J the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible p6ilume bits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Hei people out upon her; and Autoliv, 

Enthron’d m the mat kef-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air; which, hut for vacant). 
Had goue to gaze on Cleopatra too. 

And made a gap m natuie. 

Apr. Hare Egyptian! 

Eno. Upon her lauding, Antony sent to hei. 
Invited her to supper: she replied, 

It should be better he became hei guest; 

U Inch she euticaled : Our courteous Antony, 
"horn ue'ei the word of .V o woman heaid speak, 
Being buibcr’d ten times o’er, goes to the least; 
And, for his oidmaiv, pays his heart, 
l'oi what lus eyes eat only. 

A»r. Koyal wench ! 

She made great Cesar lay his sword to bed 
He plough'd her, and she cropp’d. 

Eno. 1 saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the public stmt: 

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted, 
That she did make detect, peritenon. 

And, breathless, powei breathe forth. 

Mec. Now Antony must leave liei utterly. 
Eno. Never; he will not ; 

Age cannot wither her, noi custom stale 
Her minute vanety : Otliei women 
Cloy th’ appetites they feed: hut she makes 
hungry 

Where rno-t she satisfies. Tor vilest things 
Become themselves m her , that the holy p i 
Bless hei, when she’s rigglsh. |l 
Mcc. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can 6ctt!t 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him, 

Apr. Let us go.— 

Good Enobaibus, make youiself my guest, 
Whilst you abide here. 

Eno. Humbly, Sir, 1 thank you, [Exeunt. 

SCESE 111 .— The same.—A lioom in Cesar’s 

House. 

Enter Cfsah, Antony, Octvviv bcluccn them; 
Avilnl/AMs, und a Soothsayer. 

Ant. The world, and iny great office, will 
sometimes 

Divide me from your bosom. 

Oct a. All winch time. 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, Sir.—My Octavia, 

Head not my blemishes in the world’s report: 

I have not kept my square; but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear 
lady.— 

Octa. Good night. Sir. 

Ces. Good night. 

[Exeunt Cesab and Octavia. 
Ant. Now, Sirrali I yon do wish yourself in 
Egypt? 

Sooth. Would I had never come from thence, 
nor yon 
Thither 1 

Ant. If you can, your reason f 
Sooth. I see’t in 

My motion, || have it not in my tongue : Bat yet 
Hie you again to Egypt. 

Ant. Say to me. 

Whose fortunes shall rise higher; Cesar’s, or 
minet 

• I tic reeved the glow they were Intended to dlalni 
t Made eren humiliation become them 
t Readily perform. £ Wanton. 

| I.o. the divinttory agitation. 



Scene V . 

Sooth. Cesar’s. 

Therefore, 0 Antony, stay not by his side : 

Thy demon, that’s thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 

Wlieie Cesar’s is not; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a foai, as being o’erpower'd : therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when 
to thee. 

If thou dost play with him at any game. 

Thou art sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck, 
He beats thee ’gainst the odds ; thy lustre thickens, 
When he shines by : 1 t>.iv again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him ; 

But, he away, ’us noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone : 

Say to Venlidius, I would speak with him : 

[Exit Soothsayer. 
lie shall to Parthia.—Be it ait, or hap, 
lie hath spoken true: The very dice obey him; 
And, in our .sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance: it we diaw lots, he j»|>eeds: 
Hit corks do uin the battle still of mine. 

When it is all to nought; and his quails* ever 
Beat mine, liihoop’d.t at odds. I will to Egypt: 
And though I make this inainagc for my peace, 

Enter Ventidius. 

I’the east lm pleasure lies :—O romp, Vcntidius, 
You must to Panina ; your commission’s ready : 
Follow me, and leteive it. [Eicunt. 

SCEXE IV.—The same.—A Street. 

Enter Lrnuus, Mkc.lnas. end Agbifpa. 

Jaji. 1 1 oulile yoursehea nofuither: pray you, 
iia^’en 

Youi generals after. 

Agf. Sir, Mark Antony 
V. ill e’en Inn ki-s Octavia, and we’ll follow. 

Ja j>. 'I ill 1 »hall see you in your soldier's dress, 
Which will become you both, laiewell. 

Mtc. We shall, 

A' I conn ive the joinnc\, be at mount; 

:< re you, Leptdus. 

J.ip. \ oui way is shorter, 

M\ pm poses do draw me much about: 

Ion’ll win two davs upon me. 

Ah (. Agr. Su, good success! 

I.ip. laiewell. 

SCEXE J \—Ah randria.—A Room in the 

Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and 

Alexas. 

Cleo. Give ine some music; music, moody $ 
Of that trade in love. [food 

Attend. The music, ho I 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo . Let it alone ; let us to billiards; || 
Come, Charmian. 

Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mar- 
diuu. • 

Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play’d, 
As with a woman ;—Come, you’ll play with me. 
Sir? 

Mar . As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show’d, though 
it come too 6bort, 

The actor may plead pardon. I’ll none now; 
Give me mine angle; we'll to the river; there, 
My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-fiun’d fishes ; my bended book shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up. 

I'll think them every one an Antony, 

And say. Ah, ha ! you’re caught. 

Char. *Twas merry, when 
Yon wager’d on your angling; when your diver 

•The ancients used to match quails as we match cocks, 
t Inclosed. 2 Mount Misenum. $ Melancholy. 
1 Billiards were unkuowo then. 
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Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. Thsjt time I—O tunes !— 

I laugh’d him out of patience ; and that night 
1 laugh’d him into patience; and next morn. 

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
1 wore bis sword Plnlipputi. Oh ! fiom Italy ; 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ram thou thy fruitful tidiugs in mine ears. 

That long time have been barren. 

Mess. Madam, madam,— 

Cleo . Antony's dead?— 

If thou say so, villain, thou kill's! thy mistress 
But well and iiee 

If thou so yield him, there is cold, and here 
My bluest veiU6 to kiss : a hand, that kings 
Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing. 

Mess. First, madam, he’s well. 

Cleo. Why, there’s more gold. But, Surah, 
inai k : W e use 

To say the dead are well; bring it to that, 

The gold I give thee will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering tin oat. 

Mess. Good madam, hear rne. 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will; 

But there’s no goodness in thy face : If Antony 
Be flee, and healthful, why so tart a favour* 

To trumpet such good linings ? If not w"ll. 

Thou should’st come like a tury crown’d with 
Not like a formal man. ["Hakes, 

Mess. Will't please you hear me? 

Cleo. I have a uuud to stuke tliee, ere thou 
speak’st: 

Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is well, 

Or li lends with Cesar, oi not captive to him. 

I’ll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pcailsupoli thee. 

Miss. Madam, lie's well. 

Cleo. W ell said. 

Mess. Ami filends with Cesar. 

Cleo. Thou'it an honest man. 

Miss. Cesar and he aic greater friends than 
ever. 

Cleo. Make thee a untune fiom me. 

Miss. But yet, madam,— 

Cleo. I do not like but yet; it does allay 
The good precedence ; t fie upon but yet: 

But yet is as jailer to bring Until 

Some monstrous malefactor. Pi'ythee, fnend. 

Pour out the pack of matter to mine car, 

The good and bad together: He’s friend with 
Cesar; [tiee. 

lu state of health, thou say'st: and, thou say's! 

Ah ss. Free, madam ! no ; I made no such re- 
Hc's bound unto Octavia. [port: 

Cleo. For what good turn ? 

Mess. For the best turn l'the bed. 

Cleo. 1 am pale, Charmian. 

Mess. Madam, lie's mariied to Octavia. 

Cleo . The most infectious pestilence upon 
thee I [Strikes him down. 

Mess. Good madam, patience. 

Cleo. What say you?—Hence, 

[Strikes him again. 
Horrible villain 1 or I’ll spurn thine ey^s 
Like balls before me ; I’ll unhair thy head ; 

[She hales him up and down. 
Thou shalt be whipp'd with wire, and stew'd m 
Smarting in ling’ring pickle. [brine. 

Mess. Gracious madam, 

I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 
Cleo. Say 'tis not 60 , a province I will give 
thee, [hadst 

And make thy fortunes proud ; the blow thou 
Shall make thy peace, for moving ine to rage; 
And I w ill boot % thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mess. He's married, madam. 

Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long. 

[Draws a Dagger. 

• So sour ■ countenance. 

t The good newt you hare told me. t Recompense- 
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Mess . Nay, then I'll run 
What mean you, madam t I have made no fault. 

[Exit. 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within 
The man i9 innocent. [yourself; 

Clco. Some innoceuts 'scape not the thuuder- 
bolt.— 

Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents !—Call the slave again : 
Though 1 aui mad, 1 will not lute him .—Call. 
Char. He is afeard to conic. 

Clco. 1 will not hurt hun 
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner thaii myself; since 1 myself 
Have given inyselt the cause.—Come hither, Sir. 

Re-enter Messenger. 

Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news: Give to a gracious message 
A host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt. 

Mess. I have done my duty. 

Clco. Is he married f 
I cannot hate thee worser than I do. 

If thou again say. Yes. 

Mess . He is married, madam. 

Clco. The gods confound thee 1 dost thou hold 
there still 7 

Mess. Should 1 lie, madam 7 
Cleo. Ob ! 1 would thou didst; 

So half my Egypt were submerg'd and made 
A cistern for scal’d snakes 1 Go, get thee hence ; 
Hadst thou Narcissus m tliy face, to me 
Thou would’st appear most ugly, lie is married ? 
Mess. 1 crave your highness’ pardon. 

Clco. He is married 7 

Mess. Take no oftence, that I would not offend 
you : 

To punish me for what you make me do. 

Seems much unequal : lie is married to Octavia. 
Clio. Oil! that lus laiilt should make a knave 
of thee, 

That art not!—What 7 thou’rt sure of’t7—Get 
thee hence: 

The merchandise which thou hast brought fiom 
Koine, 

Are all too dear forme; Liethev upon thy band, 
And be undone by 'em! [Exit Messenger. 
Char. Good your highue««, patience. 

Cleo. In praising Antony, 1 have disprais’d 
Cesar. 

Char. Many times, madam. 

Clio. I am paid for't now. 

Lead me fiom hence, 

I faint; O lias, Charmian,—Tis no matter:— 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas; bid hun 
Report the feature* of Octavia, her years. 

Her inclination, let hun not leave out 
The colour of her hairbring me word quick¬ 
ly.— [Exit Alexas. 

Let him for ever go Let him not—Cl.aimian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
T’other way he’s a Mars Bid you Alexas 

[To Maruian. 

Bring me word how tall she is.—Pity me, Cbar- 
raian. 

But do not speak to me.—Lead me to iny cham¬ 
ber. [Exeunt. 1 

SCENE VI.—Near Misenum. 

Enter Pompey and Menas, at one side ; with 
Drum and Trumpet: ut another , Cesar, 
Lepidus, Antony, Enobarbus, Mecanas, 
with Soldiers marching. 

Pom. Your hostages 1 have, so have you mine; 
And we shall talk before we light. 

Ces. Most meet, 

That first we come to words; and therefore have 
Our written purposes before us sent; [we 

Which, if thou hast consider’d, let its know 
If 'twill tie up thy discontented sword, 


Act II. 

And carry back to Sicily much tall • youth 
That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world. 

Chief factors for the gods,—1 do not know. 
Wherefore my futher should revengers want. 
Having a sou and friends; since Julius Cesar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted, t 
There saw you labouring for him. What was It, 
That mov’d pale Cassius to conspire 7 And what 
Made the all-honour'd, honest Roman, Brutus, 
With the arm’d lest, courtiers of beauteous 
freedom. 

To drench the Capitol; hut that they would 
Have one man but a man 7 And that is it. 

Hath made me rig my navy; at whose burden 
The anger’d ocean fo.ims; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Home 
Cast on my noble father. 

Ces. Take your time. 

Ant. Thou canst not fear J us, Pompey, with 
thy sails. 

We’ll speak with thee at sea ; at land thou know’it 
How much we do o’er-couut thee. 

Pom. At land, ludeed, 

Thou dost o’er-count me of my father's house : 
But, since the cuckoo builds not for hiniselt. 
Remain in’t as tliou uiay’st. 

Lep. Be pleas’d to tell us, 

(Tor this is from the present, $) how you take 
The offois we have sent you. 

Ces. Time’s the point. 

Ant. Winch do not be entieatcd to, but weigh 
AMiat it is worth embrac’d. 

CYj. And what may loliow. 

To try a huger fortune. 

Pom. You have made me offer 
Of Stuly, SaidiuU; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pnates ; then, to send 
Mtrasuies of wheat to Rome: ’flu? Yi"il upon. 
To p.ut with iniliack’d edge**, and Inai back 
Our targe undinted. 

Ces. Ant. I Ay. That’s our offer. 

Pom. Know then, 

1 came before you here, a man prcpai’d 
To take this oiler : But Mark Antony 
Put me to sonic impatience : Though I lo«»* 
l*he praise of it by telling, von must know, 
When Cesar and your hiotlnis were at blows. 
Your mother came to Suit}, and did imd 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have luaid it, Pompey; 

4ud am well studied lor a liberal lliank', 

Winch I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand : 

I did not think. Sir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds I’tlie cast aie soft; and thauks 
to you. 

That call’d me, timelier than my purpose, hither; 
For 1 have gam'd by it. 

Ces. Since I saw you last, 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not 

What counts|| haish fortune casts upon my face: 
But in my bosom shall she never come, 

To make ni/ heart her vassal. 

Eep. Well met here. 

Pom . I hope so, Lepidus.—Thus wc are 
agreed : 

l crave our composition may be written, 

And seal’d between us. 

Ces. That’s the next to do. 

Pom. We’ll feast each other, ere we part; and 
let us 

Draws lots who shall begin. 

Ant. That will I, Pompey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot: but, first 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame^ 1 have heard, that Julius 
Grew fat with feasting there. [Cesar 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. 1 have fair meauings. Sir. 

* Bra**. + Hannted. 2 Affright. 
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Ant . And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have I heard : 

And 1 have heard, Apollodorus carried— 

Eno . No more of that:—He did so. 

Pom. What, I pray you? 

Eno. A certain queen to Cesar in a mattress. 

Pom. I know thee now :—How far'st thou, 
soldier ? 

Eno. Well; 

And well am like to do: for, I perceive. 

Tour feasts are toward. 

Pom. Let uic shake thy hand ; 

I never hated thee : I have seen tliee fight, 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, 

I never lov'd you much : but I have prais’d you. 
When you have well deseiv’d ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainuess. 

It nothing ill becomes thee.— 

Aboard my galley I invite you all: 

Will you lead, lords? 

Ce.\. Ant. Ley. Shew us the way. Sir. 

Pom. Come. 

[Eicunt Pompey, Cesar, Antony, La 
m dus, Soldiers , and Attendants. 

Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne’er have 
made this treaty.— [Asult. ]—You and I have 
known, • Sir. 

Eno. At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, Sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. I will piaise any man that will praise 
me : though it canuot be dtuicJ what I have done 
by land. 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. "Yes, something you can deny for vour 
own saletv : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Mtn And you by land. 

Eno. Uieie I deny m> land seivice- Out give 
me your hand, Menas: If out eyes hao authority, 
liese they might take two thieves kissing. 

Mi n. All men’s faces are tine, whatsoe’er their 
hands aie. 

Eno. Out tbeie is never a fair woman has a 
•.in* face. 

Mi n. Xo slandei , they steal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to light with you. 

Men. l or my pan, I am soiry it is turned to 
a dunking. Pompey cloth this day laugh away 
Ins f inline. 

1 no. It he do, $uie,.he cannot weep it hack 
again. 

Men. You have said. Sir. We looked not 
for Mark Antony: Pray you, is he marned to 
Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Cesar’s sister is call’d Octavia. 

Men. True, Sir ; she was the witc of Cams 
Marvell us. 

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus An- 
tonius 

Men. Pray you, Sir? 

Eno. ’Tis tine. 

Men. Then is Cesai, and he, for ever knit 
ogether. 

Eno. If I were bound to d<\inc of this unity, 1 
would not prophesy so. 

Men. I think the policy of that purpose made 
more in the marriage, than the love of the 
parties. 

Eno. I think so too. But you shall find the 
band that seems to tie their friendship toge¬ 
ther, will be the very 6traugler of then amity: 
Octavia is of a holy, cold, and still convei- 
aation. + 

M*n. Who would not have his wife so? 

Eno. Not he that himself is not so ; which is 
Maik Antony. He will to his Egyptiau dish 
agaiu: then shall the sighs of Octavia blow the 
fire up in Cesar: and, as I said before, that 
which is the strength of their amity, shall prove 
the immediate author of their variance. Antony 


will use his affection where it is : he married but 
his occasion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Coine. Sir, will 
you aboard ? 1 have a health for you. 

Eno. I shall take it. Sir: we have used our 
throats in Egypt. 

Men. Come, let’s away. [JEi emit. 

SCENE VII.—On Board Powpey's Galley 
lying near Misenum. 

Music. Enter two or three Servant.* uith a 

Banquet. • 

1 Seri. Here they’ll be, man : Some o'their 
plants t are ill-rooted already, the least wmd 
I’tbe world will blow them down. 

2 Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

1 Sere. They have made him drink alms- 
driuk. 

2 Serv. As they pinch one another by the dis¬ 
position, he cries out, no more; reconciles them 
to bis entreaty, and himself to the drink. 

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between 
him and bis discretion. 

2 Serv. Why, this is to have a name in gieat 
men's fellowship ; 1 had as lief have a reed tiut 
will do me no service, as a partizan ; I could not 
heave. 

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and 
not to be seen tj move in’t, are the holes where 
eyes should be, which pitifully disaster the 
cheeks. 

A Sennet sounded. Enter Cesar, Antony, 

Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Mec.cnas, 

Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains. 

Ant. Thus do they, Sir: [7b Cesar.] They 
take the flow o’the Nile. 

By certain scales Ptlie pyramid ; they know, 

By the height, the lowness, or the mean,$ if 
dearth, 

Or foizon,|| follow ; The higher Niliia swills, 
The moie it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his giain. 

And shortly comes to harvest. 

Ley. You have strange serpents theie. 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

Ley. Your serpent of Etrypt is bred now of 
your mud by the operation of your sun : so i» 
your crocodile. 

Ant. They aic so. 

Pom. Sit,—and some wme. —A health to Le¬ 
pidus. 

Ley. I am not so well as I should be, but I’ll 
new out. 

Eno. Not till you have slept; I fear me, you’ll 
be in, till then. 

Ley. Nay, certainly, 1 have braid the Ptole¬ 
mies' pyrainisesII are very gpodly things; with¬ 
out contradiction, I have heard that. 

Men. Pompey, a woid. [Aside. 

Pam. Say in mine ear: W hat is'f ? 

Men. Forsake thy scat, I do beseech tliee, 
captain, [Aim*. 

And hear me speak a word. 

Pom . Forbear me till anon.— 

This wine for Lepidus. 

Ley. What manner o’tluug is vom crocodile ? 

Ant. It is shaped. Sir, like ltselt; and it is ne 
hi oad as it hath breadth : it is just so high as it 
is, and moves with its own orgaus: it lives by 
that which nourisheth it; and the elements once 
out of it, it tninsmigiatcc. 

Ley. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Of its own colour too. 

Ley. 'Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant. ’Tis so. And the tears of it are wet. 

Ces. W ill tins description satisty him ? 

Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, 
else he :s a very epicure. 

Pom. [To Menas aside.'] Go, hang, Sir, hang 
Tell me of that ? away! 

• Desert. + Tcct. l Pike. Middla. 
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Do as 1 bid you.—Where's this cup 1 call'd 
for t 

Men. If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear 
me. 

Else from thy stool. [Aside. 

Pom. I thiuk thou’rt mad. The mattei 7 

[Wises, and walks aside% 
Men. I have ever held my cap otf to thy for¬ 
tunes. 

Pom. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith: 
What's else to say 7 
Be jolly, lords. 

Ant. These quick-sands, Lepidus, 

Keep otf them, for jou sink. 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world 7 
Pom. What say'st thou 7 
Men . Wilt thou be lord of the whole world 7 
That’s twice. 

Pom . How should that be 7 
Men . But entertaiu it, and. 

Although thou thiuk me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 

Pom. Hast thou drunk well 7 
Men. No, Ponipey, I have kept me from the 
cup. 

Thou art, if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove: 
Whate'er the ocean pales, • or sky mchps, f 
Is thine, if thou wilt have’t. 

Pom. Show me which way. 

Men . These three world-sharers, these com¬ 
petitors, % 

Are in thy vessel: let me cut the cable; 

And, when we are put otT, fall to their throats : 
All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou should’st have done, 

Aud uot have spoke on’t! In me, ’tis villany; 

In thee it had been good service. Thou must 
know*, 

'Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour; 
Mine honour it. Repent, that e’er thy tongue 
Hath so betray’d thine act: Being done unknown, 
I should have found it afterwards well done ; 

Bnt must condemn it now*. Desist and drink. 

Men. For this, [A.virfc. 

I'll never follow thy pall’d $ fortunes more.— 
Who seeks, and will not take, when once ’tis 
Shall never find ik*more. [offer’d, 

Pom. This health to Lepidus. 

Ant. Bear him ashore.—I'll pledge it for him, 
Ponipey. 

Eno. Here’s to thee, Menas. 

Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid. 
j Eno. There’s a strong fellow, Menas. 
[Pointing to the Attendant who carrie&off 
Lepidtts. 

Men. Why 7 
Eno. He bears 

The third part of the world, man : See’st not ? 
Men. The third part then is drunk: 'Would it 
were all. 

That it might go on wheels! 

Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels. 

Men. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 
Ant. It ripens towards it. Strike the vessels, || 
Here is to Cesar. [ho 1 

Ces. I could well forbear it. 

It's monstrous labour, when 1 wash my brain. 
And it grows fouler. 

Ant. Be a child o’the time. 

Ces. Possess f it. I'll make answer : but I had 
rather fast 

From all, four days, than drink so much In one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave emperor I [To Antony. 

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals 

And celebrate our driuk 7 

Pom. Let’s ha't, good soldier. 

Ant Come, let us all take hands; 

Till that the conquering wine hath steep'd our sen se 

la soft and delicate Lethe. 

. Eno. Ail take hands.— 

• 
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Make battery to our ears with the loud music 5 — 
The while. I’ll place you : Then the boy shall 

Miig : 

The holding • every man shall bear, as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

[Music plays. Enobarbus places them hand 
in hand • 

Sonq. 

Come, thou monarch of the vine , 

Plumpy Bacchus , tilth pmk eynef 
In thy vats our cares be drown’d : 

With thy grapes our hairs be crown'd 
Cup us, till the world go round ; 

Cup us, till the world go round ! 

Ces. What would you more 7—Ponipey, good 
night. Good brother, 

Let me request you off: our graver business 
Frowns at this levity.—Gentle lords, let's pait; 
You sec, we have burnt our cheeks : strong Eno- 
baibe 

Is weaker than the wine : and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath 
almost 

Autick'd us all. What ueeds more words 7 Good 
night.— 

Good Antony your hand. 

Pom. I’ll try you o’the shoie. 

Ant. And shall,'Sir: give’s jour hand. 

Pom. O Antony, 

You have my lather’s house. But what 1 we aie 
triends : 

Come, down into the boat. 

Eno. Take heed you tall not.— 

[Exeunt Pomply, Cesar, Antony, and 
Attendant*. 

Menas, I’ll not on shore. 

Men. No, to my cabin.— 

These drums !—these trumpets, flutes ! what!—- 
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud fjicwel! 

To these great fellows : Sound, and be lung'd 
sound out. 

[A Flourish of Trumpets, with Drums. 
Eno. Ho, says ’a!—There’s my cap. 

Men. Ho !—noble captain ! 

Come. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—A plain in Syria. 

Enter Vent 1 Dirs, as after conquest, with 
Si lius, and other Romans, Officers , and 
Soldiers ; the dead body of Pacokus borne 
before him. 

Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck 
and now 

Pleas’d fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death 
Make me revenger.—Bear the king’s son’s body 
Before our army Thy Pacoius, Orodes, l 
Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

Sil. Noble Veutidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is 
warm, [Media, 

The fugitive Parthians follow; spur through 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly: so thy grand captain, Antony, 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. O Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough : A lower place, note well. 
May make too great an act: For learn this, Silius ; 
Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire 
Too high a fame, when him we serve’s away. 
Cesar, and Antony, have ever won 
More in their officer than person : Sossius, 

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant. 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which be achiev’d by the minute, lost his favour 
Who does Ptlie wars more than bis captain can, 

* Chora*. t Red eve*. 
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Become* hi* captain’s captain ; and ambition, 
The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss. 
Than gain, which darkens him. 

1 could do more to do Antonius good. 

But 'twould offend him ; and m his offence 
Should my performance perish. 

Sil. Thou bast, Ventidius, 

That without which a soldier, and his sword. 
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to 
Antony ? 

Ven. I'll humbly signify what in his name. 
That magical word of war, wc have effected; 
How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks. 
The ne’er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o'tht- field. 

Sil. Where is he nowT 

Vcn. He purposeth to Athens: whither with 
what haste 

The weight we must convey with us will permit, 
We shall appear before him.—On, there; pass 
along. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Rome.—An Antechamber in 
Cesar's house. 

Enter Acrippa, and Enobxrbus, meeting. 

Ap‘. What, are the brothers parted l 
Eno. The) ha\c despatch’d with Pompey, he 
is gone , 

The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome : Cesai is sad ; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey’s feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green-sickness. 

Agr. 'Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno . A very Hue one : Oh I how he loves Ce¬ 
sar ! 

Agr. Nay, but how deaily he adores Mark 
4nton> ! 

Eno. Cesar f Why, he’s the Jupitci of men. 
Agr. What's Antony ? The god of Jnpilei. 

Eno. Spake you of Cesar? How { the iionpa- 
nel I 

Agr. O Antony! O thou Arabian bird l * 

Eno. Would >ou praise Cesar, sa>,—Cesar; 
—go no farther. 

Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excel¬ 
lent praises. 

Eno. But he loves Cesar best;—Yet be loves 
Antony : 

Ho I hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, 
cannot 

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his 
To Antony. But as for Cesar, [love 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr. Both he loves. 

Eno. They are his shards, t and he their bre- 
tle. So,— [Trumpets. 

This is to horse.—Adieu, noble Agnppa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and fare¬ 
well. 

Enter Cesar, Antony, Lepidus, and Oc- 

TAVIA. 

Ant. No farther. Sir. 

Ces. You take from me a great part of my¬ 
self ; 

Use me well in it.—Sister, piove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest 
bandi 

Shall pass on thy approof.—Most noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of virtue, § which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love, 

To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter 
The fortress of it: for better might we 
Have lov’d without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish'd. 

Ant. Make me not offended 
In your distrust. 

Ces. I have said. 

Ant. You shall not find. 

Though you be therein curious, fl the least cause 

• The Phoenix. t Wings. t Band and 
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For what you seem to fear: So, the god* keep 
you. 

And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends 2 
We will here part. 

Ces. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee 
well ; 

The elements • be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort! fare thee well. 

Oct. My noble brother!— 

Ant. The April's in her eyes: It is love’s spring 
And these the showers to bring it on.—Be cbeer^ 
ful. 

Oct. Sir, look well to my husband’s house; 

and— 

Ces. What, 

Octavia ? 

Oct. I’ll fell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor 
can 

Her heart inform her tongue; the swan's down 
feather. 

That stands upon the swell at full of tide. 

And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Cesar weep? [Aside to Agrippa. 
Agr. He has a cloud in'* face. 

Eno. He were the worse for that, were he a 
So is he, being a man. [horse 

Agr. Why, Euobarbus? 

When Antony found Julius Cesai dead. 

He cried almost to roaring : and he wept, 

When at Philippi he found Brutus slam, 

Eno. That year, indeed he was troubled with a 
rheum ; 

What willinglv he did confound,! he wail’d : 
Believe ;t, till 1 weep too. 

(c.\. No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear trom me still; the time shall not 
Out-co my thinking ou vou. 

Ant. Come, Sir, come; 

I’ll wrestle with you in my strength of love: 
Look, here I have jou ; thus I let you go 
And give >ou to the gods, 

Ces. Adieu ; be happy ! 

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy fair way ! 

Ces. Fareweil, Farewell! [Kisses Octxvia. 
Ant. Farewell! [Trumpets sound. Exeunt . 

SCENE III. — Alexandria.—A Room in the 

Palace. 

Enter Cleopatrx, Charmiax, Iras, and 
Alexas. 

Cleo. Where is the fellow ? 

Alex. Half afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go to, go to :—Come hither. Sir. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alev. Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you. 

But when you are well pleas'd. 

Cleo. That Herod’s head 
I’ll have : But now ? when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it.—Come thou 
near. 

Me*s. Most gracious majesty,— 

Cleo. D»d6t thou behold 
Octavia ? 

Mess. Av, dread queen. 

Cleo. Where? 

Mess. Madam, in Rome. 

I look’d her in the face: and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me?i 
Mess. She is not, madam. 

Cleo . Didst hear her speak? Is she shrill- 
tougu'd, or low? 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak; she is low 
voic'd. 

Cleo . That's not so good: —he cannot like her 
long. 

• Or air and water. t Deatrov • 
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Char • Like her ? O Isis 1 *tis Impossible. 

Cleo. 1 ibmk so, Chauniau: Dull of tongue 
and dwai fish 1 — 

Wbat majesty is iu her gait ? Remember, 

If e*er thou look’st on majesty. 

Mess, She creeps ; 

Her motion and her station • are as one : 

She shows a body rather than a life : 

A statue, than a breather. 

Cleo, Is tins certain ? 

Mess. Or 1 have no obscnance. 

Char, Three ill Egypt 
Cannot make bettei note. 

Cleo. He's very knowing, 

I do perceiv'tTheie’s nothing in tier >et:— 
TJie fellow has good judgment. 

Char, Excellent. 

Cleo. Guess at her years, I pr'uhee. 

Mess. Madam, 

She was a widow. 

Cleo. Widow ?—Charininu, hark. 

Mess. And I do think, she's ilmt\. 

Cleo. Bear’st thou her face in mind? is it long 
or round ? 

Mess. Komul, even to faultines«. 

Cleo. For the most pan too, [lour? 

They are foolish that aie so.—Her hair, whatco- 
Mess. Brown, madam : And her forehead is as 
low 

As she would wish it. 

Cleo. There is gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill 
1 will employ thee hack again ; 1 hud thee 
Most fit for business: Go, make thee ready ; 

Our letters are prepai’d. [Exit Messenger. 
Char. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed, he is so: I repent me much, 
That so I hariy’d + him. W h\, methinks, hy him, 
This creatine's no such thing. 

Char. O nothing, madam. 

Cleo. The mail hath seen some majesty, and 
should know. 

Char. Hath he seen majesty? Isis else defend, 
And serving you so long ! 

Cleo. I have one thing moie to a*k him yet, 
good Charm uii : — 

But 'tis no matlei ; thou riialt hung lnm to me 
Where I will wiite: All may lie well enough. 
Char. I wairant you, madam. [Euunt. 

SCENE IV. — Athens.—A Room in Antony’s 

House. 

Enter Antony and Octwia. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that,— 

That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import,;—hut he hath wag'd 
New wars 'gainst Pompey ; made Ins will, and 
read it 
To public ear: 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented $ them ; most narrow measure lent me : 
When the best hint was given him, lie not took't, 
Or did it from his teeth. [| 

Oct. O my good lord, 

Believe not all; or, if you must believe, 

Stomach not all.^.A more unhappy lady. 

If this division chance, ne’er stood between, 
Praying for both parts : 

And the good gods will mock me presently. 
When I shall pray, O bless my lord and hus¬ 
band ! 

Undo that «raycr, hy crying out ns loud, 

O bless my brother! Husband win, win brother. 
Prays, and destroys the prayer; no midway 
'Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it: If I lose mine honour, 

I lose myself: lietter I were not yours, 

Titan yours bianchless. But, as you requested, 

0 
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Yourself shall go between us: The mean time, 
lady, 

HI raise the preparation of a war 

Shall stain your brother ; Make join soonest haste; 

So your desires are yoms. 

Oct. Thanks to iny loid. 

The Jove ol power make me most weak, most 
weak, [be 

Your reconciler ! Wars'twixt you twain would 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain uieii 
Should solder up the lift. * 

Ant. When it appears to you where this bc- 
gms. 

Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 
Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide vom 
going; [rosi 

Choose your own company ; and command what 
Your heart has miud to. [A-’icuw/. 

SCENE V.—The same.—Another Room in the 

same. 

Enter Knobarbus and Enos, meeting. 

Eno. How now, friend Eros 1 
Eros. There's strange news come, Sir. 

Eno. What, man ? 

Eros. Cesar and Lcpidus have made wars upon 
Pompey. 

Eno. This is old : What is the success 7 t 
Eros. Cesar, having made use of him iii the 
wars 'gainst Pompey, presentlv denied him 
nvality ; I would not let him paiuke in the glory 
of the action : and not retting here, accuses him 
of letters he had formerly wrote to Poinpev ; upon 
his own appeal, $ seizes him : .So poor the third 
is up, till death enlaige his confine. 

Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps; 
no more ; 

And throw between them all the food thou hast. 
They'll grind the one the otlnr. Where's An* 
tom ? 

Ei os. He's walking in the g.uden—thus ; and 

Spill IIS [//!<*/ 

ih»* lush that lies befoie him ; cues, Fool, Eeyi- 
And threats the tlnoat of that his oilicer. 

That muider’d Poinpev. 

Eno. Our great navy’s rigged. 

Eros. Tor Italy and C< sar. More, Domitius; 
My lord desires you pre-tent!} : mv news 
1 might have told heieaftci. 

Eno 'Twill he naught: 

But let it he.—Bring me to Antony. 

Eros. Come Sir. [Eveuut. 

SCENE VI .— Rome.—A Room in Clsar’* 

House. 

Enter Ctsvn, Acriita, and Mec.enas. 

Ces. Contemning Koine, he has done all tins: 
And moie; 

In Alexandria,—here's the manner of it,— 
l’the market place, on a tribunal silver’d, 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs ot gold 
Were publicly enthron’d : at the feet, sat 
Caesarion whom they call my father's son ; 

And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the 'stahlishmentof Egypt; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

Mcc. This in the public eye ? 

Ces. I'the common show-place, where they 
exercise. 

Hi9 sons, he there proclaim’d The kings of kings ■. 
Great Media, Partlua, and Aimenia, 

He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he assign’d 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia: She 
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis [cnee.. 
That day appear'd ; and oft before gave aiidi* 
As 'tis reported, so. 

• Opening. f Wb*t follow* ? % Equal rank 

| Accusation 
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Scene VI. 

Mcc. Let Home be thus 
Inform'd. 

Agr. Who, queasy * with his insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

XVr. The people know it; and nave now re- 
Ills accusations. j [ceiv'd 

Agr. Whom does he accuse? ST 
Ccs. Cesar: and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated t him. 
His pait o’tb* isle: then does he say, he lent me 
Some shipping un re stor'd : lastly, he frets 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
should be depos’d; and, being, that we detain 
All his icvcsiup. 

Agr. Sir, this should be answer’d 
Cts. ’Tis uone already, and the messenger 
cone. 

I ha\e told him, Lepidus was crown too cruel; 
Hun he his high autlioi ity abus’d, 

'mi did deseive ln» change; for what I have 
con q up: M, 

I ciant linn pail; hut then, in his Armenia, 

And oilier ot Ins conquer’d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Met. He’ll never \ield to that. 

Ccs. Nor mint nut then be yielded to in this. 

Enter Octavia. 

Oct. Hail, Ct"di, and my lord ! hail, most dear 
Ci^.n ! 

O f. That ever I should call thee, cast-away! 
Oct. You have not tail’d uie so, nor have you 
cause. 

Ccs. Why have you stul’ii upon us tlius? You 
come not 

L.ke Cesar’s sister : The wife of Antony 
Should have an aimy for an uaher, and 
liie neighs of house to tell of her appioach, 

Long ere she did appeal ; the tiees by the wav. 
Should have home men ; and expectation faulted, 
Longing tor wlut it had not : nay, the dust 
should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 
Itate’d l»y jour populous Loops. But you are 
come 

\ niaikct-maid to Rome; and have prevented 
Hie ostent; of our love, which, lett unsliowi:, 

Is olten left unlov’d : we should have met yon 
Bv sea, and land; supplying eveiy stage 
With an augmented giceting. 

Oct. Good my loid, 

To come thus was 1 not constrain’d, but did it 
On inv free-will. My lord, Mark Antony, 

Hearing that you picpar’d for wai, acquainted 
My gtloved ear withal: wheieon, 1 bvgg’d 
His pardon lor return. 

Cc\. Which soon he gianted, 

Being an obstinct§ ’tween lus lust and him. 

Ot t. Do not say so, my lord. 

Ccs. I have eyes upon linn. 

And his affairs come to me on the wind. 

W acre is he now ? 

Oct. My lord, m Athens. 

Ce f. No, my most wiouged sister : Clcopatia 
Hath nodded him to her. He bath given his 
empne 

Up to a whore ; who no v aic levying [bled 
The Kings o’thc earth foi war: He hath assem- 
Roccbus, the king of Lybia; Aichelaus, 
of Cappadocia ; Pluladelphos, king 
Of Paphlagoma; the Thracian king, Adallas: 

King Malchus of Arabia; king of Pont; 

Ilerod of Jewry ; Mitliridates, king 
Of Comagcne ; Poleinon and AnAitas, 

The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia; with a 
More huger list of sceptres. 

Oct. Ah me, most wi etched. 

That have my heart paited betwixt two friends. 
That do afflict each other! 

Cc v. Welcome hither: 

Your letters did withhold our breaking foith; 

Till we perceiv’d, both how you were wrong led, 
And w r e in negligent danger. Cheer your heart : 

• Disgusted t Divided t Token. 
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Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content these strong necessities; 

But let determined things to destiny 

Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome : 

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus’d 

Beyond the mark of thought; and the high gods. 

To do you justice, make them ministers 

Of us, aud those that love you. Best of comfoit; 

And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. Welcome, lady. 

Mtc. Welcome, dear madam. 

Lath heart in Home does love and pity you : 
Only the adulterous Antony, most laige 
In his abominations, turns you off. 

And gives his potent regiment • to a trull, t 
That noises ; it against us. 

Oct. Is it so, Sir? 

Ces. Most certain. Sister, welcome: Pi.’y 
you, 

Be ever known to patience : Mv dearest M s tu ' 

[ Lx i'n u i, 

SCE.XE VII. — Antony’s Camp, nan the 
Promontory oj Actium. 

Enter Cleotatra and Enouaiiuls. 

Cleo. I will be even wi»li thee, doubt it not. 
Eno. But whv, why, why ? 

Clco. Thou hast loiespokc* $ my being in these 
wars; 

Aud say’st, it is not fit. 

Eno. Well, is it, is it 1 

Clco. Is’t not? Denounce agu'm?t vs, why 
should not we 
Be there in person ? 

Eno. [Asif/r.] Well, I could icplv :— 

If we should save with hoise and n.aies »o- 
gether, [near 

The horse were merely ]] lost; the marcs unu't 
4 soldier and lus hoise. 

Cleo. What is’t you say’ 

Eno. Your presence needs must pi;7/<e An¬ 
tony ; 

Take from lus heart, take Lorn Ins bia.n, l'u>:.i 
lus tune, 

What should not then be spai’d. He is alien.ly 
Traduc’d for levity; and ’tis said in Rome, 

That Photinus a eunuch, and yom maids. 

Manage this war. 

Clio. Sink Rome; and their tongues »ot, 

That speak against us 1 A chaige we bear l’lhe 
war, 

And, as the president of mv kingdom, will 
Vppear there tor a man. Speak not .’gainst it; 

I will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done : 

Here comes the emperor. 

Enter Antony and Caxi Dies. 

Ant. Is’t not strange, Canidius, 

That from Tarcutuni, and Biuiulusiuni, 

He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea. 

And take inH Toiyne?—You have heard on’t 
sweet ? 

Clco. Celerity is never more admir’d. 

Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might have well beconi’d the best of men, 
To taunt at slackness.—Canidius, we 
Will light with him by sea. 

Cleo. By sea! What else ? 

Can. Why will my lord do so ? 

Ant. For** he dares ns to’t. 

Eno. So hath my loid dar’d him to single 
fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalin, 
Where Cesar fought with Pompey: But these 
ofteis, 

Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes oft ; 
And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships aie not well manu'd : 


• Povcer and empire. + Harlot. 1 Threaten* 
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Your mariners are muleteers, • reapers, people 
lngross'd by swift impress ;t in Cesar's fleet 
Are those, that often have 'gainst Pompey fought: 
Their ships are y are ;X yours, heavy. No dis¬ 
grace 

Shall fall you for refusing him at sea. 

Being prepar'd for land. 

Ant. By sea, by sea, 

Eno. Most worthy Sir, you thereinthrowaway 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark'd footmen; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 
From firm security. 

Ant. I’ll fight at sea. 

Cleo. I have sixty sails, Cesar none better. 
Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn ; 
And, with the rest full-mann'd, from the head 
of Actium 

Beat the approaching Cesar. But if we fail, 

Enter a Messengfr. 

We then can do't at land.—Thy businessf 
.Vrw. The news is true, my lord; he is des- 
Cesar has taken Tonne. [cried ; 

Ant. Can he be there in person? 'tis impos¬ 
sible : 

Strange, that his power shonld be.—Cauidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land. 
And our twelve thousand horse:—We’ll to our 
ship; 

Enter a Soldier. 

Away, my Thetis 1 $—How now, worthy soldier ? 

Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea : 
Tmst not to rotten planks : Do you misdoubt 
The sword, and these my wounds? Let the 
Egyptians, 

And the Phoenicians, go a ducking; we 
Have used to conquer standing on the earth. 

And fighting toot to foot. 

Ant. Well, well, away. 

[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and 
Enobarbus. 

Sold. By Hercules, I think I am l’llie right. 
Can. Soldier, thou art : but his whole action 
grows 

Not in the power on’t: So our leader's led. 

And we are women's men. 

Sold. You keep by land 
The legions and the horse whole, do you not 1 
Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Ctehus, are for sea: Tsar's 

But we keep whole by land. This speed of Ce- 
Carnes beyond belief. 

Sold. While he was vet in Rome, 

His power went out in such distractions ;fl 
Beguil'd all spies. 

Can. \\ ho’s his lieutenant, hear you ? 

Sold. They say, one Taurus. 

Can. Well I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess . The emperor calls for Canidius. 

Can. With news the time's with labour; and 
throes forth, 

Each minute, some. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII.—A Plain near Actium. 

Enter Cesvr, Taurus, Officers, and others. 

Ces. Taurus,— 

Taur. My lord. 

Ces. Strike not by land; keep whole : 

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 

Do not exceed the prescript of this scroll: 

Our fortune lies upon this jump. V 

[Exeunt. 

• 

• Mai* drivers. t Pressed in haste. t Manageable, 
ft He calls Cleopatra by the name pf the eea-goddese. 

| Such different detachment*. T Hazard. 


Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our squadrons on you* side o’tbe 
hill 

In eye* of Cesar’s battle ; from winch place 
We may the number of the ships behold, 

And so piocfrq^ accordingly. [Exeunt. 

Enter Canidius, marching with his Land Army 
one way, over the Stage ; and Taurus, the 
Lieutenant of Cesar, the other uay. After 
their dvjiarturc, is heard the noise of a Sea- 
fight. 

Alarum. Re-enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Naught, naught, all uaught! I can behold 
no longer : 

The Antomad,t the Egyptian admiral, 

With all their sixty, fly, and turn the rudder ; 

To see’t, mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scar us 
Scar. Gods, and goddesses, 

All the whole synod of them 1 
Eno. What’s thy passion ? 

Scar. The greater cautlc * of the world is lost 
With very ignorance : we have kiss’d away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno. How appears the fight ? 

Scar. On our side like the token'd $ pestilence. 
Where death is sure. Yon’ iihald-nd nagU of 
Egypt, 

Whom leprosy o’ertake ! i’the midst o'thc fight,— 
When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd. 

Both as the same, or rather ouis the elder. 

The brizef upon her, like a cow m Juue, 

Hoists sails, and flies. 

Eno. That 1 beheld : mine eyes 
Did sicken at the sight ou’t, and could not 
Enduie a further view. 

Scar. She once being looPtl,** 

The noble nun of her magic, Antony, [lard 
Claps on his sea-wing, and like a doting mal* 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her: 

I never saw ail action of such shame ; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er before 
Did violate so itself. 

Eno. Alack, alack 1 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our foitune on the sea is out of breath 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our ecneial 
Been what he knew lmuself, :t had gone well: 
Oh 1 he has given example lor our flight, 

Most grossly, by Ins own. 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then, good 
night 

Indeed. [Aside. 

Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 
Scar. 'Tis easy to't; and there I will attend 
What further coines. 

Can. To Cesar will I render 
My legions and my hoise ; six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I'll yet follow 

The wounded chanceof Antony, though my 
reason 

Sits in the wind against me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. — Alexandria .— A Room in the 

Pul ace. 

Enter Antony and Attendants. 

Ant. Hark,Se land bids me tread no more 
upon't, 

It is ashani'd to bear me 1—Friends, come hither 
1 am so lated J; in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever :—I have a ship 
Laden with gold ; take that, divide it; fly. 

And make your peace with Cesar. 

• Sight. ? Name of Clenpatra'* eblp. t Comer, 
ft Spotted. | Common tirumput. 

\ T lie gad-fly that stinpe cattle. 

•* Loof I* tolinng a ship cloee to the wind, 
ft The broken lortuues. tt Benighted. 
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Att . Fly ! not we. 

Ant . 1 have tied myself; and have instructed 
cowards 

To run and show their shoulders.—Friends, be 
gone; 

I have myself resolv’d upon a course, 

Which lias no need of you ; be goue: 

My treasure’s in the harbour, take it.—Oh 
1 follow’d that I blush to look upon : 

My very hairs do mutiny; for the white 
Repiove the brown: for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting.—Filends, be gone : you 
shall 

Have letteis from me to some friends, that will 
bweep yoiir way for you. Pray you, look not 
sad. 

Nor make replies of loathncss: take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itself: to the sea side straightway : 

I will possess you of that slap and tieasure. 
Leave me, 1 pray, a little: ’pray you now 
Naj, do so; for,* indeed, I have lost command, 
Therefore 1 pi ay you :—I’ll see you by and by. 

[i’lfr down. 

Enter Eros ; and Cleopatra led by Charuian 

and Iras. 

Eros . Nay, gentle madam, to lain :—Comfort 
him 

Iras. Do, most dear queen. 

Char. Do 1 \\ by, what else ? 

C/ro. Let me sit down. O Juno! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Ei os. See you lieie. Sir? 

Ant. O he, fie, tie. 

Char. Madam,— 

Iras. Madam ; O good empress!— 

Eros. Sir, Sir,— 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes:—He,* at Philippi, 
kept 

His swotd even like a dancer ; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and ’twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended: he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantiy, t and no piactice had 
la the brave squares of war: Yet now—No 
matter. 

Cleo. Ah ! stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him; 

He is unqualified; with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then,—Sustain me:—Oh 1 
Eros. Most noble Sir, anse; the queeu ap¬ 
proaches ; 

Her head’s declin’d, and death will seize her: but 5 
Your comfort makes tbe rescue. 

£nt. I have otfendeu reputation; 

A most unnoble swerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. 

4 nt. O whither hast thou led me, Egypt ? 
See, 

How i couvey my shame out of thine eyes 
By looking back on what I have left behind 
'Sticy’d in dishonour. 

Cleo. O lm loid, my lord ! 

Forgive my leaiful sails 1 I little thought 
You would have follow’d. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’st too well 
My heart was to thy 1 udder tied by the strings, 
And thou should's! tow 111 c after: O'er my spirit 
Thy full supiemacy thou knew’st: and that 
Thy beck might fiom the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. Oh 1 my pardon. , 

Ant. Now I must 

To the young mail send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o'lhe woild play’d as I pleas’d, 
Making and mairing fortunes. You did kuow 
How much you wete iny conqueror; and that 
My swoid made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo. Oh I pardon, pardon. 

• Ceiar. f Fought by proxy. t Bewildered. 

% Unless. 
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Ant . Fall not a tear, I say: one of them rate* • 
All that is won and lost: Give me a kiss; 

Eveu tins iepa>s me.—Wc sent our school-master. 
Is he come back 1 —Love, 1 am full of lead:— 
Some wine, within there, and our viandsFor¬ 
tune knows, 

We scorn her most, when most she offers blows, 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE X.— Cesar's Camp in Egypt. 

Enter Cesar, Dolabella, Thyreus, and 

others. 

Ces. Let him appear that’s come from An- 
Know you him ? [tony.— 

l)ol. Cesar, 'tis his schoolmaster: f 
An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither 
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 

Which had superfluous kings for messengers. 

Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronius. 

Ces. Approach, and speak. 

Eup. Such as I aui, I come from Autony: 

I was of late as petty to his ends. 

As is the morn-dew on the myitle leaf 
To Ins grand sea. 

Ces. Be it so: Declare thine office. 

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt: which, not granted. 
He lessens Ins requests *, and to thee sues 
To let bun breathe between the heavens and 
earth, 

A private man in Athens: This for him. 

Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 
Submits her to tliy might; and of thee craves 
The circle \ of the Ptolemies for her heirs. 

Now hazaided to thy grace. 

Ces. For Antony, 

I have no eats to his lequest. The queen 
Of audience, 1101 desire, shall fail; so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend, $ 

Oi take Ins life theie : This if she perfoim. 

She shall not sue uuheaid. So to them both. 
Eup. Fortune pursue thee! 

Ces. Bring linn through the bands. 

[Exit Euphronius. 
To try' thy eloquence, now 'us tune: Despatch ; 
from Antony win Cleopatra: promise, 

[To Thtreus. 

And in our name, what she requires: add more. 
From thine invention, offers: women are not. 

In their best fortunes, strong; but want will 
perjure [Thyreus; 

The ne'er-touch’d vestal; Try thy cunning. 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 

Thyr. Cesar, I go. 

Ces. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw ;U 
And what thou think'st his very action speaks 
in eveiy power that moves. 

Thyr. Cesar, I shall. [ Exeunt* 

SCENE XI. — Alexandria.—A Room in the 

„ Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charuian, 

and Iras. 

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno. Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this; 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of lus reason. What although you fled 
Fiom that gieat face of war, whose several 
lauges 

Frighted each other, why should he follow? 

The itch of lus affection should not then 

Have nick’d II his captainship ; at such a point 

When half to half the world oppos’d, he being 

Tbe mered question, ** 'twas a shame no less 

• 

• 

• Is north. t Euphronius , schoolmaster to An¬ 
tony’s children. { Diaderu, the crown. 
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Than was his loss, to course jour flyiug flags, 
And leave his navy ga/ing. 

Cleo. Pr'ythee, peace. 

Enter Antony, mth Euphronils. 

Ant . Is this his answer? 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Ant . The queen 

Shall then lia\e courtesy, so she will yield 
Us up. 

Eup. He says so. 

Ant. Let her know it.— 

To the boy Cesar send this grizlcd head. 

And he will till thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Clco. That head, my lord t 
Ant. To him again: Tell him, he wears the 
rose [note 

Of youth upon him ; from which the world should 
Something particular: his com, ships, legious. 
May be a coward’s; whose minister would 
prevail 

Under the sen ice of a child, as soon 

As l’thc command of Cesar : 1 dare him, tberefoie. 

To lay his gay comparisons * apart, 

And answer me, declin'd, t sword against 
sword. 

Ourselves alone: I’ll write it; follow me. 

[Exeunt Antony and Euphronils. 
Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Ce-ar will 
Unstute his happiness, and be stag’d to the show, 
Against a sworder.—1 see, men's judgments are 
A paicel i of their fortunes; and things outward 
To draw the inwaid quality after them. 

To suffer all alike. That he should dream. 
Knowing all measures, the full Cesar will 
Answer his emptiness!—Cesar, thou bast subdu’d 
His judgment too. 

Enter an Attend v\t. 

Att. A messenger from Cesar. 

Clco. \WiuL, no inoie ceremony ?—See my 1 
women!— 

Against the blown rose may they stop their nose, 
That kneel’d unto the buds.—Admit hun. Sir. 
Eno. Mine honesty and I begin to square. $ 

[Aside. 

The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly :—Yet, he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 

Does conquer lum that did his master conquer, 
Aud earns a place I’tlie story. 

Enter Thybeus. 

Clco. Cesar’s will ? 

Tkyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but friends: say boldly, 

Thyr. So, haply, || are they friends to Antony. 
Eno. He needs as many, Sir, as Cesar has; 

Or needs not us. If Cesar please, our master 
Will leap to be liis friend : For us, you know. 
Whose he is, we are; and that’s Cesar's. 

Tkyr. So.— 

Thus then, thou most renown'd I Cesar entreats, 
Not to consider m what case thou stand’at, 
Further than he is Cesar. 

Clco. Go on : Right royal. 

Thyr. He knows, that you embrace not An¬ 
tony 

As you did love, but as you fear’d him. 

Cleo. Oh ! 

Thyr. The scars npon your honour, therefore, 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes, [lie 

Not as deserv'd. 

Cleo. He is a god, and know* 

What is most right: Mine honour was not yielded. 
But conquer’d merely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, [Aside. 

I will ask Antony.—Sir, Sir, tbon’rt so leaky. 

That we must leave thee to thy siukmg, for 
’lby dearest quit thee. [Edit ENOBAnnus. 

* The companion* in which he indulge s on renewing 
Im» fortune aud mine. + lh.it am fallen. 

1 Of apiece with. $ Quarrel. I Perhapi. 
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Thyr . Shall I say to Cesar 
What you require of him ? for he partly begs 
To be desir’d to give. It much would please 
hun, 

That of hts fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spun*. 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 

And put yourself under his shroud, 

Tbe universal landlord. 

Clco. What’s your name ? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger, 

Say to great Cesar this. In disputation * 

I kiss his couqu’riug baud; tell him, I am 
prompt 

To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel: 
Tell him, from his all-obeyingt biealh 1 hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr . 'Tis your noblest course. 

WTsdom and fortune combating together. 

If that the former dare but what it can. 

No chance may shake it. Give me giuce to lay 
My duty on your baud. 

Cleo. Your Cesar’s father 
Oft, when he hath mus’d of taking kingdoms in. 
Bestow’d his lips on that uuworthy place, 

As it rain’d kisses. 

lie-enter Antony and Enodardls. 

Ant. Favours, by Jo\c that thunders!— 

What art thou, fellow ? 

Thyr. One, that but performs 
The bidding of the fullest uuu, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

Eno. You will be whipp’d. 

Ant. Approach, there:—A), you kite!—Now 
gods aud devils ! [ho ' 

Authority melts from me: Of late,when lery’d. 
Like boys unto a muss,; kings would stmt forth. 
And cry, Your will! Have you no ears \ I aui 

Enter Attendants. 

Antony >< t. Take hence this Jack,§ and whip- 
hun. 

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp. 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon aud stars ! [butanes 

Whip him:—Were’t twenty of the greatest tn- 
Tbat do acknowledge Cesar, should 1 find them 
So saucy with the baud of she heie, (What's hu 
name. 

Since she was Cleopatra?)—Whip him, fellows. 
Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, 

And whine aloud for mercy: Take him hence. 
Thyr. Mark Antony,— 

Ant. Tug him away; being whipp’d. 

Bring him again:—This Jack of Cesar's shall 
Bear us an errand to him.— 

[Exeunt Attend, with Tiiyri.us. 
You were halt blasted ere I knew you Ha 1 
Have I my pillow left unpress’d m Rome 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race. 

And by a gem of women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks oil feeders ? || 

Cleo. Good my lord,— 

Ant. You have been a boggier ever : 

But when we in our viciousuess grow hard, 

CO misery on’t!) the wise gods seel our eyes; 

In our own filth drop our clear judgment-;; 
make us 

Adoie our errors; laugh at us, while we strut 
To our confusion. 

Clco. Oh ! is it come to this 7 
Ant. 1 found you as a morsel cold upon 
Dead Cesar's tieucher; nay, you weic a fiag- 
ment 

Of Cneius Pompey's; besides what hotter hours. 
Unregister'd in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick’d out:—For I am sure, 

Though you can guess w r bat teinpeiauce should be 
You know not what it is. 

• SnppoftcJ to be an error for deputation, i. e. by pr< *y> 

+ breath which all obey. X Scramble 

$ A term of contempt. I 6m uma 



Scene. XI. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


Cleo, Wheicfoic is this? 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewatds 
And sav, Cod quit you ' he familiar with 
Mv playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal, 

And nlighter of high lieaits!—Oh! that I were 

Upon the lull ot Hasan, to outroar 

The horned herd ! for 1 have savage cause: 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A ballet’d neck, winch docs the hangman thank 
J-'or being yare • about him.—Is he whipp’d? 

Re-enter Attendants, Kith Tiiyrlus. 

1 Att. Soundly, my lord. 

Ant. Ciy’d he? and begg’d he pardon ? 

1 All. He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou 'vast not made his daughter; and he thou 
To follow* Cesni lit lus triumph, since [sony 
Thou hast been whipp’d lor following him: 
henceforth. 

The whit*; hand of a ladv fever thee. 

Shake tliou to look on’t.—Get thee hack to Cesar, 
Tell him thy entertainment: Iaiok thou sav, 
lie makes me angry with him, for lie seems 
Pi mid and disdainful, harping on what I am, 

Not what he knew I was: He makes me angry; 
And at this time most easy Mis to do’t; 

When my good stars, that were my former guides. 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their tires 
Into the abtsui ot hell. It he mislike 
My speech, and what is done ; tell him, he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranchis’d hondniau, whom 
lie may at pleasure whip, or hang, or tortme, 
As he shall like, to quit + me : Urge it thou : 
Hence, with thy stripes, begone. 

[£u7Thvbi.us. 

Clco. Have you done yet? 

Ant. Alack, our tenene moon 
Is now* tilipa’d; and it poitemb alone 
'1 lie tall of Antony ! 

Clco. I must stay bis tune. 

Ant. ’|o flatlet Cesai, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 

Cleo. Not know me ycl? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me! 

Cleo. All ! dear, if 1 be so. 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail. 
And poison it in the source ; and the nist stone 
I'll op ill my neck; as it detn mines j so 
Dissolve my life! The next Cesarion $ smite! 
Till, by degrees, the incmoiy of my womb. 
Together with my Inave Egyptians all. 

By the discaiidying j| of this pelleted stonn. 

Lie graveless ; till the files and gnats of Nile 
Have bui led them for prey 1 
Ant. I am satisfied. 

Cesn sits down in Alexandra; where 
I will oppose Ins fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held : our sever’d navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet,IF tincat’uing most 
sealike. 

Wheie hast thou been, my heart ?—Dost thou 
hear, lady ? 

If from the field 1 shall ictmn once more 
To kiss these lips, 1 will appear in blood; 

I and my sword will earn 0111 chronicle ; 

There is hope in it yet. 

Cleo. That's my biave loid I 
Ant. I will be treble-sinew’d, licaited, breath’d. 
And fight maliciously : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests : but now, I’ll set my teeth, 

And send to daikness all that stop me.—Come, 
Let’s have one othei gaudy night: call to me 
All my sad captains, fill our bowls; once more 
Let’s mock the midnight bell. 

Clco. It is my birth-day : 

1 had thought to have held it poor; but, since 
my lord 

Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant . We'll yet do well. 

• Handy. + Requite. t Dissolves. 

| Her looby Julia* Ceiar. t Meltiug. 

^ Float. 
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Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them : and lo-iugbt 
I’ll force 

The wine peep through their scais.—Come on, 
tny queen ; 

There’s sap 111 ’t yet. The next tune 1 do fight. 
I'll make death love me ; for I will contend 
Even witii his pestilent scythe. 

[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and 
Attendants. 

Eno. Now he’ll out-stare the lightning. To 
lie furious. 

Is, to be frighted out of feai : and, in that 
mood. 

The dove will peck the estridge ; • and 1 see still, 
A diminution 111 our captain's In am 
Kestoies his heart : When valour pteys on 
leasou. 

It eats the swoid it fights with. I will seek 
Some way to leave him. [Exit. 


ACT IV. 

SCEXE /.—Cesar’s Camp at Alexandria. 

Enter Clsar, reading a I jet ter ; Ackippa, 
Mfcanas, and others. 

Ces. He calls me boy ; and chides, as be had 
l»ower 

To beat me out of Egypt: 1113 ^ messenger 
He bath whipp'd with rods ; dares me to per¬ 
sonal combat; 

Cesar to Antony :—Let the old ruffian know, 

1 nave many othei ways to die ; mean tune. 
Laugh at lus challenge. 

Alec. Cesar must think, 

When one so gieat begins to rage, he’s hunted 
Even to tailing. Give him no bieatli, but now 
Make boott ot his distraction: Never auger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Ces. Let our best heads 
Know, that to-motrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight:—Within our files there are 
Of those that seiv’d Mark Antony but late. 
Enough to fetch him 111 . See it be done ; 

And least the aimv : we have store to do’t, 

Aud they have earn’d the waste. Poor Antony ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE II.—Alexandria.—A Room in the 

Palace. 

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enof.arbus, 
Charmivx, Iras, Alexas, and others. 

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius? 
Eno. No. 

Ant. Why should he not? 

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better 
fortune. 

He is twenty men to one. 

Ant. To-morrow, soldier, 

By sea and land I’ll tight: or I will live. 

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Won't thou fight well ? 
Eno. I'll strike; and cry, Take all. 

Ant. Well said ; conic on.— 

Call forth my household servants; let’s to-night 

Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our meal.—Give me thy hand. 
Thou hast been rightly honestso hast thou 
And thou,—and thoii,—and thou :—you have 
serv’d me well, 

And kings have been your fellows. 

Cleo. What means this ? 

Eno. 'Tis one of those odd tricks, which sor¬ 
row shoots [Aside, 

Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honest too. 

I wish, I could be made so many men; 

And all of you clapp'd up together iu 

* Ostrich. f Take adraotrge 
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4n Antony; that I might do you service. 

So good as you have doue. 

Scro. The gods forbid i 
Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to¬ 
night : 

Scant not my caps ; and make as much of me, 
A* when mine empire was your fellow too. 

And suffer’d my command. 

Cleo. What does he mean ? 

Eno. To make his followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to-night; 

Way be, it is the period of your duty: 

Haply, * you shall not see liie more : or if, 

A mangled shadow: perchance, to-morrow 
You'll serve another master. 1 look on yon, 

As one that takes his leave. Miue honest friends, 
I turn you not away; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death: 
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more. 

And the gods yield t yon for't 1 
Eno . What mean you. Sir, 

To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep ; 
And I, an ass, an omon-ey'd—for 6lianie ! 
Transform us not to women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho ! + 

Now the witch take me, if 1 meant it thus ! 
Grace grow where those drops fall l My hearty 
frieuds. 

You take me iu too dolorous a sense: 

1 spake to von for >our comfort: did desire you 
To burn this night with torches: Know, my 
hearts, • 

I hope well of to-morrow; and will lead you, 

W here rather I’ll expect victorious life, 

Than death and honour. Let’s to supper; come 
And drown consideration. [Eicunt. 

SCENE Til.—The same.—Before the Palace. 

Enter two Soldiers, to their Guard. 

1 Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the 

day. 

2 Sold. It will determine one way: fare jou 

well. 

Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ? 

1 Sold. Nothing : \\ hat liens ? 

2 Sold. Belike, 'tis but a rumour : 

Good night to >ou. 

1 Sold. Well, Sir, good night. 

Enter two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold. Soldiers, 

Have careful watch. 

3 Sold. And you : Good night, good night. 

[The first tuo place themseliis at thiir 
Posts. 

4 Sold. Here we : \They take their Posts.] 

and if to-morrow 

Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

3 Sold. ’Tis a brave army. 

And full of purpose. 

[ilfuaic of Hautboys under the Stage. 

4 Sold. Peace, what noise ? 

1 Sold. List, list! 

2 Sold. Hark ! 

1 Sold. Music i'the air. 

3 Sold. Under the earth. 

4 Sold. It sign* § well, 

Does’t nott 

3 Sold. No. 

1 Sold. Peace, I say. What should this mean ? 

2 Sofd. 'Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony 

lov'd, 

Now leaves him. 

1 S&i. Walk; let's see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do. 

[They advance to another Post. 

2 Sold . How now, masters f 
Sold. How now? 

How now 1 do yon bear this f 

[Several speaking together. 


1 Sold. Ay I Is't not strange t 
3 Sold . Do you hear, masters? do you btarf 
1 Sold. Follow the uoise so far as we have 
quarter; 

Let's see how't will give off. 

Sold. [Several speaking.] Content : Tis 
strauge. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—The same.—A Room in the 

Palace. 

Enter Antony and Cleopatra; Charmxax, 
and others, attending. 

Ant. Eros! mine armour, Eros ! 

Clio. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck.—Eros, come ; mine ar¬ 
mour, Eros 1 

Enter Eros, with Armour. 

Come, my good fellow, put tlnne iron on :— 

If fortune be not ou.'s to-day, it is 
Because we bra\e her.—Come. 

Cleo. Nay, I'll help too. 

Wliat's this for? 

Ant. Ah, let be, let he I thou art [this. 

The armourer of my heait:—False, false ; this, 
Cleo. Sooth, la. I'll help: Thus it must be. 
Ant. Well, well; [ieliow ? 

We shall thrive now.—See'st thou, my good 
Go, put <m th> defences. 

Eros. Briefly, • Sir. 

(’It o. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely: 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To doff’t for our repose, shall hear a siorin.— 
Thou fumblcst, Eros; and mv queen’s a '•quite 
More tight t at this, than thou: Despatch.—O 
love, [kiien’st 

That thou could’st see iny wars to-dk>, and 
The royal occupation ! thou should’st sec 

Enter an Officer, armed. 

A workman in't.—Good morrow to thee ; wel- 
1 come: [charge: 

Thou look’st like him that knows a warlike 
To business that we love, we use betiuic. 

And go to it with delight. 

1 Off. A thousand. Sir, 

Early though it he, have on their nvctttd t:im 
And at the port expect you. 

[Shout. Tt umpets. Tlout isti. 

Enter other Officers, and Soldilkn. 

2 Of. The morn is fair.—Good morrow, go 

uerat. 

All. Good morrow, general. 

Ant. ’Tis well blown, lads. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to he of note, begins betimes.— 

So, 60 ; come, give me that: this way ; well 
said. 

Fare thee well, dame, whate'er becomes of me: 
This is a soldier's kiss : rebukahle, 

[Kisses her. 

And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment; I'll leave thee 
Now, like a man of 6teel.—You, that will fight. 
Follow me close; I'll bring you to’t.—Adieu. 

[Exeunt Antony, Eros, Officers, and 
Soldiers. 

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber ? 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Cesar might 
Determine this great war in single fight! 

Then, Antony,—But now,—Well, on. 

i [Exeunt 

SCENE V .— Antony's Camp near Alex. 

andria . 

Trumpets sound.—Enter Antony and Eros ; 
a Soldier meeting them . 

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to 
Antony. 


* Perhaps, 


t Reward. 
1 Bodes. 


t Desist. 


* Shortly 


t Adroit. 



Scene VI. 

Ant. Would, (lion and those thy scars bad 
once prevail'd 
To make me nvlit at land; 

Sold. Had’bt thou done so. 

The kings thu have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning lelt thee, would have still 
Follow’d thy heels. 

Ant. Who's gone this morning! 

Sold. Who! 

One ever neai the'*: Call for Enoharbus, 

He shall not hear thee; or from Cesar's camp 
Say, I am none of thine. 

Ant. What say’at thou 1 
Sold. Sir, 
lie is with Cesar 

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasuie 
lie has not with him. 

Ant. Is lie gone ! 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after; doit; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee: write to Jinn 
(1 will subscribe) gentle adieus and greetings: 
ha>, that 1 wish he ucvci find more cause 
To change a master.—Oh I my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men Eros, despatch. 

[Exeunt. \ 

SCEXE F/.—Cesar’s Camp before Alex¬ 
andria. 

Flourish.—Enter Clsar with Agrippa, Exo- 
ha hues, and others. 

Cl*. Go forth, Aguppa, and begin the fight; 
Om will i 3 , Antony be took ali\e; 

Make it so known. 

Apr. Cesai, 1 shall. {Evit Acrippa. 

Ces. The time of mmcrsnl peace is near: 
Prove this a prospeious day, the linee-iiook’d 
Shall bear the olive fieri). [world 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Autoliv 
Is come into the field. 

Civ. Go, cliaige Agrippa 
Plant those that have revolted in the van. 

That Antony may seem to spend Ins fury 
l-pon himself. 

[I'lxeunt Cesvr and his Train. 
Eno. Alexas did revolt: and went to Jcwiy, 

On attairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Heiod to niriiue himself to Cesai, 

Autl leave lus mastei Antony : for his pains, 
Cesar hath hang'll him. Canulius, and the test 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. 1 have done ill; 

Of which 1 do accuse myself so solely. 

That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Cesar's. 

Sold. Enoharbus, Antony 
Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus : The messenger 
Came oil my guard; and at thy tent is now, 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. 1 give it you. 

Sold. Mock me not, Enoharbus. 

1 tell you ti tie: Best that you saf’d the bringer 
out of the host: 1 must attend mine office, 

Or would have done’t myself. Your empeior 
Continues still a Jove. 

[iZrif Soldier. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 

And feel 1 am so most. O Antony, 

Thou mine of bounty, bow would'st thou have paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold I This blows • my 
heart. 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought: hut thought! will do’t, 

1 feel. 

I fight agaiust thee l—No: I will 50 seek 
Some ditch, wherein to die; the loul’st best fits 
My latter part of life. [^aif. 

• t Conscience. 
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of Battle between the 
Camps. 

Alarum.—Drums and trumpets.—Enter 
Agrippa, aied others. 

Agr • Retire, we have engag'd ourselves too far; 
Cesar himself has work, aud our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exeunt. 

Alarum.—Enter Antony, and Scards 
wounded. 

Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought in¬ 
deed t 

Had we done so at first, we had driven them 
With clouts about their heads. [home 

Ant . Thou bleed’st apace. 

Scar. 1 had a wound here that was like a T, 
But now ’tis made an H. 

Ant . They do retire. 

Scar . We’ll beat 'em into bench-holes; I 
have yet 

Room for six scotches # more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros . They are beaten, Sir; and our advantage 
For a fair victoiy.' [serves 

Scar. Let us score their Larks, 

And snatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind ; 
•Tis sport to maul a runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 
Once foi thy spntely comfort, and ten fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. I'll halt after. [Exeunt* 

SCENE VIII.—Under the ualls of Alex. 

andna. 

Alarum. Enter Anton y, marching; Scvnis, 
and Forces. 

Ant. We have beat him to his camp; Run one 
before. [row, 

And let the queen know of our guests.—To-moi- 
Betore the sun shall see us, we’ll s, ill the blood 
That ha^ to-day escap’d. I thank you all; 

For doughty t-iumled are you : and have fought 
Not as you serv’d the cause, but as it had been 
Each man's like mine; you have shown all 
Hectors. 

Enter the city, dipt your wives, your friends. 
Tell them your teats; whilst they, with joyful 
tears, ’ [kiss 

Wash the congealment from your wounds, and 
The honour’d gashes whole.—Give me thy hand; 

[To Scares. 

Enter Cleopatra, attended . 

To this great fairy j I'll commend tby acts. 

Make her thanks bless thee.—O thou day o’the 
world. 

Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all. 
Through proof of harness to my heai t and thcio 
Ride 011 the pants triumphing. 

Cleo. Loid of lords I 

O infinite virtue! com’st thou smiling fiom 
The world's great snare uucaiight? 

Ant. My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds. What, gill, 
though grey [we 

Do something mingle with our blown ; yet have 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get gaol for gaol ot youth. Behold this man; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring liaud;— 
Kiss it, my wairior:—He hath fought to-day. 

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy'd in such a shape. 

Cleo. I’ll give thee, friend. 

An nnnour all of gold : ir was a king's. 

Ant. He lias deserv’d It, were it carbuncletl 
Like holy Phoebus' car.—Give ine thy nand ; 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march; .* 

• Cut*. t Brave. $ Embrar*. 

| Beaut)', united with power, was the charuiteriallc ot 
Dunes. 
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Bear our back'd targets like the men that owe 
them : * 

Had our great palace the capacity 

To camp this host, we all would sup together, 

Aud drink carouses to the nt\t day’s late, 

Which promises royal peril.—Tiumpeters, 

With biazeu dm blast you the city’s ear; 

Make mingle with our rait'mg tabouiines; 

That heaven and earth ma> strike tlieir sounds 
together, 

Applauding our appioach. [Exeunt. 

SCENE JX .— Cesar’s Camp. 

Sentinels on their Post. Enter Enodakbus. 

1 Sold . If we be not leliev’d within this hotn, 
We must leturn to the court oi guard :f The 

night 

Is shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle 
By tire second hum I’thc mom. 

2 Sold. 'Ibis la->t day was 
A shrewd one to us. 

Eno. o bear me witness, night!— 

3 Sold. W lint man is this l 

2 Sold. Stand close, and list to him. 

Eno. B* witness to me, O thou blessed moon, 
When men revolted shall upon iecord 
Bear hatelui memoir, poor Enobaibus did 
Before thy face repent!— 

1 Sold. Enobarbus ! 

3 Sold. Peace ; 

Hark further. 

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 
The poisonous damp of night disponge ; upon uir; 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me: Throw my heart 
Against the tlmt and hardness of my lauit; 
Which, being dried with grief, will brejk to 
powder. 

And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 
l'oigivc me in thine own particular; 

But let the world rank me m register 
A master-leaser, and a fugitive: 

O Antony i O Antony f [Dies, 

2 Sold. Let’s speak 
To him. 

1 Sold. Let's bear him, for the things he speaks 
May concern Cesar. 

3 Sold. Let’s do so. But he sleeps. 

1 Sold. Swoons rather; for so bad a prayer 

as his 

Was never yet for sleeping. 

2 Sold. Go we to him. 

3 Sold. Awake, awake. Sir; speak to us. 

2 Sold. Hear you, Sir. 

1 Sold. The hand of death hath raught $ him. 
Hark, the drums 

[Drums afar off. 

Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard ; he is of note : our hour 
Is fully out. 

3 Sold. Come on then; 

He may recover yet. 

[Eveunt wilh the Body. 
SCENE X. —Between the tuo Camps. 

Enter Antony and Scarus, with Forces 
marching. 

Ant. Th#ir preparation is to-day by sea; 

We please them not by land. 

Scar,, ftor both, iny lord. 

Ant. I would, they’d fight i'tlie fire, or in the 
. air; 

We’d fight there too. But this it is : Oui foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 

SliaH stay with us ; order for sea is given ; 
have put forth the haven : Further on, 
e their appointment we may best discover. 
And-look ou their endeavour. [Exeunt. 

, * At becomes the warriors thnt own them. t The 
S«aril>room. t Pour out, as a sponge when 

squeezed. 4 The aocieut preterite tcueeof reach. 


Act iv. 

Enter Cesar with his Forces, marching. 

Ces. But being chaig’d, we will be siill by 
land. 

Which, as 1 taKc’t, we shall; foi his best foice 
Is forth to man his gal lies. To the vales. 

And hold our best advantage. [Escuvt. 

Bc-entei' Antony and Sc Anus. 

Ant. Yet they’re not join’d : Where youuder 
pine does stand, 

I shall discovei all ; I’ll bring thee woid 
Straight how *us like to go. [/.a if. 

Scar. Swallows have built 
In Cleopatra’s sails thei. nests: the aiigums 
Say, they know rot,—they cannot tell,—look 
grimly. 

And dare not speak tlieir knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant and dejected ; and, by starts, 

His fietted fortunes give him hope and fcai. 

Of wbai he has and has not. 

Alarum afar off , as at a Sea Fight. 

Be-enter Antony. 

Ant. All is lost I 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me: 

My fleet have yielded to the foe ; and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and caioase logethei 
Like friends long lost.—Tnple-tiirn’d whole ! • 
’tis thou 

Hast 6old me to this novice; and my heart 
Makes only wais on thee.—Bid them all fly : 

For when I am reveng’d upon my charm, 

I have done allBid them ail fly, begone. 

[Eiit Scari s. 

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more: 

Foitune and Antony part here; even here 
Do we shake hands.—All come to this ?—The 
hearts 

That spaniel’d me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do di stand), melt their sweets 
On blossoming Cesai ; and this pine la balk’d. 
That overtopp’d them all. Betray’d 1 am: 

O this false soul of Egypt! this grave chaim,* 
Whose eye beck’d \ forth my wars, and call’d 
them home ; 

Whose bosom was my crow net, my chief end. 
Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose, ? 
Beguil’d me to the very heart of loss.— 

What, Eros, Eros I 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah 1 thou spell! Avaunt. 

Cleo . Why is my loid enrag'd against his 
love ? 

Ant. Vanish ; oi I shall give thee thy deserv¬ 
ing. 

And blemish Cesar's triumph. Let lain take thee, 
And hoist thee up to tbe shouting plebeians : 
Follow bis chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown 
For poor’st diminutives, to dolts : || and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 
With her prepared nails. [EvU Cleo.] *Tis well 
tlion’rt gone. 

If it be well to live : But better ’twere 
Thou fell’st into iny fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many.—Eros, bo !— 

The sliiitof Ncssus is upon me : Teach me, 
Alcides, ^ thou mine ancestor, thy ia»e : 

Let me lodge Lidias on the hoi nso'the moon ; 

And with those hands, that giasp’d the heaviest 
chin. 

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die ; 
To the Roman hoy 6he hath sold me, and 1 fall 
Under tins plot: she dies loi’i.—Eros, ho ! 

[Exit. 

• Cleopatra first belonged to Julius Cesar, then tc 
Anton), und non, o< Antony suppose*, to Augustus. 
j ’Hits majestic Ln.autj. 2 Called lorili. 

4 A cheating game, at nnu lit named j/vicking at iht 
bflt. 1 (or tbe smallest niece ol monc) to clonus. 

^ Hercules. ** The boy that brought ih« 

poisoned shirt to Hercules. 
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SCJZXE XI —Alexandria.- 

Palace. 


-A /loom in the ' Heart, once be stronger than tby conlincnt,* 

Crack thy tiail case !—Apace, Eros, apace. 

No more a soldier:—Bruised puces, go : 

You have been nobly borne.—Fiom me awhile. 


Enter Ci.corATin, Chaumian, Iras, and 

M\RDIA.N. 

Clco. Help me, my women! Oh, he is more 
mad 

Than Telamon • for his shield; the hoar of 
Was ne\«r so emboss'd t [Thessaly 

('har. To the monument; 

There lock yourself, and send hnn word you are 
dead. 

The soul and body rive J not more in parting. 
Than gicatucss going off. 

Clro. 'lo the monument■ 

Mardian, go tell him 1 have slain myself; 

Say, that the last 1 spoke was, Antony; 

And word it, pr’ythee, piteously: Hence, 

Mardian ; and bring me how he takes my death.— 
To the monument. [ Eitunt . 

SCEXE XII.—The same.—Another llocm. 

Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet heliold’st me? 

/•'row Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud that's dra- 
gouish ; 

A \apour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 

A tower’d citadel, a pendant lock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon’!, (hat nod unto the woild. 

And mock our eyes with air : Thou hast seen 
these signs ; 

They are black vespei's pageants. 

Eios. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That, winch is now a horse, even with a 
thought. 

The rack $ dislnnbs; and makes It indistinct. 

As water is in water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, [| Eros, now thy captain 
Turn such a body : here I am Autony; [is 
Yet cannot bold this visible shape, my knave. 

1 made these wars for Egypt; and the queen,— 
Whose heait, 1 thought, I had, for the had 
mine— 

(Which, whilst it was mine, bad annex'd unto’t 
A million more, now lost)—she, Eros, has 
Pack’d cards with Cesar and false play'd my 
t'nto an enemy's triumph.— [glory 

Nay, weep not,’ gentle Eios ; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves.—-Oh I thy vile lady f 

Enter Mardian. 

She has rohb’d me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony ; 

My mistress lov’d thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 

Ai t. Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace : 

She hath betray'd me, and shall die the death. 
Mar. Death of one persou can be paid hut 
once; 

And that she has discharg'd: What thou would’st 
do, 

Js done unto thy hand; the last she spake 
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony ! 

Then in the midst a tearing groan did bieak 
The name of Antony , it was divided 
Between her heait and lips: she render’d life. 
Thy name so buried m her. 

Ant. Dead then ? 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Eros, unarm : the long day's task is 
done. 

And we must sleepThat thou deparl’st hence 
6afe, 

Does pay thy labour richly; Go.—Off, pluck 
off;— {Exit Mardian. 

The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery' from my heart. O cleave,my sides 1 


[Exit Litcs, 

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep tor my paidon. So it must be, for now 

All length ia torture:— Since the toich i-> out. 

Lie down, and stiay no further: Now all labour 
.Mars what it does; yea, veiy foice entangles 
Itself with strength: Seal tlicu,f and all is 
done.— 

Eros !—I come, my queen :—Eros !—Stay for me 
Where souls do couch on lloweis, we’ll hand m 
hand, 

And with our sprightly poit make the ghosts gaze : 
Dido and her >Enc:ts shall want tioops. 

And all the haunt be ours.—Come, Eros, Eros 1 

Re-enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

1 have liv’d in such dishonour, that the god 3 
Detest m> baseness. I, that with my swoid 
Quarter’d' the world, and o’er green Neptune’s 
back 

Wnh ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble nuud 
Than she, which, by her death, our Cesar tells, 
lam conquerer of viysclj. Thou ait sworn, 
Eros, [now 

That, when the exigent should come, (which 
is come indeed) when I should see behind me 
The inevitable prosecution ot 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command. 
Thou then would’st kill me: do't; the time is 
come : 

Thou stnk’st not me, 'tis Cesar thou defeat’s!. 
Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eros. The gods withhold me ! 

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts. 
Though enemy, lost ami aud could not ? 

Ant. Eros, [see 

Would’st thou be window’d in great Rome, and 
Thy master thus with pleach’d; arms, bending 
down 

Hit corrigible > neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative (] shame ; whilst the wheel'd seat 
Of foitunate Cesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued f 
Eros. I would not sce’t. 

Ant. Come then ; for with a wound I must be 
cur’d. 

Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most usefnl for thy country. 

Eros. O Sir I pardou me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, swor'st thou 
not then 

To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once; 

Or thy precedent services aie all 
But accidents iinpurposM. Draw and come. 
Eros. Turn nom me then that noble counte¬ 
nance 

Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 
Ant. Lo tlice. [Turning from him. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou hast drawn it 
Eros. My dear master, 

Mv captain, and my emperor! let me say, 

Before 1 stiike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. 'Tis said, man and farewell. 

Eios. Farewell, great chief. Shall 1 strike 
now ? 

Ant. Now, El os. 

Eros. Why, theie then 

on his Sword. 
Thus do I escape iho sorrow 
Of Antony’s death. [Died. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself! 

Thou teacliest me, O valiant Eios, what 


• Ajax Telamon for the shield of Achilla*. ( , . , . . . 

t linboss. ID hunting, )■ when the animal foams at the i • Than the bodv which contains thee T A tnc- 
,. <u utli. } Split. 4 The track, or form, destroys, tapbor borrowed from cmi contracts. « Toluca, 

| Scivaut. 1 i Corrected. Corroding. 
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1 should, and tliou could’st not. My queen and 
Eros 

Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 
A nobleness in record: but I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 
As to a lover's bed. Come then; and, Eros, 
Thy master dies thy scholar: to do thus 

[Falling on his Suord. 
1 learn'd of thee. How 1 not yet dead ? not 
dead ?— 

The guard 1—ho 1—Oh ! despatch me. 

Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What’s the noise 7 

Ant. I have done my work ill, friends; Oh I 
make an end 
Of what I have begun. 

2 Guard. The star is fallen. 

1 Guard. And time is at his period. 

All. Alas, and woe ! 

Ant. Let him that loves me, strike me dead. 

1 Guard. Not I. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 

3 Guard. Nor any one. [Exeunt Guard. 
Dcr. Til) death and fortunes bid thy followers 

fly. 

This sword but shown to Cesar, with this tiding!:. 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedrs. 

Dio. Where’s Antony? 

Dtr. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he 7 

Wilt thou not answer, man? [ Exit Dercetas. 
Ant. Ait thou theie, Diomed ? Diaw thy 
sword, and give me 
Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio. Most absolute lord. 

My mistress Cleopatia sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee? 

Dio. Now, my loid. 

Ant. Wheie is she ? 

Dio. Lock’d in her monument. She had a 
prophesying feai 

Of what hath come pass : for when she saw 
(Which never should be found,; you did suspect 
She had dispos’d • with Cesar, and that your 
rage 

Would not be purg’d, sbe sent you word she was 
dead ; 

But, fearing smee how it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and 1 am come, 

I dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed Call my guard, 
I pr’ythec. 

Dio. What, ho! the emperor’s guard! The 
guard, what ho! 

Come, your lord calls. 

Enter some of the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra 
bides: 

'Tis the last service that I shall command you. 

1 Guard. Woe are we. Sir, you may not live 
to wear 

All yonr true followers out. 

All. Most heavy day 1 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please 
sharp fate 

To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
6 eeming to bear it lightly. 'JTake me up : 

have led you oft; carry me now, good friends, 
And bsve my thanks for all. 

Y , [Exeunt, bearing Antony. 

SCENE XIII.—The same.—A Monument. 

Enter above , Cleopatra, Charmian, and 

Iras. 

.Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
'Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo, No, I will not: 


All strange and terrible events are welcome. 

But comtorts we despise; our size of soirow. 
Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great 

Enter Diomedrs. 

As that which makes it.—How now ? is lie dead I 
Dio. His death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o’the other side your monument. 

His guard hath brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, borne by the Guard. 
Cleo. O thou suu. 

Burn the great sphere thou mov’st in!—dark, 
hug * stand 

The varying shore o'the world 1—O Antony C 
Antony, Antony !—Charmian, help ; help, Iras: 
Help, friends below; let’s draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace: 

Not Cesar’s valour bath o’erthrown Antony, 

But Antony’s hath triumphed on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Autony : but woe *Us so 1 
Ant. I am dying, Eiypt, <l>intr; only 
I here importune death a while, until 
Of many thousand hisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips.— 

Cleo. I daie not, dear 
(Dear my lord, paidoii,; I dare not, 

Lest I be takcu: not the imperious show 
Of the fiill-fortun'd Cesar e\ei shall 
Be brooch’d t with me: it knife, drugs, ser¬ 
pents, have 

Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe: 

A our wife Octawu, with lie; modest eyes, 

And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour 
Deuiuring upon uie.—But come, come, An¬ 
tony,— 

Help me, my women, we must diaw thee up 
Assist, good triends. 

Ant. O quick, or I am cone. 

Cleo. Here's sport, indeed 1 —How heavy weighs 
my loid 1 

Our strength is all gone into heaviness, 
llut makes the weight: Had 1 great Juno’s 
power. 

The strong-uing’d Mercury should fetch thee up. 
And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a 
little,— 

Wishers were ever foolsO come, come, come , 

[They draw Antony ay. 
Aud welcome, welcome! die where thou hast 
liv’d : 

Quicken with kissing; had my lips that power, 
rims would I wear them out. 

All. A heavy sight I 
Ant. I am dung, Egypt, dying : 

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 
Cleo. No, let me speak; and let me rail so 
high, 

That the false housewife Fortune break her 
Provok’d by iny offence. [wheel 

Ant. One word, sweet queen : 

Of Cesar seek your honour, with your safe, 
ty.—O 1 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, bear me : 

None about Cesar trust, but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands. I’ll trust; 
None about Cesar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my end, 
Lament nor sorrow at: but please your thoughts, 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv’d, the greatest prince o’the world. 
The noblest; and do now not basely die. 

Nor cowardly ; put ofT my helmet to 
My countryman ; a Roman, by a Roman, 
Valiantly vanquish'd. Now, my spirit is going; 

I can no more. [Dies* 

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo't die ? 

Hast thou no care of me? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence Is 
No better than a stye ?—O see, my women. 

The crown o'the earth doth meltMy lord I- 

• 


* Made terms with 


Without li(bt. 


7 Adorned. 



Scene I. 

Oh I wither'd is the garland of the war. 

The soldier's pole * is fallen; young boys, and 
girls. 

Are level now with men: the odds is gone, 

And there is nothing left remaikable, 

Beneath the visiting moon. [She faints. 

Char. O quietness, lady ! 

Jras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char. Lady,— 

Jras. Madam,— 

Char. O madam, madam, madam I 
Iras. Royal Egypt ! 

Empress I 

Char. Peace, peace, Iras. 

CLco. No more, but e'en a woman; and com¬ 
manded 

By such poor passion as the maid that milks. 

And does the meanest chares, t—It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 

To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had stolen our jewel. All’s but naught; 
Patience is sottish ; and impatieuce does 
Become a dog that's mad : Then, is it sin. 

To rush into the secret house of death. 

Ere death dare come to us.f—How do 7 you, 
women ? 

What, what? good cheer 7 Why, how now, 
Charmian ? 

My noble girls !—Ah, women, women ! look, 

Our lamp is spent, it’s out:—Good Sirs, take 
heart:— 

[To the Guard bclou. 
We'll bury him : and then, what’s bra\e, what’s 
noble, 

Let’s do it after the high Homan fashion. 

And make death proud to take us. Louie, away : 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 

Ah, women, women! come; we ha\e no fneud 
But ievolution, and the briefest end. 

[Exeunt: those aboie bearing off Antony’- 
Body. 


ACT V. 

SCENE /.—CLSin's Camp before Alt a an- 

dria . 

Enter Cesvr, Acripfi, Dolacelh, Meca:- 
nas, Gallus, 1‘koculkius, and othn s . 

Ccs. Go to him, Dolahella, hid him yield; 
Being so frustrate,; tell him, lie mocks us by 
The pauses that he makes. 

I hi. Cesar, I shall. 

[Exit Dolabella. 
Enter Dercftas, irith the sword of Antony. 

Ces. Wherefore is that t aud what art thou, 
that dar’st 

Appear thus 9 to us 1 
Der. 1 am call’d Dercetas: 

Mark Antony I serv'd, who best was worthy 
Best to be serv'd : whilst he stood up aud spoke. 
He was my master; and I wore my life. 

To spend upon his haters: If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I'll be to Cesar; if thou pleasest not, 

I yield thee up my life. 

Ces. What is't thou say'stf 

Der. I say, O Cesar, Antony is dead. 

Ces. The breaking of &o great a thing should 
make [shook 

A greater crack: The round world should have 
Lion** into civil streets. 

And citizens to their dens 1 The death of Antony 
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Der. He is dead, Cesar; 

Not by a public minister of justice. 

Nor by a hired knife : but that self hand. 

Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 

* The ■oldiiHi object of admiration. 4 Talk-work. 
t Frunrated. $ With Antony'i bloody iword. J 
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Hath, with the courage which the heart did 
lend it, 

Splitted the heart.—This is his sword, 

I robb'd his wound of it: behold it stain'd 
With bis most noble blood. 

Ces. Look you sad, friends t 
The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

Agr. And strange it is, 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Mec. His taints and houours 
Waged equal with him. 

Agr. A rarer spirit never 
Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us meu. Cesar is touch'd. 
Mic. When such a spacious mirror's set be¬ 
fore lmn, 

He needs must see himself. 

Ces . O Antony f 

f have follow'd thee to this:—But we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shewn to thee such a declining day, 

Or look on thine ; we could not stall together 
I In the whole world : But yet let me lament. 

With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts. 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
*u top of aJl design, my mate in empire, 

I Ft.end aad companion in the front of war. 

The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his* thoughts did kindle,—that 
our stars, 

Unreconcileable, should divide 

Our equaiuess to this.—Hear me, good friends,— 

But I will tell you at some meeter season ; 

Enter a Messenger. 

I he business of this man looks out of h.m, 

We'll near him what he says.—Whence are yon ? 
Mess. A poor Egyptian vet. The queen my 
mistress, 

Confin’d in all she has, her monument. 

Of thy intents desires instruction : 

I hat she preparedly may irawe herself 
To the nay she’s forced to. 

Ces. Bid bei ha\ e good heart; 

She soon shall know of us, hj some of ouis. 

How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her : for Cesar cannot live 
l’o he ungentle. 

Mess'. So the gods preserve thee! [Fjit. 
(V v. Come hithei, Proculeius : Go, and sa» 
We purpose her no shame : give her what com- 
foi ts 

The quality of her passion shall require ; 

Lest, in her greatness, by some moiUl stioke 
She do defeat us ; foi her life in Rome, 

Would be eternal 111 our tuumpb : Go, 

And, with your speediest, bring us what she says, 
Aud how you find of her. 

Pro. Cesar I shall. 

[Exit Proculeius 
Ccs. Gallus, go you along.—Where’s Dolt 
beila, 

To second Proculeius! 

[Exit Gallus. 

Agr. Mec . Dolabella! 

Ces. Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he’s employed: he shall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my tent, where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war; 

How calm aud gentle 1 proceeded still 
In all my writings : Go with me, aud see 
What I can show in this. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Alexandria.—A Room in the 

Monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmain, and Iras. 

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life ; 'Tis paltry to be Cesar; 

Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave, t 

* Its. t Servant. 
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A minister of her will; And it is great 
To do that thing that euds all other deeds; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 
The beggar's nurse and Cesar's. 

Enter, to tte Gates of the Monument , Procu¬ 
leius, Callus, a?id Soldurs. 

Pro . Cesar seuds greeting to the queen of 
Egypt; 

And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou inean’st to have him grant thee. 

CCeo. [Within.] What’s tin name? 

Pro. My name is Proculeius. 

Cleo. [ iVithin .] Antony 
Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv’d. 

That have no use for trustiug. If your mastei 
Would have a queen his beggai, you must teii him, 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please 
To give me conquer'd Egypt for iny son, 

He gives me so much of mine own, as 1 
At ill kneel to hitn with thanks. 

Pro. Be of good cheer : 

You are fallen into a princely hand; fear no¬ 
thing ; 

Make your full reference freely to my lord, 

At ho is so full of grace, that it Hows over 
On all that need : Let me repoit to him 
Your sweet dependency ; and yon shall rind 
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindness, 
AVhere he for grace is kneel’d to. 

Cleo, [ Within .] Pray you, tell him 
1 am his fortune’s vassal, and 1 send him 
The greatness he has got. • I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience, and would gladly 
Look him i'the face. 

Pro, This I'll report, dear lady. 

Have comfort: for I know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it. 

Gal. You see how easily she may he sur¬ 
priz’d ; 

I Here Proculeius, and tno of the Guard, 
ascend the Monument by a Ladder placed 
against a Window , and having descended, 
come behind Cleopatra. Some of the 
Guard unbar and open the Gates. 

Cuard her till Cesar come* 

[To Proculeius and the Guard. Exit . 
Callus. 

■Iras. Royal queen! 

Char. O Cleopatra ! thou art taken, queen !— 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[Drautvg a Dagger . 
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

[Seises and disarms her. 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are m this 
Reliev’d, but not betray’d. 

Cleo. Wh?t, ot death too 
That rids our dogs of languish ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master's bounty, by 
The undoing of yourself: let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your deatli 
AVill never let come forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou, death ? 

Come hither, come I come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars! 

Pro. O temperance, lady I 
Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I’ll not drink. 
If idle talk will once be necessary, [Sir; 

I'll not sleep neither: This mortal house I'll 
ruin. 

Do Cesar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 
AVill not wait pinion’d t at your master's court; 
Nor once be chastis’d with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up. 

And show me to the shouting varletry t 
Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Eg} pt 
Me gentle grave to me I rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flics 

• Tb< crown which hr hns won t In bonds. 

2 Rabble. 
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Biow me into abhorring 1 latlier make 
My country's high pyramids iny gibbet. 

And hang me up in chains 1 
Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause iu Cesar. 

Enter DoLAuri.i.A. 

Dol. Proculeius, 

What thou hast done thy master Ccsai Knows, 
And he hath sent for thee: as foi the queen. 

I’ll take her to my guaid. 

Pro. So, Dolabella, 

It shall content me best: be gentle to her.— 

To Cesar I will speak what you shall phase. 

[To Cl.EOPAl BA. 

If you'll employ me to him. 

Cleo. Say, I would die. 

[Exeunt Proculeius, and Soldiers. 
Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard ot 
me ? 

Cleo. i cannot tell. 

Dol. Assuredly, you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, Sir, what 1 have heard, or 
known. 

You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their 
dreams; 

Is’t not your trick ? 

Dol. 1 understand not, madam. 

Cleo. I dream'd, theie was ar. emperor An 
tony;— 

Oh! such nuothcr sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 

Dol. If it might please you,— 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens ; and thcreiu 
stuck 

A sun and moon ; which kept their course, ami 
lighted 

The little O, the earth. 

Dol. Most sovereign creature,— 

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear'd 
ann 

Crested the woihl: his voice was propei tied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to It lends ; 

But when he uicaut to quail* and shake the 
orb, 

He was as ratling thunder. For his bounty. 
There was uo winter m't; an autumn 'twa-, 

That grew the more by reaping : H is delights 
Were dolphiu-like; they sliow'd his hack above 
The element they liv’d iu: In his livery 
Walk’d crowns and crowuets ; realms and islands 
were 

As plates t dropp'd from liis pocket. 

Dol. Cleopatia,— 

Cleo. Thiuk you there was, or might be, such 
a mail 

As this I dream'd of? 

Dol. Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever were one such, 

It's past the size of dreaming: Natuie wants 
stuff [ume 

To vie strange forms with fancy; yet, to uua* 
An Antony, were nature’s piece 'gainst fancy. 
Condemning shadows quite. 

Dol, Hear me, good madam : 

Your loss is as yourself, great; and you bear it 
As answering to the weight: 'Would 1 inigU 
never 

O’crtake pursu'd success, but I do feel. 

By the rebound of yours, a gi icf that shoots 
My very heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank you, Sir 

Know you what Cesar means to do with me ? 
Dol. 1 am loath to tell you what 1 would yon 
knew. 

('Ico. Nay, pray you, Sir,— 

Dol. Though he be honourable,— 

Cleo. He’ll lead me then in triumph ? 

Dol . Madam, lie will: 

I know it. 

Within. Make way there,—Cesar. 

• Crush. t Mm money'. 
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Scene IL 

Enter Cesar, Gallus, Proculeius,Mec^nas, 
Seleucus, and Attendants. 

Ces. Which is the queeu 
Of Egypt T 

Dot. 'Tis the emperor, madam. 

[Cli.oi’Ura kneels. 

Ces. Arise : 

You shall not kneel- 
I piay you, rise: rise, Egypt. 

Vico. Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus; my master and my loul 
1 must obey. 

Ces. Take to you no hard thoughts : 

The record of what injuries you did us, 

Though written in our tlesh, we shall remember 
things hut done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole Sir o’the world, 

I cannot project • mine own cause so well 
To make it clear; but to confess, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, Which befoie 
Have often sham’d our sex. 

Ces. Cleopatra, know, 

We will extenuate rather than enforce: 

If you apply \ourself to our intents, 
fWhich towards you are most gentle,) yon shall 
And 

A benefit in this change: but if you seek 
.To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antoni's course, >011 shall bereave yourself 
of my good purposes, ami put your children 
To that destruction which I'll guard them from, 
If thcieon >ou rel>. I’ll take my leave. 

Cleo. And may, through all the world: 'tis 
yoius : and we 

Your ’scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, 
shall [loid. 

Hang in what place you please. Here, my good 
Crs. You shall advise me m all fur Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the bnef of money, plate, and 
jewels, 

I am possess’d of: ’tis exactly valued ; 

Not petty things admitted.—Wheie’s Seleucus ? 
Scl. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is in> treasurer: let him speak, my 
lord, 

Upon liis peril, that I have reserv’d 
To myself nothing. Speak tlic truth, Seleucus. 
Sel. Madam, 

1 had rather seel t my lips, than, to my pciil. 
Speak that which is not. 

Clco. What have I kept back? 

Scl. Enough to purchase what you have made 
known. 

Ces. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; 1 approve 
Your wisdom m the deed. 

Cleo. Sec, Cesar! O behold 
How pomp is follow'd ! mine will now be yours ; 
And, should we shift estates, yours would be | 
mine. 

The ingratitude of this Seleucus docs 
Even make ine wildO slave, of no more trust 
Thau love that’s hir’d 1—Wliat, goest thou 
back?—thou shalt 

Go back, I warrant tliee; but I’ll catch thine eyes, 
Though they had wings: Slave, soulless villain, 
dog! 

O rarely J base ! 

Crs. Good queen, let us entreat yon. 

Cleo. O Cesai, what a wounding shame is 
this; 

That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me, 

Doing the honour of thy lordliness 
To one so tneck, that mine own servant should 
Parcel $ the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy! Say, good Cesar, 

That 1 some lady trifles have reserv’d, 

Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern || friends withal; and say, 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Li via H and Octavia,** to induce 
Their mediation; must I be unfolded 

• State. f Sew up. X Uncommonly, 

| Add to. I Common. 

^ Cinr’a wife and •* Sitter 


77 

With one that I have bred? The gods! It smites 
me 

Beneath the fall I have. Pr’ytbee, go lienee; 

[To Seleucus. 

Or l shall show the cinders of inv spirits 
Through the ashes of my dunce Wert thou a 
man. 

Thou woulU'at have mercy on me. 

Ces. Forbear, Seleucus. 

[EMt SnLEucr s. 
Cleo. Be it known, that we, the gieutest, aie 
misthought 

Tor things that others do ; and, when we fa'I, 
We ansivtr others’ uieiits 4 in our names, 

Are tberetore to l>e pitied. 

Ces. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reserv’d, nor what acknow¬ 
ledg’d. 

Put we i’the roll of conquest: still be it yours, 
Bestow it at your pleasuie, and believe, 

Cesar’s no met chant, to make pnze with you 
Of things that merchants sold. Theieloie be 
cheer’d ; 

Make not your thoughts your prisons: no, dear 
queen ; 

For we intend so to dispose you, as 
Yourself shall give us counsel. Teed, and sleep : 
Our caie and pity is so much upon you. 

That we remain your friend ; And so adieu. 

Cleo. My master, and my lord! 

Ces. Not so : Adieu. 

I Exeunt Cesar, and his Tram. 
Cleo. He vvoids me, girls, he woids me, ti.at 
I should not 

Be noble to myself: but hark thee, Channian. 

[ir/iisjtcrs Charmian. 
Jras. Finish, good lady : the blight day is done 
And we aie for the dark. 

Cleo. Hie thee again : 

I have spoke already, mid it is piovided ; 

Go, put it to the haste. 

Chur. Madam, 1 will. 

Re-enter Don bella. 

Dot. Where is the queeu ? 

Char . Behold, Sir. 

[Eut Charmian. 

Cleo . Dolabella? 

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your com¬ 
mand. 

Which my love makes religion to obey, 

1 tell you this: Cesar through Syna 
Intends his journey; and, within three days, 

You with your children will he send before : 
Make your best use of this: I have peiform’d 
Your pleasure, and my piomise. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your sen ant. 

Adieu, good queen; 1 must attend on Cesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. 

[Exit Dol. 

Now, Iras, what think’st thou ? 

Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Rome, as well as I: mechanic slaves. 

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift U9 to the view ; in their thick breaths. 

Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded. 

And forc’d to drink their vapour. 

Jras. The gods forbid ! 

Cleo. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras : Saucy 
lictors t [mers 

Will'catch at us, like strumpets ! and scald ▼ rliy- 
Ballad us out o’tune : the quick comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels : Antony 
Shall he brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy $ my greatness 
Pthe posture of a whoie. 

Jras. O the good gods! 

Cleo . Nay, that is certain, 

• Merits or dements. t Beadles. 

X A term of contempt. fc Female characters 

wore played by boys. 
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Iras. I'll never for it; for, I am sure, my 
nails 

Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why that’s the way 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their moat absurd intents.—Now, Charmian ?— 

Enter Charmian. 

Show me, my women, like a queen ;—Go fetch 
M> best attires;—1 am again for Cydnus, 

To meet Matk Antony :—Snrab, Iras, go.— 
Now, noble Channiau, we’ll despatch iudeed: 
Aud, when thou hast done this chare, 1’il give 
thee leave 

To play till doomsday.—Bring our crown and all. 
herefore’s this noise ? 

[Exit Iras. A Noise within. 

Enter one of the Guard. 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow. 

That will not be denied your highness* pre¬ 
sence : 

He brings you figs. 

Clco. Let him come in. How poor an instru¬ 
ment [2£rs/ Guard. 

May do a noble deed 1 he brings me liberty. 

My resolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing 
Of woman iu me: Now from bead to foot 
1 am marble-coustant: now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guard, with a Clown bringing a 

Basket . 

Guard. This is the man. 

Cleo . Avoid, and Leave him. 

[Exit Guard. 

Hast thou the pretty worm • of Nilus there. 

That kilts and pains not ? 

Clown. Truly 1 have him: but I would not be 
the party that should de6ire you to touch him, 
for his biting is immortal: those that do die ot 
it, do seldom or never recover. 

Cleo. Remembers T thou any that have died 
on't T 

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I 
heard of one of them no longer than yesterday— 
a very honest woman, but something given to 
lie as a woman should not do, but in the wav 
of honesty—how she died of the biting of it, 
what pain she fell,—Truly, she makes a very 
good report o’the worm : ’But he that will be¬ 
lieve all that they say, shall uever be saved by 
half that they do : But this is most fallible, the 
worm’s an odd worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence: farewell. 

Cloun. 1 wish you all joy of the worm. 

Cleo. Farewell. 

[Clown sets down the Basket - 
Clown. Yon must think this, look you, that 
the worm will do his kind, t 
Clio. Ay, ay ; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be 
trusted, but m the keeping of wise |»eople ; for, 
iudeed, there is no goodness in the worm. 

Clco. Take thou no care: it shall be heeded. ; 
Clown. Very good: give it notbiug, I pray; 
you, for it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me? 

Clown. You must not think I am so simple, 
but I kuow the devil himself will not eat a 
woman : I know that a woman is a dish for the 
gods, if the devil dress her not. But, truly, 
these same yyiioreson devils do the gods great 
harm m their women ; for in every ten that they 
make, the«devils mar live. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone : farewell. 

Clown . Yes, iorsooth ; I wish you joy of the 
Wfi fin^ [Exit. 

Renter Iras, with a Robe , Crown, $c. 

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown; I 
•. , hav e 

* Serpent. \ Ac! according to hit natnre. 


Immortal longings in me : Now no more 
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist this 
lip 

Yare, yare,• good Iras; quick.—Methinks, I 
hear 

Antony call; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act; I hear b in mock 
The luck of Cesar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come: 
Now to that name my courage prove my title ! 

I am fire, aud air ; my other elements 
I give to baser life. —So,—have you done ? 

Come then, and take the last warmth of my 
lips. 

Farwell, kind Charmian ;—Iras, long farewell. 

[Kisses them. Iras jallc and dus. 
Have I the aspic in my lips ?1 Dost fall ? 

If thou and nature can so gently part, 

The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch. 

Which hurts and is desir’d. Dost thou lie still? 
If thus thou vauishest, thou tcli’st the worl 
It is not worth leave-taking. 

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud and nun; that I 
may say 

The pods themsilves do weep ! 

Cleo. This proves me base : 

If she firbt meet the curled Autonv, 

He’ll make demand ol her; and spend that 
kiss. 

Which is my heaven to have. Come, mortal 
wretch, 

[To the Asp, which she applies to her 
Breast. 

With tby sharp teeth this knot lntrinsicate 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool. 

Be angry, aud despatch. Oh! could’st thou 
speak l 

That I might bear thee call great Cesar, Ass 
Lnpolicied ! J 
Char. O eastern star I 
Cleo. Peace, peace ! 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 

That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Char. O break ! O break ! 

Clco. As sweet as balm, is soft as air, as 
gentle,— 

O Antony !— Nay, I will take thee too :— 

[Applying another Asp to her Arm. 
What should I stay— 

[Falls on a Bed and Dies 
Char. In this wild world?—So fare thee 
well.— 

Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallel’d.—Downy windows, close ; 
And golden Phoebus never he beheld 
Of eyes again so royal I Your crown’s awry ; 

I’ll meud it, aud then play. || 

Enter the Guard, rushing in. 

1 Guard. Where is the queen 1 
Char. Speak softly, wake her not. 

1 Guard. Cesar hath sent— 

Char. Too slow a messenger. 

[Applies the Asp 

O come ; apace, despatch : I partly feel thee. 

1 Guard. Approach, hoi All’s not well: Ce¬ 

sar's beguil’d. 

2 Guard. There’s Dolabella sent fiom Ce¬ 

sar :—call him. 

1 Guard. What work is hcie?—Charmiau, is 

this well done? 

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a prin¬ 
cess 

Descended of so many royal kings. 

Ah, soldier! 

[Dies. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dol. How goes it here 1 

2 Guard. All dead. 

* Make baate. 

t Are my lip* already poisout-d by the aapic t 
X An an wabout common policy, thus to leave m t . lo 
myself. i Plav m> part iu this tragedy. 
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Dol. Cesar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effects In this : Thyself art coming 
To see perform'd the dreaded act, which thou 
So sought'st to hinder. 

Within . A way there, way for Cesar! 

Enter Cesar, and Attendants. 

Dol . O Sir, you are too sure an augurer; 

That you did fear, is done. 

Ces. Bravest at the last: 

She levelled at our purposes, and, being royal. 
Took her own way.—The manner of their deaths ? 
I do not see them bleed. 

Dol. Who was last with them ? 

1 Guard. A simple countryman, that brought 
her tigs: 

This was his basket. 

Ce *. Poison'd then. 

1 Guard. O Cesar, 

This Chariniati lived but now; she stood, and 

spake : 

1 found hei trimming up the diadem 
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood, 
And on the sudden dropp'd. 

fW. O noble weakness!— 

If they had swallow’d poison, 'twould appear 
By external swelling ; but she .looks like sleep. 
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As she would catch another Antouy 
In her strong toil of grace. 

Dol. Here, on her breast. 

There is a vent of blood, and something blown, • 
The like is on her arm. 

1 Guard. This is an aspic’s trail: and these 
fig-leaves 

Have slime upon them, sneb as the aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile# 

Ces. Most probable. 

That so she died; for her physician tells me, 
She bad pursu’d conclusions t infinite 
Of easy ways to die.—Take up her bed ; 

And bear her women from the monument:— 
She shall be buried by her Antony: 

No grave upon the earth shall clip { in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 
Strike those that make them, and their story is 
No less in pity, than his glorj, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall. 
In solemn show, attend the funeral; 

And theu to Rome.—Come, Dolabelia, see 
High order in this great solemnity. 

[Exeunt 

• Some part of the fleah pnffed. 
t Tried experiment*. 2 EnfelA. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

AS it it intended, in the present collection of Shaktpeare’t Dramatic Works, to present in regular succession all 
snch as have the scenery, characters, or manners, drawn from the same country, the sanguinary and disgusting 
Tragedy of Titus Andromcus is placed in immediate sequence to those that arc essentially of Roman origin. 
The events, however, are not of historical occurrence, but were probably borrowed from an old ballad en¬ 
tered on the books of the Stationers' Company in the year 1393, about which period it mav also hnve Imu 
written. Its identity, however, as one of Shakspearc's productions, rests on a very doubtful foundation. Dr. 
Percy supposes it only to have been corrected and re-touched by aim ; but, aa>» Dr. Johnson, “ I do not find 
his touches very discernible." It is devoid of any striking sentiment— it has none of the philosophic state¬ 
liness which generally distinguishes bis plajs—the anachronisms arc grots—the language throughout is us 
tumid and laboured as the plot is horrid and unuatural;—and the only approach to energy discernible in the 
play, occurs in the tceue between Aaron, the nurse, and Demetrius. Indeed, there is internal evulcme 
enough (in the versification, the character of the composition, the total difference of conduct, luiigu.tgi, nml 
sentiment, and alto m its resemblance to several dramas of much more ancieut date) to prow*, with irresist¬ 
ible force, that it has been erroneously ascribed to Shaksprarc. Dr. Johnson say*, “ All ihe editors and tu¬ 
nes agree with Mr. Theobald m supposing this play spurious. I see no reason for (hireling from them , for 
the colour of the st>le is wholly different from that of the other play, and there is an attempt at regular ur- 
sification and artificial closes, not always inelegant, yet seldom pleasing. '1 he barbarity ut the spectacle, and 
the general massacre which are here exhibited, can scarcely be tonccivid tolerable to any audit me , vet we 
ere t»»ld by Jonsou, that they were not onl\ borne but applauded. That bhakspearc w rote auy part, i!ioa D h 
Theobald declares u incontertible, I see no reason for believing." 


DRAMATIS PERSONA- 


Saturninus, Son to the late Emperor of Rome , 
and afteruards declared Emperor 
himself. 

Bassianus, Brother to Saturninus: in love 
tilth Ij amnia. 

Titus Andronicus, a noble Roman, Gemral 
against the Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People ; 
and Brother to Titus. 

Lucius, ^ 

Mart! us* t Sons to Titus Andronicus. 

Mutius, * 

Young Lucius, a Boy , Son to JalcIus. 

Publius, Son to Marcus the Tribune. 


jEmilius, a noble Roma't. 

Alarbus, > 

Chiron, > Sons to Tumora. 

Dkultrius, 9 

Aaron, a Moor, beloicd hi/ Tamora. 

A Captain,Tribune, and Clow n; 
Romans. 

Goths and Romans. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths. 

Lwinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus 
A Nurse, and A Black Child 

Kinsmen of Titus , Senators, Tribunes, OJi 
cers, Soldiers, and Attendants. 


Scene: Home, and the Country near it. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—Rome —Before the Capitol. 

The tomb of the Andronici ayjiearing; the 
Tribunes and Senators aloft, as in the 
Senate. Enter, btlou, Saturninus and 
his Followers, on one side ; and Bassianus 
and his Followers on the other ; with Drum 
end Colours. 

Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my light. 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms; 

And, countrymen, my loving followers. 

Plead my successive title • with your swords: 

I am bis first-born son, that was the last 
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome, 

Then let my father’s honours live in rue, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Bus. Romans,—friends, followers, favourers of 
of my right,— 

If ever Bassianus, Cesar’s son, 

Were giacnus in the eyes of royal Rome, 

* My tula to the lacceuton. 


Keep then this passage to the Capitol: 

And suffer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate. 

To justice, commence, and nobility: 

But let desert in pure election qhine; 

And, Romans, fight foi freedom iu your choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, aloft , mth the 

Crown • 

Mar . Princes, that strive by factions and by 
friends. 

Ambitiously for rule and empery,— 

Know, that the people of Home, for whom we 
stand 

A special party, have, by their commou voice. 

In election for the Roman empery. 

Chosen Andronicus, snrnanicd Pius 

For many good and great deserts to Rome ; 

A nobler man, a braver warrior, 

Lives not this day within the city walls: 

He by the senate is accited * home, 

from weary wars against the barbaious Oouik 


* Summoned. 
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That, with his sons a tciror to our foi*«, 

Hath vok'd a nation strong, tuinM up in arms. 

’Ifii >r.ns arc spent, since lust In* undcitook 
Hus (.ni>c ol Home, and clusiised with aims 
<)m cn»*mies' piide : Ti\t times he hath rctuin’d 
lilted mg to Rome, beat ill" I*is \ahaiit sous 
In ro!hus from the field ; 

And nmv, at last, laden uith honour's spoils. 
Returns the good Audi omens to Rome, 
Renowned 1'itiis, douiishiii" in aims. 

Let us run eat,—II \ honour of his name, 

Whom, worthily, >ou would lu\e now succeed, 
And in the Capitol and senate's light. 

Whom you pi (tend to honour and adoie,— 

Vh.it you uithdi.iw you, and abate your strength : 
Dismiss yom followers, and, as suitors should, 
1*1 tad vour deceits in peace and humbleness. 
Sat. How lair the in Ini lie speaks to calm inv 
thoughts! 

Has. Marcus Androinrus, so I do ally • 

In tli\ upiiglitness and mteguty. 

And so 1 love and honour thee and Untie, 

'1 hy nolilei hrotlitr Titus, and Ins soils, 

And fin, to whom my thoughts aie humbled all, 
(.rations Lnvim.i, Rome's rich ornament. 

That I will here dismiss my loving filends. 

And to my fortune*, and the people’s favour, 
-Commit my cause in balance to he weigh’d. 

[Exeunt the Followers of Dvssivnus. 
Sat. Fi lends, tlrat have been thus Irotw.ud m 
m> right, 7 

1 thank you all, and here dismiss you all; 

\ii'l to the love and favour of my countiy 
Commit mvsell, my pejsou, and niv cause. 

[Lieunt the lotion ns oj mturnisis . 
Rome, he as just and giacinus unto me, 

I am confident and kind fo thee.— 

Open the gates, and let me ill. 

fins. Tiihimes 1 and me, a poor compel.tor. 

' [.s v i {//lit IUs. go into lh> Capitol, and c.i- 
mnt mill Si mioio, M\uci», .\c. 

SCE\E 11.— The same. 

Enter a Cap i u.\, and others. 

Cap. Romans, make way—The good Audio- 

incus, 

Ration of virtue, Rome’s best champion. 

Suere*slul in the battles that he nghts. 

With honour and with folium* is nturn’d, 

Fioin where lie circumscribed with his -sword. 
And brought to yoke, the eijemics ot Rome. 

Flourish of Trumpet*, Ac. Enter Miitius and 
Mik 11 us : after than , two Men bearing a 
Cojfin covered u ith black; then Quintus 
and Lucius. After them. Tins A.ndkom- 
cus ; and then 'fa art) r \, with Alar bus, Chi¬ 
ron, Deviltkius, Aaron, and other Goths, 
r f oners , Soldi t rs and People following . 
The Hearers set down the Cojjin, and Titus 
speaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victoiious in thy mourning 
weeds 1 

Lo, as the bark that hath disehaiged her fraught, f 
Returns with piccious lading to the hay, 

From whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage, 
Cometh Audroiuciis, bound with lauiel boughs. 
To re-salute his country with his tears; 

Teais ot tine joy for Ins return to Home.— 

Thou great defender of this Capitol, £ 
bland gracious to the rights that we intend !— 
Homans, of five and twenty valiant sons, 

Half of the number that king Priam had, 

Rehold the poor remains, alive, and dead 1 
These, that survive, let Rome reward with love : 
These, that 1 bring unto their latest home. 

With lmnal amongst their ancestors: 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my 
sword. 

T'tiw, unkind, and careless of tbine own. 

Why sufler’st thou thy sons, unburied yet, 

• Confide. t Freight 

i Jnpiter, to whom the Capitol was sacred. 


To hover on the dieadful shore of Si>\?— 

Make way to lay them hy th**ir hieilueu. 

[ The Tomb is opened. 
There gieet in silence, as the dead are wont, 

Aad sleep in peace, slain m your country’s waist 
O sacied receptacle of n»j joys, 

Sweet cell ol virtue and nobility, 

How mail) sous of mine hast thou in store. 

That thou wilt never l wider to me more l 
Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the 
Goths, 

That we may hew bis ltntbs, and. on a pile 
Ad manesfratrum sacrifice his flesh, 

Before this earthly prison of their bones: 

That so the shadows be not unappeas'd. 

Nor we disturb’d with prodigies on earth.* 

Tit. \ give him you ; the noblest that survives. 
The eldest >on of this distressed queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren-Gracious con¬ 
queror. 

Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shrd, 

A mother’s tears in passion for her son: 

And, it thy sons were ever dear to thee. 

Oh ! think my son to be as dear fo me. 

Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome 
To beautify thy triumphs, and leturn. 

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 

Rut must my sons he slaughter’d in ibe sheets. 
For valiant doings in their country’s cause? 

Oh ! if to fight tor king and common weal 
\N ere piety m thine, it is in these. 

Amlromcus, stain not thy tomb with blood : 

Wilt thou draw uear the nature ot the gods, 
Dtavv near them then in being merciful: 

Sweet meicy i*> nobility’s tine badge— 
Thnce-nohle Titus, spine my fi rat-bom son. 

Tit. Patient y oui self, madam, and paidon me. 
These aie then brethren, whom you Colli*. up¬ 
held 

Alive and dead ; and, for their bietlircu slam, 
Religiously they ask a sacniice: 

To tins youi son is maik’d ; and die he must. 

To appease their groaning shadows that aie gone. 
Luc. Away with lnni! and make a me 
straight: 

And with youi suoids, upon a pile of wood, 

Let’s hew his limbs, till they be clean cousuiii’d 
Exeunt I.ictus, Quintus, Martils, and 
Mutius, tilth Alapbus. 

Tam. O duel, nrtligious piety! 

Chi. Was evei Scythia halt so barbarous? 
Dcm. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome 
Alai bus goes to lest; and we survive 
To tremble undei Titus’ thieatemn? look. 

Then, madam, stand resolv’d : but hope withal. 
The self-same gods, that arm’d the queen ot Tiov 
With opportunity of shaip revenge 
Upon the Thiaciaii tyrant in lus tent, 

May favour Tantora, the queen o f Goth, 

(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was 
queen,) 

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

lle-cntcr Lucius, Quintus, Mariius, and 
Mutius, with their Snprds bloody 

Luc. See, lord and fathci, bow we have pci. 
fo lin’d 

Our Roman rites: Alarhus* limbs aie lopp’d 
And entrails feed the sacrificing file, 

Whose smoke, like incense, doth peitiimc the sky. 
Kemaiueth nought, but to niter oui bietlnen. 

And with loud ’Jaiums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be so, and let Audi omens 
Make this Ins latest farewell to their souls: 

{Trumpets sounded, and the Cojjins laid 
m the Tomb. 

In peace and honour lest you here, my sons. 
Rome’s readiest champions, iepose you heie. 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps I 
Here links no treason, here no envy swells, 

Heie glow no damned grudges here aie no 
stoi ms. 

• It was suppose^ that the ghosts of unburied pfcplft 
appeared to solicit the rights ol funeral. 
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No noise: but silence and eternal sleep: 

Enter Lav ini a. 

lu peace and honour rest yon here, my sons! 
Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus 
long; 

Wy noble lord and father, live in faifle! 

Lo! at this tomb my tributary tears 

1 render, for my brethren’s obsequies; 

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome : 

O bless me here with thy victorious baud, 
Whose fortunes Rome’s best citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that bast thus lovingly re¬ 
serv’d 

The cordial of mine age to clad my heart!— 
Lavinia, live ; outlive thy father’s days. 

And fame's eternal date, for virtue’s praise! • 

Enter Marcus A.nuromcus, Saturninus, 
Basstanus, and others. 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! 

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother 
Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from successful 
wars. 

You that survive, and you that 6leep in fame. 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 

That myour country's service drew your swords: 
But safer triumph is tins funeral pomp. 

That hath aspir’d to Solon’s happiness, t 
And triumphs over chance in honour’s bed.— 
Titus Amlromcus, the people of Rome, 

AN hose friend m justice thou hast ever been, 
Send tliee by me, their tribune, and tbeir trust. 
This pall lament; of white and spotless hue; 
And name thee 111 election for the empire, 

NVith these our late-deceased empeior’s sous: 

Be cannuiuius then, and put it on. 

And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body tits. 

Than his, that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What! should I don $ this robe, and trouble 
you 7 

Be chosen with proclamations to-day; 
To-morrow, yield lip rule, resign my life. 

And set abroad new busmess for you all 7 
Rome, J have been thy soldier forty years. 

And buried one and twenty valiant sous, 
Kuicbted in held, slam manfully in arms. 

In right and sen ice of tbeir noble country: 

Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 

But not a sceptre to control the world. 

Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 

Mar. Titus, thou ahalt obtain and ask the 
empery. 

Sat. Proud ana ambitious tiibune, canst.thou 
tell 7— 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Sat. Romans, do me right:— 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them 
not 

Till Satiirmnus be Rome’s emperor:— 
Androniciis, 'would thou wert shipp’d to hell. 
Rather than rob ine of the people’s hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

Tit. Content thee, priuce; 1 will restore to 
thee 

The people’s hearts, and wean them from them¬ 
selves. 

Eas. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will do till I die: 

My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 

2 will most thankful be: and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes 
here, 

* Me wichet that her life may he longer than hit, end 
her praise longer than fame. 

f T he Maxim alluded lo ta, that no man can be pro¬ 
nounced happy before hit droth. 

I A robe. § Pat it on. 


Act I. 

I ask your voices, and your suffrages— 

Will you bestow them trieiidl) on Audronicui t 
Trib, To gratify the good Andiouicua, 

And gratulate bis safe return to Koine, 

Tbe people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, 1 thank you: and tins suit I 
make. 

That you create your emperor’s eldest son. 

Lord Saturnine, whose vutues will, 1 hope. 
Reflect oil Rome as Titan’s* rays oil eaitb. 

And ripen justice in this common-weal: 

Then, if you will elect by my advice, 

Crown bun, and say,— Long lire our emperor' 
Mur. With voices aud applause of every suit, 
Patucians and plebeians, we create 
Loid Saturninus, Rome’s great emperor; 

And say. Long live our emperor Saturninus. 

[A long FlouriMt. 

Sat. Titus Amlroniciis, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 

1 give thee thanks in part of tin deserts, 

And will with deeds requite tiiy gentleness; 

Aud, for ail onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 

Lavima will 1 make my empress, 

Rome’s royal mistress, mistress of niv heart, 
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 

Tell me, Audrouicus, doth this motion please 
tliee t 

Tit. It doth, my woitliy loid ; and, in this 
match, 

I hold me highly honour’d of your grace : 

And lieie, in sight of Koine, to Saturnine,— 
King aud commander of our common-weal, 

The wide world’s emperor,—do 1 couseciate 
My sword, my chauot, and my prisoner ; 
Ptesents well worthy Koine’s nnpetul loid : 
Receive them then, the tribute that l owe. 

Mine houom’s ensigns humbled at thy feit. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, fall km oi liij life t 
How proud 1 am of th®e, and ot thy gitt>, 

Rome shall recoid; and, when 1 do loigct 
The least of these unspeakable desoits, 

Romans, foigct your tealtv lo me. 

Tit. Now, madam, are you pnsoper to an em¬ 
peror ; [7’o Iamoka. 

To him, that for your honour aud your state. 
Will use you nobly, and join followers. 

Sat. A goodly Judy, trist me; of the line 
TJiat 1 would choose, were J to clioose anew.— 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Though cliauce of war hath wrought this change 
of cheer. 

Thou com’st not to be made a scorn in Rome: 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 

Rest on my word, aud let not discontent 
Dauut all your hopes. * Madam, lie couifoiis 
you. 

Can make you greater than the queen of 
Goths.— 

Lavinia, you are not displeas'd with this? 

Lav. Not 1, my lord; sitlit tme nobility 
Warrants these words in princely comtesy. 

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavnna.—-Romans, let 
us go 

Ransom less here we set our prisoners free : 
Proclaim our honours, 1c rds, with trump and 
drum. 

Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, tiiis maid is 
mine- [Seizing Lavinia. 

Tit. How, Sir 7 are you in earnest then, my 
lord 7 

Bas. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv’d withal. 

To do myself this reason and this right. 

[The Emperor courts Timor a in dumb 
show. 

Mar. Suum cuique Is our Roman justice: 
This prince in justice seizeth but ins own. 

Luc. And that lie will, and shall, if Lucias 
live. 

Tit. Traitors, avaunt I Where is the empe¬ 
ror’s guard? 

Treason, my loid 1 Lavinia Is surpris'd. 

t Since 
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Scene IT. 

Sat . Surpris’d ! by whom ? 

Bas. B> him that jiiBtly may 
Bear his betroth'd from ail the world away. 

[Excuttf Marcus and Bassianos, with 
La vim a. 

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence 
away, 

And with my sword I’ll keep this door safe. 

[ Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and 
Martius. 

Tit. Follow my lord, and I’ll soon bring her 
hawk. 

Mut. Mv lord, you pass not here. 

Tit. What, villain boy ! 

Barr’st me my way in Home t 

[Titus kilts Mutius. 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. My lord, you are unjust; and, more 
than so, 

lu wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of 
mine : 

My sons would never so dishonour me : 

Traitor, restore Lavmia to the einperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will: but not to be his 
wife. 

That is another’s lawful promis’d love. 

[Exit. 

Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her 
not, 

Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 

I’ll tru^t, by leisure, him that mocks me once : 
Thee nc\er, not thy traitorous haughty sons-. 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 

Was there none else m Home to make a 
stale * oi 

But Saturnine'? Full well, Audi omens, * 

Amec thed* deeds with that proud bra" of 
thine, 

Tli.it said'st, I hegg’d the empire at thy hands. 
Tit. O monstrous! what reproachful words 
are these? 

Sat. But go thy ways: go, give that changing 
puce 

To him that flourish’d for her with bis sword : 

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 

One tit to bandy with thy lawless sons. 

To i utile t in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit. These words are razors to my wounded 
heart. 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of 
Goths,— 

lhat like the stately Phcebc ’moRgst her 
uvniphs, 

Post over&hine the gallajit’st dames of Rome,— 
If thou be pleas’d with this my suddeu choice, 
fli Hold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee empercss of Rome. 

Speak, queen of Goths, dost tbou applaud my 
choice t 

And here I swear by all the Roman gods,— 

Suh priest and holy water are so near, 

And tapeis burn so bright, and every thing 
In readiness tor Hymeneus stand.— 

1 will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
i h ad espous’d iny bride along with me. 

Turn. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome 
I swear. 

If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 

She will a handmaid be to his desires, 

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth, 

, Sat. Ascend, fair queen. Pantheon:—Lords, 
accompany 

Your noble emperor, and bis lovely bride, 

Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered: 
There shall we c6nsummate our spousal rites. 
'Exeunt Saturninus and his followers ; 
Tamora and her sons; Aaron and 
Goths. 
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Tit. I am not bid* to wait upon this 
bride:— 

Titus, when wert thou wont to talk alone. 
Dishonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs ! 

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and 
, Martius. 

Mar. O Titus, see, oh 1 see, what thou hast 
doue! 

In a had quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no; no son of 
mine,— 

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour’d all our family ; 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons 1 
Luc . But let us give him burial as becomes; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, awayf he rests not in this tomb 
This monument five hundred years hath stood. 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 

Here none but soldiers, and Rome’s servitors. 
Repose in fame: none basely slain m brawls 
Bury him where you can, be couies not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you: 

My nephew Mutius’ deeds do plead for him: 

He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin. Mar. And shall, or him we will ac¬ 
company. 

Tit. And shall 1 What villain was it spoke that 
w ord 1 

Quin. He that would vouch’t in any place but 
here. 

Tit. W hat, would you bury him in my de¬ 
spite ? 

Mar. No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, anil to bury him. 

Tit • Marcus, even thou hast stiuck upon my 
crest, 

And, with these boys, mine houour thou 1 
My foes I do repute you every one; [wounded : 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mart. He is not with himself; let us with¬ 
draw . 

Quin. Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried, 

[Marcus and the Sons of Titus kneel. 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth natmc 
plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature 
speak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will 
speed. 

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my 
soul,— 

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us 
all,— 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to iuter 
His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest. 

That died ui honour and Lavinia’s cause. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 

The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax, 

That slew himself; and wise Laertes’ son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 

Be barr’d Ins entrance here. 

Tit . Rise, Marcus, rise :— 

The disniall’st day is this, that e’er I saw,— 

To be dishonour’d by my sons in Rome 1— 

Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

[Mutius is yut into the Tomb. 
Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with 
thy friends. 

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb!— 

All. No man shed tears for noble Mutius: 

He lives in fame that died m virtue’s cause. 
Mar . My lord,—to step out of these dreary 
dumps,— 

How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanc’d in Rome 1 
Tit. I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is: 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell: 
Is she not theu beholden to the man 
That brought her for this high good turn so far 1 
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 
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Flourish. Re-enter , at one side, Sat lrninls, 
attended; Tauoiia, Ciuiion, Dewltril’s, 
and Aaron : At the other , Bassiancs, La- 
vinia, and otuers. 

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have play'd your 
prize: 

God give y ou joy. Sir, of your gallant bride. 
Bos. And you ot your’s, my lord, 1 bay no 
more, 

Nor wish no less ; and so I take my Iea\c. 

Sat. Traitoi, it Rome have law, or we have 
power, 

Thou and tby taction shall repent this rape. 
Bus. Rape, call you it, my loid, to seize my 
own, 

Mv true-betrothed Jove, and now iny nifi ? 

Bat let the laws of Rome determine all : 

Mean while I am possess’d of what is mine. 

Sat. ’Tis good. Sir: You are very short with 
But, if we live, we’ll he as sharp with you. [us ; 
Mas. My lord, wliat I have uone, as beat I 
may, 

Answer 1 must, and shall do with my life. 

Only thus much 1 give your grace to know — 
i>v all the duties that 1 owe to Rome, 

This noble p.cntteman, lord Titus lieie, 
h m opinion, and in honour, wrong’d ; 

1 hat, iu the tescue ot Lavima, 

'Nitli Ins own hand did slay his youngest son, 
lu zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath 
To be control’d in that he frankly gave: 

Receive him then to favour, Saturnine, 

That hath express’d himself, in all Ins deeds, 

A father and a fiiend to thee and Rome. 

'l\t. Prince Bassiauus, leave to plead my 
deeds ; 

Tis thou, and those, that have diabonoui’d me ; 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge. 
How I have lovM and honour’d Saturnine! 

7 'am. My worthy loid, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious hi those princely eves ot thine, 
Then heal me sp^ak indifferently for all; 

And at my suit, sweet, paidou wbut is past. 

Sat. What! madam! be dishonour’d openly. 
And basely put it no without revenge ? 

Tam. Not so, my lord ; The gods of Rome 
forefend, * 

I should be author to dishonour you! 

But, on nunc honour, dare 1 undertake 
for good lord Titus’ innocence in all. 

Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his giiefs: 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him ; 

Lo,e not so noble a triend on vain suppose. 

Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart.— 

[Aside. 

Mv lord, be rul’d by me, be wou at last, 
Di^emble all vom griefs and discout«*iio: 

You are but newly planted in your throne : 

Lest then the people and patricians too, 
l/pon a just survey, take Titus’ part. 

And so supplant us for ingratitude, 

(Which Rome leputes to be a beinou" sin,) 

\ leld at entreats, and then let me alone: 

I'll find a day to massacre them all. 

And laze their faction, and their tumily. 

The cruel lather, and his tuitorous sons. 

To whom I sued for my clear son’s life ; 

And make them know, what *tis to let a queen 
Kneel in the stieets, and beg for giace in 
vain.— 

Come, come, sweet emperor,—come, Andronicus, 
'lake up this good old man, and cheer the Lean 
That dies m tempest of thy angry' frown. 

<S at. Rise, Titus, rtse; my empress hath pre¬ 
vail'd. 

Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, my lord ; 
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily. 

And must advise the emperor for his good. 

This day all quarrels die, Andronicus; 

Aftd let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
lliat I have reconcil'd your friends and you.— 


Foi you, piince D.issiaiiti§, I have pass’d 
My woid and promise to the emptier, 

That you will be inoie mild .aid tiactable.— 

And tcai not, lords,—anil you, Lavima ; 

By my advice, all humbhd on your kuct>. 

You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Luc. We do; and vow to heaven, and to his 
highness, 

That wliat we did was mildly, as we might, 
Teud’img our sistci’s liouotu and out own. 

Mar. That on mine honour lieu* 1 do pioled. 
Sat. Away, and talk not : double iia no 
inoie.— 

Tam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we mu it all 
be Yi tends: 

The tribune and his nephews kneel for giate : 

I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 
Sat. Maicus, for thy sake, and thy huAmi’i 
here. 

And at my lovely Tamoia’s entreats, 

1 do remit these young men’s heinous faults. 
Stand up. 

Lavima, though you left me like a cliuil, 

1 louud a friend; and sure as death 1 swore, 

I would not part a bachelor tiom the pnc-i. 
Come, if the cuiperoi’s comt can least two 
brides. 

You are iny guest, Laviuia, and your friends ; 
This day shall he a love-day, Tanioia. 

Tit. To-nionow, an it please vom majesty. 

To hunt the puntlu r and the* iiait vviih me, 

With horn and hound, we’ll give youi giace 
bon jo ay. 

Sat. Be u to, fitu?, and grameicv,* too. 

[Ain unt 


ACT II. 

SCEXE 1.—The same.—Rtfcri the Palt.iv. 
Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Now climbeth Tanioia Olympus’ top. 
Safe out of foitum’s shot: and sit-, .dots, 

Sectnc of thunder’s ciack, or lightning’.' u.i-li : 
Advanc’d above pale mvy’> tbreat’iung i> u ih. 

As when the golden miii salutts the inun.. 

And having gilt the ocean with Ins bt aim. 
Gallops the zodiac m Ins glistering comb. 

And overlooks! the highest-peering hills: 

So Tamoia.- 

Upon her wit doth early honour wait. 

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown • 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and lit ihv thoughts. 
To mount aloft with thy impelial mistie*.s. 

And mount her pitch : whom thou m tnuinph 
long 

Hast prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous c bains; 
And taster bound to Aaron’s charming eyes. 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 

Away with slavish weeds, and idle tlioupliN! 

1 will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold. 

To wait upon this new-made enipciess. 

To wait, said I? to wanton with this queen. 

This goddess, this Senniainis ;—tins queen. 

This syren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine, 
And see lus shipwreck, and lus common weal's. 
Holla ! what storm is tins 1 

Enter Chiron and De-WETriis, braving. 

Bern. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wanti 
edge, 

And manneis, to intrude where I am grac’d ; 
And may, for ought thou know’st, affected be. * 
Chi. Demetrius, thou dost o’erween m all; 
And so in this to bear me down with braves. 

'Tis not the ditterence of a year or two, 

Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate * 

I arn as able and as fit as thou. 

To serve and to deseive my mistress* giace ;* 
And that my sword upon thee shall appiove. 

And plead my passions lor Lavinia’s love. 


• Forbid 
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Aar. Club'!, clubs! * these lovers will not keep 
the peace. 

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unad* 
Vis’d, 

Gave* you a dancing-rapier + by your *ide, 

Am* you so desperate gioivn, to threat your friends? 
fio to! luve join lath glued within >our sheath, 
Till >ou know luttei how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, Sir, with the little skill I have. 
Full well .-lull thou peicme how much I date. 
l)cm. Ay, boy, glow )c so brave? 

[77iey draw. 

Aar. Why, how now', lords? 

S i war the empcior’s palace dare you draw, 

Am! maintain such a quart cl openly ? 

1 nil well I wot X the uouud ol all this grudge ; 

I would not for a million of gold, 

'I he oaitie were known to them it most concerns: 
No, would sour noble mother, for much moie, 
B<* m» dishonour'd in the comt of Rome. 

1 01 'liamc, put up, 

Dim. Not I, fill 1 have sheath’d 
My rapier in lus bosom, and, withal. 

Tin ust these lepioachlul speeclie® down his throat, 
lh.it he h «th loeath’d in m> dishoiioui licit*. 

Cht. lor that 1 am picyaiM and full re¬ 
solv'd,— [tongue, 

Toni spoken cowanl! that tliuuder’&t with th> 
An I with thv \ua,io*i nothing dai’st perfoim. 
Aar. Away, I *.«>.— 

Now hi the gods, that warlike Goths adoie, 

'I ln-» petti hiabhle will undo us all.— 

Mbi, lonl',—and think v»»u not how dwigeious 
If is to jut upon a pi Hire's right ? 

What, is La\liu.i then become so loose, 
or liassiauus mi degenerate, 

Thar Mr hei low smli quarrels m.u be broach’d, 
V» ifliout contiolmcnt, justice, or leveiige? 

Noting lord?, henaie!—an should li.e empiess 
know 

'I ln« discoid'- ground, the music would not please. 

<'u . 1 t.'.i »* no; , 1, knew she and all the world ; 
1 low Laiiui.i nioie tlitu ail the world. 

Dan. Youngling, leatn thou to make some 
meaner clio.re: 

Lannia i> tlui.a eldci Inother’s hope. 

Aar. Wliv, ;;ie ye mad ? or know ye not, m 
Rome. 

Ilow furious and impatient they be, 

And cannot brook competitor in love? 

I ti ll von, lords, you do but plot join deaths 
by fins device. 

C/m. \nron, a thousand deaths 
Mould I piopose, to achieve her whom I love. 
(’nr. To admit* liei !—How? 

Dan. Why makest thou it so strange ? 

She is a woman, theiefoie may be woo'd ; 
fr’u* is a woman, theiefoie may be won ; 

She is Lavinia. theiefore must be lov’d. 

\Mi?l, man ! more water slidelli by the mill 
Than wots the miller of ; and easy it Is 
of a cit loaf to steal a sluve,§ w*e know: 

Though Rassianus lie the emperor’s brother, 
ltetti i than In have vet worn Vulcan’s badge. 
Car. Av, and as good as Saturnnius may. 

[Aside. 

Dan. Then why should he despair, that knows 
to comt it 

W lib woids, fair looks and liberality ? 

Mliat, hast thou not full often struck a doe, 

And home hei cleanly by the keeper’s nose? 
Car. 'Miv then, it seems, some ceitain snatch, 
or so, 

Would serve your turns. 

Chi. Av, so the turn were serv'd. 

J)cm. Aaron, thou hast lilt it. 

('ar. 'Would you had hit it too ; 

Then should not we be tn’d with this ado. 

Why, huik ye, hark ye,—And are you such fools, 
To sqiuic|| foi tins? Would it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

• 1 his «n t’nc ufcu-.l nutrrv for assistance, when *my 
riot t"u.j»i,rd 1 A kvuiiu »uin in iIsiim mg. 

t kliun. | illVV. t yumrv 1 ). 


Chi. I’faitli, not ine. 

Dcm. Nor me, 

So I were one. 

Aar. For shame, be fi lends; and join for that 
you jar. 

'Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect; and so must you resolve: 

That what you cannot, as you would, achieve. 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 

Take this of me, Lucrece was not more cuaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianns’ love. 

A speedier course than lingering languishmcnt 
Must we pursue, and 1 have found the path. 

My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand; 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop: 

The forest walks are wide and spauous. 

And many unfrequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kind * for rape and villainy : 

Single you thither then this dainty doc. 

\nd stiike her home by force, if not by welds : 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 

Come, come, our empress, with her sacred twit 
To villainy and vengeance consecrate, 

" Cl we acquaint with all that we intend: 

And ahe shall tile our engines with advice 
That will not sutler yon to square yourselves. 

But to your wishes’ height advance you both. 

The empeior's court la like the house of fame, 
The palace full of tongues, ot eyes, of euis : 

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf and dull: 
t here speak, and stiike, brave boys, and take 
your turns ; [eye. 

There serve your lust, shadow’d from heaven’s 
And revel m Lav inn’s treasury. 

Chi. Thv comist I, lad, smells of no cowardice. 
Dem. Sit jas ant «*/«i,till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits. 
Per Styga, per manes nhor. [Exeunt. 

SC EXE //.—.1 Forest near Rome. —.1 Entire 
sun at a distance, liorns, and ay cf 
Hounds Heard. 

Enter Tirus Anmomcus, tilth Hunters , Ac. 
Marc t *», Ltciis, Qlimu.s, and Maivuls. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the moiu is blight and 
grey, * [guvn: 

The fields aie fragrant, and the woods are 
Uncoupled here, and let us make a bay, 
lud wake the cinpeior and bis lovely bude, 

And rouse the prince ; and ling a hunter's pc;.l. 
That all the court may echo vviili the noise. 

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ouis, 
l'o tend the emperoi's pen sou carefully : 

I have been troubled m m.. sleep this night. 

But dawning day new commit hath inspir’d. 

horns ii hid a Peal. Enter Satc kmm s,T- 
11 ORA, Bassianls, Lav IMA, CHIRON, 1)1- 
metriin, and attendants . 

Tit. Many good morrows to youi majesty :— 
Madam, to you as many and as good !— 

1 piomised your grace a huntei’s peal. 

Sat. And you have mug it lustily, mv loids. 
Somewhat too early tor liew-uun led ladies. 
has. Lavinia, how say you ? 

Lav. I say, no : 

I have been broad awake two horns and more. 
Sat. Come on then, lioisc and chariots let us 
have, 

And to our sportMadam, now shall vc ‘tc 
O ur Roman hunting. i’I'o Tamora. 

Mar, 1 have dogs, my lord, 

Will rouse the pimidcst panther in the chase. 
And climb the highest piomontory top. 

Tit. And I have hoi sc will lollow where the 
game 

Makes way, and run like swallows ofer the plain. 
Dem. Clnron, we hunt not, we, with horse nor 
hound, 

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. 

[Exeunt. 

• ttv nature. 

■t Sacred here ki^utftv.k uicur.-sccf. 1 etinism. 
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SCEXE III.—A desert Part of the Forest. 

Enter Aaron, with a Bat* of Gold. 

Aar, He that had wit, would think that 1 had 
none. 

To bun - so much gold under a tree. 

And never after to inherit * it. 

Let him that thinks of me so abjectly, 

Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem ; 
Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany ; 

And so repose, sweet gold, lor their unrest, t 

[Htda the Gold. 
That have their alms out of the empress* chest. 

Enter Tauora. 

Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou 
sad, 

When every thing doth irthke a gleeful boast? 
The birds chatuit melody on every bnsli : 

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ; 

The green leaves quiver wall the cooling wind, 
And make a chequer’d shadow on the ground : 
L’ndei their sweet shade, Aaron, let iis sit x 
And— 1 whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds. 
Replying shrilly to the well-tun’d horns, 

As if a double hunt were heard at once,— 

Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise: 
And—after conflict, such as was suppos’d 
The wandering prince of Dido once enjoy’d, 
"When with a happy storm they weic surpiis’d. 
And curtain’d with a counsel-keeping cave,— 

We may, each wreathed in the other’s arms, 

Our pastimes done, possess a golden sltimbei ; 
Whiles hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious 
birds. 

Be unto us, a* is a nurse's song 
Of lullaby, to bung nu babe asleep. 

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your de¬ 
sires, 

Saturn Is dominator over mine : 

What signifies niv deadly standing eve. 

My silence, and my cloudv melancholy. 

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncmls. 

Even as an addei, when she doth uni oil 
To do same fatal execution ? 

No, madam, the«c arc no venereal signs; 
Vengeance is m my heait, death in my hand. 
Blood and revenge’are hammerin'.! in my head, 
Haik, Tainora—the empress of my «oul. 

Winch never hopes moie heaven than rests in 
thee,— 

This is the day of doom for Bassianus : 

His Philomel i must loose her tongue to-day . 

Thy *ons make pillage of her chastity. 

And wash their hands in Bassianus* blood. 

Secst thou this letter? Take it up, 1 pray thee. 
And give the king this fatal-pfoUcd scioll:— 

Now question me no more, we aie espied; 

Heie comes a parcel j of our hopeful booty. 

Which dreads not yet their lites* destruction. 
'Jam. All, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than 
life I 

Aar . No more, great empress, Bassianus comes: 
Be cross with him ; and I’ll go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels whatsoe’er they be. 

{Exit. 

Enter Bassiahus and Layinia. 

Has. Who have we here ? Koine’s royal em- 
peress, 

Uiifurnish’d of her well-beseeming troop f 
Or is it Dian, habited like her; 

Who hath abandoned her holy groves. 

To see the general hunting in this forest ? 

Tam. Sancy controller of our private steps l 
Had 1 the power that some say, Dian had. 

Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Action’s ; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new transformed limbs 
Unmannerly intruder as thon art 1 
Eat. Under your patieuce, gentle emperess, 

• Powm. 1 Diaqulct* 

t Set Or id’s Metamorphose,, Book VI. | Part* 


Act II, 

*Tls thought you have a goodly gift in horning; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiment* : 

Jove shield your husband from bis bounds to-day; 
*Tis pity they should take bun lor a stag. 

Bus. Believe me, queen, your swaith Cimme¬ 
rian 

Doth make your honour of his liody’s hue. 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. 

Why are you sequester’d troin all your train f 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed. 
And wander’d hither to an abvetire plot. 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 

It foul desire had not conducted you 1 
Lav. And, being intercepted in your sport. 
Great reason that my noble lord be lated 
For sauemess.—i pray yon, let us h< are. 

And Jet her ’joy her raven colour’d love ; 

Thu valley fits the pm pose passing well. 

Bus. The king, my In other, shall have note 
of this. 

Ear. Ay, foi these slips have made him noted 
long : 

Good king ! to he so mightily abus’d I 

Tam. \\ hy have I patience to endure all this 1 

Enter CHikon and Dk metrics. 

Bern. How now, deal sovereign, and our gui¬ 
dons mother, 

Why doth your highness look so pale and wan ? 
Tam. Have 1 not reason, think you, to look 
pale \ 

These two have ’tic’d ine lnthei to this place, 

A baiien detested vale, you see, it is : 

The trees, though summer, yet Ibiloih and lean, 
O’e/come with moss, and baleful im-letoe. 

Here never shines the sun ; heie nothing hived-, 
Uules-s the nightly owl, or latal raven ; 

Vncl, when they allow’d me tins albumed pit. 
They told me, heie, at dead lime ot ihc mgi.i, 

A thousand heads, a thousand hissing sink's, 

Ten thousand swelling toads, as m.ii*> melum, * 
Would make such leailul and contused u.es 
As any mortal body, healing it, 

Should straight fall mad, or eNe du ‘•mldenly. 

No ‘•ooner bad they told this hellish talc. 

But straight they told me, they would Lund ma 
here 

Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 

And leave me to this miserable death. 

And then they call'd me, foul adulteic*:s 
Lascivious Goih, and all the hitteie-t leun 
That ever ear did hear to such etlect. 

And, bad you uut by wondrous lot tunc come, 

This vengeance oil me had they exec uicd : 
Revenge it, as you love your mother’s liie. 

Or be ye notheuceloith call’d my children 
Vetn. This is a witness that 1 am thy for. 

[Stabs Bassianl*. 
Chi. And this for me, struck home to show 
my strength. 

[Stubbing him likewise . 
Lav. Ay, come. Semirain is,—nay, barbaious 
Tam ora l 

For no name tits thy nature but thy owii 1 
Turn. Give me thy poniard ; you shall know 
my hoys. 

Your mother’s hand shall right your mother's 
wrong. 

Vcm. Stay, madam, here is morfe belongs to 
her; 

Fust thrash the com, then after burn the straws 
This minion stood upon her chastity. 

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty. 

And with that painted hope biaves your mighti¬ 
ness. 

And shall she carry this unto her grave f 
Chi . An if she do, 1 would 1 were a eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole. 

And make his dead tiuuk pillow to our lust- 
yam. But when y'ou have the honey you de¬ 
sire. 

Let uot this wasp outlive, us both to sting. 

* Iicdge-hofa* 
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CM. I warrant you, madam; we will make 
that sure.— 

f^ome, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That liice-preseived honesty of your’s. 

Lav. 0 Tatnoral thou bear'at a woman's 
face,— 

Tam, 1 will not hear her speak: away with 

her. 

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a 
word. 

Bern. Listen, 1 ’iir madam ; Let it be your 
glory 

To see her tears: but be your heart to tluni, 

As uurelentmg dint to drops of rain. 

Lav. Whin did the tiger’s >ouug ones teach 
the dam ? 

Oh ! do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee : 
The milk thou suck’dst from her did turn to 
marble; 

Even at thy teat thou had^t thy tj rnnny.— 

Yet every mother bieeds not sons alike ; 

Do thou entreat her show a woman’s pity. 

[To Chiron. 

Chi. What! would’st thou have me prove uij- 
fcelf a bastaid ? 

Lav. 'Tis true ; the laven doth not hatch a 
lark : 

Yet I have heard (oh ! could I find it now') 

The lion mov'd with pity, did euduie 
To have his princely paws par’d all away. 

Some s;iv that ravens foster loiloin children. 

The whilst their own biuli tarnish m then 
• nests: 

Oh » be to me, though thv hard heart s:i\ no. 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful! 

Tam. I know not what it means: awav with 
her. 

Lav. oh ! let me teach thee : for my father’s 
sake, 

That gave thee life, when well he might have 
slain thee, 

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tam. Had th<»u in person ne’ei offended me 
Even for Ins sake am I pitiless :— 

Keiiieinber, bovs, 1 pour’d forth tears in vain 
'to save jour biolhei Horn the sauilice ; 

But (nice Andronicus would not relent. 
’Jherelore away with her, and use her as }ou 
will ; 

The worse to her, the better lov’d of me. 

Lai. o Tamoia, be call’d a gentle queen, 

And with tliiue own bauds kill me in this 
place : 

Tor ’tis not lite that I have begg’d so long; 

Poor 1 \va«* slam, when Bassianus died. 

Tam. \\ hat begg’st tliou then : fond woman, 
let me go. 

Lav. ’li* piesent death I beg ; and one tiling 
more, 

That womanhood denies my tongue to tell: 

Oh ! keep me from tbeir worse than killing Inst, 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit; 

Where never man’s eye may behold my body: 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tam. So should I rob my sweet sous of their 
fee : 

No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Bern. Away, for thou hast staid us here too 
long. 

Lav . No grace 7 no womanhood 1 Ah I beastly 
creature I 

The blot and enemy to our general name 1 
Confusion fall- 

Chi. Nay, then, PH stop your mouth .‘—Bring 
thou her husband ; 

[Dragging off Latinja. 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us bide him. 

[Exeunt. 

Tam. Farewell, my sons: see that you make 
her sure: 

Ne’er let my heart know merry cheer indeed. 
Till all the Andionicl be made away. 

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Mom, 

And let my spleenful sons this trull deflower. 

[Exit. 


SCENE IV.—The same. 

Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Martius.. 

Aar. Come on, iny lords; the better footbe- 
fore: 

Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit. 
Where I espy'd the panther fast asleep. 

Quin. My sight is very dull, whate’er it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you; wei’t not 
for shame. 

Well could I leave onr sport to sleep awhile. 

[Martius falls into the Pit . 
Quin. What art thou fallen 1 What subtle hole 
is this. 

Whose mouth is cover’d with rude-growing briers; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood. 
As fresh as morning’s dew distiil’d on flowers ? 

A verj fatal place it seems to me 

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mart. O brother, with the dismallest object 
That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament. 
Aar. [Aside.] Now will I fetch tile kiug to 
fiud them here; 

That he thereby may give a likely guess, 

How these were they that made away his bi other 

[Exit. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help 
me out 

From this iiuhnllow’d and blood-stained hole l 
Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fear: 

A dulling sweat o’er-iuns my trembling joints: 
M> lieai t suspects more than mine eve can see. 
Mart. To piove thou lust a tiuc-diuning 
heai t, 

Aaron and thou look down into this den, 

And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate 
heart 

Will not permit mine ejes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it tiembles by surmise: 

Oh ! tell me how it is ; for ne’er till now 
Was 1 a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart. Loid Bassianus lies embrewed heie. 

All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb, 

In this detested, daik, blood-drinking pit. 

Qum. If it be dark, how dost thou know *tis 
lie t 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger be doth wear 
A precious ring, that lighten* all the hole, 

W hich, like a taper in some mouuiiieut. 

Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks. 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit: 

So pale did shine the moon on P\ ramus, 

\\ lien he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood. 

O bi other, help me with thy tainting hand,— 

If fear bath made thee faint, as me it hath,— 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle. 

At hateful as Cocjtus' misty mouth. 

Quhi. Reach me thy hand, that I may help 
thee out; 

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

I may be pluck’d into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus’ grave. 

1 have uo strength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mart. Nor 1 no strength to climb without thy 
help. 

Quin. Thy hand once more; I will not loose 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below: [again. 

Thou cansl not come to me, I come to thee. 

[Falls in. 

Enter Saturninus and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with meI’ll see what hole is 
here, 

And what he is, that now is leap’d into It. 

Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth f 
Mart. The unhappy son of old Aiidrouicus: 
Brought thither in a most unlucky hour. 

To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead ? i know thou dost. but 
jest: 

He and bis lady both are at the lodge, 

Upon the lioi tli side of this pleasant chase : 

’Tis not an hour since I left him there. 
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Mart . We know not where you left bun all 
alive. 

Out, out alas l here have we found him dead. 

Enter Tamorv, with Attendants ; Titus An- 
ukomcl's, and Lucie*. 

Tam. Where is my lord, the king t 
Sat. Here, Tauiora; though guev’d with kill¬ 
ing grief. 

Tam. Where is thy brother Bassiauus ? 

Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my 
wound: 

Poor Bassiauus here lies murdered. 

Tam. Then all too late 1 bring this fatal writ, 

[Giving a Letter. 

The complot of this timeless • tragedy ; 

And wonder greatly, that man’s lace can fold 
lu pleasing smiles such muiderous t>r.innv. 

Sat. [Reads.] An if tic rntss to rnett him 
handsomely ,— 

Sweet huntsman , Bassiauus * tis , tie mean ,— 
Do thou so much os dig the grai e for him ; 
Thou knou’st our mi a/ting ; Look Jor thy re¬ 
ward 

Among the nettles at the elder tree , 

Jf'/uch overshades the mouth of that same pit, 
IVhere we decreed to bury Bassiauus. 

Do this, and purchase us thy lasting Jnends. 
O Tamoia! was ever heard the like 1 
Thus is the pit, and this the elder tiee : 

Look, Sirs, if you cau find the huntsman out, 
That should ha\e murder’d Bassiauus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

[S/ion ing it. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [To Tit.] fell curs of 
bloody kind. 

Have here bereft my brother of his life 
S:is, drag them from the pit unto the pu^on ; 
There let them bide, until we have devis’d 
borne nevei-heard-of toi luring pain for them. 
Tam. What, are they in this pit t O wondrous 
thing ! 

How easily murder is discovered ! 

Tit. High empeior, upon ni> feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with teais not lightly shed, 

That this fell fault of my accursed sous, 

Accursgd, if the fault he piov’d in them,- 

Sat. If it be piov’d ! you see, it is appa¬ 
rent.— 

Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 
Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Tit. I did, my loid: yet let me he then bail: 
Tor by my father’s reverend tomb, 1 vow, 

They shall be ready at your highness’ will, 

To answer their suspicion with their live*. 

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them : see, tlurn fol¬ 
low me. [dereis: 

.Some bring the murder’d body, some the inur- 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 
Tor, by my soul, weie tlieie woisc end than 
death, 

That end upon them should be executed. 

Turn. Andronicus, 1 will entreat the king : 

Tear not thy 6on% they shall do well enough. 

Tit . Come, Lucius, come : stay not to talk 
with them. 

[Exeunt severally. 
SCENE V.—The same. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, uilh Lavinia, 
ravished; her Hands cut vjf, and her 
Tongue cut out. 

Lem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can 
speak. 

Who ’twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish’d thee. 
Chi. Write down tby miud, bewray thy mean¬ 
ing so; 

And if thy stumps will let thee play the scribe. 
Dem * See, bow with signs and tokens she can 
scowl. 

CM. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy 

hands. 


Art 111. 

Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hard 
to wash ; 

And so let’s leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi. An ’twcie my case, 1 should go hai/f 
my sell. 

Dcm. II thou hadst bauds to help line kiut 
the cold. 

[Exeunt Demeirua and Chiron. 
Enter Marcus. 

Mar. Who’s ibis,—my niece, that fins away 
so fast ? 

Cousin, a woid ; Where is your husband ’ — 

If I do dream, ’would all my wealth would wal.e 
me I 

If I do wake, some planet strike me down. 

That i may slumber in eternal sleep!— 

Speak, gentle niece, what stem ungentle l ands 
Have lopp’d, aud bew’d, and made thy oody 
bale 

Of her two branchesf those sweet ornmunis, 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought u< 
sleep in ; 

And might not gam so great a happmc^-. 

As half thy love ? Why dost not ••peak to mt 1 — 
Alas, a cnmsoii river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain Min’d with wind. 
Doth rise aud fall between tby loved lip*. 

Coming and going with thy honey hitadu 
But sine, some ’lereu* hath dulowei’d Him , 

Aud lest thou should’st detect him, u.i y 
tongue. 

Ah I now thou turnest away thy face An ‘h.nm ,* 
And, notwithstanding all ibis loss ot Idoid,— 

As from a conduit with three i**mng spin i 
Yet do thy checks look ted a* J Han’s 
Blushing to be eiicouiitu’d with a (loud, 
blind I speak for thee ? shall 1 say, ’ti* sol 
Oh ! that 1 knew thy lie.ut; aud knew il*«- »<,rt, 
That 1 might i.ul ai him lo ease my inu.d ' 
Soiiow concealed, like an oven stopp’d 
Doth bun the Inait to umleis ulieic it 
lair l'lnlonula, she hut lost htr tongue. 

And in a tedious samplei sew’d her mind . 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut tioi.i tin* ; 

A ciallier Tereus nast tr ou met withal. 

And he hath cut those pretty lingeis oil, 

That could have better sew’d than Pl.iloi'u I. 

Oh! had the inoiisti i seen those lily ham'a 
Tremble, like aspen leave*-, upon a luie. 

Alio make the silken ‘-mug* delight to kis* them. 
He would not then have touch’d them iui Am 
life ; 

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony, 

W Inch that sweet tongue hath made. 

He would have diopp’d Ins Knife, aud hit 
asleep. 

As Ceibeius at the Thracian port’s • feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind: 
loi such a sight will blind a lather’s eye: 
one hour’s stonn will diowu the tragi ant meads; 
What will whole months of tears tby lathei’o 
eyes 1 

Do not draw hack, for we will mourn with thee ; 
Oh ! could our mourning ease thy misery 1 

’ [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—Home.—A Street. 

Enter Senators, Tribunes, and Q/ficcrs of 
Justice, v ith Martius aud Quintus, bound, 
passing on to the Place oj Execution: Ti- 
tls going brjore, pleading. 

Tit. Ileai me, giave fathers! noble tribunes 
stay J 

ror pity ot mine age, whose youth was spent 
In daiigeioiis wais, whilst yoii securely 6lept; 

For all my blood in Koine’s great quanel shed ; 
For all the tiostj nights that I have watch’d; 
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Scene I . 

And for these bitter tears, which now you sec 
Filling the aged wiinkles in my cheeks; 

Be pitiful to my condemned sous, 

Whose souls arc not corrupted as *tis thought 1 
For two and twenty sons 1 never wept. 

Because they died in honour's lofty lied : 

For these, these, tribunes, in the dust I write 
[Throwing himself on the Ground 
My heart’s deep languor, and my soul's sad tears. 
Let my uais staunch the faith's dry appetite; 
My sous' sweet bl >od will make it shame and 
blush. 

[Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, i^c. 
with the Prisoners . 

O earth, I will heliicini thee more with rain. 
That shall distil horn these two ancient urns. 
Than youthful Apul shall with all bis showers ; 
In summers drought, I'll drop upon thee still: 
In winter, with warm teais I’ll melt the snow. 
And keep eternal spilug-lime on thy fact, 
bo thou refuse to dunk my dear sous’ blood. 

Enter Lucius, uith his Suor(l drawn. 

O revel end tiibunes! gentle aged men ! 

L’nluud my son*-, teveise the doom ot death; 
And let me say, that never wept before, 

My teais are now pi evading orators. 

Liu. O noble lather, you lament in vain; 

The tnbuncs hear you not, no mail is by, 

And you recount your sonows to a stone. 

Tit. Ah ! Lnnu\ lor tliv toothers let me plead : 
Giavc (iihuues, oiue inoie I euticat ot you. 
Luc. My gracious lord, no tiibuue beat» you 
speak. 

Tit. Min, 'Us no matter, man: if they did 
In . 11 , 

Tory would not mnik ine; or if tliev did maik. 
All booths» i<> tin m, they’d not pity me. 

"1 lieichne I tell my sorrows to the stones. 

Who, though they cannot uuswci niv dt-tres-, 
\n m M ine suit they’re bettei than thetnbuucs, 
1 or Unit they will not intercept my tale : 

When I do weep, they humbly at my het 
Htmw my tiaiK, and seem to weep with me; 
And, wen* lhev but aitned in grave weeds, 

Home tmdd alloid no iiitmne like to these. 

A -tone is sou as wax, tnhuues more hard than 
stones : 

A *tone i" silent, and oflendeth not: 

And tiiluine** with then tongues doom men to 
death. 

But wheieioie staml'st thou with thy weapon 
diawu T 

Luc.’Iv rescue niv t.\o brothers from their 
death : 

Tor which attempt, the judges have pronounc’d 
Mv eveil.isling doom ul banishment. 

Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not peiccive. 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigeis 1 
Tigers must piey ; and Rome a (Voids no piey. 
But me and mine : How happy ait thou then. 
From these devoureis to be banished! 
lint who comes with our brother Maicus lieie? 

Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep; 
Or, it not so, tby noble heart to break; 

1 bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it then. 
Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Maicus, so she is. 

Lnc. Ah 1 me, this object kills me ! 

Tit. I'aiut heai ted boy, anse, and look upon 
her:— 

6peak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Huili made thee (landless m thy father’s sight ? 
What fool hath added water to the sea, 

Or brought a faggot to blight burning Troy ? 

My griet was at tilt* height before thou cam's!. 
And now, like Xilus, • it disdaineth bounds, 

Hive me a swoid, I’ll chop oft my lianas too; 
For they have lought lor Rome, and all m vain ; 

• The river Nile. 
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And they have mus'd this woe, in feeding life ; 
In bootless prayer have they been held up, 

And they have serv’d ine to effectless use: 

Now, all the service I require of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other.— 

’Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no bauds; 

For hands, to do Rome service, aie but vam. 
Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath maityi’d 
thee 1 

Mar. Oh I that delightful engine of her 
thoughts. 

That blabb’d them with such pleasing eloquence. 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage : 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied uotes, enchanting every earl 
Luc. Oh ! say thou lor her, who hath done this 
deed l 

Mar. Oh! thus I found her, staying in the 
park. 

Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer. 

That hath icceiv’d some uiirecunug wound. 

Tit. It was my deer; and he that wojudtd 
her. 

Hath hurt me more, than had he kill’d me dead : 
For now l stand as one upon a rock, 

Eiivuoii’d with a wilderness of sea; 

W ho marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will m his brinish bowels swallow him. 

This way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 
Hue stands mv other sou a banish’d man ! 

And here, my biother, weeping at my woes; 

But that winch gives m> soul die greatest spuiu. 
Is deal Lavinia, dealer than m> soul.— 

Had 1 but sicn thy picluiem this plight, 

It would have mad Jed me; What shall 1 do 

Now I behold thy liulv body so ? 

thou hast no hands to wipe away tliv tears: 

Noi tongue to tell me who has martyr’d flue: 
I'liy husound lie is dead : and, fui his death, 
l'hy biotheis aie condemn’d and dead by this :— 
Look, Maicus! ah ! «on Lucius, look on her! 
When I did name her biotheis, tnen fresh teais 
Stood on her checks; as doth the honey dew 
Lpou a g.uhei’d lily almost wilhet'd. 

Mar. Feichance, she weeps because they kd.’J 
liei husband : 

Feichance, because she knows them innocent. 
Tit. If they did kill thy husband, U.cu be joy. 
fill, 

Btcause the law hath ta'cii revenge on them. 

No, no, they would not do so foul a deed; 
Witness the sotiovv that their sister makes.— 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips; 

Or make some sign how I may do thee ease : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy biother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit louud about some fountain ; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain'd; like meadows, yet not 
dry 

With muy slime left on them by a flood ? 

And ill the fountain shall we ga/e so long. 

Till the tresh taste be taken Iroin that clearness. 
And made a brnic-pit with our bitter teais l 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 

Or shall we bite om tongues, and m dumb 
shows 

Pass the remainder of our hateful days? 

What shall we do? let us, that have our tongues 
Plot some device of luitber miseiy, 
lo make us wonder'd at in time to come. 

Luc. Sweet tather, cease youi teais ; for, at 
your grief, 

Sec* how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 
Mar. Patience, deal niecegood Titus, dry 
thine eyes. 

l\t. Ah, Maicus, Marcus! brother, well 1 
wot, * 

Thy napkin t cannot drink u tear of mine, 
loi thou, pool man, hatt diown’d it with thine 
< w u. 

Luc. Ah I my Lavinia, I will wipe thy 

checks. 

• Know. 
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Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark! I understand ber 
signs: 

Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say 
That to her brother which 1 said to thee ; 

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet. 

Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 

Oh 1 what a sympathy of woe is this 1 
As far from help as limbo is from bliss i 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Titus Androuicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word,—That, if thou love thy 
sons. 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself old Titns, 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 

And send it to the king: he for the same. 

Will send thee hither both thy sous alive : 

And that shall be the ransom for their fault. 

Tit. O gracious enipeior! O gentle Aajoul 
Did e\er raven sing so like a laik. 

That gives sweet tidings of the sun’s upnsc f 
With ail my heart. I’ll send the emperor 
My hand ■ 

<jood Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off 7 
Luc. Stav, father; foi that noble hand of 
thine. 

That hath thrown down so many enemies, 
bhall not he sent: my hand will serve the turn : 
Mv youth can better spare my blood than >ou ; 
And therefore mine shall save my brothel's 
lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended 
Home, 

And rear’d aloft the bloody battle axe, 

Writing destruction on tbe enemy’s castle I 
O none of both but are of high desert: 

M> hand hath been but idle ; let it sene 
To ransom my two nephews from their death ; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go 
along, 

Tor fear they die uefore their pardon come. 
Mar. My hand shall go. 

Luc. By heaven it shall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more; such wither’d herbs 
as these 

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy 
son. 

Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 
Alar. And, for our lather's sake, and mother's 
care, 

Now let me show a brother’s love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you: I will spare my 
hand. 

Luc. Then I'll go fetch an axe. 

Mar. But I wiH use the axe. 

[Exeunt Lucies and Marcus. 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I’ll deceive them 
both : 

Lend me thine hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Aar. If that be call’d deceit, 1 will be honest. 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so:— 

But I’ll deceive you in another Bort, [Aside. 
And that you’ll say, ere half an hour can pass. 

[He cuts off Titus* Hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit. Now, stay your strife; what shall be, is 
despatch’d.— 

Good Aaron, give bis majesty my band: 

Tell him, it was a band that warded him 
From thousand dangers; bid him bury it; 

More bath it merited, that let it have. 

As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchas’d at an easy price; 

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andromcus : and for thy band. 
Look by and by to have thy sons with thee:— 

[Aside. 

Tbgir beads, I mean.—Oh 1 how this villany 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it! 

Let fools do good, and lair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his soul black like his face. 

[Exit. 


Tit. Oh ! here I lift this one hand up to hea¬ 

ven. 

And bow this feeble ruin to tbe earth : 

If any power pities wretched tears. 

To that I callWhat, wilt thou kneel with me ? 

[7b Layinia. 

Do then, dear heart; for heaven shall hear our 
prayers; 

Or with our sighs we’ll breathe the welkin dim. 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds, 
Wheu they do hug him iu their melting liosoius. 

Mar. O brother, speak with possibilities. 

And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep having no bot¬ 
tom! 

Then be my passions • bottomless with them. 
Alar. But yet let reason govern thy lament. 
Tit. If there were reason for these miseries. 
Then into limits could I bind my woes : 

Wheu heaven doth weep, doth not the ea:th 
o’errtow 7 

If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 
Tincat’ning the welkin with his big-swoln fau ? 
And wilt thou have a reason lor this coil it 
1 am the 6ea; hark, how her sighs do blow 1 
She is the weeping welkin, 1 the earth: 

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 
Then must my earth with her continual teals 
Become a deluge, overflow’d and diown’d : 
l'or w liy ? my bowels caunot hide hei woes. 

But like a drunkard must l vomit them. 

Then give me leave; for loscss will liavt leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongu* •> 

Enter a Messenger, with tuo Heads and a 

Hand. 

Mess. Worthy Antlroiijcus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent’st the emperor. 
Here are the beads ol thy two noble sous ; 

And here's ihv hand, in scorn to thee sent back ; 
'liiy grids their sports, thy resolution mock’d: 
That woe is me to think upon tiiy woe*, 

More than remembrance of my lathei’s death. 

[L.ltt. 

Mar. Now let hot .Ttna cool in Sicily, 

And be my heart an ever-burning hell 1 
These miseries are more than mav be home! 

To weep with them that weep doth case some 
deal. 

But sorrow flouted at is doable death. 

Luc. Ah 2 that this sight should make so deep 
a wound. 

And yet detested life not shrink thereat! 

That ever death should let life bear his name. 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ? 

[Layinia kisses him. 
Afar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comtoitless. 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit. Wheu will this fearful slumber have an 
eud 7 

Mar. Now, farewell, flattery: Die, Androni- 
cus; 

Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two son’s heads. 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here. 
Thy other banish’d son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless; and thy brother, 1, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 

Ah! now no more wilt I control thy griefs : 

Kent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this dismal 
sight 

The closing up of onr most wretched eyes! 

Now is a time to storm—why art thou still 1 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha 1 

Mar. Why dost thou laugh 7 it flit not with 
tliis hour. 

Tit. Why, 1 have not another tear to shed : 
Besides this sorrow is an enemy. 

And wonld usurp spoil my watery eyes, 

And make them blind with tributary tears: 

Then which way shall I had revenge’s cave f 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me ; 
And threat me, I shall never come to bliss, 

* Suffering** t Stir, bunk. 



Scene II. TITUS ANDR0N1CUS. 91 


Till all these mischiefs be retain'd again, 

Even in tl.cir throats that have committed 
them. 

Come, let me see what task I have to do.— 

You heavy people, circle me about; 

That I may turn me to each one of yon. 

And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made.—Come, brother, take a head ; 
And in this hand the other will I bear: 

LaMiua, thou shaft he employed in these things ; 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy 
teeth. 

As for thee, boy, go, got thee from my sight; 
Thou ai t an exile, and thou must not stay : 

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there: 

And, if you love me, as I think you do, 

Let’s kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

[Exeunt Titos, Marcus, and Lav ini a. 
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father ; 
The woeful’st man that ever liv'd in Rome! 
Farewell, proud Rome! till Lucius come again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his lile. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister ; 

Oh ! would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast been! 
But now not Lucius nor Lavnua lives. 

Hot in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs; 

And make proud Satnrninus and his empiess 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen* 
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 

To be reveng'd on Rome aud Saturnine. 

[Exit. 

SCENE If.—A Hoorn hi Titus* House .— 

.1 Banquet set out. 

Enter Titls, Marcus, Lavinia, and young 
Lucius, a boy. 

Tit. So, so; now sit: and look, you eat no 
1111)10 

Than will inrsene ju«t so much strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of o.trs. 
Maicus unkiiit that son oiv-w real hen knot; 

Thy mete and I, pooi creatures, want our hands, 
And cannot passionate our tenfold gnef 
With folded arms. This poor right hau ! of mine 
Is hit to tyrannise upon mv breast; 

Ami when my li«*art, all mad with misery. 

Beau in tin* hollow prison of my tiesh. 

Then thus 1 thump it down.— 

Thou map of woe that thus dost talk in signs ! 

[To Lavinia. 

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous 
healing. 

Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 
Mound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans; 
Oi get some little knife between thy teeth. 

Ami just against thy heart make thou a hole; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 

Mav run into that sink, and soaking iu, 

Drown the lamenting fool m sea-salt tears. 

Mar. Fie, brother, fie ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now I has sorrow made thee dote 
already T 

Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 

VV hat violent hands can she lay on her life I 
Ah I wherefore dost thou urge the name of 
hands;— 

To bid Aeneas tell the tale twice o’er. 

How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable! 

O handle not the theme, to talk of hauds ; 

Lest we remember still, that we have none.— 
Fie, fie, how frantickly I square my talk 1 
As if we should forget we had no hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of bands !— 
Come, let's fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this :— 
Here*is no drink I Hark, Marcus, what she 
says;— 

I can interpret all her martyr'd signs 
She say's, she drinks no other drink but tears. 
Brew'd with her sorrows, mesh'd upon her 
cheeks: •— 

* Au allusion to brewing. 


Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought j 
III Iby dumb action will I be as perfect. 

As begging hermits ui their holy prayers : 

Thou shall not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to 
heaven. 

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign 
But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet, 

Aud, by still * practice, learn to know thy mean- 
ing. 

Boy. Good graudsirc, leave these bitter deep 
laments: 

Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Mar. Alas I the tender boy, ill passion mov’d. 
Doth weep to see his giaudsire's heaviness. 

Tit. Peace, tender sapling; tbou art made of 
tears. 

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.— 
[Marcus strikes the Disk with, a Knife. 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy 
knife 7 

Mar. At that that I have kill’d, my lord; a 
fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou kill's! my 
heart ; 

Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny : 

A deed of death, done ou the innocent, 

Becomes not Titus’ brother: Get thee gone ; 

I see thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas! my lord, 1 have but kill'd a fly. 
Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and mo¬ 
ther 7 

How would he hang Ins slender gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the air l 
Poor harmless fly ! 

That, with his pretty buzzing melody. 

Came fieie to make us merry; and thou ha«t 
kill’d bun. 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir; ’twas a black ill-u- 
vour’d fl\. 

Like to the empress’ Moor ; therefore I kill’d bun. 
Tit. Oh ! oh! oh 1 

Then pardon me tor reprehending thee, 

For thou hast done a charitable deed. 

Give me thy knife, I will insult ou lam; 
Flattering myself, as a it weie the Moor 
Come hither puiposely to poison me.— 

There’s for thyself, and that’s lor Tamora.— 

Ah 1 sirrah ! t— 

Yet I do think we are not brought so low. 

But that, between ns, we can kill a fly, 

That comes m likeness of a coal-black Moor 
Mar. Alas! poor man! grief has so wrought 
oil him, 

He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit. Come, take away.—Lavinia, go with me : 
I’ll to thy closet; 2 nd go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced m the times of old.— 
Come, boy, and go with me; thy sight is young, 
Aud thou shalt read, when iniue begins to dazzle* 

[Exeunt 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—The same.—Before Titus’ 

House . 

Enter Titus and Marcus. Then enter young 
Lucius, Lavinia running after him . 

Boy. Help, grandsire, help I my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why:— 
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes l 
Alas! gweet aunt, 1 know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine 
aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee 
barm. 

Boy. Ay, when my father wav in Rome, she 
did. 

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by tb?se 
signs t 


• Constant practice. , 

f This was formerly not a disrespect!*! expression. 
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Tit, Fear her not, LuciusSomewhat doth 
she mean : 

See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah l boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tully's Orator. * 

Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee 
thus f 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can 1 guess. 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her : 

For I have heard iny graudsire say full olt. 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad ; 

And 1 ba\e read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow : That made me to fear ; 
Although, my loid, I know my noble aunt 
Lo\es me as dear as e'ei my mother did. 

And would not, but in fun, flight my youth : 
Which made me down to throw my books, and 
fly ; 

Causeless, perhaps : But pardon me, sweet aunt: 
And, madam, h my uncle Marcus go, 

I will most willmlgy attend your ladyship. 

Mar. Lucius, I will. 

[Lavim* turns oicr the boohs uhich 
Lucius has let Jail. 

Tit. How now, La\inia l—Marcus, what means 
this l 

Some book there is that she desires to see:— 

W hich is it, gill, of these 1—Open them, bnv.— 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d ; 
Come, aud take choice ut all my lihraiy, 

And so beguile thy sonow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn’d coutnver of this deed.— 

W liy lifts she hr her arms m sequence t tlm- ? 
Mar. 1 tluuk she means, that there was nioie 
than one 

Confederate in the fact:—Ay, more there was :— 
Oi else lo liea\en she heaves them lor revenge. 
Tit. Liicuis, what book is that she losseth so? 
Hoy. Giaudsiie, ’tis Ovid's Metamorphosis; 

My mother gave’t me. 

Mar. Fur Jove ot her that’s gone, 

Pei hap- she cull’d it from among the rest. 

Tit. Soft! see, how busily she turns the leaves ! 
Kelp her; 

What would «he find ?—Lavinia, shall 1 read ? 
Tins is the tragic tale of Philomel, 

-Hid treats ol Tereus* tieason and his lape ; 

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mur. See,mother, see! note, how she quotes* 
the leaves. 

Tit. Iaivima, wert thou thus surpris’d, sweet 
girl, 

Itnvi«h’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was, 

I orc'd m the ruthless, 5 vast, and gloomy woods ?— 
See, see!- 

Ay, such a place there is, where we did limit, 

(Oh ! had we never, never, hunted tbeic !) 
Pattern’d by that the poet heie describes. 

15v iiatuie made for murders and for tapes. 

Mar. Oh 1 why should nature build so foul a 
den. 

Unless the gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give signs, sweet gin,—lor here are none 
but friends,— 

" hat Ruinau lord it was durst do the deed : 

Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 

That left the camp to siu 111 Lucrece’ bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, sweet niecebrotlur, sit 
down by me.— 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
ln-pire me, that I may this treason find I— 

My lord, look here,—Look here, Lavima : 

Tin* sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst, 

This alter.me, wheu I have writ my name 
AN about the help of any hand at all. 

I lieu rites his name mill his stajf, and 
pintles it with his feet and mouth. 
Curs’d be that heart, that forc’d us to this shift I— 
W/ite thou, good niece; and here display, at 
last. 


What God will have discovei’d for revenge; 
Heaven guide thy peu to punt thy sonow- plain 
That we may kuow the tiaitois ami the truth j 
[A'/ie takes the stajf in her mouth, and guides 
it uith her stumps, and writes. 

Tit. Oh! do you read, my lord, what shelutli 
Stnprum—Chiron — Demitrias. [u 1 if { 

Alar. What, what 1—the lusttul sons 01 la- 
muia 

Performers of this heinous, bloody deed f 
Tit. Map tic Dominatin' poll, 

Tam lentus audis scclera ' turn lent us tides r 
Mar. Oil J calm thee, gentle ioid ! although, 
I know. 

There is enough written upon this raith. 

To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts. 

And arm the minds of miauls to exclaims. 

My lord, kneel down with me; Lavima, kneel; 
And kneel, sweet hoy, the Roman Hecuu’s hope ; 
And swear with me,—as with the wuclul teeie, *• 
And father, of that chaste dishotioiu'd dame, 
Loid Junius Brutus snaie I 01 Lucrecc’ rape,— 
That ut will prosecute, by good advice, 

Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths 
And see their blood, or die with tin- irpioadi. 

Tit. 'Tis “Uie enough, aud you knew lion, 

But if you hint these lieai-wlitlps, then bewaie : 
The dam will wake; and, H -he wind you onu*, 
She’s with the lion deeply still in league. 

And lulls him whilst she playetli on her back, 
luil, when he sleeps, will she do what she ii-». 
You’ie a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone ; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of bra*-.. 

And with a gad t o; steel will write tlnse wolds. 
And lav it by ; the angry not them wind 
Mill blow these -aud>, like S>Ini’sI cjim abiuarl. 
And where’s your lesson then ?—Boy, ului >.ij 
you ? 

Hoy. 1 say, my lord, that if I weie a man, 
Then mother- bed-chamhci -hoidd not In- -ale 
lor these had-bondmen to the yoke ot Kotin . 
Mur. Ay, that’s my boy ! ’ tliy latlur bath 
lull ott. 

For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Ho’/. And, uncle, so will 1, an it I Jive. 

Tit. Come, go with'me into mine aimo-iry ; 
Lucius, i’ll tit thee; and withal, inv hov 
feliall cairy lioni me to the empies-’ sons 
Piesents, that I intend to mm ul them both : 

Come, come; lliou’lt do thy message, will tl.ou 
not l 

Hoy. Ay, with my dagger in their bo-om>, 
glands lie. 

Tit. No, boy, not so; I’ll teach tliee another 
course. 

Lavinia, come :—Marcus, look to my house : 
Lucius and I'll go biave it at ibe court ; 

Av, marry, will we, S 11 : and we'll be waited 
on. 

[Exeunt Titus, Lavima, cud Bov. 
Mar. O heavens, cau you hear a good man 
groan, 

And not teleiit, or not compassion linn ? 

Maicus, attend him in hi* ccstacy ; 

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart. 

Than loe men’b marks upou his batter’d shield ; 
But yet so jmt, that he will not revenge 
Revenge the heavens for old Andionicus I— 

[Exit, 

SCEXE 11.—The some.—A Hoorn in the 

Palace. 

Enter Aarox, Chiro.v, and Du jilts its, ut 
one Dour , ut another Door , younp Lucies, 
and an Attendant , uith a Handle oj lieu, 
pons, and Worses urit upon them. 

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucius; 

He hath some message to deliver to us. 

Aar. Ay, some mad message irom his mad 
pi and father. 

Hoy. My lords, with all the humbleness I 
may. 


• Tnlly'sTreetisn on Flnriuence entitled OrrAitf. 
t Succession. I Observes. $ I’mleM. 


* Husband. 


♦ The point of n spoor. 
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I greet jour honours Horn And)omens 

And praj the Koin.m gods, coiilound jou both. 

[Aside. 

Dcm. Gnimcrcy, lovely Lucius: TUial'* the 
news ? 

Sot/. That jou are both decipher’d that’s the 
liens. 

For villains mark’d with rape. [Aside.] May 
it please >ou, 

My granrisire, well-adw<’d, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his arniourv. 

To gratify your honourable youth. 

The hope of Home ; for so he hade me say; 

And so 1 do, and with his puts piescnt 
Your lordships, that whenever you have need, 
You maj be aimed and appointed well : 

And so i leave jou both, [.Ajirfc.] like bloody 

villains. 

[Exeunt Boy and Attendant. 
Dcm. What’s here? A scioll; and mitten 
round about? 

Let’ 3 see: 

Integer i itn, scclerisque purus, 

Aon egrt Mauri jaenhs, ?iec area. 

Chi. Oh! 'us a verse in Horace; I know it 
1 lead it in the grammar long ago. (well: 

Aar. Ay, put!—a verse in Hoi ace light, 
\ou have it.— 

Now, what a tiling it is to he an ass 1 [Aside. 
lleie’a no sound je*>t! the old inau hath lound 
their guilt ; 

And sends the weapons wrapp’d about with lines, 
That wound, beyond their teeiing, to the quick, 
lint weie our witty empress well-a-foot, 

Mie would applaud Aiidroiiicus’ conceit. 

But let her lest in hei unrest awhile.— 

And now, young lords, was’t not a happy star 
Led li- to Kome, strangers, and, more than so, 
Captives, to he advanced to this height ? 

It did me good, betoie the Palace gate. 

To brave the tiibune in Ins hi others hearing, 

JJt m. But me nioie good, to see so gieat a lord 
Basely nwiuintc, and send us gifts 
Aar. Had he not leasou, loid Demetrius? 

Did yon not n«e his daughter veiy friendh ? 

Dcm. 1 would we had a thousand Roman 
dames 

At such a hav, b\ tin u to serve our lust. 
t'hi. A cliailiable wish, and full of love. 

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to sav 
amen. 

Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand 
mine. 

Dcm. Come, let us go ; and pray to all the 
For our beloved mother m hir pains. [gods 
Aar. Pray to the devils ; the god9 have given 
us o’er. [Aside. Flourish. 

Dcm. Why do the emperoi’s trumpets flouiish 
thus f 

C/,i. Belike for joy the emperor hath a son. 
Dun. Soil; who comes heie? 

Enter a Nurse, uitk a black-a-moor Child in 

her arms. 

Aar. Good morrow, lords : 

Oh! tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor. 

Aar. Well, more or less, or ne’er a whit at 
all, 

Here Aaion is: and what with Aaron now ? 

'V nr . O gentle Aaron, we aie all undone! 

Now help or woe betide thee evermoic! 

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou 
keep I 

What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms? 
Aar. Oh ! that which 1 would hide !roui hea¬ 
ven’s t\v, [grace;— 

Our empiess’ shame, and stately Rome’s dis- 
tilie is delicti’d, loids, she is deliver’d. 

Aar. To whom l 

Aur. 1 mean, she’s hi ought to bed. 

Aar. Well, God 

Uivc her good rest! What hath he sent lier? 
Aur. \ devil. 

• Aar. w by then she’s the devil’s dam ; a joy¬ 
ful issue. 


Aur. A joyless, dismal, black, and soirowful 
issut : 

Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the tanest bietdcib of our dim**. 

The empiess sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal, 
And bids thee christen it with thy daggei* 
point. 

Aar. Out, out, you whore! is black so base 
a hue ?— 

Sweet blovvse, you are a beauteous blc^oni, sine. 
JJnn. Villain, what hast thou done ? 

Aar. Done ! that which thou 
Cnnst n t undo. 

Chi. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Dcm. And therein, hellish dog, thou host 
undone. 

Woe to her chance, and damu’d her loathed 
choice! 

Accus'd the offspring of so foul a llend! 

Chi. It shall not live. 

Aar. It shall not die. 

Aur. Aaron, it must; the mother wills it so. 
Aar. What, must it, nuise? then let no man 
but i. 

Do c\edition on my flesh and blood. 

Deux. I’ll bioatli * the tadpole on my lapiei’s 
point: [it. 

Nurse, give it me ; my sword shall soon despatch 
Aar. Sooner this sword shall plough thy 
bowels up. 

[TaA<j the Child from the Nlrse 
and draus. 

Stay, murdeious villains! will you kill your 
, brother? 

Now, by the burning tapers of the sky, 

That shone so biightlv when this Irnyuas got. 
He dies upon my sciniitat’s sharp point, 

That touches this in> hrst-born son aim hen ! 

I tell yon, younglings not Euceladus, t 
With all his threat’mug hand of Typhon’s brood, 
Nor great Alcidcs,; nor the god of war. 

Shall seize this prey out of his father’s hands. 
What, what, ye sanguine, shallovv-heaited hovs! 
Ye wlute-lnn’d walls! ye alehouse panned 
sign*! 

Coal black is better than another hue. 

In that u scorns to beai another line: 

For ail the watei m the ocean 

Can never turn a swan’s black legs to while. 

Although she lave than hoiuly in the flood. 

Tell the empiess fiom me, I am of age 
To keep mine own ; eveuse it how she can. 
Dcm. Wilt thou betiay thy noble mistiess thus ? 
Aar. My mist less is my mistress; this my¬ 
self ; 

The vigour and the picture of mv youth : 

This, before all the world, do 1 prefer; 

This maugre$ al! the world, will 1 keep safe. 

Or some of you shall smoke for it in Kome. 
Dcm. By ibis om mother is for evei sham’d. 
Chi. Rome will despise her for tins foul escape 
Aur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom ner 
death. 

Chi. I blush to think upon tlii* ignoniy, || 

Aur. Why, theie's the pnvilegc jour beauty 
bears : 

Tie, treacherous hue ! that will betray w itli blush¬ 
ing 

The close enacts and counsels of the heart! 
Heie’s a young lad fram’d of another leei : IT 
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the fa¬ 
ther ; 

A* who should say, Old lad, I am thine oicn. 
He is your biothei, lords; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 
And, from that womb where you imprison’d were. 
He is enfianclnsed and come to light: 

Nay, he’s your biothei by the surer side, 
Although my seal he stamped iti his face. 

Aur. Aaion, what shall I say unto the empiesv? 

• Spit. 4 A giant, the ton of 7fcon nml TVrr*. 

t Hercules. 9 In spite «!' | Ignomiuy. 

H Complexion. 
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Dtm. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice : 

Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar. Then sit we down, aud let us all con¬ 
sult. 

My son and I will have the wiud of yoa: 

Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

[They sit on the Ground. 
Dem . How many woineu saw this child of his ? 
Aar. Why, so, brave lords : When we all join 
in league, 

1 am a lamb: but if you brave the Moor, 

The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 

The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms.— 

But, say again, how many saw the child ? 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myself, 

Aud no one else, but the delivered empress. 

Aar. The eraperess, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel, when the third's away: 
Go to the empress ; tell her, this I said :— 

[Stubbing her . 

Weke, weke !—so cries a pig prepar'd to the spit. 
Dem. What mean'st thou, Aaron ? Wheiefore 
didst thou this ? 

Aar. O lord. Sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 

Shall she live to betray this guilt of onrs f 
A long-tongu'd babbling gossip? no, lords, no. 
Aud now be it known to you m> full intent. 

Not far, one Mulueus lives, my countryman. 

His wife but yesteruigbt was brought to bed. 

His child is like to her, fair as you are : 

Go pack * with him, and give the mother gold. 
And tell them both the circumstance of all; 

And how by this their child shall be advanc’d 
And be received for the emperor's heir. 

And substituted m the place of mine, 

To calm this tempest whirling in the court; 

And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark >e, lords, ye 6ee, that I have given her 
physic, [Pointing to the Nuksl. 
And you must needs bestow her funeral; 

The fields are near and you are gallaut grooms: 
This done, sec that you take no ioueer days. 

But send the midwife presently to me. 

The midwife, and the nurse, well made away, 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dem. For this care of'Tamora, 

Herself, and lier's, are highly bound to thee. 

[.Exeunt Djsm. and Chi. hearing ojf the 
Nurse. 

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow 
flies; 

There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 
Aud secretly to greet the empress’ friends.— 
Come on, you tbick-lipp'd slave. I'll bear you 
hence ; 

For it is yon that puts us to our shifts : 

I’ll make you feed on berries, and on roots. 

And feed on curds and wbey, and suck the goat. 

And cabin in a cave; and bring you up 

To be a warrior, aud command a camp. [Exit. 

SCENE 111.—The same.—A Public Place. 

Enter Titus, hearing arrows , with h tiers 
at the ends of them; with him Marcus, 
young Lucius, and other Gentlemen uith 
Lous. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, come; Kinsmen, this is 
the way :— 

Sir boy, now let me see your archcry r 
Look ve draw home enough, and 'tis there straight: 
Terras Astra:a reliqult: 
fie you remember'd, Marcus, she's gone, she’s 
fled. 

6m, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall 
Go sonud the ocean, and cast your nets; 

Happily you may find her in the sea ; 

Yet there's as little justice as at land :— 

No t Publius and Sempronius, you must do it ; 
Ti§ you must dig with mattock, and with spade, 

* Bargain with. 


And pierce the inmost centre of the earth : 

Then, when you come to Pluto's regiou, 

1 pray you, deliver linn this petition : 

Tell Mm, it is for justice and for aid, 

Aud that it conies from old Audronicus, 

Shaken with sorrows ill ungrateful Rome.— 

Ah ! Rome !—Well, well; 1 made thee miserable 
What tune I threw the people's suffrages 
On him that thus dotli tyrannise o'ei me.— 

Go, get you gone ; and pray be carelul all. 

And leave you not a mat) of war unseat cit'd ; 
This wicked einperoi may bate shipp’d her heucc^ 
And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mur. O Publius, is not this a heavy case. 

To see thy noble uncle thus distract f 
Pub. Theiefoie, my lord, it highly us con¬ 
cerns, 

By day atid night to attend him carefully ; 

And feed bis humour kindly as we may. 

Till time beget some careful leineilv. 

Mar. Kinsmen, Ins sonows aie past remedy. 
Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome tor this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius, how now? how now r , my mas 
tersl What, 

Have you met with her? 

Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pintos sends you 
word. 

If you will have revenge fiom hell, you shall: 
Many, for Justice, she is so employ'd, [else. 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, oi soiuevvhete 
So that perforce you must needs stay a tune. 

Ttt. He doth me wrong, to feed me with de¬ 
l’ll dive into the bin mug lake lie low, [lays. 
And pull her out ot Acheion i.y the heels.— 
Marcus, we are but shtubs, no cedais we ; 

No big-bou’d men, fram’d of the Cyclop's m*«* : 
hut metal, Marcus, steel to the very luck ; 
Yetwiung* with wiongs, more than our hacks 
can bear: 

And sith t there is no justice in earth nor hell. 
We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods 
To send down justice lot to wreak * om wiongs : 
Come, to this gear. $ You aie a good aicher, 
Marcus. [lie gives them the arrows. 
AdJmem, that’s for you.—Hue, ad Apolli- 
Ad Afar tern , that’s lor myself;— [nun.— 

Here, boy, to Pallas : Heie, to Mercuiy : 

To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine,— 

You were as good to shoot against the wind.— 
To it, boy. Marcus, loose wheu 1 hid; 

O' my word, I have wiitten to effect; 

There's not a god left unsolicited. 

Mar. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the 
court: 

We will afflict the emperor in Ins pride. 

Tit. Now, masters, draw. [They *noct.] O, 
well said, Lucius 1 

Good boy, in Virgo's lap; give it Pallas. 

Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon ; 
Yom letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius what hast thou 
done! 

See, see, thou hast shot oil* one of Taurus' horns. 
Alar. This was the Bport, my lord: when 
I'ii him5 shot. 

The bull being gall'd, gave Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the iant's horns in the 
court; [villain! 

And who should find them hut the empress' 
She laugh’d, and told the Moor, he should not 
choose 

But give them to Ills master for a present. 

Tit . Why, there it goes : God give your lord- 
ship joy. 

Enter a Clow n, with a basket and two •pigeons. 
News, news fiom heaven 1 Marcus, the post is 
come. 

Sirrah, what tidings? have you any Jetteis? 

Shall 1 have justice ? what says Jupiter ? 

• Strata*!. t Sine*. t Revenge 

f DrcM, lumiture. 
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Clo. Ho I the gibbet maker 7 he says that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man must 
not be hanged till the next week. 

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee 7 
Clo. Alas, Sir, l know not Jupiter; I never 
drank with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier] 

('to. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir; nothing else. 
Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven f 
Clo. From heaven 7 alas, Sir, I never came 
there: God forbid I sbonld be so bold to press 
to heaven in my young days. Why, 1 am goiug 
with my pigeons to the tribunal plebs, * to take 
up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and one 
ot the emperial’s men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as At as can be, to 
serve lor your oration; and la him deliver the 
pigeons to the emperor from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to 
the emperor with a grace 7 

Clo. Nay, truly. Sir, I could never say giace 
in all my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither: make no more ado. 
But give your pigeons to the emperor: 

By me thou shalt have justice at ins hands. 

Hold, hold—mean while, here’s money for thy 
charges. 

Gi\c me a pen and ink.— [lion ? 

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a snppuca- 
Clo. Ay, Sir. 

Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. And 
when you come to him, at the tirst approach, you 
must Kneel; then kiss his foot; then deliver up 
your pi*;eons, and then look for your reward; 
I’ll be at hand, Sir: see you do it bravely. 

Clo. 1 warrant you. Sir; let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, bast thou a knife 7 Come, let me 
Here, Marcus, lold it m the oration; [see it. 
I'oi thou hast made it like an humble suppli¬ 
ant 

And when thou hast given it to the emperor. 
Knock at my door, aiid tell me what he says. 
Clo. God be with you, Sir; i will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let’s go:—l'ublius, fol- 
low me. [Exeunt. 

SC EXE IV—The same.—Before the Palace. 

Enter SaiL itNiNUS, TaMORA, Chiron. Deme¬ 
trius, LoitUb, and others : Sat urmnu* with 
the arrows tn Jus hand, that Titus shot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these 7 Was 
ever seen 

An emperor of Rome thus overborne. 

Troubled, confionted thus: and, for the extent 
Of egalf justice, us’d in such contempt 1 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods. 
However these disturbers of our peace 
Buz m the people's ears, there nought hath 
pass’d, 

But even with law, against the wilful sons 
Of old Androtnrus. And what an if 
His sorrows have so overwhelm’d bis wits. 

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his frenzy, and his biterness 1 
And now he writes to heaven for his rediess : 
See, here’s to Jove, and this to Mercury ; 

This to Apollo ; this to fhe god of war : 

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome 1 
What's this, but libelling against the senate. 

And blazoning our injustice every’ where 7 
A goodly burnout, is it not, my lords 7 
As who would say, in Rome no justice were. 
But, if I live, lus feigned ecstacies 
Shall be no shelter to these outrages t 
But he and his shall know that justice lives 
In Satununus' health ; whom, if she sleep. 

He’ll so awake, as she in fury shall 
Cut off the proud’st conspirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts. 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus’ age, 

•The Clown mean* to say plebeian tribune , i . t . tri¬ 
bune of the people, t Eqiml. 
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The effects of sorrow for bis valiant sons. 

Whose loss bath pierc’d him deep, and scarr’d 
bis beirt; 

And rather comfort lus distressed plight, 

Thau prosecute the meanest, or the best, 

For these contempts. Why, thus it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloze • with ail: 

[Aside. 

But Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick. 

Thy life-blood out: If Aaron now be wise. 

Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port.— 

Enter Clown. 

How now, good fellow 7 would’st tbou speak with 
us 7 

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your misters hip be im¬ 
perial. 

Tam. Empress 1 am, bot yonder sits the em¬ 
peror. 

Clo. 'Tis he.—God and saint Stephen give you 
good denI have brought you a letter, and a 
couple of pigeons here. 

[Satukninus reads the Letter . 
Sat. Go, take hi pi away, and hang him pre¬ 
sently. 

Clo. How much money must I have 7 
Tam. Come, Sin ah, you must be hang’d. 

Clo. Hang’d! by’r lady, then I have brought 
up a neck to a fair end. [Z£rif guarded. 

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs 1 
Shall I endure this monstrous villany ?” 

I know fiom whence this same deuce proceeds: 
May this be boine]—as if his traitorous sous. 
That died by law for murder of our brother. 
Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully 
Go, drag the wllaiu hither by the hair; 

Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege :— 

For this pioud mock, I’ll be thy siaughieiinan ; 
bly fiantic wretch, that holp’st to make me peat 
In hope thyself should govern Rome aud uie. 

Enter .Emilius. 

What news with thee, ^Euulius7 
xEmil. Arm, aim, my lord; Rome never had 
nioie cause 1 

The Goths have gather’d head ; and with a power 
Of high-iesolved men, bent to the spoil. 

They hither match amain, undei the conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andromcus; 

Who tin eats, m course ot this revenge, to do 
As much as ever Couolamis did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths t 
These tidiugs mp me; and 1 hang the bead 
As floweis with fiost, or grass beat down with 
storms. 

Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 

'Tis lie the common people love so much ; 

Myself hath often over-heard them say, 

(When I have walked like a private man,) 

That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully. 

And they have wish'd that Lucius were their em* 
peror. 

Tam. Why should you fear? is not your city- 
strong 7 

Sat. Ay, but the citizen^ favour Lucius ; 

And will revolt from me, to succour him. 

Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, f like 
thy name. 

Is the sun dimm’d, that gnats do fly in it 7 
The eagle suffers little birds to sing. 

And is not careful what they mean thereby; 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wings. 

He can at pleasure stint J their melody: 

Even so may’st thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy spit it: for know thou, einpeior 
I will enchant the old Aiidronicus 
With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous^ 
Than baits to tisb, or honey-stalks $ to sheep ; 
When as the one i9 wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for ns. 
Tam. If Tamora eutreat him, then he will; 

• Flatter, f Imperial. J Stop, 

f Clovcr-flQwm. 
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For I can smooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises; that were hi? heait 
Almost inpregiiable, his old ears deaf. 

Yet should both eai ami heart obey mv tongue.— 
Go thou before, be our ambassador; 

[To /Em i lius. 

Say, that the cmpeior requests a pailey 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting 
Even at his father's house, the old Andronicus’. 

Sat. /Eimlius, do this message honourably : 
And if he stand on hostage for ins safety. 

Bid him demand wbat pledge will please him best. 
xEmil. Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

[Exit /Emi Lius. 

Tam. Now’ will I to that old Andronicus; 

And temper him, with all the art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again, 

And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him. 

[E icuut. 


ACT V. 

SCE\E I.—Plains near Rome. 

Enter Lucius and Goths, tilth drum and 

colours. 

Luc. Approved wan tors, and my faithful 
friends, 

I have received letters fiom great Rome, 

Which signify, what hate they be.^r their em- 
And how desirous of our sight they are. [penn, 
Therefoie, great lords, he, as your titles witness. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 

And, wherein Koine hath done you any scath, # 
Let him make tieble satisfaction. 

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the gie.it 4n- 

drotncns, [frit. 

Whose name wv' once our terror, now our coin- 
\\ hose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
lugrateful Koine requites with foul contempt, 

Be^ bold in us : we’ll follow where tlmu lead’st,— 
Like stinging bees in hottest sumniei’s da\, 

Led by their master to the flower’d fields,— 

And be aveng’d oil cursed Tamm a. 

Goths. And, as he sailh, so say we all with 
him. 

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you 
all. 

But who conies here, led by a lusty Goth? 

Enter a Got 11 , leading A iron, with his child 

in his arms. 

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, fiom our troops I 

stray’d, 

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery; 

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall: 

1 made unto the nor-e; when soon 1 heard 
The cryiug babe control!‘d with this discourse: 
Peace, taumy slate , half me, and half thy 
dam ! 

Did not thy hue hni'ray whose brnt thou art , 
Had nature lent thee bat thy mother’s look, 
Villain, thou ■might’st have been an emperor: 
Rut where the bull and tow are both milk- 
white. 

They never do beget a coal-black calf . 

Peace, villain, peace /—even thus he rates the 
babe,— , 

For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; 

D ho, when he knows thou art the empress’ 
babe, 

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother*s sake. 
With tins my weapon drawn, I rush’d upon him. 
Surpris’d him suddenly, and brought him hi¬ 
ther, 

To use as you think needful of the man. 

• Harm 


Luc. O worth) Goth! this is the incarnate 
de\il 

That robb’d Andronicus of his good hand*. 

This is the peail tnal pleas'd yum t-tnpic-s* 
e> e; • 

And here’s the base fmit of his bmmug lust.— 
Say, wall-ey’d slave, wlutliei would’st thou ion* 
vey 

Tin* growing image of thy fiend-like lace ? 

Why dost not speak ? Wliat J deal l No , not a 
word ? 

A halter, soldiers ; hang him on this ti*e. 

And by his side his fimt of bastauly. 

Aar. Touch not the boy, lie is ot loyal blood 
Luc. loo like tile sue lor ever being good.— 
First hang the child, that he may see it *piawl 
A sight to vex the father’s soul withal. 

Get me a laddei. 

[A ladder brought , which Aaron is 
obliged to ascend. 

Aar. Lucius, save the child ; 

Amt bear it from me to the empeiess. 

If thou do this, 1’il show thee woiidimis things. 
That highly may advantage thee to heal : 

If thou wilt not, liefali what may befall. 

I’ll speak no tnoie—But vetigeaiicc lot you all 
Luc. Say on; and, if it please me winch tlmu 
speak* st, 

Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish'd. 
Aar. An if it please thee l why, assuiu ibet 
Lm ins, 

’Twill vex tliv soul to hoar what I shall ‘■peak ; 
For I must talk of mm dels, rapes, and mas¬ 
sacres. 

Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 

Complots of mischief, tieasou , viliamcs 
Kuthful to hear, yet piteou*.|\ perionn’d ; 

And this shall all be toned by my death, 

Unless thou swear to me, uiv child shall live. 
Luc. Tell ou thy uiiiiJ . 1 say, thy (laid -hall 
live. 

Aar. Swear that lie shall, and thin 1 will 
begin. 

Luc. Who should I swear by? thou believ’st 
no god : 

That gianted, how raiist thou lelieve an 

Aar. What it I do not? as indeed, 1 do not* 
Yet,—tor I know thou ait leligioiis, 

And hast a thing within thee, called conscience, 
W ith twenty popish tricks and ceremonies. 

Which I have seen thee eareiul to obstive,— 
Therefore 1 urge thy oath ;—lor that, 1 know, 
Ail idiot holds Ins bauble lor a god, 

And keeps the oath, which by that god he swears; 
To that I’ll urge him :—Theretoie, tnou shall 
vow 

By that same god, what god soe’er it he, 

That thou ador’st and hast in rcvrmice,— 

To save my boy, to iiomish, and hung him up , 
Ur else I will discovci nought to thee. 

Luc. Even 1>> tuv god, 1 swear to thee, I will. 
Aar. First, know thou, 1 begot him on the 
empress. 

Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious t woman! 
Aar. Tut, Lucius 1 this was but a deed of 
. chanty. 

To that which thou slialt hear of me anon. 
'Twas her two sons that niuidei’d Bassiami.*: 
They cut thy sister’s tongue and ravish’d her, 
And cut her hauds, and trimm’d hei as thou 
saw’st. 

Luc. O detestable villain ! call’st thou that 
trimming ? 

Aar. Why, she was wash'd, and cut, and 
tnmm’d ; and 'twas 

Trim spoit for them that had the doing of it. 
Luc. O baibarous, beastly \illmns, like thy- 
self! 

Aar. Indeed, l was their tutor to instinct 
them ; 

That codding spirit had they from their mo'ho. 
As sure a card as ever won the set. 

• Alluding to the proverb, “A black man is a prarl is 
afairwomau’a eye. 1 ’ t Ljkuiqbi, 
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That l.l.Wi’y i.nnJ, I think, tney leuin’d of me, 
A? true <i Jo" as ever fought at head.— 

NS ell, let my deeds he witness ot my worth. 

I ti .till’d thy bictbreu to that guileful hole, 
vMiere the dead corpse of Bassianus lay: 

1 wiote the letter that thy father found. 

Am! hid the gold within the letter mention’d, 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons; 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue, 
Wheiein I had no stroke of mischief in it? 

I play’d the cheate. lor thy father’s hand ; 

Au-1, u ten 1 had it, diew inynlf apart. 

And almost hioke my h-.aii with extreme laugh- 
tc-i. 

I pry’d me through the crcvicc of a wall, 

When, loi his lurid, he had his two sons' heads ; 
Beheld his tiais, and laugh’d so heartily, 

That both mine eve- weie rainy like to Ins ; 

Aud when I told the empress of this sport. 

She swounded almost at my pleasing tale, 

And, for im tidings, gave me twenty ki-sts. 
Goth. W hat! caust thou say all this, and never 
blush ? 

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 
Luc. Art thou not suny lor these heinous 
deeds ? 

Aar. Av, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now 1 cm sc the day, (and yet 1 think 
Few come within the compass of iny cuise,) 

V* herein I did not some notorious ill: 

As kill a man, oi else druse his death ; 

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it; 

Acc-ise some innocent, and forswear myself; 

St I deadly enmity between two friends ; 

Make poor men's cattle bieak their necks ; 

Set me on b.uus and hay-stacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft h i\e 1 digg’d up dead men fiom their graves 
Vml set them upright at then dear friends'doors, 
i.veti wh< n then soiiows almost weie forgot, 
f!id on their skn.-, as on the bark of trees, 

Wave with my knife caived in Roman letters 
JjCt nut yam sorrow du, though 1 am dead. 
Tut, i have done a thousand dreadful things, 

As williuglv as one would kill a fly; 
l ml nothing grieves me heai tily indeed, 
hut that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Luc. Bung down the devil ; loi he must not 
die 

So sweet a death as hanging presently. 

Aar. If there he devils, ’would 1 wereadevil. 
To live and burn in everlasting tire ; 

So 1 might have your company in hell. 

But to torment you with mv hitter tongue! 

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, aud let him speak 
no more. 

Enter a Goth. 

Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from 
Rome, 

Desires to be admitted to your presence. 

Luc. Let him come near.— 

Enter vEmilius. 

Welcome .tmilius, what’s the news from Rome ? 
/Emil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the 
Goths, 

The Roman emperor greets you all by me: 

And, tor he undetstauds you are in arms, 

He craves a pailey at your father's house. 
Willing you to demand your hostages, 

And they shall be immediately deliver'd. 

1 Goth. What says our general? 

Luc. JEmihus, let the emperor give his pledges, 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 

Ajid we will come.—March away. • [ Exeunt . 

SCENE II.—Rome.—Before Titus' House. 

Enter Timor*, Chiron, and Demetrius, 
disguised. 

Tam. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment 
I will cucounter with Audi omens; 

• Perhspt this it i stage direction, crept into the text. 


I And say, I am Revenge, scut from below, 
io join with linn, and light his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his study, where, they say, lie keep 3 °, 
I’o ruminate strange plotb of dire levenge ; 

Tell linn. Revenge is come to join with him. 
And work confusion on his enemies. 

[They knock. 

Enter Titus, above. 

Tit. V ho doth molest my contemplation ! 

Is it your ti ick to make me ope the dooi , 

That so my sad decrees may fly away. 

And ail my study be to no eflect i 
You are deceiv'd : lor what I mean to do, 

See here, in bloody lines I have set down; 

And what is Wjitten shall be executed. 

Tam. Titus, 1 am coine to talk with thee. 

Tit. No; uot a word: How can I giace my 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? [talk, 

Thou lust the odds of m.-, therefore no more. 
Tam. H thou didst know me, thou would’;! 
talk witu me. 

Tit. 1 am not mad ; I know thee well enough : 
Witness tins wretched stump, these ciiinson lines ; 
Witness these trenches, made by grief and caie ; 
Witness the tiling day, and heavy uight; 

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
, For our pioud enipiess, mighty Tamora : 
j Is not thy coming loi my other hand ? 

Tam. Know thou, sad man, I am not Ta- 
She is thy enemy, and I ihy fneud : [moia ; 

I am Revenge, sent from the infernal kingdom. 
To case the gnawing vultuie of tl»y mind, 

By working wrcakful vengeance on thy toes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world’s 
light: 

Conf»r with me of murder and of death. 

There’s not a hollow cave, or Inikmg-placc ; 

No vast ohscunty, or misty vale. 

Where Moody murder, oi detested rape. 

Can couch tor fear, but I will find them out ; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name. 
Revenge, which makes the foul ofleuder quake. 

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? aud art thou sent to 
To he a torment to mine enemies i [me, 

Tam. 1 am: theieioie come down, aud wel¬ 
come me. 

Tit. Dome some service, ere I come to thee. 
Lo, by thv side wheie Rape and Murder stand , 
Now give some 'surauce that thou ait Revenge . 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; 
And then I’ll coine, and be thy waggoner. 

And whirl along with thee about the globes. 

Pi ovide thee proper palfries, black as jet, 

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away, 

And find out murderers in their guilty caves . 
And, when thy car is loaden with then heads, 

I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footmau, all day long 1 
E’en from Hypei ion’s rising iu the east. 

Until his very downfal m the sea. 

And day by day I'll do this heavy task, 

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tam, These aie my ministers, aud come with 
me. 

Tit. Are they thy ministers ? what are they 
call'd 1 

Tam. Rapine and Murder ; therefore called so, 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 
Tit. Good lord, how like the empress' sons 
they are! 

And you the empress 1 But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

O sweet Revenge, now do 1 come to thee: 

And, if one arm’s embracement will content thee, 
I will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit Titus from above, 
Tam. Tins closing with him fits his lunacy : 
What’er 1 forge, to teed his biain-sick fits, 

Do you uphold aud maintain iu your speeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 

Aud being credulous in this mad thought. 

I’ll mate him send for Lucius, his son; 

Aud, whilst I at a banquet hold him suie, 

1’il find some cuuunig practice out of hand, 

I H 
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To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 

Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 

See, here he comes, ami I must ply my theme. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for 
thee: 

Welcome, dread fury, to-my woful house 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too • 
How like the empress and her sons you aie! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor;— 
Could not all hell afford you such a devil t— 
For, well I wot, the empress never wags. 

But in her company there is a Moor; 

And, would you represent our queen aright. 

It were convenient you had such a devil: 

But welcome, as you are. What shall we do? 
Tam. What would’st thou have us do, An- 
dronicus 1 

Hem. Show me a murderer, 1*11 deal with him. 
Chi. Show me a villain, that hath done a rape. 
And I am sent to be reveng’d on him. 

Tam. Show me a thousand that hath done 
And I will be revenged on them all. [thee wrong. 
Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of 
Rome, 

And wheu thou find’st a man that’s like tbvself, 
Good Murder, stab him : he's a murderer.— 

Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap. 

To fiud another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine, stab him I he is a ravisher.— 

Go thou with them ! and, in the emperor’s court. 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor; 

Well ma>’st thou kuow her by thy own pro¬ 
portion, 

For up and down she doth resemble thee: 

I pray thee, do on them some violent death, 

They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tam. Well hast thou lesson'd us; this shall 
we do. 

But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 

To send for Lucius, thy tbnce valiant sou. 

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house; 
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 

1 will bring in the empress and her sons, 

The emperor himself, and all tby foes, 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel, 
And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heait. 
What 6ays Andronicus to this device? 

Tit. Marcus, my brother!—'tis sad Titus calls. 

Enter Marcus 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius! 

Thou shalt inquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefe6t princes of the Goths: 

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they arc : 

Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 
IVast at iny house : and he shall feast with them, 
'fins do thou for my love ; and so let him, 

As he regards bis aged father’s life. 

Mar. This will I do, and soon return again. 

[Exit. 

Tam. Now will I hence about thy business. 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with 
Or else I’ll call my brother back again, [me; 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tam. What say you, boys? will yon abide 
W hiles I go tell my lord the emperor, [with bun. 
How i have govern’d our determin’d jest ? 

Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair, 

lAside. 

And tarry with him, till I come again. 

Tit. 1 know them all, though they suppose 
me mad, 

And will o’er-reach them in their own devices; 

A pair of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam. 

[Aside. 

Hem. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us 
here. * 

Tam. Farewell, Andronicus: Revenge nww goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. 

[Exit Tamora. 


Tit . I know thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge, 
farewell. 

Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be em¬ 
ploy’d. 

Tit. Tut, 1 have work enough for you to do.— 
Publius, come hither. Cams, and Valentine 1 

Enter Publius, and others. 

Pub. What’s your will ? 

Tit. Know you these two ? 

Pub. Th* empress’ sons, 

I take them, Chiron aud Demetrius. 

Tit. Fie, Publius, lie I thou art too much de¬ 
ceiv’d ; 

The one is Murder, Rap# is the other's, name : 
Aud therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them: 

Oft have you beard me wish for such au hour. 
And now I find it: therefore bind them sure; 
And stop their mouths, if they begiu to cry. 

[Exit Thus, — Publius, 4c- lay hold on 
Chiron and Demetrius. 

Chi. Yiilaius,torbear; we are the empress’ soiih. 
Pub. Aud therefore do we what we art* com¬ 
manded.— [wind: 

Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a 
Is he sure bound T look that you bind them last. 

Reenter Titus Andronicus, with Lavinia ; 
she bearing a basin , and he a knife. 

Tit. Come, come. Lav ima! look, thy foes are 
bound ;— 

Sirs, stop then mouths, let them not speak to me ; 
But let them hear what fearful woids I utter.— 

O villains, Chiron and Demetinis! 

Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd 
with mud ; 

This goodly summer with your winter mix’d. 
You kill'd her husband ; and, for that vile fault. 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death , 
My hand cut oil, and made a meriv jest; 

Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and tbnV 
more dear 

Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity. 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain'd and toic’d. 
What would you say, if 1 should let you speak? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg foi grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 

Tins one hand yet is left to cut youi ihioais ; 
Whilst that Lavuiid ’tween her stumps doth hold 
The basin that receives your guilty blood. 

You know your mother means to feast with me. 
And catls herself Revenge, and thinks me mud,— 
Hark, villains; 1 will grind your bones to dust. 
And with your blood and it. I'll make a paste ; 
And of the paste a coffin • 1 will rear. 

And make two pasties of your shameful heads; 
And bid that strumpet, your unhallow’d dam. 
Like to the earth, swallow her own mcieasc. 

This is the feast that I have bid her to, 

Aud this the banquet she shall surfeit on ; 

For worse than Philomel you us’d my daughter 
And worse than Progue I will be leveng’d : 

And now prepare your throats,—Lavliila, come, 

[He cuts their Throats . 
Receive the blood, and, when that they are dead. 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small. 
And with this baleful liquor temper it; 

And m this paste let their vile heads be bak’d. 
Come, coine, be every one oflicious 
To make this banquet; which I wish may prove 
More stem and bloody than the Centaur’s feast. 
So, now bring them in, for 1 will play the cook, 
Aud see them ready ’gainst tbeir mother coires. 

[ Exeunt , bearing the dead bodies . 

SCENE III •— The. same.—A Pavilion , with 
Tables , 4 c. 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, with 
Aaron, prisoner. 

Laic. Uncle Marcus, since ’tis my father’s mind 
That I repair to Rome, 1 am content. 

* Crust o r a raised pya. 
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Scene III. 

1 Goth. And our’s, with thine, befall what 
fortune will. 

Luc. Good uucle take you in this barbarous 
Moor, 

This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil; 

Let hnn receive no sustenance, fetter him, 

Till he be brought unto the empress' face. 

For testimony of her foul proceedings: 

And see the ambu&h of oui friends be strong : 

1 fear the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear. 
And prompt rne, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart I 
Luc. Away, inhuman dog! unhallow'd slave!— 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.— 

[Exeunt Goths, with Aaron. Flourish. 
The trumpets show, the emperor is at hand. 

Enter Saturninus and Tamora, with Tri - 
bunts. Senators, and others. 

Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns 
than one? 

Luc. What hoots • it thee, to call thyself a 
sun ? 

Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break f 
the parle; 

These quarrels must be quietly debated. 

The feast is ready which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain’d to au honourable end. 

For peace, for love, for league, and good to 
Rome: 

Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your 
places. 

Sat • Marcus, we will. 

[Hautboys sound. The Company sit down 
at table. 

Enter Titus, dressed like a cook , Lavinia, 
ceiled, yuan* Luciun, and others. Titus 
plates the dishes on the table. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord: welcome, 
diead queen : 

Welcome, ye warlike Goths: welcome, Lucius : 
And welcome, all: although the cheer be poor, 
’Twill nil jour stomachs ; please you eat ot it. 
Sat. W li> art thou thus attir’d, Androuicus 1 
Tit. Because 1 would be sure to have all well, 
To entertain your highness and your empress. 
Jam. We are beholden to you, good An- 
dromeus. 

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, | 
you were. 

My lord the emperor, resolve me this; 

W as it well done of ra?>h Virginius, 

To slay his daughter with his own right hand. 
Because she was enlorc’d, stain’d, and de¬ 
flower'd ? 

Sat. It was, Androuicus. 

Tit. Your leason, mighty lord I 
Sat. Because the gul should not survive her 
shame, 

And by hei presence still renew bis sorrows. 

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual ; 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, . 

For me, most wretched to perform the like:— 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee; 

[He kills Lavinia. 

And, with thy shame, thy father’s sorrow die i 
Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and 
unkind ? 

Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made 
I am as woful as Virginius was: [me bliud. 

And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage; and it is uow done. 

Sat. What, was she ravish’d ? tell, who did 
the deed. 

Tit. Will’t please you eat ? will't please your 
highness feed ? 

Tam. Why hast thou slain Dune only daughter 
thus ? 

Tit. Not I, 'twas Chinn g|d Demetrius : 

They ravish’d her, and *ut away her tongue, 

And they, 'twas they, tfeft did her all tbis wrong. 
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Sat . Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 

Tit. Why, there they are both baked in that 
pye. 

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed. 

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 

'Tls true, 'tis true; witness my knife’s sharp 
point. [Killing Tamora. 

Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed 
deed. [. Killing Titus 

Luc. Can the son's eye behold his father 
bleed t 

There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
[Kills Saturninus. A great tumult. The 
People in confusion disperse. Marcus, 
Lucius ,and their Partisans, ascend the 
steps before Titus’ house. 

Mar. You sad-fac’d men, people and sons of 
Rome, 

By uproar sever’d, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter’d by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 

O let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter’d corn into one mutual sheaf. 

These broken limbs again iuto one body. 

Sen. Lest Rome herself be bane unto her¬ 
self : 

And she, whom mighty kingdoms curt’sy to, 

Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away, 

Do shameful execution on herself. 

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age. 

Grave witnesses of true experience. 

Cannot induce you to attend my words,— 

Speak, Rome’s dear friend; [To Lucius.] as erst 
our ancestor, 

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse 
To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear. 

The story of that baleful burning night. 

When subtle Greeks surpris’d king Priam’s 
Troy; 

Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our eai s. 

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil 
wound.— 

My heart is not compact of flint nor steel; 

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory', 

And break my very utterance : even i’tbe time 
When it should move you to attend me most. 
Lending your kind commiseration : 

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale; 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him 
speak. 

Luc. Theu, noble auditory, be it known to you, 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor’s brother; 
And they it were that ravished our sistei : 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 
Our father’s tears despis'd ; and * basely cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome’s quarrel 
out, 

And sent her enemies unto the grave. 

Lastly, myself unkindly banished. 

The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping out. 

To beg relief among Rome's enemies ; 

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears. 

And op’d their arms to embrace me as a friend: 
And I am the turn’d-fortb, be it known to you. 
That have preserv’d her welfare m my blood; 
And from her bosom took the enemy’s point, 
Sheathing the steel in my advent’rous body. 

Alas; you know, I am no vaunter, I; 

My scars can witness, dumb although they are. 
That my report is just, and full of truth. 

But, soft: methmks I do digress too much, 

Citing my worthless praise: 0 pardon me ; 

For when no friends aie by, men praise them- 
selves* 

Mar. Now is my turn to speak: Behold this 
child, 

[Pointing to the child in the arms of an 
attendant. 

Of this was Tamora delivered ; 

The issue of an irreligious Moor, 

Chief architect fipd plotter of these woes ; • 
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The villain is alive tn Titus* house, 

Damn'd as he is, to witness tins is true. 

Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakble, past patience. 

Or more than any living mail could hear. 

Now you have heard the truth, what say you 
Homans t 

Have we done aught amiss T Show us wherein, 
And, from the place where you behold us now, 
(The poor remainder of Audromci) 

We'll hand in hand, all headlong cast us down, 
Aud on the nigged stones beat forth 0111 brains. 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 

Speak, Homans, speak; and, if you say wc 
shall, 

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 
uE/nil. Come, come, thou reverend man of 
Home, 

Aud bring our emperor gently in thy hand: 
Lucius our emperor ; for, well 1 know 
The common voice do ci\, it shall be so. 

Jiom. [Several speak.] Lucius, uli hail; 
Rome's royal emperor! 

Lucius, Ac. descend. 

Mar. Go, go into old Titus’ sorrowful house; 

[To an Attendant. 

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 

To be adjudg’d some direful slaughtering death, 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 

Horn. [Several speak.] Lucius, all hail ; 

Rome’s gracious governor ! 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Homans ; Ma> I go\eru 
so. 

To heal Rome’s harms, aud wipe awav her woe! 
Bet, gentle people, give me aim awhile,— 
lot natme puts me to a heavy task ;— 

Stand all aloofbut, uncle, draw you near, 

To shed obsequious tears upon this tinuk : — 
o take this warm kiss on Jiiv pale cold hp% 

[A'/rsci Thus. 

These soiiowful drops upon thy hlood-stai.u’d 
face, 

The last true duties of thy noble son I 

Mar. Teai lor tear, and losing kiss for k.ss, 
Ihy In other Maicas tenders on thy lips: 

Oh ! were the sum of these that 1 should pay 
Countless and iii'imte, jet would I pay them ! 
Luc. Come hithei, boy; coiue, come, and 
learn of us 

To inclt hi showers: Thy grandsiie lov’d tk-e 
"eil: 


Many a tune he danc’d thee on his knee, 

Snug thee asleep, his loving bie.i-t thy p Low ; 
Manv a matter hath he told to thee. 

Meet, and agreeing with thine iiiiancv ; 

111 that lespect then, like a loving lIiiIi!, 

Shed vet some small drops fiom thv tinder 
spimg. 

Because kind nature doth requite it so : [\i« c: 

b'riemls should associate ft lends m L'liei a.id 
Bid him faiewell; commit him to the giave; 

Do lum that kindness, and take lcuv« <>i him. 
Hoy, O grandsne, graudsiie ! evenwiih .ill my 
heart 

Would 1 weie de*d, so >on did live again !— 

O lord, I cannot speik to him foi weeping ; 

My tears will choke me, if 1 ope my uioiuh. 

Enter Attendants, talk A a tics. 

1 Rom. You sad Amliomci, have done w.rh 

woes; 

Give sentence on this execrable wret. b. 

That hath been breeder of these due e\ 

Luc. Set Inin breast-deep iu eaitli, and fa¬ 
mish him ; 

Tlieie let linn stand, aud rave aud civ foi fool ; 
If Mil) one relieves or pities him. 

For the mlencc he dies. This is our doom : 
Some stay, to see lum fasten’d in the eaitli. 
Aar. Ohi why should wrath be mute, aud l'i iv 
dumb t ’ 

I am no baby, I that, with base prayer*, 

1 should repent the evils 1 have done : 

Ten thousand worse that ever yet 1 did 
Would I perforin, if 1 might have my will ; 

If one good deed in all my life 1 did, 

I do repent it from mv very soul. 

Luc. Some loving (iiemls convey the empe*. r 
hence, 

And give him Jnuial m lux fstliei's giave: 

My father, aud Lavinia, shall toilhvvitii 
Be closed m our hon*« hold’s liioimment 
As for that heinous tigei, 'lamoia. 

No funeral rite, nor inau in nioiiinful weed-. 

No inoiiruful hell shall ring her Initial; 

But tlnovv her foitIi to hearts and lords of pscy 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pitv , 

And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 

See justice done to Aaiou, that d.iinn’d 
By whom oui heavy h.ip> had tin u beginning : 
Then, aftcnvaids, to oult r well the * 1.110 ; 

That like events may ne’ci it rumalc. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THIS tr.igcdy wa» urnten about the year 1G02, and Mukspearc « supposed to have takeu the greatest pirt of its 
m iterula from the Troyt Bake of Ljdgate, uu author who dented many oi his particulars Irom a History of 
I rot, in Latin, by GjuIo of Columpna. Chaucer had previously < elebrated the loves of Troilus and Crcssnia, 
in n translation from a Latin poem of one Lollies, an old Lombard author. The characters m this piav 
(winch was not originally divided into acts) are strikingly assimilated to the portraits w hub history has pre¬ 
served of them—the aged loquacity of Nestor—the insinuating eloquence of Losses—the boasting confidence 
of A fix—tlie sullen self importance of Achilles—the conscious dignity of Agamemnon, and the sneaking in¬ 
significance of the cuckold Mcnelaus, are excellently display cd iu tlie development of the piece; whilst tlia 
sturrile malignity of Th*«sites most humorously and ingeniously advances its interest throughout. The 
• inode of Hectuv’s death is, however, at variance with historical record, and was probably accompanied with 
such baseness on the part of Achilles, to perfect the amiable attributes :n which the poet chose to invest the 
character of his Trojan opponent. 1 roilus, the hero of the play, lias little to recommend him beyond per- 
annal intrep'.d't), and the sincerity of a youthful attachment—some authors rank him among the elder of 
Priam’* sous - others (and among them Virgil, who describes in the 1st book of the TEneid, line 474, the manner 
of Ins death by the hand ol Achilles) call mm the youngest. Anachronisms arc of frequent occurrence ill 
this play ; such os Hector’s t mug Aristotle, and Uly sses alluding to the “ bull-bearing Mile,” w ho did not 
live till many y cars after the Trojan war. It must, nevertheless, be remembered, that the greater part of 
Nhakspearc’s libnrv consisted of ancient romances; and nothing could he less correct than their computation 
of dale*. The language of tne piece it greatl) tinctured with the peculiarities of the age m which he lived , 
nnd although Dr. Johnson considers it more correctly wruteti than many of its companions, he exempts it 
from any extent of view or elevation of fancy. “The vicious characters (says that discriminating critic, 
sonetnnrs disgust, but <.innot corrupt , for both Cressida and Tandarus are detested and condemned. The 
comic characters seem to have been th* favourites of the writer: they arc of the superficial kind, and e»- 
lubit more of manners than nature ; but they are copiously filled, and powerfully impressed.” 


Pitiv'f, King of Tro v. 
ili.tioR. Tnon.it, Pints, 

Duphobls, Hh.ems 
A m.4s, Antenou, Tiojun Commnndei s. 

V m.chas, a Trojan Pi test, taking part with 

t'ie G techs. 

V v mi \ itrs. Uncle to Cressida. 

M iKt. 4KM.ON, a bastard Son of Priam. 
Ai.amiivnon, the Gncian General. 
Mi.nelai's, his Broth*r. 

Acjuli.es, Ajax, Ulysses 
N tsTou, Diomede* 

Patrocles, 


Thersites, a deformed and scurrilous Gre¬ 
cian. 

Alexander, Servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilus.—Servant to Paris. — Ser¬ 
vant to Diomedes. 

Helen, Wife to Mcnelaus. 

Andromache, Wife to Hector. 

Cassandra, Daughter to Priam; a Pro¬ 
phetess. 

Cressida, Daughter to Calchas. 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants . 


DRAMATIS PLRSONX 
IIis Sons 


\ 


Grecian Com¬ 
manders. 


Scene: Troy, and the Grecian Camp before il 


PROLOGUE 


In Tin> tlicie lies the scene. Front isles of 
Greece. 

The pi inces oigulous, * their high blood chaf’d, 
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 

Fi aught with the ministers and instruments 
Of nuel war: Si\t> and nine, that woie 
Then ciowucts regal, front the Athenian bay 
Put foitli toward Phr>gia: and then vow is 
made, 

To lansack Troy; within whose strong immures 
The ravish’d Helen, Menelaus’ queen, 

\N iih wanton Pans sleeps: And that’s the 
quan ei. 

To Tenedos they come ; 

Ami the deep-drawing barks do there disgoige 
Their warlike fmuglitage; f Now oil Daidan 
plains 

The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pilch 


Their brave pavilions: Piiaut’s six-gated city, 
Dardan, and Tymbria, llias, Chetas, Tiojau, 

And Autenorides, with massy staples. 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts, 

Spei r * up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits. 

On one and other side, TiojillT and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard :—And hither am 1 come 
A prologue arm’d,—but not in confidence 
Of author’s pen, or actoi’s voice ; but smied 
In like conditions as our argument,— 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 
Leaps o’er the vauntf and rustlings of those 
broils, 

’Ginning m the middle; starting thence away 
To what nut) be digested in a play 
Like, oi tind fault; do as your pleasures are ; 
Now good, or bad, ’lis but the chance oi oar. 


Proud, disdainful 


i fiught. 


• Shut. 


t Avaunt what went before. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE /.— Troy.—Before Priam’s Palace. 
Enter Troilus arm'd, and Pan darus. 

Tro. Call here iny varlet, • I’ll unarm again : 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within ? 

Each Trojan that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field : Triolus, alas! hath none. 
Pan. Will this geer ne'er be mended ? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong, anil skilful to 
their strength. 

Fierce to their skill, apd to their fierceness va¬ 
liant ; 

Bot 1 am weaker than a woman's tear. 

Tamer than sleep, fonder f than ignorance; 

Less valiant than the wrgin in the night. 

And skilless as unpractis'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this; 
for my part. I’ll not meddle nor make no further. 
He that will have a cake out of the wheat must 
tarry the grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried t 
Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry 
the bolting. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the bolting; but you must tarry the 
leaveniug. 

Tro. Sull have I tarried. 

Pan . Ay, to the leavening; but here’s yet, in 
the word, hereafter, the kneading, the making 
of the cake, * the heating of the o\en, and the 
baking : nay, you must stay the cooling too, or 
yon ma> chance to bum jour lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, (what goddess e’er 
she be) 

Dotli lesser blench * at sufferance than I do 
At Priam's royal table do 1 sit, 

And when fair Cressid conies into im thoughts,— 

8o, traitor !—when she comes !-W hen is she 

thence * 

Pan. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than 
ever 1 saw her look, or any woman else. 

Tro. I was about to tell thee,—When my 
heart, 

As wedged with a sigh, would rive § in twain. 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 

I have (as when the sun doth light a storm,) 
Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile : 
lint sorrow that is couch’d in seeming glad¬ 
ness, 

Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker 
than Helen’s, (well, go to,) there were uo more 
Comparison between the women,—But, for my 
part, she is my kinswoman: I would not, as they 
term it, praise her,—But 1 would somebody had 
beard her talk yesterday, as 1 did. 1 will not 
dispraise your sister Cassandra’s wit; hut— 

Tro. O Pandarus! 1 tell thee, Paudarus,— 
When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d. 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indreuch’d. 1 tell thee, 1 am inad 
In Cressid's love: Thou auswer'st, she is fair; 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ; 
Handiest in thy discourse, oh 1 that her band. 

In whose comparison all whites are ink. 

Writing their owu reproach; To whose toft 
seizure 

The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughmen 1 This thou 
tell’st me. 

As true tliou tell'st me, when I say—I love her; 
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm. 

Thou lay'st in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan • 1 speak no more than troth. 

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan . 'Faith, l f )l not meddle in't. Let her be 
as fhe‘ Is: if she be fair, 'tis the better for her; 

• A servant as a ltnight, t More foolish. 

I Shrink * Split. 


an she be not, she has the mends in her own 
bauds. 

Tro. Good Paudarus! How r now, Pandaius? 
Pan. 1 have had my labom lor my trawl; ill- 
thought on of hei, and ill-thought on of you : 
gone between and between, but small thank* lor 
my labour. 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Paudarus? what 
w ith me 1 

Pan. Because she is kin to me, tlieiefore, 
she’s not so fair as Helen : an she weie not km 
to me, she would be as lair on Friday, as llHcu 
is oil Sunday. But what caie 1 7 1 cart* n«»i, 

an she were a black a-moor ; 'tis all one to me. 
Tro. Say I, she is not fair? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. 
She’s a fool to stay behind her father ; let hei to 
the Greeks ; and so I’ll tell her the next tune 1 
see her: for my part. I'll meddle nor nuke no 
more in the matter. 

Tro. Pandarus — 

Pan. Not 1. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus,— 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me ; 1 will 
leave all a* I found it, and there an end. 

[fuif Pandarus. An Alarum. 
Tro. Peace, yon ungracious clamours ! peaie, 
rude sounds ! 

Fools on both sides ! Helen must need* be fair. 
When with youi blood you daily paint her thus. 

1 cannot fight upon this aiguineiit; 

It is too starv’d a subject for my sword. 

But Pandarus—O gods, bow do you plague me l 
I cannot coine to Cressid, but by Pamlai ; 

And he’s as tetchy to he woo’d to woo. 

As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. ^ 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne’s love, 

Wiiat Ciessid is, what Pand.tr, and what we 
Hei bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 
Between our Ilium and where she reside-. 

Let it be call’d the wild and waiiibriiig Hood , 
Ourself, the merchant; and tins sailing Pau- 
cl.ii. 

Our doubtful hope, our coin ay, and om baik. 

Alarum. Enter /Lneas. 

vEnc. How now, prince Troilus? wherefore 
not afield 1 

Tro. Because not there. This woman's an¬ 
swer sorts * 

For w’omanish it is to be from thence. 

WJiat news, jEneas, fiom the field to-day ? 
jEne. That Pans is returned home, aud hurt. 
Tro . By whom, /Eneas? 
sLnc. Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed: ’tis but a scar tc 
scorn ; 

Paris is gor’d with Menelaus’ horn. [Alarum. 
jEne. Hark! what good sport is out ot town 
to-day ! 

Tro. Better at home, if uould I might, were 
may .— [iber ? 

But to the spoit abroad ;—Are you bound thi- 
j$ne. In all swift haste. 

7 to. Come, go we then together. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same. — A Street. 

Enter Cbessida and Alexander. 

Cres. Who were those went by? 

Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cres. And whither go they ? 

Alex, lip to the eastern tower. 

Whose height commands as subject all the valw 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
is as a virtue fix'd, to-day was mov’d: 

He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer ; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war, 

Before the sun rose lie was harness’d light. 

And to the field goes he; where every flower 
Did as a prophet weep what it foresaw 
In Hector’s wrath. 

Cres. What was his cause of anger! 

• 1* becoming • 



Scene II. 

Alex. The noise goes, this: There is among 
the Greeks 

A loid of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; 
They call him, Ajax. 

Cres. Good ; And what of him T 

A lex. They say he is a very man per se, 9 
And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men ; unless they are drunk, 
sick, or have no legs. 

Alex. Tlii-j man, lady, hath robbed many beasts 
of their particular additions : t he is as valiant 
as the lion, churlish as the bear, slow as the ele¬ 
phant : a man into whom nature hath so crouded 
humours, that his valour is crushed X into folly, 
his folly sauccu with discretion : there is no mail 
hath a Virtue that lie hath not a glimpse of; nor 
any man an attaint, but he carries some stain of 
it: he is melancholy without cause, and merry 
against the hair: j He hath the joints of every 
thing; but e'TOry thing so out of joint, that he is 
a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use : or 
purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight. 

Cres. But how should this man, that makes 
me smile, make Hector angry ? 

Alex. They say, lie yesterday coped Hector in 
the battle, and struck him dowu ; the disdain and 
shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector fast¬ 
ing and waking. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. W ho comes here ? 

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Cn s. Hector’s a gallaut man. 

Alex. As may be m the world, lady. 

Pan. \\ hat’s that ? what’s that? 

Cn s. Good inoiiow, uncle Paudarns. 

Pan. Good moirow, cousin Cressul: What do 
you talk of?—Good morrow, Alexander.—How 
do you, cousin ? Wnen were you at Ilium 1 

Cies. This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of when I carnet 
Was Hector armed, and gone, ere ye came to 
Ilium t Helen was not up, was >he? 

('ns. Hectoi was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E’en so ; Hector was stirring early. 

Cres. That were we talking of, and of his 

aiiL'i r 

Pan. Was lie angry ? 

On. So he says here. 

Pan. True, he was so; I know the cause too ; 
he’ll lay about him to-day, I can tell them that: 
and there is Tioilus will not come far behind 
him ; let them take heed of Troilus ; I can tell 
them that too. 

i'ies. What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man 
of the two. 

Cres . o Jupiter I there’s no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? 
Do you kuow a man if you see linn ? 

Cres. Ay ; if ever 1 saw him before, aud knew 
him. 

Pan. Well, 1 say, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cres. Then you say as 1 say; for I am sure 
he is not Hectoi. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some 
degrees. 

Cres. 'Tis just to each of them ; he is himself. 

Pan. Himself? Alas, poor Troilus ! I would, 
he were,- 

Cres. So he is. 

Pan . -'Condition, I have gone barefoot to 

India. 

Cres. He 19 not Hector. 

Pan. Himself ? no, he's not himself.—'Would 
a were himself l Well, the gods are above ; 
Time must friend, or end: Well, Troilus, well, 
—I would my heart were in her body l—No, 
Hector is not a better man than Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me 

# 

* By himiclf. t Cbancten. t Mingled with. 

| Grain. 
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Pan. The other’s not come to't; you6hall tell 
me another tale, when the otbei's come to’t. 
Hector shall not have his wit this year. 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities ,- 

Cres. No matter. 

Pan . Nor his beauty. 

Cres. 'Twouid not become him, his owu’s 
better. 

Pan. Yon have no judgment, niece: Helen 
herself swore the other day, that Troilus, for 
a brown favo ur, (for so 'tis, I must confess,)— 
NoforoTW! neither. 

Cres. No, but brown. 

Pan. 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not 
brown. 

Cres. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais’d his complexion above Paris 

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan . So lie has. 

Cres. Then, Troilus should have too much : 
if she praised him above, his complexion is 
higher than bis; be having colour enough, and 
the other higher, is too darning a praise for a 
good complexion. I had as lief Helen's golden 
tongue had commended Troilus for a copper 
nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, l think Helen loves him 
better than Paris. 

Cres. Then she's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Ptni. Nay, I am sure sht does. She came to 
him the other day into a compassed wiudow, # 
—and, you know, he has not past three or four 
hairs on his chin. 

Cres. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon 
bring his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young : and yet will he, 
within three pouud, lift as much as his brother 
Hector. 

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a 
lifter ? t 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves 
himshe, came, and puts me her white hand 
to ins cloven cbiu,- 

Cres. Juno have mercy I—How came it clo¬ 
ven ? 

Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I think, 
ins smiling becomes him better than any man in 
all Phrygia. 

C’rcs. Oh ! he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not l 

Cres. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to thenBut to prove to you 
that Helen loves Troilus,- 

Cres. Troilus will staud to the proof, if you'll 
prove it so. 

Pan. Troilus? why, he esteems her no more 
than I esteem ail addle egg. 

Cres. If you lovfr'an addle egg as well as you 
love an idle head, you would eat chickens l’the 
shell. 

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how 
she tickled his chin ;—Indeed, she has a mar¬ 
vellous white hand, I must needs confess. 

Cres. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white 
hair on bis chin. 

Cres. Alas, poor chin I many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But there was such laughing;—Queen 
Hecuba laughed, that her eyes rau o'er. 

Cres. With mill-stones. J 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres. But there was a more temperate fire 
under the pot of her eyesDid her eyes run 
o'er too? 

Pen. And Hector laughed. 

Cres. At what was all this laughing? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied 
on Troilus' chin. 

Cr^s. A n’t had been a green hair, I should 
have laughed too. 

Pan. They langhed not so much at the .hair, 
as at his pretty answer. 

* Bow window. 1 Thiof. j A proverbial saying 
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Cres. What was his answer ? 

Pan. Quoth she. Here's but one and fifty 
hairs on your chin, and one of than is white. 

Cres. Tilts is her question. 

Pan. That's true; make no question of that. 
One attd fifty hairs , quoth he, and one vhitc: 
That white hair is my Jother , and all the rest 
are his sons . Jupiter! quoth she, which oj 
these hairs is Paris tay husband ' The Joy ked 
one , quoUi he ; pluck it out and give it him. 
But, tiiere was such laughing ! aud Helen so 
blushed, and Pans so dialed, aud all the lest so 
laughed, that it passed.* 

Cres. So Jet it now ; for it lias been a great 
while going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told jou a thing yester¬ 
day ; think on't. 

Cres. So 1 do. 

Pan. I'll be 6Worn,’tis true; he will weep 
you, an 'twere + a man bom in April. 

Cres. And J'il spnng up m his tears, an 
’twere a nettle against May. 

[A Retreat ssi.nde/t. 

Pan. Hark, they arc coming from the in*ld: 
Shall we stand up heie, and see them as they 
pass toward Ilium ! good niece, do; sweet niece 
Cressida. 

f.'ns • At your pleasure. 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place; 
here we may see most bravely : I’ll tell you them 
all by their names as they pass by : but tnark 
Tioilus above the rest. 

./Eneas passes over the stage. 

Cres . Speak not so loud. 

Pan. That’s Alneas ; Is not that a brave man 7 
lie’s one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you ; 
But mark Troilus ; you shall see anon. 

Cres. Who's that? 

Ante nor passes our. 

Pan. That’s Ai.tenor; he has a shrewd wit, 
I can tell you; and he’s a man good enough; 
he’s one o’the soundest judgments in Tn»y, 
whosoever, and a proper man of person ,— 
When comes Troilus?—1*11 "Show you Troilus 
anon : if he see me, you shall see him nod at 
me. 

Cres. Will be give you the nod ? 

Pan. You shall see. 

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector passes oier. 

Pan , That’s Hector, that, that, look you, that; 
There’s a fellow !—Go thy way. Hector There’s 
a brave mail, niece.—O brave Hector7—Look, 
how he looks 1 there's a countenance : Is’t not a 
brave man 7 

Cres. Oh l a brave man l 

Pan. Is a not 7 It does a man’s heart good— 
Look you what hacks are on bis helmet 7 look 
you yonder, do you see? look you there ! There’s 
no jesting : there’s laying on ; take’t off who 
will, as they say : there be hacks 1 

Cres. Be those with swords 7 

Paris passes oier. 

Pan. Swords 7 any thing, he cares not: an 
the devil come to him, it’s all one : By god’s 
lid, it does one’s heart good :—Yonder comes 
Pans, yonder comes Paris: look ye yonder, 
mere ; Js't not a gallant man too, Is't not 7— 
Way, this is brave now.—Who said he came 
hurt home to-day 7 he's not hurt: why this will 
do Helen’s heart good now. Ha 1 'would 1 
could see Troilus now 1—you shall see Troilus 
anon. 

Cres. Wlio’s that? 

Helenus passes over. 

Upn. TSrfs Helenus,—I marvel, where Troi- 
luq |b;—H elenus ;—I think he went not 
lorttrtodays- That’s Helenus. 

Esceeded all hounds. ♦ A> if ’ewers. 


Cm. Can llelcuus fight, uncle? 

Pan Helenus? no;—yes, he'll tight uiduler 
ent well:—1 marvel, when rioiiu» i»!— 14.uk !— 
do you not hear the people civ, Tioilus I—He¬ 
lenus is a priest. 

Cres. What sneaking fellow conies yonder? 
raoiLts pasus our. 

Pan. Whete? yonder 7 that's Deiphohus: 
'Tis Troilus I there’s a man, niece!—Hem 1— 
Brave Troilus 1 the piince of duvaliy ! 

Cres. Peace, lor shame, peace ! 

Pan. Mark him; note him O biavr Tioi 
Just—look well upon him, niece; look you, how 
his sword is b'oodied, and his Inlin* more 
hack’d than Hector’s; And how he looks, and 
how he goes 1—O admirable youth! he lie’u saw 
three aud twenty. Go thy way, Tioilu.-, go 
thy way; had 1 a sister were a grace, oi a 
daughter a goddess, he should take his choice. 

O admirable man 1 Palis7—Paris is dm to him ; 
and I warrant, Helen, to change, would give an 
eye to boot. 

Forces pass over the stage. 

Cres. Here come more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and brail, chaff 
aud bran ( pumdge alter meat! I could live jiul 
die l’lhe eyes ol Tmilus. Ne’er look,in’u look ; 
the eagles are gone; uows aud flaw-, crows and 
daw-s! 1 had rather be such a man as Troilus, 
than Agamemnon aud all Greece. 

C're*. There is among the Gieeks, Achilles ; a 
better man than Troilus. 

Pan. xkclulles? a di ay man, a porter, a very 
camel. 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well 7—Why, have you anv Ac¬ 
cretion? have yon any eyes l Do you know what 
a man is 7 Id not bull), beauty, good shape, dis¬ 
course, manhood, haimng, gentleness, vwtne, 
youth, liberality, and such like, the spice and t 
salt that season a man 7 

Ctes. Ay, a minced man : and then to he 
baked with iio date? m the pve,—toi then the 
man’s date is out. 

Pan. You are such a wonui! one know* not 
at what ward j you lie. 

Cres. Upon my back, to deft nd my belly , upon 
my wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my seueev, 
to defend mine honesty ; my mask, to dtlcnd 
my beauty; aud you, to defend ail these : and 
at all these wards I lie, at a thousand watches. 

Pan. Sav one of your watches. 

Cres. Nay, I’ll watch you foi that; and that's 
one of the chiefest of them too : it I cannot 
ward what I would not have hit, I can watch you 
for telling how I took the blow; unless it swell 
past hiding, and then it is past watching. 

Pan. You are such another ! 

Enter Troilcs’ Roy. 

Roy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with 
you. 

Pan. Where 7 

Roy. At your own house; thcie lie unarms 
him. 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come: [Exit 
Boy.] I doubt he be bait.—Faie ye well, good 
niece. 

Cres. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I’ll be with yon, niece, by and by. 

Cres. To bring, uncle,- 

Pan. Ay, a token Irom Troilus. 

Cres. By the same token you are a bawd. 

[Exit PAMunus. 
Words, vows, griefs, tears, aud love's lull sa¬ 
crifice, 

He offers In another's enterprise : £ 

But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 
Thau in the glass of Pandar’s piaise may be; 

• Helmet. t Au ingredient in all ancient pastry, 
t A metaphor from thv art ol defence. 
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Yet hold I oir. Women me angels, wooing: 
Tilings won aie done, joy’s soul lies in the doing : 
Tlwt she helov’d Knows nought, that Knows not 
this,— 

Men prize toe tiling imganiM more tlir.ii it is: 
That she was never jet, that evn Knew 
Long got so sweet as when desire did sue: 
Theielore this maxim out ol love I teach,— 
Aduev mu lit is uunm.tirl ; ungaih’d beseech : 
Then though my li-ait'a content lirin love doth 
beat, 

Nothing ol that shall fioni mine eyes appear. 

\Eiit. 

•S('IS\B 111 .— The Grecian Camp.—-Before 
Again*muon’s Tint. 

Trump* t*. Bn ter Agamemnon, Nestor, 
tevsats, .Mi n lea us •tad others. 

A gam. Princes, 

* What gucf hath set the jaundice on your checks? 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below. 

Tails in the piomis’d hugeness ; checks and dis¬ 
aster 

Crow in the veins of actions highest rear’d ; 

As Knots, by the contlux of meeting sup, 
luiect the sound pine, and divert Ins gi.uu 
Toitivc and cirant* iioinhis comse of giowth. 
\m, pimces, is it matter new to us, 

'1 lut we tome slioit of our suppose so far. 

That, sister seven yeais’ siege, yet Tioy walls 

Maud ; 

Sith t eveiv action that hath gone hefoie, 
Whereol we have reroid, tiial did diaw 
f>ias and lliwait, not miswemig the aim. 

And tii.it uuhodied ligme of the thought 
'1 liat irav’t .simm-wd shape. W'hy then, you 
princes, 

Do von with theeks abash’d behold our woiks; 
And thing tin in shames, which are, indeed, 
nought else 

Put the pioti.irmc trials of gieat Jove, 
lo hud perMstive constancy in men ? 

'I he tmene-s of which metal is not found 
In toiiur.c’s love; foi then, Uie bold and 
toward. 

The wim and lool, the artist and unread, 

'1 lie hard and soft, seem all alim’d; and Kin a 
H ut, in the wind and tempest of her lioivu, 
Di-tiuttiou, with a broad and powerful fan. 
Pulling at all, winnows the light away ; 

And what hath mass or matter, by itself 
Lies, ijih in vntue, and mumngled. 

Atrl. Wuh due observance of thy godlike 
seat, 3 

Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
lliy latest winds. In the repioot of chance 
Lies the tine piool of men : The sea being 
smooth 

llow many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making then way 
W'uh those of noble hulk. 

Hut let the iiiflian lloicas once enrage 
The gentler Thetis, |l and, anon, behold 
'ibe strong n.ib’d bark thiuugh liquid moun¬ 
tains cut, 

Hounding between the two moist elements, 

Like Pci sens’ hoise; Where’s then the saucy 
boat. 

Whose weak uutimber’d sides hut even now 
Co-iivaPd greatness? either to haibour ikd. 

Or made a toast foi Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour’s show, and valour’s woith, divide, 
in storms of foiluue: Toi, in her uy and 
hi lghtness. 

The herd hath moie annoyance by the brize, Y 
Than by the tigu ; hut when the splitting wind 
Makes HcMhle the knees of knotteu oaks, 

•Ami flies fled under shade, why, then the thing 
of coinage 

* T«i*lcJ Mini rnmhling. t Since. 

X Joined by rtftinut. § Tho throne. 

4 Goddess of the sea. Y 1 he paJ flj . 
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As rouVd with iage, with rage doth svmp.ub. 7 e, 
And with an accent turn’d 111 sell-same key. 
Returns to eluding foituue. 

IHyss. Agamemnon,— 

Thou great commander, nerve, and bone of 
Greece, 

Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit 
In whom the tempeis and the minds ot all 
Should be shut up,—hear what Ulysses speaks 
besides the applause and approbation 
The which,—most mighty lor thy place and 
sway,— [To Agamemnon.. 

And thou must rcvercud for thy stiekh’d-oii. 

life,— [7b Ntsrou. 

[ give to both your speeches,—which vveie such. 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in hiass ; and such again, 
As venerable Nestor, hatch’d 111 silver, 

Should with a bond of air (strong as the axle- 
tiee 

On which heaven rides.) kmt ail the Greekish 
ears [both,— 

To bis experienc’d tongue,—yet let it please 
Thou great,—and wise,—to hear Ulysses speak. 

A gam. Speak, piiuce ol Ithaca ;* and be’t of 
less expect • 

That matter needless, of importless burden, 
Divide thy lips; than we are confident. 

When rank Thersiies opes his mastiil jaws, 

[We shall hear music, wit, and made. 

Lylss. Troy, yet upon Ins basis had been 
down, [u r. 

And the gieat Hector's sword had lack’d a ma>- 
But for these instances. 

The speciality ot rule t hath been neglected ; 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon tins plain, so many hollow fac¬ 
tions. 

When that the general is not like the Live, 

To whom the foiager* shall all repair. 

What honey is expected? Degiee being viz- 
arded,; 

The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 

The heavens themselves, the' planets, and this 
centre. 

Observe degree, priority, and place, 
lnsisture, j course, propoition, season, foim, 
Ofiice, and custom, in alt line of older: 

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble eminence enthron’d and sphei'd 
Amidst the other ; whose nied’cinable eye 
Coirects the ill aspects of planets evil, 

And posts, like the commandment of a king, 
Sans || check, to geud and bad: But wlieu the 
planets, 

Iu evil mixture, to disorder wander, 

W hat plagues, and what portents? what mutiny ? 
What raging of the sea? shaking of eaith? 
Commotion 111 the winds ? frights, changes, hor¬ 
rors. 

Divert and crack, lend and deracinated 
The unity and uiairied calm of states 
Quite fiom their fixture? Oh 1 when degree is 
sliak’d, 

W hich is the ladder of all high design-.. 

The ciiicrprize ts sick ! How could commu¬ 
nities. 

Degrees in schools, and hrotheihoods •* in cities 
Peaceful commerce fioni dividahle ft shcies. 

The primogemtive and due of birth. 

Prerogative ol age, ciowns, sccpties, laurels. 

But by degree, stand m authentic place ? 

Take hut degiee away, untune that string. 

And, haik, what discord follows 1 each thing 
meets 

In mere oppngnaucy: The hounded waters 
Should lilt their bosoms highei than the shores. 
And make a sop of all this solid globe: 

Stiength should he loid of imbecility. 

And the mde sou should strike his father 
dead : 

• 

•Expectation. -f Right* of supreme authority. 

t Masked. 5 Coutluiitv. I Without. 

Y Tear up lit the roots. •* Corporation, 

tt Divided. XX Absolute 



106 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Act I 


Force should be right; or, rather, right and 
wrong, 

(Between whose endless jar justice resides,) 
Should lose their names, aud so should justice 

loo. 

Then every thing includes itself in power. 

Power into will will into appetite ; 

And appetite, a universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will aud power. 

Must make perforce a universal piey, 

And, last, eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 
This chaos, wheu degree is suffocate. 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is. 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It hath to climb. The general's disdain’d 
By him one step below ; He, by the next; 

That next, by bira beneath : so every step, 
Exampled b> the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation: 

And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot. 

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in our weakness stands, not iu her 
strength. 

At ?st. Most wise!) hath Ulysses here dis¬ 
cover'd 

The fever whereof all our power • is sick. 

Agum. The nature of the sickness found. 
What is.the remedy? [Ulysses, 

Ulyss. The great Achilles,—whom opinion 
crowns 

The sinew and the forehand of our host,— 
Having his ear full of his airy fame. 

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : With him Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed the livelong day 
Breaks scurnl jests; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 

He pageants t us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless ; deputation he puts on ; 

And, like a strutting player,—-whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it itch 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
*Twixt his stretch’d looting and the scaffold- 
age, $— 

Such to-be-p;tied and o'er-wrested || seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 
'Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms un- 
squar'd, [dropp'd, 

Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff'. 

The large Achilles, on his press’d bed lolling. 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud ap¬ 
plause ; 

Cr.es —Excellent' — ’tis Agamemnon just .— 

A ow play me Nestor :—hem , and stroke thy 
beard , 

As he, being dress’d to some oration. 

That’s done •—a* near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife. 

Yet good Achilles still cries, Excellent! 

9 Tis Nestor right! Now play him me, Patro¬ 
clus, 

Arming to answer in a night alarm. 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough, and spit, 
And with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the rivetand at this sport, 
Sir Valour dies; cries, O! — enough , Patro¬ 
clus ;— 

Or give me ribs of steel! J shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen . And in this fashion. 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes. 

Several and generals of grace exact. 
Achievements, plots, orderB, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce. 
Success, or loss, what U, or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 

* Arm). t Mimic* us. j Saprrme. 

§Th« (tllcnesBf tk* theatre. I Beyond the rutn. 

5 Unadapted. 


With an imperial voice,) many are infect. 

Ajax is grown self-will’d ; aud bearb his bead 
In such a reign, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious feasts; rails on our state of war 
Bold as au oracle: aud sets Thersites 
(A slave, whose gall coins slaudcrs like a mint,) 
To match us in comparisons with dirt; 

To weaken and discredit our exposure. 

How rank soever ronnded in with danger. 

Ulyss. They tax our policy, and call it cow¬ 
ardice ; 

Count wisdom as no member of the war ; 
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of band: the still and mental parts— 
That do contrive how many hands shall stiik*. 
When fitness call them on ; and know, by mea¬ 
sure 

Of their observant toil, the enemies’ weight,— 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : 

They call this—bed-vvoik, mappery, closet-war : 
So that the ram, that butters down the wall. 

For the great swing and rudeness of his poise. 
They place before his hand that made the eu- 
gme ; 

Or those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide bis execution. 

Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles' 
horse 

Makes many Thetis’ sons. [ Trumpet sounds. 
Again. What trumpet 1 look, Meuelaus. 

Enter JE*.eas. 

Men. From Tro). 

Again. What would you ’fore our tent ? 
uEne. Is this 

Gieat Agamemnon's tent, I pray ? 

Again. Lven this. 

sEhc. May one, that is a herald and a prince. 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Again. With surety stronger than Achilles’ arm, 
'Foie all the Grcckisb heads, which with one 
voice 

Call Agamemnon head and general. 

JEne. Fair leave, and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals? 

A gam. How I 
JEne. Ay; 

I ask, that 1 might waken reverence. 

And bid the cheek be ready vviLh a blush 
Modest as morning wheu she coldly eyes 
The youthful Pbctbus : 

Which is that god in office, guiding men 1 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 
Again. This Trojau scorns us ; or the men of 
Troy, 

Are ceremonious courtiers. 

JEne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm’d. 
As bending angels; that's their fame m peace: 
But wheu they would 6ecm soldiers, they have 
galls. 

Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and, 
Jove's accord. 

Nothing so full of heart. But peace, ./Eneas, 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips I 
The worthiness of praise distains his worth. 

If that the prais’d himself bring the praise 
forth: 

But what the repining enemy commends. 

That breath fame follows; that praise, sole pure, 
transcends. 

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself 
AEneas 1 

AUnc. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Agam . What's your affair, 1 pray you 1 
uEne. Sir, pardon; 'tis for Agamemnon's 
ears. 

Agam. He hears nought privately, tnat comes 
fiom Troy. 

AEne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper 
him : 

1 bring a trumpet to awake bis ear; 

To set his sense on the attentive bent. 

And then to speak. , 
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Agam. Speak frankly • as the wind ; Nest. Well, and howl 

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour: Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector 

That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake, sends. 

He tells thee so himself. However it is spread in general name. 


JEne. Trumpet blow loud, 

Send thy biass voice through all these lazy 
tents;— 

And every Greek of mettle, let him know. 

What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud. 

[Trumpet sounds. 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy, 

A prince call'd Hectoi, (Priain is his father) 
Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown ; lie bade me take a trumpet, 

AnJ to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, 
lords 1 

If there be one among the fair’st of Greece, 

That holds his honour higher than his ease; 

That seek 1 - his praise more than he fears his 
peril; 

That knows his valour, and knows not to fear; 
That loves his mistress more than in confession, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 

And dare avow her beauty aud her worth. 

In other arms than hers,—to him this chal¬ 
lenge. 

Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Shall make it good, or do his best to do it 
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer. 

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call. 
Mid-way between jour tents and walls of Troy, 
To ron-w a Grecian that is true in love : 

If aiiv come. Hector shall honour lum ; 

It none, he'll say m Troy, when he retires, 

Tilt Giccian dames are suu-burn'd, and not 
woitli 

'1 he spliiitei ot a lance. Even so much : 

.\utnn. This shall be told our lovers, lord 
.Eneas ; 

If none of them have 6oul in such a kind, 

We leit them all at home. But we arc sol- 
dieis ; 

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove. 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 

It then one is, or hath, or means to be. 

That one meets Hector; if none, else, I am he. 
Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a 
man 

When Hector's grandsire suck'd ; be Is old now ; 
But if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man, that bath one spark of fire 
To answer for his love, tell hnn from me,— 

I’ll hide my silver beard iu a gold beaver. 

And in my vantbracet put this wither’d brawn; 
And meeting him, will tell him, That my lady 
Was fairer than his graudame, and as chaste 
Ao may be in the world : His youth in flood. 

I'll prove this truth with my three drops of 
blood 

JEnc. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of 
youth! 

Ulyss. Amen ! 

Again . Fair lord ^neas, let me touch your 
hand ; 

To our pavilion shall I lead you. Sir. 

Achilles shall have word of this intent: 

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent: 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go. 

And tlud the welcome of a uoble foe. 

[Exeunt alt Out Ulysses and Nestor. 

Ulyss. Nestoi,- 

Nest. What says Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my 
brain. 

Be you my time to briug it to some shape. 

Nest. What is't 1 
Ulyss. This 'tis: 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp'd. 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil. 

To overbulk us all. 

• Freely. t Avantlirat» armour for the arm. 


Relates m purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub¬ 
stance. 

Whose grossness little characters sum up: 

And, in the publication, make no strain, * 

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Lib)a,—though, Apollo knows, 

'Tis dry enough,—will, with what great speed of 
judgment, 

A), with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyss. And wake ^iim to the answer, think 
you ? 

Nest. Yes, 

It is most meet; Whom may you else oppose. 
That can from Hector bring those honours off. 

It not Achilles 1 Though’t be a sportful combat. 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 

For here the Trojans taste our dear'sl repute 
With their fiu'st palate; Aud trust to me, 
Ulysses, 

Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd 
lu this wild action : for the success. 

Although particular, shall give a scantling t 
Of good or bad into the general; 

And 111 such indexes, although small pricks $ 

To their subsequent volumes, there is seeu 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large, it is suppos’d. 

He, that meets Hector, issues fiom our choice: 
And choice, being mutual, act of all our souls. 
Makes merit her election; and doth boil. 

As 'twere from forth us all, a man distill’d 
Out of our virtues ; V\ ho miscarrying, 
ttbut heart receives from hence a conquering 
part, 

To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 

Which eutertam’d, limbs are his instruments. 

In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech ;— 

Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares. 
And think, perchance, they'll sell: if not. 

The lustre ol the better shall exceed. 

By showing the worse first. Do not consent. 
That evei Hector and Achilles meet; 

For both our honour and our shame, in this, 

Aie dogg’d with two strange followers. 

Nest. I see them not with my old eyes ; what 
are they 7 

Ulyss. What glory our Achilles shares from 
Hector, 

Were he not proud, we all should share with him : 
But lie already is too msoleut; 

And we were better parch in Afric sun. 

Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes. 
Should he 'scape Hector fair; If he were 
foil'd. 

Why, then we did our main opinion $ crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery. 
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort |} to fight with Hector: Among our 
selves. 

Give him allowance for the better man, 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applause; aud make him fall 
His crest, that prouder than blue Ins bends. 

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 

We'll dress him up iu voices: If he fail. 

Yet go we under our opinion still 

That we have better mem But, hit or miss. 

Our project's life this shape of sense assumes-* 
Ajax, employ'd, plucks down Achilles* plumes. 
Nest. Ulysses, 

Now I begin to relish thy advice ; 

And I will give a taste of it forthwith 

• Difficulty. f Size. 

t Small point* compared with tb« volumes. 

1 Character. | Lot. 



108 

To Agamemnon: go we to him straight. 

Two curs shall tame each othei ; Pride alone 
Musi tarrc • the mastiffs on, as 'iwere their 'none. 

[/■hen/it. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.—Another part of the Grecian 

Camp. 

Enter Ajax and Thehsites. 

Ajax. Thersites,- 

Ther. Agamemnon—how if he had boils T full, 
all over, generally ? 

Ajax. Thersites,- * 

Ther. And those boils did run *—Say so,—did 
not the general run then ? weie not rnat a much) 
core? 

Ajax. Dog,- 

Ther. Then would come some matter from 
him ; J see none non. 

Ajax, lliou bitch-wolf’s son, canst thou not 
hear! Feel then. [.V'n'Ar.v him. 

Thcr. The plague of Greece upon ili;e, tlion 
mongrel beef-witted loid ! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou unsalted haven ! *peak : 

I will beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. 1 shall sooner rail thee into wit and ho¬ 
liness : but 1 think thy horse will sooner con an 
oration, than thou learn a pra\er without book. 
Thou canst strike, canst thou 1 a red mm rain 
o' thy jade's tricks ! 

Ajax. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation. 
Thcr. Dost thou think 1 have no sense, tbou 
strikes! me thus ? 

Ajax. The proclamation,— 

Thcr. Tlion art proc'anned a fool, I think. 
Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my lingers 
itch. 

Thcr. I would thou didst itch fiom head to 
font, and 1 had the scratching of thee ; 1 would 
make thee the loalhsomest scab in Greece. \\ lien 
thou art forth m the incursions, thou striked as 
slow as another. 

Ajax. 1 say, the proclamation,- 

Thcr. Thou grumble&t and raih .st every hour 
on Achilles; and thou art as full of en\y at ins 
greatness as Cerberus is at Proseipma’s beauty ; 
ay, that tbou barkest at him. 

Ajax. Mistress Thers:ie> 1 
Ther. Thou shouidest strike him. 

Ajax. Cobloaf! t 

TUcr. He would pun * thee into slmers with 
his fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajax. You whoreson cur! [Beating him. 
Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch 1 
Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-wifted lord 1 
thou hast no more brain than I have m mine 
elbows; an assinego? may tutor thee: Tbou 
scurvy valiant ass; tbou ait here put to thrash 
Trojans ; and thou art bought and sold among 
those of auy wit, like a liarbaiiau slave. If tbou 
use 1! to .beat me, I will begin at thy heel, and 
tell what thou art by inches, thou thing of uo 
bowels, thou! 

Ajax. You dog! 

Ther. You scurvy lord I 
A tax. You curl [Beating him. 

Ther. Mars his idiot, do! rudeness; do, camel; 
do, do. 

Enter Achilles and Patiioclus. 

Ac hit. IVhy, how now, Ajax ? wherefore do 
yon thus ? 

How now, Thersites ? what's the matter, man ? 
Ther. You see him there, do you ? 

Achil. Ay; what’s the matter l 
Ther. Nay, Look upon him. 

• Pwwoki. 1 f A crusty uneven 

X Pound f A cent term for a fcoliah fellow. 

I Continue. 


Act 11. 

Achil. So 1 do ; What’s the mattci ? 

Tin. Nay, but regard ban well. 

Achil. Well, why I do so. 

Ther. hut yet you look not well upon him: for 
whosoever you take him to he, lie is Ajax. 

Achil. I know that, fool. 

Thcr. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

A tax. Therefore 1 beat thee. 

Thcr. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicum* of wit 
he utters! his evasions hate ears thus long. I 
have bobbed his brain, nioie than he has lu at 
my bones: i will buy nine spanotvs for a penny 
and bis pia mater • is not worth the ninth pait 
of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles Ajax,—who 
weais ins wit in his belly, and Ins guts m Ins 
bead,—I'll tell you what 1 say of huu. 

Achil. What? 

Ther. I say this, Ajax- 

Achil. Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax afters to stiike him , Achii.i.fs 
intcrjfores. 

Thcr. Has not so much tut- 

Achil. Nay, I must bold you. 

Thcr. As will stop the eye of Helen's lire He, 
for whom be comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace, fool! 

Ther . I would hate peace and quietness, 
hut the fool will not: lie there ; that lie, look 
you there. 

Ajax. O thou damned cur ! 1 shall- 

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool’s! 

Ther. No, 1 warrant you ; lor a toul\> u.!> 
shame it. 

Patr. Good words, Thersites. 

Achil. What’s the quarrel I 
Ajax. I hade the tile owl go learn me tV* 
tetiour of the proclamation, and be rails upon me. 
Ther. I serve thee not. 

Aja i. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. 1 serve beie voluntary, f 
Achil. Yout last service was sufferance, 'hunt 
not voluntary; no man is beaten voluntary; 
Ajax was beie the voluntaiy, and you as under 
an impiess. 

Ther. Even so?—a gicat deal of your vvt too 
lies in your sinews, or else time he liars. Hector 
shall have a gieat catch, it he knock out eitlm 
of your brains ; a’ were as good ciack a lusty nut 
with no kernel. 

Achil. What with me too, Thersites ? 

Ther . There’s Ulysses, and old Nestor,—whose 
wit was mouldy ere yom grandsircs had nails on 
their toes,—yoke you like draught oxen, and 
make you plough up the uai*. 

Achil. What, what? 

Ther. Yes, good oooth; To, Achilles! to 
Ajax I to! 

Ajax . I shall cut out your tongue. 

Thcr. 'Tis no matter; 1 shall speak as much 
as thou afterwards. 

■Patr. No more words, Thermites; peace. 
Ther. I will hold my peace »vlien Achilles' 
brach X bn's me, shall 1T 
Achil. There’s for you, Patroclns. 

Thcr. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles 
ere I come any more to your tents; 1 will keep 
where there is wit stirring, and leave the faiUon 
of tools. [Exit. 

Patr. A good liddance. 

Achil. Marrv, this. Sir, is proclaim’d through 
all our host: 

That Hector, by the first hour of the sun, 

W ill, with a trumpet, *hvi\t our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms, 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain—I know not what; 'tis tiasb : Faie- 
well. 

Ajar. Farewell. Who shall answer him? 
Achil. I know not it is put to lotteiy; other- 
He knew his man. [wise, 

Ajax. Oh! meaning youI’ll go learn more 
of it. [Exeunt. 

* The membrane that protect* tlie brain 

♦ Voluntarily. X Buck. 
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SCENE 1 ].--‘Troy.—A 1 loom in Priam’s 
Palace. 

Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and 

Hrllnus. 

Prl. After so many hours, lives, speeches 
spent. 

Thus once again says Nestor from the Giceks: 
Deliver Helen , and all damage else — 

As honour , loss of time , travel, eipence. 
Mounds, Jnelifts, and vhat else dear that is 
consum'd 

Fn hot digestion of this cormorant war ,— 
Shall be struck oj) —Hector, what say you 
toft? 

I ltd. Tliousfli no mail lesser fears the Giceks 
than I, 

\s (ar a«. louche! k 1113 particular, >et, 
l)i ead Priam, 

Tlieie i*. no ladj of more soltei bowels, 

Moie spunky to suck 111 the sense of tear, 

Moie read) to ciy out— )l r ho knows uliat fol¬ 
lows > 

Than Hector i-a r The wound of peace is suiel). 
Sinet) secure ; but modest (Jfiibt is call’d 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that seal dies 
lo the bottom ot the woisi. Let Helen go : 
Since the lust suoul was diawu about tins 
question, 

Lvm tithe soul, ftnongst man) thousand tlismes,* 
Hath been as dear as Helen : I mean, of ours ; 

H we have lost so many tenths of ours, 

To guaid a thing not ouis; not worth to us, 
llad it our name, the value of one tin ; 

What merits in tn.it leasou, winch denies 
Tin* \idding of her up ? 

Tie. l ie, lie, my brothei ! 

Weigh you tli*. worth and honour of a king, 

So great a> out dread tatliei, 111 a scale 
r-l iomitioii oulues ? will you with counteis sum 
*1 lie past-pioportiou of his miimte i 
Ami huckel-in a waist most l,u hornless. 

With spans and inches so diminutive 
As I eats ami 1 ea tons ? fie, foi godly shame! 

Hit. No man if, though you bile so shaip at 
reasons, 

Aon *aie so empty of them. Should not 0111 
fatliei [sons, 

lbthe gnat >-\vnv of his affairs with lea 
ib'.iUMMoaj speech hath none, that tells him so? 
T10. You aie 101 di earns and slumbeis, bio- 
thei pi lest, 

Aon fur youi glove* with leason. Heie are 
your leason -: 

Aon know, an euemv intends you lull in ; 

Aon know, a swoid employ’d is perilous. 

And leasou dies the object of all harm : 

Who marvels then, when Helenas beholds 
A (.iecrail and his swoid, if he do set 
The vei\ wings of leasou to his heels; 

And d» like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Oi like a star disoib’d { —Nay, if we talk of rea- 
sou, [honour 

Lets shut our gates, and sleep: Manhood and 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat 
their thoughts 

With this ciamm’d leason: reason and respectt 
Make livers pale, and lustthood deject. 

Jltd. Biothn, she is not woitli what she 
doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro. What is aught, but as ftia valued? 
licet. But value dwells not in particular will; 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein ftis precious of itself 
As in the primer: ftis mad idolatry, 

To make the service greater than the god 5 ' 

And the will dotes, that is attributive 
To what infectiously itself aflects, 

Without some image of the affected merit. 

Tio. I fake to-day a wife, and my election 
fs led 011 111 the conduct of my will ; 

My will enkindled by untie eyes and ears, 

t Caution. 


Two traded pilots ftwi\t the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment: How may 1 avoid, 
Although my will distaste what it elected. 

The wife 1 chose ? there can be 110 evasiou 
To blench • from this, and to stand liim by ho¬ 
nour : 

We turn not back the silks upon the merchant 
When we have soil’d them ; liur the remainder 
viands 

We do not throw in unrespcctive sieve,* 

Because we now ate full. It was thought meet. 
Pans should do some vengeance on the Greeks: 
Your breath with full coir-eiit bellied bis sails ; 
Tlic seas and winds (old wranglers) took a tiuce. 
And did him seiucc : he touch’d the ports de¬ 
sir’d ; [captive. 

And, for an old aunt 1 whom the Greeks held 
He brought a Gieciaii^queen, whose youth and 
freshness 

Wi inkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her? the Giecians keep our aunt: 
Is s>he worth keeping? why, she is a peail 
VS hose price hath launch’d above a thousand 
ships, 

And turn’d crown’d kings to merchants. 

If jou’ll avouch ftwas wisdom Pans went, 

( 4 s you must needs, for you all cried— Go, go,) 
If you’ll confess, he brought home noble pnze, 
(As you must needs, for you all clapp’d your 
hands, 

And cried— Inestimable ’) why do you now 
llie issue of your proper wisdoms late; 

Ynd do a deed that fortune never did, 

Beggar the estimation which you priz’d 
Hither than sea and land? O thelt most base ; 
that we have stolen what we do fear to keep l 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen. 

That in their count!y did them that disgrace, 

We feai to warrant 111 our native place 1 
Cas. [If u/tin .] Cn, Trojan*, ciy I 
Pn. What noise f what shriek is this ? 

Tro. ’Tis 0111 mad sistei, l do know her 
voice. 

('as. [Within.] Ciy, Trojans I 
licit. It i» Cassaudia. 

Enter Cassandra, rating. 

Cas. Cry, Tiojans, cry! lend me ten thousand 
eyes, 

And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

Meet. Peace, sister, peace. 

('as. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 
elders, 

Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry, 

Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 

Cry, Tiojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears f 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilioti stand ; 

Our tire-brand brother, Paris, 9 burns us all. 
Ciy, Trojans, ciy! a Helen, and a woe : 

Cry, cry 1 Troy burns, or else let Helen go. 

[Erit. 

Ilec!. Now youthful Troilus, do not these high 
strains 

Of divination in our sifter work 

Some touches of remorse? or ts your blood 

So madly hot, that 110 discourse of reason. 

Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause. 

Can qualify the same ! 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth foi m it 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
Because Cassandra’s mad : her biain-sick rap- 
tures 

Cannot distaste || the goodness of a quarrel. 
Which hath our several honours all engag’d 
To make it gracious. «T For my private parr, 

I am no more touch'd than all Piiatn’s sons: 
And Jove foi bid, there should be done amongst 
us 

• Shrink. f t.e. a common voider. 

} Priam’s sister. Ilesione. $ His mother, 

Hecuba, dreamt she should bring forth n fin -brand. 

< Corrupt, change to a vorse estate. *J To give it e*.U». 
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Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
lo fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Else might the world convince • of levity 
As well my undertakings, aa your counsels: 

But 1 attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 

For what, alas, can these my siugle arms ! 

What propugnation t is in one man’s valour. 

To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite ? Yet, 1 protest* 
Were 1 alone to pass the difficulties. 

And had as ample power as 1 have will. 

Pans should ue’er retract what be hath done. 
Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri. Paris, you speak 
Like one besotted on your sweet delights: 

You have the honey still, but these the gall; 

So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par . Sir, 1 propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it; 

But 1 would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 

What tieason were it to the ransack’d queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me. 
Now to deliver her possession up, 

On terms of base compulsion ? Can it be. 

That so degeuerate a strain as this [soms ? 
Should once set footing iu your generous bo- 
There’s not the meanest spirit on our party, 
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw, 
Wtaeu Helen is defended; nor none so noble. 
Whose life were ill bestow’d, or death unfain’d, 
Where Helen is the subject; then, 1 say. 

Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well. 
The world’s large spaces cannot parallel. 
fleet. Pans and Troilus, you have both said 
well: 

And on the cause and question now in hand 
Have gloz’d,—but superficially ;; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Untit to hear moral philosophy : 

The reasons you allege, do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper’d blood, 

Than to make up a free determination 
Twill right aud wrong; For pleasure and re¬ 
venge 

Have hears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Natuie craves 
All dues be render’d to their owners: Now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Than wife is to the husband ? if this law 
Oi nature be corrupted through affection ; 

Aud that great minds, of § partial indulgence 
To their benumbed l| wills, resist the same ; 
There is a law in each well-order’d nation, 

To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient aud retractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta’s king ;— 

As it is known she is,—these moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 
To have her back return’d: Thus to persist 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong. 

But makes it much mofe heavy. Hector’s opi¬ 
nion 

Is this in way of truth: yet ne’ertbeless. 

My spntely brethren, l propend ^1 to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still; 

For ’tis a cause that hath no mean dependence 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touch’d the life of our 
design: 

Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hcc- 
m tor* 

She ft theme of bononr and renown ; 

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes. 
And fame, iu time to come, canonize us; 

• 

* Con\ict. t Force. 

t Spt-kcn sophisticaUy | Through. 
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Act II. 

For, 1 presume, brave Hoctor would not lose 
So rich advautage of a promis’d glory. 

As smiles upou the forehead of this action. 

For the wide world’s reveune. 

Hect. 1 am yours. 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. 

I have a roistling * challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 

Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits : 

I was advertised their great general slept. 

Whilst emulation f in the army crept; 

This, I presume, will wake him. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE III.—The Grecian Camp.—Before 

Achilles’ Tent. 

Enter Thersites. 

Ther. How now, Thersites T what, lost in the 
labyrinth of tby fury? Shall the elephant Ajax 
carry it thus ? he beats me, and 1 rail at him : 
O worthy satisfaction ! ’would it were otherwise ; 
that I could beat him whilst he railed at me : 
’Sfoot, I’ll learn to conjuie and raise devils, but 
I’ll see some issue of my spiteful execrations. 
Then there’s Achillea,—a rare engineer, if Troy 
be uot taken till tnese two underiniue it, the 
walls will stand till they fall of themselves. O 
thou great thunder-dartei of Olympus, forget that 
thou art Jove the king of gods , and, Mcicury, 
lose all the serpeuline craft of thy ('aditaus ;i 
if ye take not that little little less-than-little wit 
from them that they have ! which shoit-ariued 
ignorance itself knows is so abundant scarce, it 
will not hi cncumvention deliver a tty from a 
spidei, without drawing their massy nous, and 
cutting the web. After tbis, the vengeance on 
the whole camp* or, rather, the bone-ache! for 
that, methiuks, is the curse dependent on those 
that war for a placket. I have said my prayers; 
and devil, envy, 6ay Amen. What, ho! my lord 
Achilles! 

Enter Patroclus. 

Patr. Who’s there ? Thersites ? Good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Thcr. If I could have remembered a gilt 
counterfeit, thou wouldest not have slipped out 
of my contemplation : but it is uo matter: Thy¬ 
self upon thyself! The common cuise of man¬ 
kind, folly and ignorance, be thine in great re¬ 
venue 1 heaven bless thee from a tutor, and disci¬ 
pline come not near thee J Let thy blood 9 be 
thy direction till thy death l then if she, that 
lays thee out, says—thou art a fair coise, i’ll 
be sworn aud sworn upou’t, she never shrouded 
any hut lazars.{[ Amen.—Where’s Achilles? 

Patr. What, art thou devout? wast thou in 
prayer ? 

Thcr. Ay; The heavens bear me 1 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Who’s there? 

Patr. Thersites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where?—Art thou come? Why, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not 
served thyself in to my table so many meals ? 
Come ; what's Agamemnon ? 

Ther. Thy commander, AchillesThen tell 
me, Patroclus, what’s Achilles ? 

Patr. Thy lord, Therbites; Then tell me, / 
pray thee, what’s thyself? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus; Then tell me 
patroclus, what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou mayest tell, that knowest. 

Achil. Oh 1 tell, tell. * 

Thcr. I’ll decline the whole question. Aga¬ 
memnon commands Achilles; Achilles is my 
lord; I am Patroclus* knower; aud Patioclus 1 
a fool. 

Patr, You rascal! 

Ther . Peace, fool; I have not done. 

• Blustering. t Envy, 

t The wand of Mercury wreathed with serpent*. 

( Passions. I Leprous persons. 
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Achil. He is a privileged man.—Proceed, 
Thersites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool: Achilles is a fool; 
Thersites is a fool; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus 
is a fool. 

Achil, Derive this; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to com¬ 
mand Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be com¬ 
manded of Agamemnon; Thersites is a fool to 
serve such a fool; and Patroclus is a fool po¬ 
sitive. 

Patr Why am I a fool ? 

Ther. Make iliac demand of the prover.—It 
suffices me, thou art. Look you, who comes 
here 1 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, 

Diombdes, and Ajax. 

Achil. Patroclus, I’ll speak with nobody:— 
Come in with me, Thersites. [Exit* 

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, 
and such knavery! all the argument is, a cuckold 
and a whore; A good quarrel to draw emulous* 
factions, and bleed to death upon! Now the 
dry scryigu f on the subject! and war aud le¬ 
chery confound all 1 [Exit* 

A gam. Where is Achilles'? 

Pair. Within his tent; but ill dispos’d, my 
loid. 

Again. Let it be known to him that wc are 
here. 

He slicntj our messengers ; and we lay by 
our appeitaminents, $ visiting of bmi: 

Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
W c dare not move the question of our place, 

Or know not what ive are. 

Pair. 1 shall say so to him. [Exit. 

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of hi» 
tent: He is not sick. 

Ajai. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: you 
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the 
mau , but, by my bead, 'tis pride: But why, 
AAhy? let him show us a cause.—A word, my 
lord. ( Takes Agamemnon aside. 

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at hnn ? 

Ulyss. Vein lies hath inveigled his fool from 
him. 

Nest. Who? Thersites? 

l/ly.s r. lie. 

Acst. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have 
«*st lus argument. j| 

I'/uss. No you see, he is his argument, that 
l\ as Ins argument; Achilles. 

Acst. All the better; then fraction is more our 
wish, than their fartion : But it was a strong com- 
posme, a fool could disunite. 

Ulys '. The amity that ivisdoni knits not, folly 
may easily untie. Heie comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter Patroclus. 

Rest. No Achilles with him. 

Ulyss. The elcphaut hath joints, but none for 
courtesy: his legs are legs for necessity, not for 
flexure. 

Patr. Achilles bids me say—he is much 
sorry. 

If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state, 
l*o call upon him: he hopes, it is no other. 

But for your health and your digestion sake. 

And after-dinner's breath. IT 

Again. Hear you, Patroclus 
We aie too well acquainted with these answers : 
But his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn. 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

Much attribute lie hath; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues,— 
Not vntuously on his own part beheld,— 

Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss; 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish. 

Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 

• Envioua. + Tetter, acab. J Rebuked, 
j Our rank and dignity. II Subject. 

\ Breathing or exercise. 


We corfie to speak with him : And you shall not 
sin. 

If yon do say—we think him over-proud. 

And under-honest; in self-assumption greater, 
Thau in the note of judgment; aud worthier 
tbau himself 

Here tend * the savage strangeness \ he puts on ; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command, 
And underwrite \ in an observing kind 
His humourous predominance; yea, watch 
His pettish Innes, $ bis ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this ; and add, 
That, if he overbold his price so much. 

We'll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie nnder this report— 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 

A stirring dwarf we*do allowance || give 
Before a sleeping giant:—Tell him so. 

Patr. I shall; and bring his answer presently. 

[Exit. 

Agam. In second voice we'll not be satisfied, 
We come to speak with him.—Ulysses, enter. 

[Exit Ulyssls. 

Ajax. What is he more than another ? 

Agam. No more than what he thinks he is. 
Ajax. Is he so much ? Do you not tbiuk, he 
thinks himself a better man than I am ? 

Again. No question. 

Ajar. Will you subscribe his thought, and say 
—he is? 

Agam. No, noble Ajax ; you are as strong, 
as valiant, as wise, no less uoble, much inert 
gentle, aud altogether more tractable. 

Ajax. Why should a man be proud ? How doth 
pride grow ? 1 know not what pride is. 

Agam. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and 
vour virtues the fairer. He that is proud, eats 
up himself: pride is his own glass, his own 
trumpet, his own chronicle ; and whatever praises 
itself but m the deed, devours the deed in the 
praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the 
engendering of toads. 

Aest. And jet he loves himself: Is it not 
strange ? [Aside. 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss. Achilles will not te the field to-mor- 
row'. 

Agam. What's his excuse ? 

Ulyss. He doth ielj on none ; 

But carries on the stie im of his dispose, 

\\ ithout observance oi respect of any, 

Iu will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair re¬ 
quest. 

Untent his person, and share the air with us ? 
llyss. Things small as nothing, for request's 
sake only, [greatness; 

He makes impoitant: Possess'd he is with 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath : imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood such swolu aud bot dis¬ 
course, 

That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commoiion rages, 

And batters down himself: What should I say 1 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry— So recovery. 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him.— 

Dear lord, go you aud greet him in his tent: 

Tis said he holds you well: and will be ltd. 

At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so * 

We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax make* 

When they go from Achilles: shall the proud 
lord. 

That bastes bis arrogance with his own seam, % 
And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts,—save such as do revolve 

• 

• Attend. t Sbynett. t Obey 

£ Fits of lunacy. | Approbation. 
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Aud laminate himself,—shall he be woishipp’d 
of that w e hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this, thrice worthy and right \aliaiit loid 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly act]oil'd, 

Noi, In my will, assubjugate his merit. 

As amply utled as Achillea is. 

By going to Achilles : 

That were to eulaid his fat-already pride ; 

And add more coals to Cancer, • when lie bums 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go to him! Jupiter forbid ; 

And say in thundei— Achilles, go to him. 

Xest. Oh! this is well; he rubs the vein of 
him. [Aside. 

Dio. And how his silence drinks up this ap¬ 
plause ! [Aside. 

Ajax. If I go to him, with my arm’d fiat I’ll 
pash t him 
Over the face. 

Again. Oh ! no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An he be pioud with uie. I’ll pbeeze* 
his pride: 

Let me go to him. 

i lyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quarrel. 

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow,-— 

Xest. How he describes 
Himself! 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ? 

Ciys\. The raven 
Chides blackness. 

Ajax. 1 will let his humours blood. 

Again. He'll be physician, that should be tbe 
patient. [Aside, 

Aja v. An all inen 
Weie o’ uiy mind,— 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. [Aside. 
Ajax . He should not bear it so, 
lie should eat swords first: Shall pride carry 

it ? 

Xcst. An 'tuou'.d, you’d carry half. [AxiTfc. 
Ill if \Sm He'd bate ten shares. [Asidt. 

Ajax. I’ll knead him, I will make hnn sup¬ 
ple :- 

Xcst. He’s not yet thorough waim: force $ 
him with praiaes : 

Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [.lriV/c. 
L lyss. My lord, you feed too much on th:s 
dislike. [To Acamemnon. 

.V t/. O noble general, do not do so. 

Viu You must prepare to right without 
Achilles 

Ulyss. Why, ’tis this naming of him does 
him harm. 

Here is a man—But ’tis before his face ; 

I will be silent. 

Xcst. W'berefore should you so ? 

He is not emulous |1 as Achilles is. 

Ulyss. Know the whole woild, he is as va¬ 
liant. 

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter f thus 
thus 1 

won d he were a Trojan! 

Nest. What a vice 

Were it in Ajax now- 

Ulyss. If lie were proud 1 
Dio. Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne? 

Dio. Or strauge, or self-aflVcted ? 

Ulyss. Thank tbe heavens, lord, thou ait of 
sweet composure; 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee 
suck s 

Fam’d be thy’tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam’d beyond all erudition : 

But he that disciplin’d thy arms to fight. 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 

And give him half: and, for thy vigour. 
Bull-hearing Milo his addition ** yield 
To sintwy Ajax* 1 will not praise thy wisdom, 
Which, like a bourn, ft a pale, a shore, confines 

• 

* The *ien In the zodiac into which the tun (Hyperion) 
•dlt-rs at Midsummer. t Strike. , 
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Thy spacious and dilated parts: line’sNesioi,— 
Instructed hy the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise;— 
but pardon, father Nestor, were join days 
As green as Ajax’, and your hraiii so temper’d 
You should not have the eminence of him. 

But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you fathei ? 

Ay, my good son. 

Dio. Be rul’d by him, lord Ajax. 

Ulyss. There is no tairyiug here; the hart 
Achilles 

Keeps thicket. Please it our gicat genual 
To call together alt his state ot war; 

Fresh kings are come to Troy : To-morrow, 

We must with all our main of power ?Liud 
fast: 

And here's a lord,—come Knight* from cast to 
west. 

And cull iheir flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Agam. Go we to council. Let Atluiics sleep. 
Light boats sail swift, though gieater hulks draw 
deep. [ Exeunt . 


ACT III. 

SCEtfE I. — Troy.—A Room m Priam's 
Pulacc. 

Enter Panda it ts and a Servant. 

Pan. Fnend ! you! pray von, a word : I>> i.ot 
you follow the young lord Pans l 

Serv. Ay, Sir, when he goe< befoie me. 

Pan. You do depend upon him, 1 Mean ? 

Sere. Sir, I do depend upon the loui. 

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gi uile- 
mau ; I must needs praise him. 

Sen. The lord be prated ! 

Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Sere. 'Faith, Sir, superficially. 

Pan. Tnend, know me bettei ; I am the luid 
Pandarus. 

Sere. I hope, I shall know your huiio.ii b i- 

ter. 

Pan. I do desire it. 

Sere. Y'ou aie in the state of grace. 

l-t/i/wr iiithin. 

Pan. Grace I not so, friend; liououi and laid* 
ship are my titles :—What music is this ? 

_ Sere. I do but partly know, Sir ; it is metu 
in parts. 

Pan. Kuow you the musicians? 

Seri. W holly, Sir. 

Pan. Who play they to ? 

Scrv. To the hearers, Sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ? 

Sere. At mine, Sir, and their’a that love 
music. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Sen. Who shall I command, Sn ? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another ; 
I am too courtly, and thou art too cunning: At 
whose request do these men play? 

Sere. That’s to’t, indeed, Sir: Marry, Sir at 
the request of Paris my lord, who is there 1.1 
person ; with him, the mortal Venus, ti e hunt- 
blood of beauty, love’s invisible soul,- 

Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida t 

Sere. No, Sir, Helen ; Could you not find out 
that by her attributes ? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow-, that thou hast 
not seen the lady Ciessida. I come to speak with 
Paris from the prince. Troilus: I will make a 
coruplimental assault upon him, for my business 
sceths.* 

Sere. Sodden business! there’s a stewed pin use, 
indeed 1 

Enter Paris and Helen, attended. 

Pan. Fair he to you, my lord, and to all this 
fair company! fair desires, in all lair meiuuie, 

* Boils* 
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fail ly guide them! especially to you, fair queen I I 
fair thoughts he your fair pillow 1 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet 
queen.— 

Fair prince, here i* good broken music. 

Par. You have bioke it, cousin ; and, by ray 
life, you shall make it whole again : you shall 
piece it out with a piece of your performance.— 
Nell, he is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O Sir,- 

Pan. Rude, in 90 olh ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in 
/its. * 

Pan. I have business to my loid, dear 
queen :— % 

My lord, will you vouchsale me a word! 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out ; we'll 
Jirai you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with 
me.—But (marry) thus, my lord,—My dear 
lard, mid most esteemed friend, your brother 
Troiliis— 

Helen. My lord Pandarus; honey-sweet 
loid,— 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to:—commends 
himself most aftetuouately to you. 

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our me¬ 
lody ; it you do, our melancholy upon your 
iiead I 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen; that’s i 
M\eet queen, I’failh. 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a 
sour oltence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; 
that shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not 
tor such woids; no, no.—And, my lord, he dc- 
siics you, that, if the king call lor him at sup¬ 
per, you will make his excuse. 

Hi ten. My lord l’aiidarus,- 

Pan. What says my sweet queen,—my very 
very sweet queen 1 

Par. What exploit’s in hand? where sups he 
to-night? 

Helm. Nay, hut my lord,- 

Pan. What says my sweet queen?—My cousin 
will tall out with you. You must not know vvheie 
he sups. 

Par. I’ll lay my life, with my disposer Cres- 
sida. 

Pan. No, no, no such matter, you are wide;* 
come, your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, i’ll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say 
—Crcssida? no, your poor disposer’s sick. 

Par. 1 spy. 

Pan. You spv 1 what do yon spy ?—Come, 
give me an instrument.—Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly doue. 

Pun. My niece is horribly in love with a thing 
you have, sweit queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not 
my lord Pans. 

Pan. lie l no, she’ll none of •him ; they two 
aie twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make 
them three. 

Pan. Come, come. I’ll hear no more of this ; 
I’ll sing you a song now. 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr’ytliee now. By my troth, 
sweet lord, thou bast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song lie love: this love will 
undo us all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid 1 

Pan. Love I ay, that it shall, l’taith. 

Pur. Ay, good now, love, love, uothiug but 
love. 

Pan. lu good troth, it begins so : 

Love, love, nothing but love , still more! 
For, oh! love’s bow 
Shoots buck and doe : 

• By fit*. f Wide of your muk. 


The shaft confounds, 

Not that it wounds , 

Put tickles still the sore. 

These lovers cry—Oh ! oh ' they die ' 
Yet that which seems the wound to kill 
Doth turn oh! oh ! to ha ' ha! he! 

So dying love lives still: 

Oh l oh ! a while , but ha 1 ha ! ha ' 

Oh l oh ! groans out for ha ' ha! ha ! 

Hey bo ! 

Helen. In love, i’faitb, to the very tip of the 
nose 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love; and 
that breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot 
thoughts, and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and 
hot deeds is love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, 
hot thoughts, and hot deeds?—Why, they are vi¬ 
pers : Is love a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, 
who’s a-fieid to-day ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenas, An tenor, and 
all the gallantry of Troy : 1 would fain have arm¬ 
ed to-night, but my Nell would not have it so.— 
How chance iny brother Troilus went not ? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something ;—you 
know all, lord Paudarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen,—I long to 
hear how they sped to-day.—Y'ou'll rewembei 
your brother’s excuse \ 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. 1 will, sweet queen. [Eut. 

[A Betrcat soundu/. 
Par. They aie couie from field: ht ua to 
Priam’s hall. 

To greet the vvairior>. Sweet Helen, I must woo 
you 

To help unarm our Hector; his stubborn buc¬ 
kles. 

With these your white enchanting lingers touch’d 
Shall more obey, than to the edge ot steel. 

Or force of Greekish sinews; you shall do moie 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hectui. 
Helen. ’Twill make us proud to be las su- 
vant, Paris : 

Yea, wliat he shall leccive of us in duty. 

Give us more palm in beauty than we have ; 
Yea, o.ei shines ourself. 

Pa:. Sweet, above thought I love thee. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IT.—The same. Pandarus’ Orchai d. 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant, meeting. 

Pan. How now? wheie’s thy mastei ? at im 
cousin Cressida’s ? 

Sere. No, Sir; he stays for you to conduct 
hhn thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. Oh I here he comes.—How now-, how 
now? 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit. Servant. 
Pan. Have you seen my cousin? 

Tro. No, Pandarus: I stalk about her door. 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian hanks 
Stay tug for wattage. Oh be thou my Chaiou, 
And give me swift trausportauce to those fields. 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds. 

Propos’d for the deserver 1 O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his painted wings. 
And fly with me to Cressid l 
Pan. Walk here i'the orchard ; I’ll bring her 
straight. I Exit Pandarus. 

Tro. I am giddy: expectation whnls me 
The imaginary relish is so sweet [round. 

That it enchants my 6ense; What will It be 
When that the watery palate tastes indeed 
Love’s thrice-reputed nectar 1 death, I fear me; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine. 

Too subtle-potent, tun’d too sharp in sweetness. 
For the capacity of my ruder powers: 
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I fear it much ; and I do fear besides. 

That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Panda bus. 

Pan, She's making her ready, she'll come 
straight: you must be witty now* She does so 
blush, and fetches her wiud so short, as if she 
were frayed with a sprite : I'll fetch her. It is 
the prettiest villain :—she fetches her breath as 
short as a new-ta'en sparrow. 

[Exit Pandards. 

Tro, Even such a passion doth embrace my 
bosom: 

My heart beats thicker than a fevorous pulse; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose. 

Like vassalage at unawares encouut'niig 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandards and Cressida. 

Pan . Come, come, what need you blush ? 
shame’s a baby.—Here she is now: swear the 
oaths now to lier, that you have sworn to me. 
—What are you gone again 7 you must be watch¬ 
ed ere you be made tame, must you ? Come your 
ways, come your wavs: an you draw backward, 
we’ll put you i’the fills.*—Why do you not speak 
to her 7 —Come, draw this curtain, and let's see 
your picture. Alas the day, bow loath you are 
to offend daylight ! an 'twere daik, you’d close 
sooner. So, so ; rub on, and kiss the mistress .i 
How now, a Kiss in fee-farm! build there, car¬ 
penter; the air is sweet. Nay, you shall tight 
your hearts ottt, ere l part you. The falcou as 
the tercel, * for all the ducks rthe river : go to, 
go to. 

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. ords pay uo debts, give her deeds : but 
she’ll bereave you of the deeds too, if she tall 
your activity in question. What, billing again 7 
Here’s— In u it ness u hereof the vartics inter¬ 
changeably —Co.ne :n come in ; I'll go get a fire. 

Exit Pandards. 

Ores . Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I wished me 
thus ? 

Cres. Wished my lord ?—The gods grant !—0 
my lord I 

Tro. What should they grant? what makes 
this pretty abruption? What too curious dieg 
espies my sweet lady in the fountain of our 
love ? 

Cres. More dregs than water if my fears have 
eyes. 

Tro. Fears make devils cherubins; they never 
see truly. 

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, 
finds safer footing than blind reason stumbling 
without fear: To fear the worst, oft cures the 
worst. 

Tro, Oh ! let my lady apprehend no fear : in 
all Cupid’s pageant there is presented no mon¬ 
ster. 

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither ? 

Tro . Nothing but our undertakings; when we 
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame 
tigers ; thinking it harder for our mistress to de¬ 
vise imposition enough, than for us to undergo 
any difficulty imposed. TbU is the monstruosi- 
ty in love, lady,—that tbe*jju is infinite, and 
the execution confined ; ttfipie desire is bound¬ 
less, and the act a slave to qhit. 

Cres. They, say, all lovers swear more ipr- 
formance than they are able, and yet reserve an 
ability that they never perform ; vowing more 
than the perfection of ten, and discharging less 
than the tenth part of one. They that have the 
voice of lions, and the act of hares, are they not 
monsters ? 

■n 
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Tro. Are there such ? such are not we t 
Praise us as we are tasted, allow us as we prove; 
our head shall go bare, till merit crown it: uo 
perfection in reversion shall have a praise m 
preseut: we will not name desert, before bis 
birth; aud, being boru, his addition * shall be 
humble. Few words to fair tiuth: Troilus 
shall be such to Cressid, as what envy can. 
say worst, shall be a mock for his truth ; and 
what truth can speak truest, uot truer than 
Troll us. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Re-enter Pandahus. 

Pan. What, blushing still ? have you not done 
talking yet ? 

Cres • Well, uncle, what/oily I commit, 1 de¬ 
dicate to >ou. 

Pan. I thank you for that: if my lord get a 
boy of you, you’ll give him me : Be true to my 
lord: if he flinch, chide me for it. 

Tro . You know now your hostages : your un¬ 
cle’s word, and my firm faith. 

Pan . Nay, I’ll give my word for her too; 
our kindred, though they be long ere they are 
wooed, they are constant, being won : they die 
burs, 1 can tell you ; they’ll stick where they are 
thrown. 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and hi mgs 
me heart: 

Priuce Troilus, 1 have lov’d you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid then so hard to 
win ? 

Cres. Hard to seem won ; but 1 was won, my 
lord. 

With the first glance that ever—Pardou me ; 

If 1 confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

1 iove you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it:—m faith, 1 he ; 

My thoughtb were like unbuiiled children, grown 
Too headstrong lor their motlici : See, we 
fools ! 

Why have 1 blabh’d ? who shall be true to u», 
When vve are so uuseciet to ourselves? 

But though I lov’d you well, I woo'd you not ; 
And yet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man ; 

Or that we women had men's privilege 
Of speaking 111 st. Sweet, bid me* hold my tongiH ; 
For, in this rapttne, 1 shall surely speak 
The thing 1 shall repent. See, see, your si¬ 
lence, 

Cunning in duinbuess, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro. Aud shall, albeit sweet music issues 
thence. 

Pun • Pretty, l’faith. 

Cres. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ; 
'Tvvas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss : 

I am asham'd O heavens ! what have 1 dout 7 — 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid ? 

Pan. Leave ? an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning,- 

Cres. Pray you, content you. 

Tro . What offends you, lady ? 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

2 %-o. You cannot shun 
Yourself* 

Cres. Let me go and try : 

I have a kind of self resides with you ; 

But au unkind self, that itself will leave. 

To be another's fool. 1 would be gone: 

Where is my wit 7 I know not what 1 speak. 

Tro. Well know they what they speak, that 
speak so wisely* 

Cres. Perchance my lord, I show more craft 
tbau love; 

Aud fell so roundly to a large confession. 

To angle for your thoughts: But you are wise; 

Or else you love not; For to be wise, and love. 
Exceeds man’s might; that dwells with gods 
above* 

• Titles* 
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Tro. Oh l that X thought it could be in a 
vyoman, 

(As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 

To feed for aye • her lamp and flames of love; 
To keep her constancy m plight and youth, 
Outliving beauty’s outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays 1 
Oi, that persuasion could but thus convince 
That my integrity and truth to you [me,— 
Might be affronted t with the match and weight 
Of such a winnow’d purity iu love: 

How were 1 then uplifted ! but, alas, 

1 am as true as truth’s simplicity. 

And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cresm In that I’ll war with you. 

Tro, O virtuous fight. 

When light with right wars who shall he most 
right I 

True swains m love, shall in the world to come, 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their 
rhymes. 

Full of piotest, of oath, and big compare,! 

Want similes, truth tir’d with iteration,— 

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon. 

As sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 
as ir«u to adamant, as earth to the centre,— 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth, 

A' ti utli's authentic author to be cited. 

As true as Troilus shall crown up § the verse, 
Anri sauctify the numbers.. 

Crc\. Piophet may you be ! 

If 1 be false, or swerve a hair from’ truth, 

W lien tune is old and hath forgot itself. 

When waterdrops have worn the stones of 
Troy, 

And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up. 

And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing; jet let memory, 

From false to false, among false maids in love. 
Upbraid my falsehood! when they have said— 
as false 

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, 

As lox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf. 

Paid to the hmd, oi stepdame to her non ; 

"X ea, let tnem suy, to stick the heart of falsehood. 
As false as Cressid. 

Pan. Go to, a baigain made: seal it, seal it; 
I’ll be the witness.—Heie I hold your hand; 
heic, my cousin’s. If ever you prove false one 
to another, since 1 have taken such pains to 
bring you together, let all pitiful goers-between 
be called to the world’s end after my name, call 
them all—Pandars: let all constant men be 
Tioiluscs, all false women Cressids, and all 
brokers-between Pandars! say, amen. 

Tro. Amen. 

Crcs. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a 
chamber and a bed ; which bed, because it shall 
not speak of youi pretty encounters, press it to 
death: away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here, 
ted, chamber, Paudar to provide this geer I 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE 111 .—Tic Grecian Camp. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diomedes, Nes¬ 
tor, Ajax, Menelaus, and Calchas. 

Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done 
you 

The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind. 
That, tlnough the 6ight l bear in thiugs, to 
Jove 

I have abandon’d Troy, left my possession, 
lncurr’d a traitor's name; expos’d myself. 

From ccilain and possess’d conveniences. 

To doubtful fortunes; sdquesfring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 
Mdde tame and most familiar to my nature; 

And here, to do you service, am become 

• Ever. + Met with end matchei. 

i CoinpiTlion. J Conclude iu 


115 

As new into the world, strange, unacquainted: 

I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 

To give me now a little benefit. 

Out of those many register’d in promise, 

Which, you say, live to come iu my behalf. 
Agam . What woulds’t thou of us, Trojan t 
make demand. 

Cal, You have a Trojan prisoner, call’d An- 
tenor, 

Yesterday took; Troy holds him very dear. 

Oft have you, (often have you thanks there¬ 
fore,) 

Desir’d my Cressid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath still denied: But this An- 
tenor, 

I know, is such a wrest • in their affairs 
That their negotiations all must slack, 

Wanting his manage; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 

In change of him : let him be sent, great princes, 
And he shall buy my daughter; and her pre¬ 
sence 

Shall quite strike off all service I have done, 

In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes hear him. 

And bring us Cressid hither: Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us.—Good Diomed, 

Furnish you fairly for this interchange: 

Withal, bring word—if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer’d in his challenge: Ajax is ready. 

Dio, This shall 1 undertake; and ’tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

[Exeunt Diomedes and Calchas. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before 

their Tent. 

Ulyss. Achilles stands i’the entrance of bis 
teut:— 

Please it our general to pass strangely t by him. 
As if he were forgot; and, princes ail, 

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him: 

I will come last: ’Tis like, he’ll question me. 
Why such unplausive eyes are beat, why Min’d 
on him: 

If so, I have derision mcd’cinable, 

To use between your strangeness and his pride, 
Which his own will shall have desiie to dunk; 

It may be good: pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees. 
Again. We'll execute your puipose, and 
put on 

A form of strangeness as we pass along;— 

So do each lord ; and either greet hur. not. 

Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him 
more 

Than if not look’d on. I will lead the way. 
Achil. What, comes the general to speak 
with me? 

You know my mind. I'll fight no more 'gainst 
Troy. 

Agam. What says Achilles ? would iie ought 
with us? 

Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the 
general ? 

Achil . No. 

Nest. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam . The better. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 
Achil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you ? how do you ? 

[Exit Menelaus. 

Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn me ? 
Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 

Achil . Good monow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha? 

Achil. Good morrow'. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. 

[Exit Ajax. 

Achil. What mean these fellows ? Know they 
not Achilles ? 

Pair. They pass by strangely : they were ns’d 
to bend, 

• An instrument for tuning harp*, 8cc. t Sbyly 
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To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 

To come as humbv, as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

AcbU. What, am I poor of lute? 

'Tis certain, creatuess, once fallen out with 
fortune. 

Must fall out with men too : W'hat the declin'd is. 
He shall as soon read in the e>es of others, 

As I eel in bis own fall: tor men, like butter¬ 
flies, [uier; 

Me w not their mealy wings, but to the siiin- 
Aud not a man, tor being simply man, 

Hath any honour ; but honour tor those honours 
That aie without him, as place, riches, favour, 
l’n/es of accident as oft as merit: 

Which when they fall, as being slippery staudeis. 
The love that leaii'tl on them as slippery too, 

Do one pluck dowu another, and together 
i e in the fall. But 'tis not so with me: 
><rtuue and I are friends ; I do enjoy 
At ample pond all that I did possess, 
have these men's looks; who do, inethmks, 
find out 

Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses; 

I'll interrupt his reading.— 

How now, Ulys-.es 7 
L'li/ss. Now great Thetis' son 7 
Ac/nl. W'hat are you reading i 
l lyss. A strange fellow here 
Writes me. That man—how dearly evei parted, • 
How much iu having, or without, or in,— 

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 

As when bis virtues sinning upon others 
Heat them, and they retoit that heat again 
To the first giver. 

Acini . 1ms i ? not strange, Ulysse*. 

The beauty that is borne heir in the face 
The hearer knows not, but commends itself 
’1 o other-** eyes : nor doth the eve itself 
( That most purr spirit of sense,) behold itself, 
Not going from itself; but eye to eyi* oppos’d 
.Salutes each other with each other’s form. 

For speculation turns not to itself, 
lill it hath iravell'd, and is inarued thru- 
W here it may see itself: this is not strange 
at all. 

1 'lyss. I do not strain at the position ; 

It is iamiiiar ; but at the author's drift: 
vV ho, in Ins circumstance, t expressly pioves— 

*1 hat no man is the lord of any thing, 

< l liougb in and of him there be much con¬ 
sisting,) 

Till he communicate his paits to others: 

Nor doth be of himself know them for au*»lit 
'Ini he heboid them form'd in the applaii-** 

W here they are extended ; which, like an arch, 
rev erberates 

The voice again: or like a gate of steel 
fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in 
\ud appielieuded here immediately [tilts ; 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man Is there! a very horse ; 
That has be knows not wbat. Nature, what 
things there are, 

Mo<.t abject in regard, and dear in use! 

W hat things again most dear in the esteem, 

Ami poor m worth! Now shall we see to-mor¬ 
row, 

An act that very diance doth throw upon him, 
Ajax reuuw'd. O heavens, what some men do, 
While some men leave to do! 

How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall, 
Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes I 
How one man eats into another's pride. 

Whiles pride is faJficidVh his wantonness! 

To see these GrectaVr lords!—why, eve* already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder; 

A*if his foot were on brave Hector's breast, 

Aud great Troy shrinking, 

• Hw* eftjHpit totter andewid. 
t IM&B of arnaataut. 
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Acini. 1 do believe it, for they pars’d by uie. 
As unsers do by beggars: ueithei gave to me 
Good word nor look : What, aie my deeds forgot ? 

Vlilts. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wheiein he puts alms lor oblivion, 

A grtai-sized monster of iugratitudes ; 

Those scraps me good deeds past: which aie 
devour'd 

As fast as they arc made, forgot as soon 
As done: Pei severance, dear m> lord. 

Keeps honotii bright: To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In niouiimeiital mockery. Take the instant wav : 
For honour travels m a strait so nanow. 

Where one hut goes abreast: keep the the path; 
For emulation hath a thousand son.-. 

That one by one pursue : If you give way. 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 

Like to an enter’d tide they all rush by. 

And leave you hiuduiost;— 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in hist rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject tear, 
O’cr-rnti aud trampled on : Tin n what they do 
in present. 

Though less than jour's in past, must o'ertop 
Foi time is like a fashionable ho-t, [your's: 
That slightly shakes his polling guest by the 
baud. 

And with his arms out-stretchM, as he would tlv 
(•rasp--in the cornel : Welcome evtr smile?. 

And farewell goes out sighing. Oh! let not 
virtue seek 

Remuneration for the thing it was; 

For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of lioue, de-ert m sirvicr. 
Love, friendship, charity, me subjects ml 
To envious and caluiuiiiaimg time. 

One touch ol iiatun* makes the whoh woild 
km,— [gawds, • 

That all, with one con-eut, piano iiewb.nu 
Though they are made .md moitub-d ol things 
pa-t; 

And give to du-t. that is a little gilt, 

Moie laud than gilt o’tr-du-ird. 

Tin 1 present eye praises the pnvent object: 

Im n marvel not, lliou steal and complete urn, 
Tlr.tt all the Gre* k- begin to worship Ajax , 

Niuce things hi iu..tion -miner catch the rvi*. 

Than wbat not stus. The cry went once on the*. 
And still it might ; and yet it mav ugaiu. 

If thou would'.-t not entomb thyself aliv*, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent; 

Whose glorious deeds, but tit these fields of late, 
Made emulous missions i 'inong-t the gods them- 
And drave great Mars to faction. [mI\» 

At hit. Of this my pin at) 
i have strong reasons. 

Vlysx. But 'gainst your privacy 
The reasons arc more potent and hemic il: 

'Tis known, Achillea, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's dauglit* i>. * 

Achil. Ha I known t 
l/iyss. la Drat a wonder 7 
The providence that's in a watchful state, 

Knows almost every grain of Pintos' gold ; 

Finds bottom ill the uiitompreheiisive deeps ; 
Keeps place with thought, aud almost, like the 
gods, 

Does thoughts unveil in their dumb nadies. 
There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst uever meddle) iu the soul of state. 

Which bath an operation mote divine. 

Than breath, or pen, can give expresaiire to: 

All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly Is our's, as yonr’s uiy lord ; 

And better would it tit Achilles mocb. 

To throw down Hector, than Polyxena: 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 
When fame shall in our islands sound her 
trump. 

And all the Greeklah girls shall tripping slug,— 

• New fndiloneil toy*. t Causing tbs gc«is 

theniieltea to cnhM among the rombatai.ta. 

t Polyxena. 
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Great Hector's sister did Achilles win ; 

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him, 
Farewell, my lord : 1 at your lover * speak; 

Tiie fool tildes o’er the ice that you should break. 

[Exit. 

Patr, To tbit effect, Achilles, have I mov'd 
A woman inpudent and mannish grown [you: 
Is not more loath’d than an effeminate man 
In tune or action. I stand condemn’d for this: 
They think my little stomach to the war. 

And your great love to me, restrains you tbns: 
Sweet, rouse yonrself; and the weak wanton 
Cupid 

Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s maue. 

Be shook to air. 

Athll . Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 

Patr. Ay, and, perhaps, receive much honour 
by him. 

Achil. 1 see my reputation is at stake ; 

M\ lame is shrewdly gor’d. 

Patr. Oh I then beware ; 

Those wounds heal ill, that men do give them- 
Omission to do what is necessary [selves : 

Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 

And daugei, like an ague, subtly tainu 
Even then when we mi idly in the sun. 

Achtl. Co call Thersites hither, sweet Patro- 
cltis : 

i’ll send the fool (o Ajax, and de«tre lain 
To invite the Troj.iu louts, alter the combat, 

To see us here unatm’d : I have a woman's 
An appetite that t am sick withal, [longing. 

To *ee gr« at Hector m lus weeds of peace ; 

To talk with him, and to behold his vivage, 

Even to my lull oi view. A labour sav’d ! 

Enter TiirRMiLS. 

Titer, A wonder ! 

Achil. What! 

Ttier. Ajax goes tip and down the field, ask¬ 
ing for himself. 

Arhtt. How so ? 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with 
Hector; and is so piophetically proud of au 
lieroical cudgelling, that he raves tu saying no¬ 
thing. 

Achil. How can that he? 

Ther. W liy, be stalks up and down like a pea¬ 
cock, a stride, and a stand : ruminates, like au 
hostess, that hath no aiithnietu. but her hi am to 
set down her reckoning: bites his lip with a 
politic regaid, as who should say—there were wit 
in this head, an ’twould out; and so there is ; 
hut it lies a« coldly in bun as tire in a flint, 
which will not show without knocking. The 
nuu’s undone for ever ; for ii Hector break not 
his neck i’Uk* combat, lie’ll break it himself m 
v.i'ii-glory. He knows not me: 1 said, (lood- 
t orrott , tjax ; and lie replies, Thanks, Agamem¬ 
non. What think you of this man, Hut takes 
me for the general? lie is grown a very land- 
fi'li, languageless, a monster. A plague of 
opinion I a man may wear u on both sides, like 
a leather jerkin. 

Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him, 
Thrrsites. 

Ther. Who, 1 ? why, he’ll answer nobody ; 
lie professes not answeriug; speaking is tor 
beggars ; lie wears his tongue in his arms. I 
will pm ou his presence; let Patroclus make 
demands to me, you shall see the pageant of 
Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus : Tell him,—I bnm- 
bly desire the valiant Ajax, 4 «» Invite the most 
valorous Hector to come unarm’d to my tent; 
and to procure safe conduct for his person, of 
the magnanimous and most illustrious si\-or- 
sevcn-tlmes-hououred captain general of the 
Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do thu. 

Patr . Jove bless great Ajax. 

f lier. Humph ! 

Patr 1 come from the worthy Achilles,- 
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Ther. Hal 

Patr. Who most humbly desires you, to in¬ 
vite Hector to his tent 1 - 

Ther. Humph : 

Patr. And to procure safe couduct from 
Agamemnon T 

7 her. Agamemnon? 

Patr. Ay, tuy lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. What say you to’t ? 

Ther. God be wi’ you, with all my heart. 

Putr . Your answer. Sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow lie a fair day, by eleven 
o’clock it will go one way or other; how soever, 
he shall pay for me ere he has uie. 

Patr. Your answer, Sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but be is not iu this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, hut he’s out o’tune thus. WJnt 
music will be in him when Hector has knocked 
out Ills brains, I know not: But, I ain sure, none ; 
uniet the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to make 
catlings * on. 

Achil. Come, thou shall bear a letter to bun 
straight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse ; for 
that's the more capable t creature. 

Achil. M> mind is troubled, like a fountain 
stirr’d ; 

And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Eieunt Achulccs and Patrocli*. 

Ther. ’Would the touuuuu of your nund weie 
clear again, that 1 hue lit water an ass at it ! 1 had 
rather be a tick m a sheep, lhau suca a va¬ 
liant ignorance. [Cut. 


ACT IV. 

SC EXE i.—Troy.—A Street. 

Enter , at one side, Eneas and Sfrvvnt, 
trith a torch ; at the other , Paris, I> Mr ho¬ 
bos, Antlnor, Diomedes, and otlurs, u ith 
torches. 

Par. See, ho ! who’s that tin re? 

Del. ’Tis the lord .Eneas. 

JEnc. Is the prince there in person T— 

Had I so good occatiou to lie long. 

As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly 
business 

Should rob uiy bed-mate of my company. 

J)io. That’s my mind too.—Good moi row, l.-rd 
Eneas. 

Par. A valiant Greek, Eneas; take his hand ; 
Witness the piocess ol your speech, whereiu 
You told—how Dionied, a whole week by day-. 
Did liannt you iu the field. 

jilne. Health to you, valiant Sir, 

During all question J of the gentle truce : 

But when I meet you aim’d, as black defiance 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Duk The one and other Dionied embraces. 
Our bloods are now iu calm ; and, so long, 
health : 

But when cooteution and occasion meet, 

By Jove, Fll play the hunter for thy life. 

With all tuy force, pursuit, and policy. 

j£nc. And thou shall hunt a lion, that will fly 
With hit face backward.—In humane gentle¬ 
ness. 

Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchises* life. 
Welcome imbed! By Venus* hand l swear. 

No man alive can love, in such a sort. 

The tbiug he means to kilt more excellently. 

Dio. We sympathize Jovt, let Eneas live. 

If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 

A thousand complete courses of the sun! 

But, iu mine emulous honour, let him die, 

With every joiut a wound ; aud that to-mor¬ 
row I 

• Lute-ilnup mad* of catgut. f InuUiprt. 

I Cooveraation. 


• rrlriul. 
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JUnt, We know each other well. 

Dio. We do; and Ions know each other 
worse. 

Par . This is the most despiteful gentle greet¬ 
ing. 

The noblest hateful love, that e’er 1 Jieard of.— 
What business, lord, so early ? 
jEne. I was sent for to the king; but why, I 
know not. 

Par. Ills purpose meets jou; *Twas to bring 
this Greek 

To Calchas' bouse ; aud there to render him. 

For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid: 

Let’s have your company ; or, if you please, 
Haste there before u> : 1 constantly do think, 

Or, rather, call my thought a certain know¬ 
ledge,) 

My brother Troilus lodges there to-night; 

House him, aud give him note of our approach. 
With the whole quality wherefore : I rear. 

We shall be much unwelcome. 

JEne. That I assure you ; 

Troilus had rather Tioy were borne to Greece, 
Than Cresaid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help ; 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have u so. On, lord ; we'll follow you. 
JEne. Good morrow, all. [£it/. 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed; 'faith, tell 
me true. 

Even In the soul of sound good-fellowship,— 
Who, in your thoughts, met us fair Helen best. 
Myself, or MencUust 
Dio. Both alike: 

He merits well to bate her, that doth seek her 
(Not making am scruple of her soilure,) 

With such a heil of pain, and world oi chaise; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not painting the taste of her dishonour,) 

With such a costly loss of wealth aud mends: 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 

You, like a lecher, out of wborish loins 
Are pleas’d to breed out your inheritors: 

Both merits pois’d, each weighs nor less nor 
more ; 

But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywo¬ 
man. 

Dio. She’s bitter to her country: Hear me, 
Paris,— 

For every fal&e drop in her bawdy reins 
A Grecuu’s life h.ith sunk; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slam; since she could 
speak, 

Sbe bath not given so many good words breath. 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer’d death. 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do. 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 

But we in silence hold this virtue well.— 

>\ e’li not commend what we intend to sell, 

Here lies our way. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The same.—Court before (he 
Douse of Pandarus. 

Enter Troilus and Cressida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself the morn is 
cold. 

Ores. Then, sweet my lord. I'll call mine 
uncle down ; 

He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble bun not; 

To bed, to bed: Sleep kill those pretty eyes. 

And give as soft attachment to tby senses. 

As infants’ empty of all thought! 

('res. Good morrow then. 

Tro. 'Pr*ytbee now, to bed. 

Ores. Are you aweary of met 

Tro. O Cressida l but that the buy day, 

Wak’d by the lark, bath rout'd the ribald* 
crows. 
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And dreaming night will hido our joys no longer, 
1 would not from thee. 

Cres. Night hath been too brief. 

7Vo. Beshrew the witch I with venomous 
wights she stays, 

As tediously as bell; but flies the grasps of love. 
With wiugs more momentary-swift than thought, 
kou will catch cold, and cube me. 

Crcs. Pr’ythee tarry ;— 

You men will never tarry. - 

O foolish Cressid !—I might have still held off. 
Aud then you would have lamed. Hark! theie’s 
one up. 

Pan. [Within.] What, are all the doors open 
here ? 

7 Vo. It is your uncle. 

*- 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. A pestilence on hun! now will he be 
mocking : 

I shall have such a life,— 

Pan. How unw, how now? bow go maiden¬ 
heads?—Here, you maid I wheie's iny cousin 
Cre«sid ? 

Cres. Go hang yourself, you uaughty mocking 
uncle ! 

You bnng me to do, • and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do whal I to do what?—let her sav 
what: what have l brought you to do? 

Cres. Come, come; beshrew t your heait ! 
you’ll ne’er be good. 

Nor suffer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha l Alas, poor wretch! a poor 
cupocchia 1 hast not slept to-night t would he 
not, a naughty man, let it sleep? abuglnai take 
him! [AnocA/ng. 

Cres. Did 1 not tell yon ?—’would he Hue 
knock’d o'the head !— 

Who's that at door? good uncle, go and see.— 

My lord, come you again into my chamber * 

You smile, aud mock me, as if 1 meant 

naughtily. 

Tro. Iia, Ira * 

Crts. Come, you are deceiv'd, 1 thing of n<» 
such thing.— [A nock 

How earnestly they knock !— pray you, tome in , 

I would not lor half Tim hast vou seen lieie. 

[Eieunt Troills amt Ckesmim. 
Pan. [Going to the door.] \\ hoS ihrre t 
wbat’s the matter 1 will you beat down the door f 
How now ? what’s the matter ? 

Enter jEneas. 

-,£nc. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan. \\ bo’s there? in) lord .F.nejst By m> 
troth, I knew you not: what news with you so 
early i 

-Ene. Is not prince Troilus here? 

Pan. Here ! what should he do here 
JEne. Come, he is here, my luid, do not deny 
him ; 

It doth import him much, to speak with me. 
Pan. Is he here, say you ? 'tis more than I 
know. 

I'll be sworn:—For my own part, I came in 
What should he do here? [latt : 

jEne. Who !—nay, then :— 

Come, come, you’ll do him wrotg ere you are 
'ware: 

You'll be so true to him, to be false to him : 

Do not yon know of him, yet go fetch him hither* 
Go. 

As Pandabus is going out , enter Troilus. 

Tro. How now t what’s the matter ? 

JEne. My lord, I scarce bsve leisure to sa¬ 
lute you. 

My matter is so rash: $ There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Dciphobus, 

Tbe Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver’d to ns: and for him forthwith. 

Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour. 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


•Lewd noisy. 


* A wanton insinuation. t 111 botMo. 

t An Itaiiau word for poor fool. | IlAflty. 
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We must give up to Diomedes' band 
Tbe lady Cress Ida. 

Tro. is It so concluded T 
j£ne. By Priam, and tbe general state of 
Troy: 

They are at hand, and ready to effect It. 

Tro. Hour my achievements mock me! 
f will go meet them: and, my lord Alneas, 

We met by chance; yon did not find me here. 
JEne. Good, good, my lord: the secrets of 
liatuic 

Have not more gift In tacilnmity. 

[Exeunt Troilus and AEnbas. 
Pan. Is’t possible ? no sooner got, but lost T 
The devil take Anterior! the young pnnee will 
go mad. A plague upon Auteuor, i would, they 
had broke’s nec£! 

Enter Cressida. 

Cres. How now f What is tbe matter ? Who 
was here ! 

Pan. Ah ! ah ! 

Cres. Why sigh yon so profoundly t where’s 
my lord gone? 

Tell me, sweet uncle, what’s the matter! 

Pan. 'Would 1 were as deep under the earth 
'is 1 am above 1 

Cres . O the gods !—What’s the matter 1 
Pan. Pr’ythee, get thee in; ’Would thou 
had’st ne'er been born I 1 knew, thou wuiild'st be 
his death :—O poor gentleman 1 —A plague upon 
Antenorl 

Cres. Good uncle, 1 l*eseecli you on iny knees, 

I beseech sou, what’s the mattei ? 

Pan. Thou must be. gone, wench, thou must 
lie gone . thou art changed for Anterior : thou 
must to th) father, and begone from Troilus; 
*rwill be his death ; 'twill be fars bane; he can¬ 
not bear it. 

Cres. O you immortal gods!—I will not go. 
Pan. Thou must. 

Cres. 1 will not, uncle : 1 base forgot niv 
father: 

know no touch • of consanguinity ; 

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me, 
As tbe sweet Troilus.—O you gods divine ! 

Make Cressid’s name the very crown of false¬ 
hood, 

If ever 'he leave Troilus I Time, force, and death. 
Do to this hods what extremes you ran ; 

But the strong base and building of my love 
I» as the very centre of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it.—I'll go in, and 
weep ;— 

Pan. Do, do. 

Cres. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my 
praised cheeks. 

Crack my clear voice with 6obs, and break my 
heait 

\\ ith sounding Troilus. I w ill not go from Troy. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 111.—The same.—Before Pakdaris’ 

House. 

Enter Paris, Troilus, /Eneas, Dbivhobus, 
Antenor, and Diomedes. 

Par. It is great morning; and the hour pre¬ 
fix'd 

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon:—Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what she is to do. 

And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. Walk in to her bouse ; 

I’ll briug her to tbe Grecian presently: 

And to his hand when I deliver her. 

Think it an altar; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it bis own heart. 

[£rif. 

Par. 1 know what His to love; 

And 'would, as I shall pity, I could help 1 — 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [£reu/tf. 


SCENE IV .— The same. — A Room in Pakda- 
rds’ House, 

Enter Pakdarus and Cressida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cres. Why tell you me ot moderation f 
Tbe grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste. 

And violenteth in a 6cnse as strong 
As that which causetb it: Huw can I moderate 
If I could temporize with my affection, [it \ 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate. 

The like allayment could I give my grief: 

My love admits oo qualifying dross; 

No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. Here, here, here be comes.—Ah I sweet 
ducks 1 

Cres. O Troilns I Troilus! 

[Embracing him . 
Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here 1 Let 
me embrace too : O heart, —as tbe goodly say¬ 
ing is,- 

- O heart, O heavy heart, 

Why sigh’st thou without breaking ? 

where he answers again, 

Because thou const not case thy smart , 
By friendship, nor by speaking. 

There never was a truer rhyme. Let us cast 
away nothing, for we may live to have need of 
such a verse ; we sec it, we see it.—How’ now, 
lambs t 

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain’d a 
purity. 

That the Mess’d gods—as angry with my fancy. 
More bright m zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities,—take thee iiom 
me. 

Cres. Have tbe gods envy ? 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay; 'tls too plain a case. 
Cres. And is it true, that 1 must go from 
Troy ? 

Tro. A hateful truth. 

(Yes. U hat, and from Troilns too f 
Tro. From Troy and Troilus. 

Cres. Is it possible ! 

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-talking, justles loughiy by 
AH time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejomdure, forcibly prevents 
Out lock’d embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath: 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a rnblwr’s baste. 

Crams his rich thievery' up, he knows uot how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven, 

With distinct breath and consign’d * kisses to 
He fumbles np into a loose adieu ; [them. 

And scants u« with a single famish'd kiss, 
Distasted with tbe salt of broken t tears. 

JEne. [Within.'] My lord i is the lady ready! 
Tro. Hark! yon are call’d: Some say, the 
Geuius so 

Cries, Come i to bun that instantly must die.— 
Bid them have patience; she shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are iny tears ! rain, to lay this 
wind, or my heart will be blown up by the root! 

[Exit Pandarus* 
Cres. I must then to the Greeks ! 

Tro. No remedy. 

Cres. A woeful Cressid Hnongst tbe merry 
When shall we see again! [Greeks! 

Tro. Hear me, my love : Be thou but true of 
heart,- 

Cres. I true I how now f wliil wicked deem $ 
la this! 

Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 
For it is parting from as: 
l speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee; 


* Serso fooling of rclntlonthip. 
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For 1 will throw iny glove to death himself. 
That there's bo maculation" in thy heart: 

But be thou true, say I, to fashion in 
My sequent f prolestatiou; be thou true. 

And 1 will see thee. 

tYes. Oh 1 you shall be expos’d, my lord, to 
dangers 

As infinite as imminent 1 but. I’ll be true. 

Tro. And I’ll grow friend with danger. Wear 
this sleeve. 

Cres. And yon this glove. When shall I see 
you * 

Tro. 1 will corrupt the Grecian sentinels. 

To give thee nightly visitauou. 

But yet, be true. 

Cres. O heavens I—be true again f 
Tro. Hear why I speak it, love : 

Tbe Grecian youths are full of quality; i 
They're loving, well compos'd, with gitta of ua- 
tnre flowing. 

And swelling o'er with arts and exercise; 

How novelty may move, and parts with peison, 
Alas, a Liud of godly jealousy 
(Which I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 
Makes me afeard. 

(Yes. o heavens! yon love me not. 

7 Vto. Die 1 a villain then! 

In this I do uot cali your faith in question. 

So mainly as my merit: 1 cannot sing, 

Nor heel’the high lavolt,§ nor sweeten talk, 

Nor play at subtle games; fair virtues all. 

To which the Grecians are most prompt aud 
pregnant: 

But 1 cau tell, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dunib-discoursive devil, 
That tempts most cunuinpr • but be not tempt- 
ed. 

Cres • Do you think I willt 
'Jro. No. 

But something may be done, »• we will not : 
And sometimes we arc devils to ourselves. 

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers. 
Presuming on their chaugeful potency. 

j£ne. [71 f/Arn.] Nay, good my lord,- 

Tro. Come, kiss; aud let us part. 

Pan [H it/nu.] Brother Troilus! 

Tro. Good brother, come you hither ; 

And bring jEueas and, the Grecian, with you. 
t'rts. My lord, will you be true? 

Tro. Who, l ? ala*, it is my vice, my fault: 
VVinie others fish with craft for great opinion, 

I with great truth catch mere simplicity; 

Whilst some with cunning gild their copper 
crowus, 

With tiutti aud plainness 1 do wear mine bare. 
Tear hoi my truth ; the moral of iny wit 
Is—plain and true, -ibere's ail the reach of it. 

Enter Aneas, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobl*, 
and Diojieuls. 

Welcome, Sir Diomed! here is the lady. 

Which lot An tenor we deliver you : 

At tbe port, *J lord. I'll give her to thy hand ; 
And, by the wav, possess V thee what she i 3 . 
Entreat her fair ; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 

Ii t’tr thou stand at mercy of my sword, 

Name Cressid, and thy life shall be a» safe 
A- Pnam is iu I lion. 

I)io. Fair lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince ex¬ 
pects : 

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek. 
Pleads your fair usage; and to Diomed 
Ton snail l»e mistress and command him wholly, 
Tro* Grg£i an, thon dost not UAe me courte- 

To shame Mu; zeal of my petition to thee. 

In praising her: 1 tell thee, lord of Greece, 

She is as tar high-soaring o'er thy praises, 

As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant. 

I charge thee, use her well, eveu for my charge ; 
For* b> the dreadful l'luto, if thou dost not, 

ot. t Fallowing. 2 Highly srrotrpluhsA. 

A dauce. i Ga<«. H lidoraa. 
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Act IV 

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard. 

I'll cut thy throat. 

Dio. Ob 1 be not mov'd, prince Troilus : 

Let me be privileg'd l»y my place aud met sage, 
l'o be a speaker free; When I am tiei'ie. 

I’ll answer to my lusi: • And know you, lord. 
I'll notbtug do on charge: To her own ourlh 
Sue shall be pris'd; but that you say—lie't »o, 
I'll speak It iu my spirit aud iiouour,—no. 

Tro. Come, to the port.—I’ll tell thee, Dio- 
med, [htad.- 

Tlns brave shall oft make thee to hide thy 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 
lo our own selves bend we our needful talk. 
[Exeunt Troilus, Cressida, and Diomed. 

[Trumpet Jit aril* 
Par. Hark! Hector's trumpet. 
j£ue. How have we spent this morning ! 

The pi nice must think me tardy and remiss. 
That svvoit* to ride liefore him to the fold. 

Par. ’Tis Troilus’ fault; Come, come, to fit Id 
with him. 

Del. Let us make ready straight. 

Ane. Yea, with a luidcgioom’g fresh alatnty. 
Let us address to tend on Hector's heels: 

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie. 

On his fair worth and single chivalry. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—The Grecian Camp.—Lists ut 

out. 

Enter Ajax, armed ; Agamemnon, Achili i 
PaIROCI.LS, Mj.Nl.LA IS, L'LVSaCs, Nt>roK, 
and others. 

Agam. Here art thou in appointment ♦ fiesb 
and fair. 

Anticipating time w.th starting courage. 

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to liov. 

Thou ditradful Ajax ; that the appalled an 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 

And hale him thither. 

\jai. Thou, trumpet, there’s my pnr»e. 

Now crack thy hums and ?plu thy brazen |»i|*c: 
Blow, villain, till thv sphered bias tlnu 
Out-swell tlie colic ot puli'’d Aipnloii. 

Come, stretch thy chest, and Itt thy eyes spout 
blood ; 

Thou blow'st for Hector. [Ti unipit sounds. 
Ulyss. No tiunipei answers. 

Acini. 'Tis hut early days. 

Agam. Is not you Diomed, with C.deltas' 
daughter? 

Vlyss. Tis he, 1 ken the manner of his gait; 
He rises on the toe: that spirit ot Ids 
iu a&piraUou lifts him irotii the earth. 

Enter Diomed, with Cressida. 

Azam. Is this the lady Cressid ? 

Dio. Eveu she. 

A gum. MoM dearly welcome to tbe Ciccke, 
sweet lady. 

A 'e%t. Our gcueral doth salute you with a kt«. 
l lyss. Yet is the kindness but particular; 
Tweie better sbe vveie kiss’d in geueral. 

Nest. And very courtly counsel: I’ll begiu.— 
So much for Nestor. 

Achil. I’ll take that wiutcr from your lip?, 
fair lady: 

Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men • I had good argument for kissing once. 
Pair. But that's uo argument for kissing uow 
For thus popp'd Paris ill bis bardiment; 

And parted thus you and your argument. 

Vlyss. O deadly gall, and theme of all cor 
scorns 1 

For which we lose our beads to gild bis horns. 

Pair. Tbe Hist was Menclaus’ kiss;—this 
Patroclus kisses you. [miuc. 

Men* Oh I this is trim I 
Putr. Paris, and 1 , kiss evermore for him. 
Men. I'll have my kiss. Sir:—Uidy, by your 
leave# 

• PiMtuvt, will. ♦ Prcparat on. 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 




Scene V. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 121 


Cres. In kissing do you render or receive t 
Patr Both take and give. 

Ores. I'll make my match to live. 

The kiss you take is better tliati you give: 
Therefore no kiss. 

Jfen. I'll give you boot. I’ll give you three 
for one. 

Crcs. You're an odd man ; give even or give 
none. 

Men. An odd man, ladyf every man is odd 
Cres. No, Pans is not; for, you know 'Us 
true. 

That you are odd, ami lie is even with you. 
Men. You fillip me o'Uie head* 

Cres. No, I'll lie sworn. 

Ulyss . It were uo match, you nail against his 
horn.— 

May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you f 
Cres. You uiay. 
f/lyss. I do desire It. 

Cres. Why, beg llieii- 

Ijyss. W hy then, for Venus' sake, give ine 
a kiss. 

When Heleu is a maid again, and bis. 
f’riv. 1 am your debtor, claim it when Mis due. 
Llyss. Never’* my day, aud then a kiss of 

* y°"- 

Dm. L.idv, a word;—I’ll bring you to your 
lather. [Diomld lead s out Cressida. 
Xest. A woman of quick Mmse. 

I lyss. Tie, ttc upon her! 

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her U|»; 
Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look 
At every joint and motive • ol her bod). [out 
Oh J these encountered, so glib of tongue, 

That give a roasting welcome ere it comes, 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
'lo eveiy ticklish reader I set them down 
For sluttish spoils ol oppurtuiutv, 

Aud daughteis of the game. [ '/ rumpet within. 
All. I he Tiojau's trumpet. 

A"cm. louder comes the troop. 

Du ter Hector, armed; /Eneas, Troilus, 
and other ' I'rojans , tilth Atti udants. 

-fine. Hail, all the stale of Greece I what shall 
he done [pose, 

To him that victory commands? Or do you pur- 
A victor shall he kuouu ? will you, the knights 
Mull to the edge of all extremity 
Huisue each other; or shall Kiev t>e divided 
By any voice or order of the Held l 
1lector bade ask* 

A earn. Which way would Hector have itt 
shne. He cares not, he’ll obey conditions. 
Achil. Tis done like Hector; but securely 
done. 

A Idle proudly, aud great deal misprising 
The knight oppos'd. 

.Lne. If not Achilles, Sir, 

What is your name ? 

Acini . Jl not Achilles, nothing. 
sEnc. Therefore Achilles: Out, whate'er, 
know this 

In the extremity of great aud little, 

Valour ami pi idc excel themselves iu Hector; 
The one almost as iu finite as all, 

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 
And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 
This Ajax U half made of Hector's Mood : 

In love whereof, half Hedor stays at home ; 

Half beat t, half hand, half Hector conies to seek 
This blended knight, halt Tiojan, aud half 
Greek. 

Achil. A maiden battle then T—Ob T I perceive 
you. 

Re-enter Diomed. 

Again. Here is Sir DiotnedGo, gentle 
knrgbl. 

Stand l»y our Ajax : as you and lord /Fneas 
Conieut upon the order of their tight. 

So be it; cither to the uttermost, 

• Motion. 


Or else a breath ; • the combatants being km, 
Half stints t their strife before their strokes 
begin. 

[Ajax and Hector enter the lists 
Ulyss. They are oppos’d already. 

Again. What Trojau is that same that looks 
so heavy! 

Ulyss. the youngest sou of Priain, a true 
knight; 

Not yet mature, yet matchless; firm of word ; 
hpeakiug in deeds and deedless ; iu his tongue ; 
Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok’d, soon 
calm'd: 

His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
For what be has, he gives, wliat thinks, he 
shows; 

Yet gives he not till judgment guide bis bounty. 
Nor drguifies au impair y thought with breath : 
Mauly as Hector, but more dangerous; 

For Hector, iu his blaze of wrath, subscribes!) 

To tender objects ; but he, iu heat ol action. 

Is more vindicative than jealous love : 

They call him Troilus; and on him erect 
A second hope as fairly built as Hector. 

Thus says iEueas; one that knows the youth 
Eveu to his inches, and, with private soul. 

Did iu great 1 lion thus translate H him to me. 

[Alarum. Hector and Ajax Jig/tl • 
A gam. They are in action. 

Xest. Now, Ajax, bold thine own ! 

Tro. Hector, thou sieep'st; 

Awake thee I 

A gam. His blows are well dispos’d :—there, 
Ajax 1 

Dio. You must no more. [Trumpets ccasc. 
yEru. Pimces, enough, so please you. 

Ajax. I mu not warm yet, let us light again. 
Dio. A« Hector pleases. 

JUet. Why then will 1 no more :— 

Thou art, great told, my father's sistei’s sou, 

A cousiu-german to great Pnaui’s seed; 

The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory •• emulation 'iwixt us twain : 

Were they couumxtion Gieek anil Trojan so, 
That thou eould'ct say— This hand is Grtiian 
And this is Trojan ; the slncus oj this leg jull 
All Greek, and Hits all Troy ; my mother’s 
blood 

Runs on the dexter a check, and this sinister',' 
Rounds-in my J other's ; by Jove mulUpoteut, 
Thou ■bould’st nut bear Horn me a Grcckish 
member 

W herein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay, 
Thau any drop thou borrow'st ftoin thy mother 
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal swoid 
Be dtam’d ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 

By him that thunders, thou hast lusty ai ins ; 
Hector would have them fall upon lind thus: 
Cousin, all honour to thee 1 
Ajax. I thank thee, Hector: 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man ; 

I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Meet. Not Neoptoicnius |*,K so admirable 
(On whose bright crest Fame wuh her loud'st O 
yes I 

Cries, T/us is he,) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour toiu fiom Hector. 

jEne. There is expectance here flow both the 
What further you will do. [sides, 

Jhct. We'll answer it: 

The issue is einbracemeutAjax, farewell. 

Ajax. If I might iu entreaties find success 
(As add YU 1 have the chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. 'Tie Agamemnon's wish: aud great 
Achilles 

Doth Ioug to see unarm’d the valiant Hector. 
JUct. jEueas, call my brother Troilus to me; 

• 

* Or die merely for exerritr. t Stop*, 

t No boaster. I Unsuitable to hi* character. 

I Yield*. 1 Explain bis character. 

•• Bloody. Rifclit. U Left, 
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Aud signify this loving interview 
To the especters of our Tiojan part; [sin ; 
Desire them home.—Give me thy band, m> cou- 
1 will go eat with thee, aud see your kuights. 
Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us 
here. 

JIcct. The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name ; 

But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by liis large ami portly size. 

Agam. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 

But that's no welcome : Understand more clear, 
\\hat's past and what's to come, is stew'd with 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; [husks. 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain’d purely from all hollow bias-drawing. 
Bids thee, with most divine integrity. 

From heart of every heart, great Hector, wel¬ 
come. 

JIcct. I thank thee, most imperious * Aga¬ 
memnon. 

Agam. My well fam’d lord of Troy, no less to 
you. [To Troills. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's 
greeting;— 

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
JIcct. Whom must we answer l 
Men. The noble Menelaus. 

JIcct. O you, my lordt by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks ! 

Mock not, that 1 affect the untraded t oath ; 

Your quondam \ wife swears still by Venus' 
glove: 

She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, air ; she’s a deadly 
theme. 

JIcct. Oh i pardon ; I offend. 

.Vest. 1 have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way [oft. 
Through ranks of Greekisli youth : and I bait- 
seen thee, 

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 
Despising many forfeits and stibdneinents, 

W ben thou hast bung thy advanced sword 
I'the air, 

Not letting it decline on the declin’d ; i 
That I have said to some iny stauders-by 
/.«, Jupiter ts yonder , dealing life ' 

And I hate seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 
When that a ting of Greeks have hemm'd 
thee in, 

I.ike an Olympian wrestling: This have I seen ; 
But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel, 

1 never saw till now. 1 knew thy grandsire, j| 
And once fought with him : he wa* a soldier 
good ; 

But. by gfeat Mars, the captain of ns all, 

.Never like thee: Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 
xhne. 'Tis the old Nestor. 
lied. Let me embrace thee, good old chro¬ 
nicle, [time 

Thon bast so long walk’d hand in band with 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 
Nest. 1 would uiy arms could match thee in 
contention, 

As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

JIcct. I would they could. 

Nest. Ha! [row. 

By this white beard. I’d fight with thee to-niow- 
VVell, welcome, welcome/ I have seen the 

Ulyss. i wonder »kr how yonder city stands, 
v\ hen we have here her base and pillar by os. 

licet. 1 know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah ! Sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead. 
Since first 1 saw yourself and Diomed 
In llion, on your Greekisb embassy. 

Vlyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would 
ensue: 

My prophecy is bat half bis journey yet ; 

• Impcrbk ♦ Singular, not common. J Form or, 
i Fallen. j; Loomed**. 


For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 
Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss tho 
clouds 

Must kiss their own feet. 

Meet. I must not believe you: 

There they stand yet; and modestly I think. 

The lull of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : The end crow us all; 
And that old common arbitrator, tune, 

\\ ill one day end it. 

Ulyss. So to him we leave it. 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome. 
After the general, 1 beseech yon next 
To least with mt, and see me at my trut. 

Acini. I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, 
Uiou I— 

Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee; 

1 have with exact view perus'd thee. Hector, 

Aud quoted • joint by joint. 

Jh ct. Is this Achilles ? 

Achil. 1 am Achilles. 

Meet. Stand fair, l pray thee: let me look on 
thee. 

Acini, behold thy fill. 

Meet. Nay, 1 have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief; l will the second 
time. 

As I would buy thee, view ther limb by limb. 
Meet. Oh! like a book of sport tbou’ti readme 
o’er ; 

But there’s more in me than thou undmtaud’?t. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eve? 
Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of 
bis body [theie I 

Shall I destroy him 1 whether there, there, ».i 
That I may give the local wound a name; 

And make distinct the very hi each w hereout 
Het loi’s great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens! 
Mid. It would disciedit the blcas’d gods, proud 
man. 

To answer such a question : Stand agam : 
TlnnkSt thou to catch my life so pl< .isanitv, 

As to prenommate t in nice conjecture. 

Where thou wilt hit me dead t 
Achil. I tell thee, yea. 

Meet. Wert thou au oracle to tell me so. 

I’d not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee 
well; 

For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there. 
But, by the forge that stitlued J Mars his helm. 
I'll kUJ thee every where, yea, o'er and o’er.— 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag. 

His insolence draws folly from ray lips; 

Bat I'll endeavour deeds to match these word?. 

Or may I never- 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin ;— 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone 
Till accident or purpose bring you to’t: 

You may have every day enough of Hector, 

If you have stomach ; j the general state, 1 feat 
Can scarce entreat you to he odd with him. 

Meet. 1 pray you, let ns see you in the field; 
We have bad pelting | wars, since you refus'd 
The Grecians’ cause. 

Achil. Dost thou entreat me, Hector 1 
To-morrow do I meet thee, leli as death ; 
To-night all friends. 

Meet. Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece go to my 
tent; 

There In the full convfveH we: afterwards. 

As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him.— 

Beat loud the tabourines, •• let the trumpets 
blow. 

That this great soldier may his welcome know. 
[Exeunt all but Tboilcs and Ulysses. 
Tro. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you 
In what place of the field doth Calcbas keep T 
Ulyss. At Menelaus* teat, most princely Troi- 
liis: 

• Observed. t Fmoiw. 

X Slithy, a smith'* shop. I loclluatioa. 

| Petty. ^ Feast. •• Small drums. 



Scene I ’. 

There Diomed doth feast with him to-night; 
Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth, 
but gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so 
much, 

After we part from Agamemnon's tent. 

To bring me thither? 

I Jltfss. You shall command me, Sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour tvas 
This Cressida in Troy? Had she no lover 
there 

That wails her absence 1 
Tro. O Sir, to such as boasting show their 
scars, 

A mock is due. Will yon walk on, my lord ? 
She was belov’d, she lov’d ; she is, and doth * 
but, still, sweet love is food for fortune’s tooth. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE J.—The Grecian Camp.—Before 
Achilles’ Tent. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Achil. I’ll heat his blood with Greckish wine 
to-night, 

Which with liiv scimitar I’ll cool to-morrow.— 
Patroclus, let us least him to the height. 

Patr. Here comes Thersitcs. 

Enter Thersites. 

Achil. How now, thou coie of en\yt 
rinm crusty batch of nature, what’s the news? 

Thcr. Why, thou picture of what thou seem- 
e«it, mid idol of idlot-worshippers, heie’a a letter 
for thee. 

Acini. Trom whence, fragment? 

Thcr. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the tent now? 

Thcr. The surgeon's box, or the patient’s 
wound. 

Patr. Well said, Adversity \ • and what need 
these trick*- ? 

Thcr. Pr’ythre be silent, boy; I profit not by 
thy talk: thou art thought to be Achilles' male 
\arlet. 

Patr. Male vsirlet, you rogue ! what’s that? 

Thcr. W hy, his masculine whore. Now the 
rotten diseases of the south, the guts-griping, 
ruptuies, catarrhs, loads o’gravel I’lhe hack, 
lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten 
livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of impos- 
thume, sciaticas, limekilns Pthe palm, incura¬ 
ble bone-ache, and the melled fee-sunple of the 
tetter; take and take again such preposterous 
discoveries! 

Patr. Why thou damnable box of envy, thon, 
what meanest thou to curse thus ? 

Ther. Do 1 curse thee T 

Patr. Why, no, you niinons butt; you whore¬ 
son indistinguishable cur, no. 

Thcr. No? why art thou then exasperate,thon 
idle immaterial skein of sleive t silk, thon green 
sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a 
prodigal’s purse, thou ? Ah 1 bow the poor world 
is pestered with such water-flies; diminutives of 
nature 1 

Patr. Out, gall! 

Ther. Finch egg! 

Achil. My sweet Patroclus, 1 am thwarted 
quite 

From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 
Here Is a letter from queen Hecuba: 

A token from her daughter, my fair love; 

Doth taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it: 
Fall, Greeks; fail, fune; honour, or go, or 
stay; 

My major vow lies here, this I'll obey.— 

• Contrariety t Coarse, vnwtmigbt. 
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Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent. 
This night in banqueting must all be spent. 
Away, Patroclns. 

[ Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 
Ther. With too much blood, and too little 
(brain, these two may run mad ; but if with too 
inticli brain, and too little blood, they do, I’ll 
be a curer of madmen. Here’s Agamemnon,— 
an honest fellow enough, aud one that loves 
quails; • but he has not so much brain as car- 
wax : And tbe goodly transformation of Jupiter 
there, his brother, the bull,—the primitive 6tatue 
and oblique memorial of cuckolds; + a thriiry 
sboemg-hom m a chain,hanging at bis brothel’s 
leg,—to what form, but that be is, should wit 
larded with malice, and malice forced £ with wit 
turn him to? To an ass, were nothing; he i* 
both ass and ox : to an ox were nothing ; he is 
both ox and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a 
fitchew, $ a toad, a lizard, on owl, a puttock, or 
a herring without a row, I would not care: hut 
to be Menelaus ,—1 would conspire against des¬ 
tiny. Ask me not what I would be, if J were 
not Thersitcs ; for I care not to be the loose of 
a lazar, || so I were not Menelaus.—Hey-day! 
spirits and fires I 

Enter Hector, Troii.cs, Ajax, Agamemnon, 
Ulysses, Nestor, Menelaus, and Diomll, 
tilth Lights. 

A gam. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajuj. No, yonder ’tis ; 

There, where we see the lights. 

Hut. 1 trouble you. 

Ajcjc. No, not a whit. 
i /. ( >v. Here comes himself to guide sou. 

Enter ACHILLES. 

Achil. Welcome, brave Hector ; welcome 
princes all. 

Agam. So now, tair prince of Troy, I bid uood 
Aja\ commands the guard to ttnd cm yuc.[night. 
Hut. Thanks, and good night to the Greeks’ 
General, 

Men. Good night, my lord. 

Hid. Good night, sweet Menelaus. 

Thcr . Sweet draught: f Sweet, quoth 'a? 
sweet 6ink, sweet sewer. 

Achil. Good nisht, 

And welcome, both to those that go, or tarry. 
Again. Good night. 

[Licunt Agamemnon and Menelaus. 
Achil. Old Nestor tames; and you too, Dio- 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. [med, 
Dio. I cannot, lord; I have important busi¬ 
ness. [Hector. 

The tide whereof is now,—Good night, great 
Hi ct. Give me your hand. 

Ulyss • Follow his torch, he goes 
To Calchas’ tent; I’ll keep you company. 

[Aside to Troilcs 
7 Y o. Sweet Sir, yon honour me. 

Hcct. And so good night* 

[Exit Diomed ; Ulysses and Troilus 
following. 

Achil. Come, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, and 
Nestor. 

Ther. That same Diomed’s a false-hearted 
rogue, a most unjust knave; I will no more 
trust him wheu he leers, than I will a serpent 
when he hisses : he will spend his month, and 
promise, like Brabler the bound; but when he 
perfonns, astronomers foretel it; it is prodi¬ 
gious, •• there will come some change; the son 
borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps his 
word. I will rather leave to see Hector, than 
not to dog him: they say, he keeps a Trojan 
drab, and uses the traitor Calchas* teat: I'll 
after.—Nothing but lechery! all incontinei]t 
varlets 1 [Air*/. 

• Harlot*. + Menelaus. t StufW. 

$ Telecat. | A diseased Lrggae. ^ Pnrf 
•• Outturns. 
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SCENE J/.—J Tit same, — Before Calc has.’ 

I'cnt. 

Enter Diomede*. 

Dio Wbat I are you up here, ho 1 speak. 

Cal. {mtkln.) Who callsT 
Dio. Diomed.—Calc has, 1 think.—Where's your 
fsuigbter t 

Cat. [ Within .] She comes to you. 

Enter Taou.us and Ulysses, at a distance , 
ajter them Thersites. 

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not dis- 
cover us. 

Enter Cressid4. 

7Vo. Cress id come forth to him ! 

Dio. How uow, iny charge t 
Cres. Now, my sweet guardian '—Hark! a 
word with >ou. [lihi^ytrs. 

Tro. Yea, so familiar ! 

Ulyss. She will sing any man at Arst sight* 
Titer. And any man imtv sing hei, it he can 
take her cliff;* she’s noted. 

Dio. \\ ill you remember { 

Cres. Remember t yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then ; 

And let your mind lie coupled with your wo:ds. 
Tro. What should she remember I 
Ulyss. List! 

CV«5. Sweet honey Greek, tempt ine no more 
to folly. 

Ther. Roguery ! 

Jtio. Nay, then,— 

Cres. 1*11 tell you what; 

Dio. Pho ! pho l come, tell a pin: You are 
forsworn.— 

Cres. In faith, 1 caunot: what woald you ha\e 
me do ? 

Ther. A juggling trick, to be—secretly open. 
Dto. Wh. oui you swear you would bestow 
on meT 

Cres. I pr’ythee, do not hold me to mine 
rath ; 

Bid me do any thing hut that, sweet Greek. 

Dto. Good night. 

TYo. Hold, patience! 

Ulyss . How now, Trojan? 

Cres. Dmined,- 

Dio. Do, no, good night: I'll be your fool no 
, more. 

7'ro. Thy better must. 

Cres. Hark! one word in your car. 

7Vo. O plague and madness! 

Ulyss. Yon .are mov'd, prince; let us depart, 

I pray yon. 

Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms; this place is dangerous; 

The time right deadly : 1 beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you! 

Ulyss. Now, good my lord, go off: 

Yon flow to great destruction ; coiue, my lord. 
Tro. 1 pr*ytbee, stay. 
lilyst. You liave not patience ; come. 

Tro. I pray you, stay: by hell, and all bell’s 
torments, 

1 will not speak a word. 

Dto. Ami so, good night. 

Cres. Nay, but yon part in anger. 

Tro. Doth that grieve thee I 
O wither'd truth l 
Ulyss. Why how now, bird? 

Tro. By Jove. 

1 will lie pallets.. 

Cres. Guardian!—why, Greek I 
Dio. Pho, pho I adieu; yon palter. 4 
Cres In faith, I do not; come hither once 
again. 

Ulyss. Yon shake, tny lord, it something; will 
you go? t 

ton will break out. 1 

Tro. She strokes his cheek f 
Ulyss. Come, come* 


. Tro. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I will uot speak a 
word : 

There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience:—stay a little while. 

Ther. liowthe devil luxury, with Ins fat rump 
and potatue linger, tickles these together! Fry, 
lechery, fry I 
Dio. But will you then f 
Cres. lu faith, 1 will, la; never trust me else. 
Dio. Give, me some token lor the surety oi it. 
(Yes. I’ll fetch you one. [Lai/. 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro. Fear me not, my lord; 

I will nut be myself, nor have cognition * 

Of what 1 feel: I am all patience. 

Itc-cntcr Cftfcssiu*. 

Ther. Now the pledge; now, now, now ! 
Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this alcove. 

Tro. O beauty ! where's thy faith f 
Ulyss. My lord,- 

Tro. 1 will be patient: outwardly I will. 

Cres. You look upou that sleeve ; Be hold it 
well.— 

lie loved me—O false wcuth!—Giv’t me again. 
Dio. \S ho was'l T 

Cres. No matter, now I hav't again, 
f will not meet with you to morrow uiglit: 

1 pi’>thee Diomed, visit me uo inoie. 

Ther. Now she sharpens ;—Well said, whet 
stone. 

Dio. I shall have it. 

Cres. What, this l 
I)lo. Ay, that. 

(’res. Oli! all you gods !—0 pretty pretty 
pledge J 

Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee ami me ; and sighs and lakis mv glove, 
1 ud gives ntiiiun lal dainty kisses to it. 

A« 1 kiss thee.—Nay, do not snatch it from me ; 
He that takes that, must take my lieai l withal. 
Dto. 1 had your heart bet me, this follows it. 
Tro. I did swear patience. 

Cres. You shall not have il, Diomed ; ’faith 
you shall not: 

I’ll cive you something else, 

Dto. I will have this; hose was it ? 

Cres. 'Tis no matter. 

Dto. Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. liras one's that loved me l«itti thari 
you will. 

’ But now you have it, take it. 
j Dio. Whose was it I 

Cres. By all Diana’s waiting-women vmid< r, * 
And by berself, 1 will but (ell you whose. 

Dto. To morrow will 1 wear it on mv helm ; 
And grieve bis spirit that date* not tli.ilicuue it. 

TV o. Wert thou the devil, and woi'et on tii> 
U should be challenged. [horn, 

Cres. Well, well, Mis done, Mis pastAnd yet 
it is not; 

I will not keep my word. 

Dto. Why then, farewell; 

Thou never sbalt mock Dunned again. 

Cres. You shall not go:—One caunot speak a 
word, 

But it straight starts you. 

Dio. 1 do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that tiiat likes uot 
yon, pleases me best. 

Dio. What, shall I come ? the hour f 
(Yes. Ay, come O Jove !— 

Do comeI shall be plagu’d. 

Dio. Farewell till tlieii. 

Cres. Good night. 1 pr'yUiee, come.— 

[Li it Diomi uek. 

Troiliis, farewell! one eye yet looks on thee; 

But with my heart the other eye doth see. 

Ah! poor our sex! this fault iu us 1 find. 

The error of our eye directs our ntlnd; 

Wb.it error leads, must err; o then, conclude. 
Mauls, sway’d by eyes, arc full of turpitude. 

[Euit CriKSMDA. 
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Ther. A proof of &trcngth she could nut pub* 
lisb more. 

Unless she sai l. My mind is now turn’d whore. 
Ulyss. All’s done, iu> loid. 

Tro. It is, 

Ulyss. Why stay we then T 
Trv m To make a recordation • to my soul 
Of ever) syllable that litre was spoke. 

But, if I tell )u>w these two (lid co-au 
M ull 1 not lie in publishing a truth? 
bah t vet there is a credence ; in my hcatt. 

And e!speiancc$ so obstinately siioog, 

That (Pith invert the attest|i of eyes and cats; 

As if those organs had deceptions functions. 
Created only to calumniate. 

W as Cress id here 1 • 

f l(/ss. I canuol conjure, Trojan. 

Tro. She was not sure. 
f 1 1 1/a t. Most sure she was. 

Tro. Why, my negation t hath no taste of 
madness. 

Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord: Cressid was here 
hut now. 

Ti n. Let it itoc lie believ'd for w omanhood 
Think, we had mothers; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics tt—apt, without a theme, 

For depravation,—to square the general sex 
By Cressid’s rule : rather think this not Cressid. 
Ulyss. What hath she done, prince, that can 
soil our mothers ? 

Tro. Nothiug at all, unless that this were 
she. 

Thcr. Will he swagger himself out on’s own 
eves ? 

Tro. I his she? no, this is Diotned’s Cressida : 
beauty have a soul, this u not she; 

If souls guide vow-, if vows be sanctimony. 

If s.iiiruuiony be the gods’ delight, 

If theic be rule m unity itself, 

Tins vva- not she. O madness of discourse, 

'Hint cause Mb up with and against itself! 

B:iohl nuthoiity! wlieie reason can revolt 
Without peiditio't, and loss a.-suiue all raison 
w ulioiit revolt, this is, and is not, Cressid ! 
Within my soul there doth commence a tight 
<U this .-Mange nature, that a thing insepamte 
Divides mote nnlelv than the sky and eaith; 

.til l vet the spacious hienth of this divisiou 
tdimt- in* nmice for a point at subtle 
-Vs is Vi.ic line’s broken woof, to enter. 

Instumr, t) instance! strong as Pluto’s gates; 
i torn! i- mine, tied wuh the bonds of heaven: 
In-tam i, o m-tauce! strong as heaven itself; 

1 lie bonds of heaven are slipp’d, dissolv'd, and 
loos’d ; 

And with another knot, five-finger tied, 

*1 be fractions of Iicr laiih, oits of her love, 

Tin. fragments, setups, the bits, and greasy re¬ 
lapses 

Of her o’er-euten faith, are bound to Diotned. 

Lly w. May worthy Troilus be half attach’d 
Wuh that which here his passion doth expiess? 

Tro . Ay, Greek; smd that shall be divulged 
in characters as red as Mars his heart [well 
Iuflam’d with Venus: never did young uiao 
fancy tt 

W itli so eternal and so fix’d a soul. 

llaih, Greek As much as i do Cressid love. 

So much by weight hate I her Diotned: 

That sleeve is nunc, that he’ll hear on his helm ; 
Were it a casque^ compos’d by Vulcan’s skill. 
My sword should bite it: not the dreadful spout, 
w Inch shipmen do the hurricano call, 
Constring’d [ft in mass by the almighty sun, 
fdiall dizzy with more clamour Neptune’s ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Palling on Diomed. 

Thcr. He’ll tickle It for his con copy. YY 
Tro. o Cressid • o false Cressid l false, false, 
false 1 

• Reniembrftnc*. t Sine*. t Beli«r 

) Hope. | Testimony. ^ Denial. 

•• For the sake of. tt Cynics. tt Lose, 

fi Helmet. || Compressed. 11 Concupiscence. 
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Let all uiitrullis stand by tijy stained name. 

And they'll seem glorious. 

Ulyss . Oh I coiitum youiself; 

Your passion diaws eais hulicu 

Enter Rkim. 

sEne. I have I>eeii seeking you this hour, tny 
lord: 

Hector, by this, Is aiming him in Troy ; 

Ajax, jour giiaid, stays to conduct you home. 
Tro. Have with you, prince s—My courtcouj 
lord, adieu: 

Faiewell, revolted fair!—and, Diomed, 

Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head! 

Ulyss . I’ll bring yon to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, /Enlvs, and Ulyssls. 
Thtr. 'Would 1 could meet that rog.i** Dm- 
med! I would croak like a laveu ; 1 would bout-, 
I would bode. Patroctus will give me auy thing 
for the intelligence of this whore: the parrot will 
not do more lor an almond, Ilian he lor a com¬ 
modious drab. Lechery, lechery ; still, wars and 
lechery ; nothing else holds fashion: A burning 
devil take them ! 

[Exit 

SCEXE JI/.—Troy.—Uefore Pm a si’s 
• Palace . 

Enter Hlctor and Androuachl. 

And. When was my lord so much ungeutly 
temper’d. 

To stop his ears against admonishment ? 

Unarm, unarm, and do not tight to-day. 

Uect. You tram me to offend you; get you in : 
By all the everlasting gods, I’ll go. 

And. Mv dreams will, suie, prove ominous to 
the day. 

Hcct. No more I say. 

Enter Cassandra. 

Cas. Where is my brother Hector ? 

Amt. line, sister ; arm’d, and bloody in in¬ 
tent : 

Cou-ort with me in loud and dear petition, 
I’liiMie ue him on knees; lor 1 have dicuin'J 
or bloody tuibuUnce, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of 
slaughter 

Cas. Oh ! it is true. 

Jlect. Ho ! bid mv trumpet sound ! 

Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet 
brother. 

Jlect. Begone, 1 say ; the gods have heard me 
swear. 

Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and peevi.*h • 
vows; 

They are polluted offerings, more abhorr’d 
Than spotted livers in the sacithce. 

And. Oh 1 be persuaded : Do not count it 
holy 

To hint by being just: it is as lawful, 

I’or we would give much, to use violent thefts 
And tob iu the behalf ot charily. 

Cas. It is tbe purpose that makes strong the 
vow ; 

But vows, to every purpose, must not hold : 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Hcct. Hold you still, 1 say; 

Mine houour keeps the weather of ray fate: 

Life every’ man holds dear; but tbe deai man 
Holds honour far moie precious-dear t than 
life.— 

Enter Troilus. 

How now, young man ? mean’st thou to fight to* 
dayf 

And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[Exit Cassanuk.%. 
Jlect. No, ’faith, young Tiolios; doff; thy 
harness, youth, 

I am to-day i’the vein of chivalry: 

• Foolish. t Volaablo. j Put cff. 
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Let srow thy sinews tiVi their knots be strong. 
And tempi not yet the brushes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go’; and doubt thou uot, brave boy. 
I’ll stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion than a man. 

Hect. What vice is that, good Troilust chide 
me for it. 

Tro. Wbeu many times the captive Greciaus 
fall. 

Even in the fhn and wind of your fair sword, 
You bid them rise, and live. 

Hect. Oh ! ’tis fair play. 

JYo. Fool’s play, by heaven, Hector. 

Hect. How now ? botv now ! 

Tro. For the love of all the gods. 

Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mother; 

And when we have our armours buckled on, 

The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swoitls; 
Spur them to ruthful* work, rein them from 
ruth, t 

Hect. Fie, savage, fie! 

Tro. Hector, then ’tis wars. 

Hect. Troilus, 1 would not have you fight 
to-day. 

Tro. Who should withhold me ? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the baud of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 

Not Pnamns and Hecuba on knees, 

Their eyes o'er gal led with recourse of tears; 

Nor you, my brother, with your tiue sword 
d rawn, 

Oppos’d to hinder me, should stop my way, 

But by my ntin. 

Re-enter Cassandra, with Pit mi. 

Cos. Lay hold upou him, Priam, hold him 
fast: 

He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay. 
Thou ou him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 

Fall altogether. 

Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back; 

Thy wife hath dream’d ; thy mother hath bad 

visions; 

Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly eurapt. 

To tell thee—that this day is onuuout: 

Therefore, come back. 

Jlect. .Eneas is a-field ; 

And I do stand engag’d to many Greeks, 

Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pri. But thou shalt not go. 

I feet. I must not Ineak my faith. 

You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear Sir, 

Let me not shame respect; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice. 
Which you do here forbid me, royai Priam. 

(■as. O.Priam, yield not to him. 

And . Do not, dear father. 
llect. Andromache, 1 am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

f Exit Andromache. 
Tro. This foolish, dreaming, sujierstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cas. O farewell, dear Hector. 

Look, now tbou diest t look, how thy eye turns 
pale I 

Look, how thy wounds do Weed at many vents 1 
Hark, how Troy roars 1 hotf Hecuba cries out! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours 
forth 1 

Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement. 

Like witless antics, one another meet. 

And all cry^Hector! Hector’s dead 1 o Hec- 
topf 

Tro. Away 1 —A way I 

Cas. Farewell.—Yet, softHector, I take my 
leave: 

Tbou dost tbyself and all our Troy deceive. 

[Exit. 

Jffect, You are amaz’d, my liege, at lier ex¬ 
claim ; 


Go in, and cheer the town: well forth, and 
fight; l night. 

Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at 
Pri. Farewell: the gods with safety stand 
about thee 1 

[Exeunt severally Priam and llccvon. 
Alarums. 

7 Yo. They are at it; hark l Proud Diomcd, 
believe, 

1 come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

As Troilus is going out , enter , from the 
other side , Panuarus. 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord T do you hear ? 
Tro . What now! 

•Pan. Here’s a letter from yon' pool pul. 

Tro. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoreson ptlsick, a whoreson rast.illv 
ptisick so troubles me, and the fooli-li loituii** 
of this girl: and what one thing, what aiiothci, 
that l shall leave you one o’tbese day**. And I 
have a rheum in mine eyes too; and stub .in 
ache in niv bones, that, unless a man were curs< d, 
I canuot tell what to think ou’t.—What says s-he 
there 1 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter 
from the heart; [Tearing t/u Uttu . 
The effect doth operate another way.— 

Go, wind, to wind, there tuiu and change toge¬ 
ther.— 

My love with words and errors still she feeds ; 
But edifies another with her deeds. 

[Eicunt set oral’.'. 

SOEXE IV.—Bctuccn Troy and the One tap j 

Camp. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Thcrsitxs. 

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one an¬ 
other ; I’ll go look on. This di-stiumblg; abo¬ 
minable varlet, Diomed, has got that same sem-.y 
doting foolish young knave’s sleeve of Tioy 
there, in his helm . 1 would fain we them meet, 
that that same young Trojan ass, that love* tin- 
whore there, might send that Greek Mi whoie- 
masteriy villain with liie >lecve, back to the dis¬ 
sembling luxurious diab, on a sleeveless errand, 
o’ tin- other *idr, ihe policy of cutty 

swearing rasta!-,—that stale old moiiM -tanu di> 
cheese, Nestor : and that same dog-fox, l i\-se», 
—is not proved worth a blackberry 1 ho wt 
me up, in policy, tlsat mongrel cm, Ajax, a,am*-t 
that dog of ax had a kind, Aclulhs and now i. 
the cur Ajax prouder than the cur Aclulh-, and 
will not arm to-day; whereupon the Gu-uaus 
begin to proclaim barbarism, and polio glow- 
into an ill opinion. Soli I here come sltcvc, 
and t’other. 

Enter Diusili lx, Troilus J'ollouing. 

Tro . Fly not; for, should’st tbou take the 
liver Styx, 

! would swim after. 

JJio. Thou dost hi i.seal retire : 

1 do not fly ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew' me from the odds of multitude : 

Have at thee 1 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian !—now for 
thy whore, Trojau!—now the sleeve, now the 
sleeve I 

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomldes , fighting. 

Enter Hlctor. 

Jlect. What ait thou, Greek? art tbou for 
Hector’s match ? 

Art tbou of blood, and honour? 

Ther. No, no: I am a rascal; a scurvy tail¬ 
ing knave ; a very filthy rogue. 

jffect. 1 do believe thee ;—live. [Exit. 

Tlier. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; 
But a plague break tby neck, for frighting me l 
What’s become of the wenching rogues? 1 think 
they have swallowed one auothei : 1 wmfitl laugh 
at that miracle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats it¬ 
self. I’ll seek them. [Exit. 


• Roeful, netful. 


1 Mercy. 
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SCENE V .— The same . 

Enter Diomede* and a Servant. 

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus* 
horse ; 

Tresent the fair steed to my lady Cressid : 
Fellow, commend niy service to her beauty; 

Tell her, I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 

Serf. I go, my lord. [fTxtt Servant. 

Enter Agamemnon. 

A gam. Renew, renew! The fierce Pol>damus 
Hath beat down Men on : bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner: 

And stands coloss us-wise, waving bis beam,* 
Upon the pushed t corses of the kings 
Epistropbu* and Cedius : Polixeucs is slain ; 
Aiiiphniruchus, and Thoas, deadly hurt ; 
Patrocins ta'eu, or slain ; and Palauiedes 
Sore hurt and bruised : the dreadful Sagitlary 
Appals our numbers ; haste we, Diomed, 

To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

Nest . Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles; 
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame.— 
There is a thousand Hectors iu the field: 

Now here lie fights on Galathe his hdrse. 

And there lacks work; anon, he’s there afoot, 
And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls $ 
lie foie the belching whale ; then is he yonder. 
Ami there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 

1 all down before Inin, like the mower’s swath : 
litre, tlure, and every where, he leaves, and 
Dexterity so obeying appetite, [takes; 

'lhat what he will be does ; and docs so much, 
That proof is call’d impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

I lyss. Oh 1 courage, courage, princes ! great 
Achilles 

Is .inning, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance: 
Patrorlus’ wounds have rous'd his drowsy blood, 
Togtlhei with his mangled .Myrmidons, 
iliut noseless, handle**, hack’d and chipp’d, come 
to him. 

Ci)mg on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend, 

Ami loams at mouth, and he is arm’d, and at 
it, 

horning lor Iroilus ; who hath done to-day 
'•lad and lantastic execution; 

I ngaging and i (‘deeming of himself, 

\\ ith such a careless force, and forceless care. 

As if that luck, in very spite of cuuniug. 
hade hun win all. 

Enter Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus! thon coward Troilus! [fait. 
J'n'. A), there, there. 

Nest, bo, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

Ach'd. Wheie is this Hector? 

Come, come, thou boy-quellcr, $ show thy face; 
Khow what it is to meet Achilles angry. 

Hector! where’s Hector 1 I will none but Hec¬ 
tor. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—Another part of the Field. 
Enter Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus, thou cow'ard Troilus, show' thy 
bead 1 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Troilus, I say I where's Troilus? 

Aja i. What would’st tlion ? 
l)io. I would correct him. 

Ajax. Were I the general thou should’st 
have my office, [Troilus 1 

Ero that correction-.—Troilus, I say! what, 

• I nnre. t Bruwtf crashed. 

I Mioul of fUb. I Killer. 


Enter Troilus. 

Tro • O traitor Diomed !—turn thy false face, 
thou traitor, 

And pay thy life thou ow'st me for my horse! 
Dio. Ha! art thou there ? 

Ajax. I'll fight with him alone: stand, Dio 
med. 

Dio. He is my prize, 1 will not look upon. * 
Tro. Come both, you cogging t Greeks; have 
at you both. [Exeunt, fighting. 

Enter Hector. 

Hcct. Yea, Troilus 1 Oh 1 well fought my 
youngest brother! 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Now do I see thee: Hal—Have at 
thee. Hector. 

Hcct. Pause, if thou wilt. 

Achil . I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Tro¬ 
jan. 

Re happy, that my arms are out of use : 

My rest and negligence befriend tbee now'. 

But thou anon shall hear of me again ; 

Till when go seek thy fortune. [Exit. 

Hcct. Fare thee well 

I would have been much more a fresher man. 
Had I expected thee.—How now, my brother? 

Re-enter Troilus. 

Tro. Ajax bath ta'eu £Luea* ; Shall it be ? 

So, by the flame of yoedei glorious heaven. 

He shall not carry * hun ; I'll be taken too. 

Or bruii' lmn off:—Fate, bear me what i sav l 
I reck $ not though 1 end ray life to-day. [hiit. 

Enter one in sumptuous Armour. 

Jhct. Stand, stand, thou Gieth; thou an a 
goodly mark :— 

VoT wilt tboii not?—I like thy armour well ; 

I’ll frush 1| it, and unlock tlu rivets all, 
hut I’ll be master of it .—Wilt thou not, bca?t, 
abide ? 

Why, then, fly on. I'll huut thee for thy hide. 

[Lie u Hi. 

SCENE VII.—The same. 

Enter Achilles, tilth Myrmidons. 

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myr¬ 
midons ; 

Maik what 1 tay.—Attend me where I wheel: 
Stuke not a stroke, but keep yourselves in 
breath ; 

And when I have the bloody Hector found. 
Empale him with your weapons round about; 

In Idlest manner execute % your arms. 

Follow me. Sirs, and my proceedings eye: 

It is decreed—Hector the great must die. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII.—The same. 

Enter Menaelaus and Par is, fighting: then 

Tiiersites. 

Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are 
at it: Now, bull! now, dog 1 ’Loo, Paris, 'loo ! now 
my douhle-heuned sparrow I *loo, Pans, *loo 1 The 
bull has the game 'ware horns, ho 1 

[Exeunt Paris and Menelaus. 

Enter Margarelon. 

Afar. Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther. What art thou ? 

Afar. A bastard son of Priam’s. 

Ther. I am a bastard too ; I love bastards: I 
am a bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard 
in mind, bastard in valoui, in every thing ille¬ 
gitimate. One bear will not bite another, and 
wherefore should one bastard ? Take heed, the 
quarrel’s most ominous to us : if the son of* a 

• Not be a looken-on. t Lyinp. 

I Prevail over. i Cm, | Burn. ^ Employ# 
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whore fight fora whore, lie tempts judgment; 
Farewell, bastard. 

Mar. The devil take thee, cow aid ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCEVE IX.—Another part of the field. 
Enter Hector. 

Jlcct. Most putnfled core, so fair without, 

Th> goodly armour tints hath cost thy life. 

Now is my day’s woik done ! I’ll take good breath: 
Rest, sword ; thou hast thy till ot blood and 
deatJ i 

[Puts Ojf his helmet , and hangs his shield 
behind him. 

Enter Achilles and Mynnidous. 

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to 
set; 

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels: 
Kven with the veil and dark'iiing of the sun. 

To close the day up Hector's life is done. 
fleet. I am unarm’d ; forego tins vantage, * 
Greek. 

Achil. .Strike, fellows, strike ; this is the man 
I seek. ’Hectok lulls. 

So, Iliou, tall thou nevt! now. Trot,sink down ; 
Here lies lliy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.— 
On, Myrmidons: and cry jon all amain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain. 

[A Retreat sounded. 
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, 
my lord. 

Achil. The dragon wing of night o'erspreads 
the eaith, 

And, stickler * like, the armies separates. 

My half-supp’d sword, that frankly ; would 
have fed. 

Pleas’d with this daiuty hit, thus goes to bed.— 

• [Sheaths his suord. 
Come, tie Vs hod) to my horse’s tail; 

Along Hr lield 1 will the Tiojan trail. [Exeunt. 

SC EXE X.—The same. 

Entti Ac . amemnon, Ajvx, Menklus, Nes¬ 
tor, Dio.vr.urs, amt ot/ms nutrihing. 
Shouts uilhm. 

Azam. Hark l bark ! what shout is that l 
Nest. Peace, drums. 

[ Within] Achilles! 

AchiHes ! Hector’s .-lain ! Achilles! 

ffio. ' I he brim j is—He etc s'* slain and b> 
Achilles. 

Ajax. If it lie so, vet bragless let it be; 

Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

A gam. March patieutly aloug:—Let one he 
sent 

To pray Achilles see us at onr tent.— 

If in hu death the gods have us befriended, 

Great Troy is oar’s, and our sharp wars arc 
ended. [Exeunt, marching. 

SC EXE XT.—Another •part of the field. 

Enter JLnkas and Trojans. 

JEnc. Stand, Iso I yet arc wc masters of the 
held : 

Never go home: belt starve we out the night. 

* Take not tbii advantage* 

1 An arbitrator «t Athletic gawe*. X Faurniag. 

$4fee, 


Enter Tnoii.trs. 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

All. Hector l —'The gods forbid I 
'ho. He’s dead ; and at the murderer's horse’s 
tail, (ibid— 

In beast!) sort, dingg'd thiough the shameiul 
Frown oil, you heavens, effect your rage with 
speed 1 

Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy ! 
1 say, at once let >our brief plagues he mein, 
And linger not our sure destructions on! 
jEne. My lord, you do discomtort ail the host. 
Tro. You understand me not, that tell me so : 
I do not speak of (light, of fear, ot death ; 

But dare all imminence, that gods and men. 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 

Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba t 
Let biin that will a screech-owl a>c * be call' 1 , 
Go in to Troy, and say there—llectoi'e dead 
There js a word will Priam turn to stone ; 

Make wells and Niobes of the maid? and win*. 
Cold statues of tne )outh ; and, in a word. 

Scare Troy out of it-elf, Bui, march, away : 
Hector ia dead; there is no more to say. 

Stay vet You vile abominable tents. 

Thus proudly pigbt ♦ upon our Phrygian plain.-. 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 

1*11 through and through you !—And thou great- 
siz’d coward ! 

No space of earth shall sunder om two hates 
I’ll haunt thee like a wicked coliseum•* still. 
That motildeth goblins switt a> Irenrj thought*.-- 
Strike a liee march to Tioy !—with (omtoit 
Hope of revenge shall lode our mwaid woe. 

Exeunt ,f.M vs and Trojan*. 

As Tro ill’s is going out, enter from the otlu r 

Sul* , 1 *V.N DAHLS. 

Pan. But hear yon, hear von ! 

'ho. Hence, broker lackey ! ignoim ; and 
shame 

Pursue thy life, and live aye j with thy name I 

Exit Thoili >. 

Pan. A goodly med’cine for my at lung 
Umcs !—0 \voi Id'world I world! thus i* the 
poor agent despned! O traitors and bawd*, 
how e*nneatly aie von set a’ woik, and bow ill 
rci|iiited ! 'Miv should om emit av our be so 
loved, and the pi tormanre so loathed f what 
verse lor it I what instance for it’—Let iik 
see :— 

Full incrrriy the humble-bee doth sing, 

1 ill he hath lost in? honey and hi* sung: 

And being once subdued m armed tail. 

Sweet honey and sweet notes together (ail.— 
Cood traders in the flesh, set this in your painted 
cloths, jj 

As many a? he here of Pander’s hall, 

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandai's tall: 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 
Though not for me, yet (or your aching bunt*. 
Brethren and sisters of the hold-door trade, 
Some two mouths heucc my will shall heretic 
made; 

It should be now, hut that my fear Is tills,— 
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss : 
Till then I’ll sweat, and seek about for eases; 
And, at that time, bequeath you uiy diseases. 

[Exit. 

* F.»er. | Pitched. t Ignominy. | Ew. 
| Cbiivm hanging* for room* ptiutrd with •mblem 
Bad motto*. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THIM play, which contains many perplexed, obscure, aud corrupt passages, was written about the >ear lf»iC, '* >1 
was probably suggest'd by u passage m Plutarch's Life of Amciiy, wherein the latter professes to imitate ti j 
conduct of 1’irnoii, by retiring to the woods, and inveighing against the ingratitude of hit friends. The 6nu - 
n> hidden gold, (see Act IV.) was au incident borrowed from a MS. play, apparently transcribed about t!. *tca: 
1W0, and at onetime iu the possession of Mr. btrutt the antiquary. A building yet remains near Au-eus, 
called TLhoii'j Town, Phrniia, one of the courtezans whom Tliuon reviles so outrageously, was that ex¬ 
quisitely beautiful Phnne t w ho, when the Athenian Judges were about to condemn her for enorniocs offences, 
bv the sight of her bosom disarmed the court of its seventy, and secured her life from the sentence of the law. 
Alc:b:aile«, kuowu as a hero who, to the principles of a debauchee added the sagacity of a statesman, the in¬ 
trepidity of a general, and the humanity ol a philosopher, is reduced to comparative lusiguificauee in the 
present production. 1*» relatire merits, as to action and construction, ere succinctly pointed out by Johnson. 
Ho describes it as "a domestic tragedy, which strongly fastens on the attention of the reader. In the plan, 
there is not much art , but the incidents are natural, and the characters various and exact. The catastrophe 
affords a very powerful warning against the ostentations liberality, which scatters bounty, but confers nc 
benefits, and buys flattery but not friendship.” 


DRAMATIS PERSON.E 


.' iaion , a noble A tinman. 

Lords, and Flatterers of 
Tinian. 

of' Ti moil's false Trirnds. 
•VrLMASTi'N, a thurlish Philosopher, 
Ai.cikmui.', an \thmian Central. 

1 i.tt ti Menard to Tunon. 

!'I. WINK'S, J 

Lrciurs, / T!i,ion's St n ants. 
Mhui.ks, J 

C u*ius, 

PHii.orro, 

Ti n s, 
l.t ( lbs, 

Hoi.l ENS11 4* 


Two Servants of Varro, and the Servant 
of Isidore ; two of Timon’s ( re 
cittors. 

Cupid, and Markers. 

Three Strangers. 

Poet, Painter, Jeweller and Merchant. 
An old Aihenian. 

\ Page. 

A Tool. 

S;, ] Mistress's to Alcibiades. 

Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers , 
Thieics, aud Attendants. 


Lucius , l 

Lucri . ns , e 

SEY. I’RON IIS, ) 

Vi \ ribit’s, out 


Seri ants to T'tt.on's Crcdi- 

tl<) <. 


Scene: Athens ; and the Woods adjoining 


AC I I 

■SCENE I.—Athens.—A Hall in Tiuon’s 

House. 

Enter Pobt.Paikter, Jeweller, Merchant, 
and ut/tns,ut sacral Poors. 

Poet. Good day, Sir. 

Pain. 1 am glad you are well. 

Poet. ! have not seen you long. How goes 
the world ? 

Pain. It wears, Sir, as it grows. 

Poet. Ay, that’s well known : 

Rut what particular ratify f what strange, 
which manifold record not matches? See, 

Magic of bounty! all these spirits thy power 
Hath con in iM to attend. I know the meicliant. 
Pain. I know them both ; t’oihei’s a jowellei. 
Mer. Oh! ti« n worthy lord. 

Jew. Nay, that’s most fix’d. 

Mi r. A mod incomparable man ; breath’d, • 
as it were, 

To an untirahlc and conlinnate goodness . 

He passes.? 

Jew. I have a jewel here. 


.lfcr. O pray let’s see’t: For the lord Timon, 
Sir ? 

Jen . If he would touch the estimate : Bat. for 
that- 

Poet. 11 'hen u e for recompense ha i e prais d 
the. vile, 

Jt stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good. 

Mer. 'Tis* a good form. 

[Looking at the Jewel, 
Jew. And rich: here is a water, look you. 
Pain. Yon are rapt. Sir, in some woik, some 
dedication 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing slipp'd idly from me. 

Our poesy is as a gum, which ooze 
From whence ’tis nourished : The file i’tbc flint 
Shows not, till it he stiuck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the cm tent, flies 
Each hound it chafes. NMiat have, you there? 
Pain. A picture, Sir.—Aud when comes your 
hook forth ? 

Port. Upon the heels of m> presentment • Sir. 
Let’s see tour piece. 

Pain. Tis a good piece. [lent. 

Poet. So ’tis : this comes off well aud exccl- 

• As fcon as my hook hut been preseuied to limcn. 

K 


loured. 


? Goes bt 1 j orJ common bounds. 
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Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable: How this grace 
Speaks his own standing 1 what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth 1 how big imagination 
Moves in this lip 1 to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 

Hert is a touch ; Is’t good f 
Poet. I'll say of it, 

It tutors nature: artificial strife * 
laves in these touches, livelier than life. 

Enter certain Senators, and pass oicr. 

Pain. How this lord’s follow’d ! 

Poet. The senators of Atheua :—Happy men! 
Pain. Look, more 1 

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood 
of visitors. 

I have, in tins rough work, shap'd out a man. 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and 
hug 

With amplest entertainment: My free tint* 

Halts not particularly, t but moves itself 
lu a wide sea of wax : no levt-IIM malice 
Infects one comma iu the course I hold ; 

But flies an eagle flight, hold, and forth ou. 
Leaving no tract behind. 

Pain. How shall I understand you i 
Poet. I’ll unbolt: to you. 

You see how all conditions, how all minds, 

(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality,) tender down 
Their services to lord Tunon: his large fortune. 
Upon his good aud gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues aud properties to his love and tend¬ 
ance 

All sorts of hearts ; yea, foom the glass-fac'd 
flatterer j 

To Apeuiantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself: even he drop* down 
The knee bef-re him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in limon’s nod. 

Pain. I saw them speak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high aud pleasant: 
bill. 

Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d: The base o’tbe 
mount 

Is rank’d with all deserts, all kind of natures. 
That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate thetr states :|j amongst them all. 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix’d. 

One do 1 personate of lord Timon’s frame, 
Whom lortuue with her ivory hand watts to 
her; [vants 

Whose present grace to present slaves and ser- 
Translates ins rivals. 

Pain. Tis conceiv’d to scope. [thinks, 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, me- 
Witli one man beckon’d from the rest below, 
Bowing his bead against the steep) mount 
To climb bis happiness would be well express’d 
In our condition. 

Poet. Nay, Sir, but hear me on : 

All tbo-»e which wrere bis fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies till with tendance 
Rain sacrificial whisperings 1 ! in bis ear. 

Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him 
Drink •• the free air. 

Pain. Ay, many, what of these? 

Poet. When Fortune lu her shift and change 
of mood, [ants, 

Spurns down her late belov’d, all his depend- 
Which labour’d after him to the mountain's top, 
Even on their knees and bands, let him slip 
down, 

Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pam. J Tis common : 

A thousand moral paintings I can show 

•The rosiest of art with nature. 

+ My poem doc. not allude to any particular character. 
t Explain. f Sbewiogi u a (lu< docs by reflection, 
the look* ofhia patrou. J To adt met the«r oon- 

(UtMMM of life. Tl Whi'perinea of offlcioaa servility. I 

•• tub ala. I 


Act /. 

That shall demonstrate these quick blows of for¬ 
tune 

More pregnantly than words. Vet you do well. 
To show lord Tiuiou, that meuu eyes* have 
The foot above the head [seen 

Trumpets sound. Enter Timon, attended ; the 
Servant of Ykntidius talking tilth Jutn. 

Tun. Imprison’d is lie, say you 1 
yen. Seri. Ay, my good lord : five talents is 
his debt; 

His means most short, his creditors most ‘trail: 
Your honourable lettei he desires [him. 

To those have shut him up ; which fading to 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius 1 Well; 

I am not of that feather to shake off [him 

My friend when he must need me. 1 do know 
A gentleman that well dtserves a help, 

Which he shall have : I’ll pay the debt, aud free 
him* 

Ven. Soil. Your lordship ever binds him. 
Tim. Commend uie to turn : 1 will »u»d h:s 
ransom ; 

And, being eufiancbis’d, bid him to touic t > 
me 

Tia not enough to help the feeble up. 

But to siip|»ort him alter.—Fart you well. 

Ven. Strv. All happiness to vour honour l 

t t~.t. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Old Ath. Lord Tunon, hear me fcpeul. 

Tun. Freely, good lather. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant turn'd Lu- 
aim*. 

Tun. I have *o : What of huu l 
Old Ath. Most noble Tunon, cJl the nun 
before thee* 

Tun. Attends he hue, or no l —Lucihu* ! 
Enter Llcilil’n. 

Luc. Hue, at voih lordship's -ervice. 

Old Ath. 1 his tellow here, lord Inuon, Uns 
thv creature, 

Bv night frequents my house. 1 am a man 
That from lm fir-t have been ui< lin’d to ihittt , 
Aud my estate destivis an heir mote iai*M, 

Than one which holds a trencher 
T/m. Will ; what tnrtliei { 

Old Ath. One only daughter have 1 , no km 
else. 

On whom I may confer what 1 have got : 

The maul is fair, o’the youngest lor a hi id'. 

And 1 have bled her at my diuiest (o-t, 

In qualities of the b« si. 1 lus nun oi ilwnc 
Attempts hei love: I pr’ytbee, noble lend. 

Join with me to foilml him hu it sort ; 

Myself have ‘poke in vain. 

Tun. The man is honest. 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon: 

His honesty rewards him in itself. 

It must not hear my daughter. 

7 ’iwi. Does she hue bun? 

Old Ath. She is young, and apt: 

Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levitv’s m youth. 

Tim. [To Llcilius.] LdVe you the maid f 
Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts 
of it. 

Old Ath. IT in her marriage my consent be 
missing, 

I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the norid, 
Aud dispossess her all. 

Tim. How shall she he endow’d. 

If sbe be mated willi an equal husband Y 
Old Ath. Three talents, on the present; m 
future, all. 

Tim. This gentleman of mine bath serv'd zn« 
long: 

To build his fortune, 1 will strain a little 
For ’tis a bond in men. Give him Uiy daughter, i 

* Inferior spectators. 
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What yon bestow, in him 1*11 counterpoise, Tim . An thou should'st, thou'dst anger 

And make him weigh with her. ladies. 

Old Ath. Must noble lord, Apem. Oh I they eat lords ; so they come by 

Psfarn me to this your honour, she is his. great bellies. 

Tim. Mv hand to thee ; mine honour on my Tim . That’s a lascivious apprehension. 


promise. 

Luc. Humbly I thank your lordship : Never 
may 

That state or fortune fall Into my keeping. 

Which is not ow’d :o you ! 

[/ueunt Lucii.itfs and old Athenian. 
Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live 
vom lordship { 

Tim. I tlunk you ; you shat! hear from me 
anon : 

Go not away.—Wbat have yon there, my friend? 

Pain. A piece of painting, which I do l»e- 
Yotir lordship to accept. r seech 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 

The painting is almost the natural man ; 

}or since dishonour traffics with man's nature, 
He is but outside: These pencil’d hgun**. are 
Even such as they give out.* I like jour 
work ; 

And you shall find, I like it: wait attendance 
Till you heal further from me. 

Pam. The gods presene you ! 

Tun. Well fare you, gentlemen : Give me 
your hand ; 

We iimM neons nine together.—Sir, your jewel 
Hath Mitl'er’d under praise. 

Jew. What, my loidt dispraise? 

Tun. A mere satiety of commendations. 

If 1 should pay you foi’t as 'tis evtoil’d, 

It would unekw ♦ me quite. 

./tie Mv hud, ’Us luted [know, 

A> those, which sell, would give: But you well 
'filings of like value, differing in the owners, 

Are pn/.ed hv tin ir masters : beheve’t, dear lord, 
You mend the jewel by wearing it. 

J’tm. Well niock’il. 

.Me ?. No, iu) good lord ; he speaks the com¬ 
mon tongue, 

liich all men speak with him. 

Tun. Look, who comes here. Will you be 
chid ? 

Enter Apevxantus. 

Jen. We will b**ar with your lordship. 

Mt /. He'll spare none. 

Tun. Good moriow to thee, gentle Apemau- 
tu *.! 

Apnn. X ill I he gentle, stay for thy good nior- 
iovv ; [honest, 

when thou art Tinion’s dog, and these knaves 
Tun. Why dost thou call them knaves? thou 
Kiiow’st them not. 

A pent. An* they not Athenians* 

7Vi. Yes. 

A pan. Then I repent not. 

Jt ic. You know me, Apemantns. 

A pan. Jlioii Rnovv'st 1 do ; I call'd thee by 
thy name. 

Tun. Thou art proud, Apemantns. 

Apem. Of nothiug so inucb, as that I am not 
like liinon. 

Tim. Whither art going? 

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian’s 
brains. 

Tim. That’s a deed tliou’lt die fi^r. 

Apun. Right, if doing nothing be death by 
the law. 

Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apemantns ? 
Apem. The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he net well, that painted it? 
Apem. He wrought better, that made the pain¬ 
ter ; and yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain. You arc a dog. 

Apem. Thy mother’s of my generation : What’s 
she if 1 In* a dog ? 

Tun. Wilt dine with me, Apemantns ? 

Apem. No ; I cat not lords. 

• Wh»t they profess to be. 
t Draw out tun whole mats of my fortunes. 


Apem. So thou appreheud'st it: Take it for 
thy labour. 

Tun. How dost thou like this jewel, Ape- 
uiaiitus l 

Apem . Not so well as plain-dealing,* which 
will not cost a man a doit. 

Tim. What dost thou think 'tis worth? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking.—How now, 
poet? 

Poet. How* now, philosopher ? 

Apem. Thou liest. 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet . Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet ? 

Poit. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou iiest: look in thy last 
work, where thou hast leigu'd him a worthy 
fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is so. 

A pan. Yes he i? worthy of thee, and to pay 
thee for ibv labour: He that loves to be flat¬ 
tered, is worthy o’the flatterer. Heavens, that 1 
were a lord ! 

Tim. What would’st do then, Apen.antus ? 
Apem. Even as Apemautus docs now, hate a 
lord with my heart. 

Tim. What, thy self? 

Ap(m. Ay. 

Tun. Wherefore? 

Apem. That I lud no angry wit to be a lord.— 
Art not thou a merchant i 
Mir. Av, Apemantns. 

Apem. traffic confound thee, if the gods will 
not I 

Mcr. If traffic do it, the cods do it. 

Apem. Traffic's thy god, and thy god confound 
thee ! 

Trumpets sound. Enter a Servant. 

Tun. What tiumpet’s that? 

Strv. M is Alcibiades, and 
Some twenty horse, all of companionship. 

Tun. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide 
to us.— [Exeunt some Attendants . 
You must needs dine with me Go not you 
hence, [done. 

Till 1 have thank'd you; aud, when dinnci's 
.show me this piece.—I am joyful of your 
sights.— 

Enter Alcibiades, uith his Company. 

Most welcome, Sir! [They salute . 

Apem. So, so ; there!— 

Aches contract and starve your supple joints !— 
That there should be small love 'mougst these 
sweet knaves, [out 

4 nd all this court’s) 1 The strain of mail's bred 
Into baboon and monkey, t 
Aleih. Sir, you have sav'd my longing, and I 
Most humility on your sight. [teed 

Tim. Right welcome, Sir: 

Ere vve depart, we'll share a bounteous time 
In ditlerent pleasures. Pray you, let us iu. 

[Exeunt all but Apem antes. 

Enter trio Lords. 

1 J.ord. What time a day is't, Apemantns? 
Apem. Time to he honest. 

1 Lord. That time serves still. 

Apem. The most accursed thon, that still 
omit’st it. 

2 Lord. Thou art going to lord Timon's feast. 
Apem. Ay; to see meat fill knaves, and wiue 

heat fools. 

2 Lord. Faie thee well, fare thee well. 

• Alluding to the proverb \ plain-ceiling is & jewel, 
but thev who u»e it beggara. 
t His liuengc degenerated into a monkey. 
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Aperv . Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell 
twice. 

2 Lord. Why, Apemantus 7 
Apcm. Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for 
1 mean to give thee none. 

1 Lord. Haug thylelf. 

Apcm. No, I will'do nothing at thy bidding: 
make thy request* to tby friend. 

2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable do?, or I’ll spurn 
thee hence. 

Apcm. ! will fly, like a dog, the heels of the 
ass. [/£» .7. 

1 Lord. He’s opposite to humanity. Come, 

shall wc in. 

And taste lord Union's bouuty 7 be outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

2 Lord. He pours it out: Plntus, the god of 

gold, 

Is but his steward: no meed • but he repays 
Sevenfold above itsell: no g:ft to him. 

Rut breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All me of quittance. 1 

1 I.ord. The noblest mind he carries 
That ever govern’d mau. 

2 Isord. Long may he live in fortunes 1 Shall 

we in I 

1 Lord. I’ll keep you company. f Exeunt. 

SCEXL II.—The same.—A R->om of State in 
Timor's House. 

Hautboys playing loud music. A great ban¬ 
quet served in, Flavius and others attend¬ 
ing ; then enter Timon, Alcibiades, Lu¬ 
cius, Lucglli’s, Sem phonics, and other 
Athenian Senators , uith Ventidils, and 
Attendants. Then comes , dropping after 
ell , Apemantus, discontentedly. 

Ten. Most honour’d Timou,’t hath pleas’d the 
gods remember 

My father’s age, and call him to long peace. 

He is gone nappy, and has left me rich: 

Then, as m grateful virtue 1 am bound 
To youi free heart, I do return those ulents, 
Doubled, with thanks and service, fiom whose 
help 

1 deriv’d liberty. 

Tun. Oh! bv no means, 

Honest Ventidiris : you mistake my hue ; 

I cave it freelv ever ; and there’s uone 
Can truly say he gives, if be receives: 
it our betters play at that game, we must not 
dare 

To imitate them: Faults that are rich, are fair. 
Ten. A noble spirit. 

[They all stand ceremoniously looking on 
Tmion. 

Tun. Nay, my lords, ceremony 
W.is but devis’d at first, to set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 

Iterant mg goodness, sorry ere ’tis shown ; 

But where there is true friendship, there needs 
none* 

Tray, sit; more welcome are ye to mj foi tunes, 
than my fortunes to me. 

[They sit. 

1 Ixsrd . My lord, we always have couless'd 
it. 

Apcm. Oh, bo, confess’d it 1 bang’d it, Imve 
you not ? 

T^m. O A pert i an tn s 1—you are welcome. 

Ayem. NtfL 

Y,.u shall ii&t make me welcome : 

1 coin* to have thee thorst me out of doors. 

'Jim. Fie, tbon art a churl; you have got a 
timnour there 

D.ies not become a man, # ti» much to blame: 
Thy fe'jv, my lords, that tra furor brevis esc,* 
But youd’ man’s ever angry. 

Co, let him have a table by himself; 

For h<- riots neither affect company, 

Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 


( • Nodwrt. 


obligation* 




f All enstomarr return* for 
3 Anffr t» m abort cuaducss. 


Apcm. Let me stay at thine own peril, Ti- 
nion ; 

I come to observe ; I give thee warning ou’t. 

Tim. 1 take no heed ot thee ; thou art -an 
Athenian ; therefore welcome: I myself won id 
have no power: pr'ythce, let m> meat make Hue 
silent. 

Apcm. 1 scorn thy meat; 'mould choke me 
for I shotilu 

Ne’er flatter thee.—O you gods! ub.it a number 
Of men eat Tiiuoii, and l»e sees them not l 
It grieves me, to see so many dip their meat 
In one man's blood; and all the madness i>. 

He cheers them up too. • 

I wonder men dare tiust themselves with men : 
Methinks they should invite them without knives; 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There's much example for’t; the fellow that 
Sits next him now, parts bit ad with him, and 
pledges 

The breath of him in a divided draught. 

Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been 
If 1 jiiov’d. 

Heje a huge inan, 1 should fear to dunk at 
meals; 

Lest they Miotild spy liiv windpipes dangerous 
notes ; 

Great men should drink with liarm-st on tintr 
throats. 

Tim. M> lmd, in hcait ;; and let the health 
go round. 

2 Lord. Let it flow this wav, my good hud. 
Apcm . Flow tins way! [uiou 

A brave fellow !—lie keeps ln> tides well, li- 
Tliose hi tilths will make thee and thv Mate look 
ill. 

Here’s that which U too weak to lie a sinner. 
Honest water, which ue't r hit nan i’tlie mire: 
Ibu and uiv food, aie equals; thete’s no odds 
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

Avlu anti s’ Gr ICE. 

Immortal pads, / crate no pelf: 

J pi a>/ for no man, bat nty.self : 

Grant I may ncitr proi i sojond,i 
To trust man on hi* oath or bond; 

Or a harlot, for her utcpuig. 

Or a dog, that Stems a she ping ; 
ttr a Act per with my Jrndom , 

(Jr my Jncndt, if J should nird ’in. 
Amir .. Sujalltu't: 

Rich men sin, and I eat root. 

[Eat', and drinks. 

Much good dicb thv good heart, Apemantus! 

Tun. Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in ihi 
field now. 

Alcib. My heart is ever at your service, rnv 
lord. 

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast of cite 
tnies, than a dinner ot ft tends. 

Alcib. So they were bleeding new, my lord, 
there’s no meat like them : 1 could wish my be st 
fnend at such a feast. 

Apcm. 'Would all those flatterers were thine 
enemies then ; that then thou might’si kill ’em, 
aud bid me to ’em. 

1 Lord. Might we but have that bappiiir**, 
my lord, that you would once u«e our hearts, 
whereby we might express some part of our 
peals, we should think our&clve* for ever per¬ 
fect. jj 

Tim. O no doubt, my good fi lends, but the 
gods themselves have provided that I shall have 
much help from you : How had you been my 
friends else 7 why have you that charitable f title 
from thousands, did yon not chiefly belong to my 
heart 7 1 have told more of you to myself, than 
you tan with modesty speak in your own behalf; 
and thus far 1 count in you. O you gods, think 


• Alluding to bound* winch ore trained to puranit bv 
the blood ol the auuiiu! wlmlj tbej kill ^ g t Armoi>» 
1 In •iticemy. 

| At the •umnijt ol happiness. 


1 Font i < h. 

% Ludcaniif. 



Scene 1. T1M0N OF 

1, vvliat need we have any friends, if we should 
never have need ol them ? the) weie the most 
needless cultures living, should we ne'er have 
use for them ; and would mod resemble sweet 
instruments hung up iu caves, that keep their 
hounds to themselves. Why, 1 have often wish¬ 
ed inyselt poorer, that I illicit come nearer to 
you. Y\ e are born to do benefits; and what bet¬ 
ter or pioperer can vve call our own, than the 
mhes ol our fru’iids ( Oh ! what a precious com¬ 
fort 'tu, to have so mail), like brothers, com¬ 
manding one another's fortunes! O joy, e’en 
made away ere it can be born! Mine eves can¬ 
not hold out water, mtlbmks: to forget their 
faults, 1 drink to you. 

Apem. ihou ivrcpcst to make them drink, 
Titiiou. 

2 Lord. Joy had the like conception ill oui 

eyes, 

And, at that instant, like a babe sprang up. 
Apun. Hoi lio ! 1 laugh to think that babe a 
bast aid. 

3 ford. 1 promise you, my loid, you mov’d 

me much. 

Apem. Much I [Tucket sounded. 

Tun. \\ hat means that trump ?—How now 1 

Eh Ur a Servant. 

Serv. Please you, my lord, there are ceitain 
ladies uiod desirous ot adinutame. 

Ton. Ladns i what are their wills? 

Serr. There comes with them a lorernnuer, 
my lord, which bears that otlice, to siguuv their 
pleasures. 

Tim. 1 pray, let them he admitted. 

Enter Ccrii). 

Cup. Hail to Hue, woitli) Timon and to 

all 

That of his bounties taste !—The five best senses 
Acknowledge tine their patron; and come 

ficely 

To oalulate tliv plenteous bosom : The ear. 
Taste touch, Mm II, all pleas’d from tby table 
rise ; 

They only now come but to feast tlune eyes. 

Tim. They arc welcome all, let them have 
kind admittance. 

Music, make their welcome. [Exit Ct pid. 

1 ford. You see, my lord, how ample you are 
bclov’d. 

ATusic. — llc-intir Cupid, uith a masque of 
Ladiis <i\ Amazon*, uith lutes in their 
hands, darning, and playing. 

Apem. lley day, what a sweep of vanity 
comes this way ! 

They dance 1 I bey aie mad women. 

Like madness is the glory of this life, 

A< this pomp shows to a little oil, and root. 

We make ourselves fools, to dispoit omselves; 
And spend om llatteiies, to dnuk those men, 
Upou whose age we void it up aeam, 

With poisonous spite and envy. Who lives, 
that’s not 

Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears 
Not one spurn to their graves of their fnends’ 
gift ? 

I should fear, those that dance before me now, 
Would one day stamp upon me. U has been 
done ; 

Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords rise from table, u ith much adoring 
of Timon ; and, to shew their loves, each 
singles out an Amazon, and Oil dance, men 
with women, a lofty strain or tuo to the 
hautboys, and cease. 

Tim. You have done onr pleasures much grace, 
lair ladies, 

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment. 

Which was not half so beautiful and kind; 

You have added worth uulo’t, and lively lustre, 
And entertain’d me with mine own device; 

1 am to thank you for it. 


ATHENS. ]33 

1 Lady. My lord, jou take us even at the 
best. 

Aprm. 'Faith, for the worst is filthy ; and wouia 
not hold taking, 1 doubt nte. 

Tim . Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you : Please yon to dispose yourselves. 
All Lad. Most thankfully, mv lord. 

[Ljeunt CteiD, and Ladies. 

Tim. Flavius,- 

Flat. My lord. 

Tim. The little casket bring me hither. 

Flat. Yes, m> hud.—More jewels yet! 

There is no crossing bun in bis humour; 

[A sule. 

Else I should tell him,—Well,—i’faitb, I suould 
When all's spent, be'dLbe cross'd* then, an he 
could. 

’Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ; i 
That man might ne’er be wretched for his 
mind, i 

[Exit, and returns tilth the casket. 

1 ford. Where be our men ? 

Seri. Here, my lord, m readiness. 

2 ford. Our horses. 

Tim. O my fuends, I have one word 
To say to you:—Look you, my good lord, I 
must 

Entreat you, honour me so much, as to 
Advauce this jewel; 

Accept and wear it, kind my lord. 

1 Lord. I am so far already iu your gifts,— 
All. So are we all. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sen. My lord, there are certain nobles of the 
senate 

Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 

Tim. They are taiily welcome. 

Flat-. I beseech your honour. 

Vouchsafe me a word; it does concern you near. 

Tim. Near? why then another ume i'll hear 
I pr’ythee, let us be provided [thee : 

To shew them entertainment. 

Flav. 1 scarce know how. [Aside. 

Enter Another Servant. 

2 Seri. May it please your honour, the lord 

Lucius,* 

Out of bis free love, hath presented to you 
Tour milk-white horses, napp’d in silver. 

Tun. i shall accept them fairly : Jet the pre¬ 
sents 

Enter a third Servant. 

Be worthily entertain'd.—How now, what news? 

3 Serr. Please yon, my lord, that honourable 
gentleman, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company 
to-morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your 
honour two brace of greyhounds. 

Tim. i’ll hunt with him; And let them be 
receiv'd. 

Not without fair reward. 

Flat. [4^/rfc.] What will this come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts. 
And all out of an empty coffer.— 

Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this. 
To shew him what a beggar his heart is, 

Being of no power to make Ins wishes good ; 

His prom Is er fly so beyond ins state. 

That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes 
For every word ; he is so kind, that he now 
Pays interest foi't; his lands put to Iheii books. 
Well 'would I were gently put out of office, 
Bcioie 1 were forc'd out I 
Happier is he that ba» no friend to feed. 

Than such as do even enemies exceed. 

1 bleed inwardly tor my lord. , [£*if. 

Tim. You do yourselves 

Much wrong, you bate too much of your ovu 
merits 

Hcie, my lord, a trifle of our love. 

• A plajr on the word cross r from the piece of money 
called > cross. t To see the nusrrics Chat out 

lollow t For his generosity ol uitud. 
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2 Ijord. With more than cornmou thanks I 

will receive it. 

3 Lord. Ob ! he is the very soul of bount) ' 
Tim. And now I remember me, rav lord, you 

gave 

Good words the other day of a bay courser 
I rode ou : it is yours, because you lik'd it. 

2 Lord. I beseech you, pardon me, uiy lord, 
in that. 

Tim. You may take my word, my lord; 1 
know, no man 

Can justly praise but what he does affect: 

I weigh my friend’s affection with nnue own; 

I'll tell you true. I’ll call ou you. 

AU Lords . None so welcome. 

Tim. I take all and your several visitations 
No kind to heart, ’us not enough to give; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
Aud ne’er be weary.—Alcibiades, 

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich. 

It comes iu charity to thee : tor all thy li\ mg 
Is 'mougst the dead; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitch’d field. 

Alctb. Ay, detlied laud, my lord. 

1 I^ord. We are so virtuously bouud,- 

Tim. And so 

Am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd,- 

Tim. All to you. •—Lights, more lights. 

1 iAsrd . The best of happiness, 

Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord 
Timon! 

Tim. Ready for his friends. 

[Exeunt Alcibiades, Lords, -\c. 
Apem. What a coil’s here! 

Serving of becks, t aud jutting out of hums ' 

I doubt whether their legs be worth the whip 
That are iven for 'em. Fneudship’s full «f 
dregs; [leg*. 

Methinks, false hearts should never hate sound 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on 
court'sies. 

7*m. Now Apeniantus if thou wert not sullen, 
I’d be good to thee. 

Apem. No, I’ll nothing : for, [left 

If I should he brib’d too, there would be none 
To rati upon thee : and then thou wouldest soi 
the faster. 

Thou giv'st so long, Timon, * fear me, thou 
Wilt give away thyself in paper * shortly ; 

What need tliet-e /easts, pomps, and vain glories? 
Tun. Nay, 

An you begin to rail on society once, 

1 am sworn, not to give regard to you. 

Farewell; and coine with better music. [Exit* 
Apem. So ;— 

Thou’lt not hear me now,—thou shalt not then. 
I’ll lock 

Thy heaven $ from thee. Oh! that men’s ears 
should be 

To counsel deaf, but not to flattery! [£ii/. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I. —The same. — A Room in a 
Senator's House. 

Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand. 
Sen And latc T Jjve thousand to Yarro ; and to 

Isidore r 

He owes nine thousand ; besides my former sum. 
Which makes it live and twenty.—Still lu motion 
Of raging waste f It cannot hold ; it will not. 

If I want gold, steal but a beggar's dog. 

And give It Timon, Why, the dog coins gold : 

If 1 would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than be, why, give my horse to Timon, 
Ask nothing, give It him, it foals me, straight. 
And able horses: No porter at his gate ; 

Bit rather one that smiles, and still Invites 


• AH hmiam to yon 
J 2n bonds. 


All that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. • Capitis, ho I 
Caphis, 1 say I 

Enter Cam is. 

Caph. Here, Sir; What is your pleasure? 

Sen. Get on your cloak, aud haste you to lord 
Timon; 

Impfirtune him for my monies; be not cea*’d t 
W itii slight denial ; nor then silenc’d, when— 
Commend me to your master —and the cap 
Plays in the right baud, thus:—but tell him. 
Sirrah, 

My uses cry to mr, I must sene my turn 
Out of mine own; hi* dais ami times are past. 
And my reliances on bis traded dates 
Have smit my credit: i lo\e and honour him ; 
But must not break my back, to heal hit finger: 
1m lin'd late are my needs; and my relict 
Must not be toss’d and turn’d to me hi words, 
but find supply immediate. Get you gone : 

Put on a most importunate aspect, 

A usage of demand ; for 1 do fear. 

When e\ery leather sticks in his own wing. 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull. 

Which Hashes now a phanhe. Get you gone. 
Caph. I go. Sir. 

.¥•«. I go, Mr ?—take the bonds along with you 
And have the dates in compt. 

Caph. I will. Sir. 

Sin. Go. [Exeunt 

SCENE II.—The same .— A Hall in Timor’s 

IIOU €. 

Enter F/.tviLS, uith mart/ bills in his hand. 

I'ltn. No care, Uo stop ! so senseless of ex¬ 
pense, 

That In will neither know how to maintain i». 
Nor c« ase Jit** flow ol riot: I akes no account 
How thing* go from him ; run resumes uo rare 
Of what is to continue, Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 

What shall be done 1 He will mu hear, till feel 
1 must tie round with him now he come* tioin 
hunting. 

Fic, fie, fie, tie ! 

Enter Caphis, and t)u Servants of Jsidorb 

and \ arku. 

Caph. Good even, Vario: What, 

You come for money ? 

Far. Serr. Js’t not your business tool 
Caph. It i* ,—And yours too, leiiloict 
Isid. St ri. It is so. 

Caph. ’Would we were all discharg’d I 
Far. Sen . I fear it. 

Caph. Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, Alcibiades, and Lords, 4c. 

Tun. So soon as dinner's done, we’ll forth 
again. 

My Alcibiades.—With me? What's your will? 
Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 
Tim. Dues? Whence are you? 

Caph. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please It your lordship, he hath pnt me 
off 

To the succession of new days this month: 

My master is awak'd by great occasiou. 

To call upon his own; and humbly prays you. 
That with your other noble parts you’ll suit. 

In giving him bis right. 

Tim. Mine honest friend, 

I pr’ytbee, but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good my lord,- 

Tim. Contain thyself, good friend. 

Var. Serv. One Varro’s servant, my good 
lord,— 

Isid . Serv. From Isidore ; 

He humbly prays your speedy payment,- 


t Offering miw 
| If. |N4 Mrtct. 


• By noerfmment can be be proved (a*solvent tut*, 
t Repnbed. 



Scene II. 

Caph . If you did know, my lord, my master's 
wants,- 

Var. Serv. *Twas due ou forfeiture, my lord, 
six weeks. 

And past,- 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me off, my 
lord; 

And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tun. Give me breath :- 

1 do iR-seech you, R »od my lords, keep ou; 

[Exeunt Alcibiades anti Lords. 
] 11 wait upou you instantly.—Come hither, pray 
you. [To Flavius. 

How goes the world, that I am thus encoun¬ 
ter'd 

Willi clamourous demands of date-broke bonds, 
And the detention of low'- since-due debts. 
Against niv honour i 
Flat . Please you, gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this business: 
lour lmportuuacy cease, till after dinner ; 

That 1 may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tun. Do so, iny tricuds: 

See them well entertain'd. [Exit Tmox. 

Flat/. I pray, draw near. 

[Exit Flavius. 

Enter Apkmcntus and a Tool. 

Caph. Stay, stay, here conies the fool with 
Apcmaiitu* ; let’s have smite spurt with 'em. 
Far. Serv. Hang him, he'll abuse us. 
Jsul.Sm. A plague upou him, dog l 
Far. Scrr. How dost, tool 1 
Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 
far. Sen. I >prak not to thee. 

Apem. No ; 'lis to thyself,—Come away 

( J'o the Fool. 

Fid. Srrr. [To Var. M:rv.] There’s the tool 
hangs on ymir back alicady. 

A/k in. No, thou '•umd'st single, thou art not 
on Lun yet. 

Caph. W here’s the fool now ? 

Apt in. He la*t asked the question. — Poor 
Pigius, and turners’ meul bawds between gold 
and want! 

All S\n . What art we, Apcmamus ? 

Apem. Asses. 

All Sen . Why ? 

Apem. That von ask me what you aie, and do 
not know yourselves.—Speak to Yin, tool. 

Toot. How do you, gentlemen f 
Alt Sen. Groinercics, good tool: How does 
loin mistress 1 

Tool. Sue’s e’eu setting on water to scald such 
chickens u* you are. 'Would, we could see you 
at Corinth. 

Apem. Good I gramercy. 

Enter Page. 

Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress* 
page. 

Page. [To the Fool.J Why, how now, cap¬ 
tain T what do you iu this wise company i— 
How dost thou, Apcmautusf 
Apem. 'Would I bad a rod iu my mouth, that 
I might answer thee profitably. 

Page. Pi'ythee, Apemantus, read me the 
superscription of these letters ; I kuow not whi Ji 
Is which. 

Apem. Canst not read? 

Page. No. 

Apem. Tliere will little learning die then, that 
day thou art hanged. This is to lord Timon ; 
this to Alciblades. Go; thou wast bom a bas¬ 
tard, and thou'it die a bawd. 

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog; and thou 
shalt famish, a dog’s death. Answer not, 1 am 
gone. { Exit Page. 

Apem. Even so thou out-run'st grace. Fool, 
I will go with you to lord Tiiuon’s. 

Tool. Will you leave me there t 
Apem. If Timon stay at home.—You three 
serve three usurers I 
All Serw. Ay, ’would they served us I 
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Apem. So would I,—as good a trick as ever 
haugmon served thief. 

Tool. Are you three usurers* meu 1 
All Serv. Ay, fool. 

Fool. 1 think, uo usurer but has a fool to his 
servant: My mistress is one, and I am her fool. 
When men come to borrow of your masters, they 
approach sadly, and go away‘merry; but they 
enter my mistress’ house merrily, and go away 
sadly : The reason of this? 

Var. Serv. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a 
whorernaster and a knave ; wlucii, notwithstand¬ 
ing, thou shalt he uu less esteemed. 

Var. Serv. What is a whorernaster,-fool ? 
Tool. A fool in good'clothes, and something 
like thee. 'Tis a spirit: sometime, it appears 
like a lord : sometime, like a lawyer; sometime, 
like a philosopher, with two stones more than his 
artuicial one: He is very often like a knight; 
and, generally in all shapes, that man goes up 
and down in, from fourscore to thirteen, tins 
spirit walks iu. 

Var. Seri. Thou art not altogether a fool. 
Tool. S or thou altogether a wise man ; as 
much foolery as I have, so much wit thou 
iackest. 

Apem. That answer might have become Ape- 
mantiis. 

All Sen. Aside, aside; here comes lord Ti¬ 
mon. 

Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 

Apem. Gone with me, fool, come. 

Tool. I do not always follow lover, elder bro¬ 
ther, and woman ; sometime, the philosopher. 

[Exeunt Apemantus and Fool. 
Tlai 'Pray you, walk near; I’ll speak with 
you ano'n. [Exeunt Star. 

Tim. \ou make me marvel: Wherefore, ere 
this tune. 

Had you not tally laid my state before me; 

That I might so have rated my expense. 

As 1 had leave oi mean?? 

Flat. You would not hear me. 

At many leisures 1 piopos’d. 

Tun. Go to: 

Pei chance, some silicic vantages you took 
\S utMJ my indisposition put you hack; 

And that unapiiitS' made your minister. 

Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flat. O my good lord! 

At many times I brought m my accounts. 

Laid them before you ; you would throw them 
off. 

And say, you found them in mine honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid 
me 

Return so much, • I have shook my bead, and 
wept: . . 

Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, prayed 

y on • 

To bold your band more close; I did endure 
Not seldom, nor so slight checks; when I have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate. 

And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd lord. 
Though you hear now, (too late 0 yet now's a 
time. 

The greatest of yoor having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Tim. Let all my land be sold. 

Flat. ’Tis all engag'd, some forfeited and 
gone; 

And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of preseut dues: the future comes apace: 

\\ hat shall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning t 
Tim. To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 
Ftav. O my good lord, the world is but 
word ; 

Were it all your's, to give it in a breath. 

How quickly were it gone T 
Tim. You tell me true. 
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Flar. If >o:i suspect in> husbandry, or fd-e- Soiiiethm» liath been ann-*.—a noble nitt.ir 
Call me before the cvuut'st auditoi-, [hood,. May ralch a wieudi— would .ill weir well—’U- 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless m«, ! pit} — 

When all our oftices • have been oppress'd | And to intending * oilier tenons iiraftet-. 

With riotous feeders; when our vault* hate‘After distasteful looks, and these haul na 
wept | lions, t 

With drunken spilth of wiue; when e\erv ro< m , With certain half-caps, J and cold mown- nod-, 
Haiti blaz’d with lights, and bray'd with tnin- Tliev fioze me into isslenc^. 

btrelsv ; Tim ^ot» gods, reward them l— 

I have retir’d me to a wasteful cock, t l pr'ythee man, look cheer!); These old Pi- 

And <tt mine eyes at flow. lows 

Ton, Pr’vtbee, uo more. Have their Ingratitude in them hrmhtaiy : 

Flav. Heavens, base 1 *atd, the bounty of, Their blood is cak’d. 'u> cold, it seldom ilou-, 


this lord! [saut«, 

How mau> prodigal bits have slaves and pea- 
This night englutted! W ho is not Tinum’s t 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is 
lord Tinion’s? 

Great Timon, noble, worth*, royal Timon 7 
Ah! wheu the means aie gout, that buy this 
praise. 

The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, /j$t-loA ; one cloud of winter 
showers. 

These flies are couch’d 
Ton. Come, sermon me no further : 

No villanous bounty yet hath pass'd my heart; 
Unwisely, not ignohlv, have I given. 

Why dost thou weep 1 Caust thou the conscience 
lack. 

To think I shall lack friends 7 Secure thy heart: 
If I would broach the \essels of tm love, 

And try the argument; of hearts by borrow- 
»ug, 

Men, and men’s fortunes, could I frankly use, 

As 1 can bid tbee speak. 

• \s-urance bless your thoughts ! 

Tun. And, in some sort, these wants of mine 
are crown’d i 

That I account them blessings; for by these 
Shall ] try fnends ; You shall peiccivc, bow 
you 

Mistake my fortunes ; I ain wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho!—Flaruimns 1 Servilius I 

Enter I'LiMiNirs, Sertiuus, and other 
Servants. 

Sen. My lord, my lord,- 

Tim. i will dc .-patch you severally.—You to 
lord Lucius,— 

To lord Lucullus you: I hunted with his 
Honour to-day You, to Sempromus ; 

Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, 
say 

That my occasions have found time to use them 
Toward a supply of money . let the request 
fie fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have said, my lord 
Flat. Lord Lucius, and Lord Lucullus 7 

humph f [Aside. 

Fim. Go you, Sir, [To another Scnv.j to the 
senators, ♦ 

(Of whom, even to the date's best health, I 
have 

Deserv’d ibis bearing,) bid 'cm send o’llie Instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. 1 have been bold, 

(For that I knew it the most general way,) 

To them to use your signet, and your name: 

But they do shake their heads, and 1 am here 
No richer In return. 

Toru Is’t true 7 can it be 7 
Flav. They answer, in a joint and corporate 
voice. 

That now they are at fall, 3 want treasure, can¬ 
not 

Do what they would; are sorry—you are hon¬ 
ourable,— 

But yet they could have wish’d— they know 
not- -but 

•’The ipartBtnti allotted to cwllBsry office*, Btc. 

* A pipe with a luroiug itoppl* runaint to waste, 
t If I wo*M, Uayt Timon,) Oy borrowing, try of whet 
men's hearts nre composed, whet they here is t hem, fee- 
| Dignified | Attt ebb. 


j'Tis lark of kindly waiimh, they dir not kind , 
And nature us it grows again toward eaitli. 

Is fashion'd tor the journey, dull, and heavy. - 
Go to Yentidius ,— k /o a Scnv.j IVyihce, [/’«» 
Klwiu.s,] be not iad. 

Thou art Hue, and horn si; ingeniously y 1 -.peak. 
No blame belong- to thee [To Skit*.- \eii(i- 
diu- lut.lv 

Buried hi» lather by whose dtatli, lie’s -lepp'd 
luio a great estate; when he wa- pour. 
Imprison'd, and m seal city <>: itutnU, 

I clear’d him with live labuu; Gift him from 
Bid him suppose, Milne good iied^Mlv [me , 
Touche* lu» ft lend, which craves t.» 1 m* ic 
mrin her’d 

With those live tali lit*that had,—//’.» Fur. 
give it the-e trllun- 

To whom ’Us instant due. Ne’er -peak, or 
think, [sink. 

That Timon’- foitunes ’mong hi- ulend- .an 
Flav. 1 would, 1 couhl not Hunk it, Thar 
thought is bounty's foe , 

Being free li-elf, it thinks all iiiicis v. 

; Eifunt. 


AC 1 III. 

SCENE /.—The ; • r. — 4 /loom in LilIluj* 

House. 

I’la visits uniting. Enter a. Servant to him. 

Sirr. I have told my loid of you, he i- com¬ 
ing down to you. 

Flam. I thank you. Sir. 

Enter Li ct llos. 

Sen. Here’s my loid. 

J.ucul. [Aa/rfr.] One of Lord Tiuion’s men ? a 
gift, I warrant. Why, this hits right ; I dreamt 
of a ‘.liver basin and ewer to-night. Flaimmu-, 
honest rianiimti* ; you are very r* spertively ^ 
welcome, Sir.—Fill me some wine.— ’ Ti it Ser¬ 
vant.] And bow does that honourable, rouiplete, 
free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy veiy bouu- 
tiful good lord and master 1 

Flam. His health is well, Sir. 

Lucnl. I am light glad that his health Is well. 
Sir : And what hast thou there uodi r thy cloak, 
pretty Dauiimus l 

Flam. ’Faith, nothing Ini! an empty box, Sit ; 
which in iny lord’s behalf, l tonic to entreat 
your honour to supply; who, having great and 
instant occasion to use filly talents, hath m nt to 
your lordship to tnrmsh linn ; nothing doubting 
your present assistance therein. 

Lucul. La, la, la, la,—nothing doubting, says 
be 7 alas, good lord ! a noble genth mail ’ll**, If 
he would not keep so good a house. Many a 
time and often I have dined with him, and told 
him on’t: and come again to supper to Inin, oi 
purpose to have lum spend less ; and yet he 
would embrace no counsel, take no warning by 
my coming. Eveiv man has his fault, and ho¬ 
nesty •• is his ; I have told biuiou't but I could 
never get him from It. 

• Rrfcanhmc. ♦ Abrupt remark*. 

X A rap • lightly moved, in* put nil 
i For tnrcituuukly■ I Liberal. 

^ For ropcctiull}. •• Ilouettr meaning liberality . 



Scene III. 

Re-enter Servant, with wine. 

Serv% I* lease your lonislnp, hen* is the wine. 

I.ucul. Flaunimis, I have uoted line always 
tvim'. Here's to thee. 

I'lam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lucid. I liavc observed thee always lor a io- 
waidly pioiupt spirit,—thee thy due,—and 
one that knows what belongs to reason : and 
cunt tne the time well, if ibe time use thee 
uvll: good pait> in tine.—Get you gone. Sir¬ 
rah.—[7*o the Sr.nv ant, uho pin r out.)— Diaw 
nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy lurd's a boun- 
viiill gentleman : (nil thou art wise; and thou 
kuowest well enough, although tliou earnest to 
me, that this is no time to lend money ; e-|»eu- 
allv njion baie friendship. Without securiry. 
HeieS three solubles * lor thee; good hoy, 
wink at me, and .‘■ay thou saw’st me not. Faic 
ilice well. 

Flam. I-’t possible, the woihl should so much 
(Idler ; [ness. 

And we alive, that liv’d? ♦ Fly, damned bast- 
To him tliat woiships thee. 

[Throulnp tnc money auay. 

Lucul. 11a ! Now 1 see thou art a tool, and til 
for thy mallei. [ Lj.it Lucci.i.rs. 

Flam. May these add to the number that may 
scald thee l 

I ct molten emu he thy damnation. 

Thou disease ot a irieud, and not himself! 
lias uiend*diip such a faint and milky heart. 

It turn* m le*s than two night*' t o you gods, 

1 feel my mantel’s pas-ion ! ; this slave ' 
Unto his honour, has m> lord’s meat in him : 
Why should it thrive, and tinn to iiiUriineiit, 
'Mien lie is tuiu’d to poison l 
Oh ! may diseases only woik upon’t ! 

Ami, when he is sick to death, let not that part 
of natiue 

'V hit'll im lout paid for, he of am power 
lo expel sickness, hut pioloiig ills hour ! |{ 

[Fut. 

SCI XE II.—The same.—A public place. 

Eattr Lucie s, v Itk three Stranulhs. 

Luc. Who, the lord Timm? he is my very 
good iiun.l, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Atran. We know c him tor no less, though 
we are but stiangers to Inin. But 1 can tell you 
'•lie thing, my lord, and winch I hear fioin toin- 
inon rumours'; now lord '1 minus liappv hours 
are done c and past, aud his estate -hunks troin 

him. 

Luc. Fir no, do not believe it; he cauuotwant 
lor monev. 

z Strait. But believe you this, my lord, that, 
not long ago, one ot lu** men was with the lord 
LucuHu*, to hoi row so many talent**; nay, urg¬ 
ed extreiiolv tort, and showed what necessity 
belonged to’t, aud yet whs denied. 

Luc. How ? 

2 St ran. 1 tell you denied, my lord. 

Luc. What a strange case was that? now, 
befoie the god*., 1 am asham’d on*l. Denied 
that Iwmomab'e man I there was very lille ho¬ 
nour show’d in’t. Fm my own putt, 1 must needs 
confess, l have received some small kindnesses 
troin him, as money, plate, jewels, aud such like 
trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet, had he 
mistook linn, and cent to me, l should ne’er 
have denied his occasion so many taleuts. 

Later Skryilius. 

Ser. See, by $ood hap, yonder’s my lord ; 1 
have sweat to see hi* honour.—My honouied 
lord,— [7*o Li cit s. 

Luc. Serxilins! you are kindly met. Sir. 
l-'arc thee well .—Commend me to tliy lionoui- 
ablr-vn tuous lotd, my very cxiiuisite fiieud. 

* A piece of Shnkspeare’t coming 
♦ Anil vi who were nine then, aloe now. 

t Suffering, § Ilia life. S Acknowledge. 

\ Consumed. 
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Srr. May it please your honour, r.iy lord 
sem- 

j.uc. Ha! what ha.- he sent? I am «-o i..uch 
endeaml to that loid , lie’, c.ej sending: llo.v 
shall I thank him, thmkcst thou i and what has 
lie sent now ? 

Str. He has only, sent his pr.M*nt «tcra-i«»»* 
now, my loid , icpiextmg yoni hud.hip i«> sup¬ 
ply his m-tant use with so many talon 

Luc. 1 know; his ioulship is hut mury with 
me ; 

He cannot want fifty-five hundred talent-. 

Ser. But in tire mean tune he wauls less my 
If Ills occasion were not virtuous,* [loro, 

1 should not mge it so half faithfully. 

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Sciwhus? 

Sir. Upon my soul, 'tis tine, Sir. 

Lac. What a wicked beast was I, to di**iur- 
nisli my-ell against such a good tune, wuen I 
might have shown myself honourable ? how un¬ 
luckily it happened, (hat I should purchase the 
day before lo i a little part, and undo a git at 
deal of honour?—Servillius, non bet ore the gods, 
I am not able to do’t; the more beast, I say:— 
J was sending to use loid Tiuion myself these 
gentlemen can witness; hut l would not, for the 
wealth ot Athens^ l had done it now. Commend 
me bountifully lo his good lordship; and 1 hope 
Im* lioiiom will conceive the faiiest of me, Le- 
cause I have no power to be kind. Aud tell 
him tins fiom me, 1 count it one ot my gieatest 
affliction-, say, that 1 cannot pleasure such an 
honourable gentleman. Good Servibu?, will 
you befnend me so tar as to use unite owii words 
to huu i 

Scr. Ye-, Sir, I shall. 

Luc. I will look you out a good turn, Serw- 
liiis.— [A. a it Slkv ii.ics. 

True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, imbed : 

And he, that’s once denied, will iutdly speed. 

[Fi it LtCll a. 

1 St ran. Do you observe this, llostiliu* l 

2 Stran. Av, too well. 

1 Stran, Why tilts 

Is the woi Id’s soul; and just of the same piece 
Is every Uatterei’s spit it. Who can tail hun 
His liiend, that digs in the same dish l lot, in 
My knowing, luuwii iiaih been this ioid’s latucr, 
Aud kept his ciedit with Ins ptn-e ; 

Supported Ins (state; nay, Tunou’s monev 
Has paid his men then wages: lie ne’er drinks. 
But Timon’s -ilvei Heads upon Ins lip ; 

Aud yet, (oh ! see the monsiiouMic*- of man 
When lit* looks out in an iiugnuclul shape!) 

He does deny him, lit lespect ot ins, 

What charitable men ariotd to beggais. 

3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 

1 Stran. lor mine own part, 

1 never tasted Tijijou in my Jiir, 

Nor came any of Ins bounties ovei me, 

Tumaik me ioi Ills fuend, yet, 1 piotist. 

Tor Ins light noble mind, ihiistuoi.H vitiue, 

\ud l.ouomahle carnage, 

Had Ins necessity made use of me, 

I would have put my wealth into donation t 
And the l>c-t Iraif should have return’d to him. 
So much 1 love his heait: lt.il 1 perceive. 

Men must leai.i now with pity to tiispen-e : 

For policy sits above conscience. [Fiiunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.—A Hoorn in Sem- 
rK omi»* House. 

Enter S£mphonics, and a Servant of Ti¬ 
ll on’s. 

Sem. Mn«thc needs trouble me iti*t? Hnmph! 
’Hove u!l others l 

He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucultus; 
And now Ventidiii.s is wealthy too, 

W’hoin he ledeem’d from prison ; All these three 
Owe then estates unto inni. 

Set v. O my lord, 

• " If h« did wot want it for a good uic.* 1 
t FrtMiueU it u ■ donation. 
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They have all lieen touch'd,* and fouud base 
metal; for 

They have all denied him 1 
AVm. How f have they denied him ? 

Has Veutultus and Lucullus denied him T 
And does he send to me? Thieef humph !— 

It shows but little love or judgineut in him. 

Must 1 be his last refuge f His friends, like 
physicians. 

Thrive, give him over; Must 1 take tlie cure 
upou me f [him. 

He has much disgrac'd me iu't; 1 am angry at 
That might have known ui> place: 1 bee no 
sense for't. 

But his occasions might ha\e woo'd me firs:; 

For, itr my conscience, 1 was the first man 
That e’er receiv’d girt from linn: 

And does he think so hackwardly of me now. 
That I'll requite it last ? No : So it may prote 
An argument of laughter to the rest. 

And 1 amongst the lords be thought a fool. 

1 had rather than the worth of thrice the sum. 

He had sent to me first, but for my mind’s sake ; 

1 had such a courage t to do huu good. But 
now return. 

And with their taint reply this answer join; 

Who bates mine honour, shall not know my coin. 

{Exit. 

Seri. Excellent I Your lordship’s a good!) 
villain. The devil knew not what lie did, when 
he made man politic ; he cross’d himself by't : 
and 1 cannot tbiuk, but, in the end, the villames 
of man will set him clear. How fairly tins tore 
strives to appear foul! takes virtuous copies to 
be wicked : like those that, under hot ardent zeal, 
would set whole realms on fire. 

Of such a nature is his j»olitic lo\e. 

This was iny lord's best hope : now all aie lied, 
Sa\e the gods only : Now his friends are dead. 
Doors, that weie ne'er aopiaiuUd with their 
wards 

Many a bounteous year, must !>e employ’d 
Now to guard sure their master. 

And this is all a libera) course allows : 

Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his 
house. J [Exit. 

SCENE IV.—The same.—A IlalL in Tivox's 

Jlouse. 

Enter tuo Servants of Varro, and the Ser- 
t an tot Lucies, meeting Titus, Hoktexsius, 
and other Seri ants to Ti mux's Creditors , 
nutting hit cowing out. 

Var.Scrt. Well met; good-morrow, Tims 
and Hortensins. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

/for. Lucius ? 

\\ hat, do we meet together 1 
Luc. Sen. Ay, and I think 
One business does command us all; for mine 
Is money. 

Tit. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Philotus. 

Luc. Scrv. And Sir 
PlliiotUB too 1 
Phi. Good day at once. 

Luc . Serv. Welcome, good brother. 

What do you tbiuk the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc. Sere. So mucht 
Phi. Is not ray lord seen yet? 

Luc. Serv . Not yet. 

Phi. 1 wonder ou't s he was wont to thine at 
seven. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed 
shorter with him: 

You must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun's; $ but not, like his, recoverable. 

I fear, 

’Tis deepest winter in lord Timon’s purse; 

• Tried. ♦ pjftr desire. 

t Tor tear of | In blue and •plendoar. 


That is, one may reach deep euough, aud yet 
Find hule. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit. 1*11 show you liow to observe a stiau?o 
event. 

Your lord semis now for money. 

Hor . Most true, he docs. 

Tit . Aud he wears jewels now of Timou's gift 
For which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against my heart. 

Luc. Serv. Mark, how atnuige it shows, 

Tunon in this should pay more than he owes : 
Aud e’en as if your lord should wear rich jewels, 
Aud send for money for 'em. 

Hor. 1 am weary of this charge, * the god? 
cau witness: 

1 know, my lord hath speut of Tiiiiou's wealth. 
And now ingratitude makes it woi&eihan stealth. 

1 Var. Seri. Yes, mine's tluee thousand 
crowns : What’s yours I 
Luc. Serv. Fi\e thousand mine. 

1 Var. Seri. '1 1 - much deep: and it should 
seem by the sum. 

Your master's confidence was abo\c mine ; 

Lise, surely, his had cquail'd. 

Enter Tuuimus. 

Tit. One of loid Tiiiiou's men. 

JjUC. St rv. Flauumus ! Sir, a word : 'Pray, 
my lord ready to come lurth 1 
Flam. No, indeed, be U not, 

Tit. We atteud his lordship; pray, signify so 
much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that ; hr knows you 
are too diligent. [Kut Flamimus. 

Enter Flavils in a cloak, mvjJLd. 

Luc. Seri . Hal is not that Ins steward muf¬ 
fled so ( 

Hr goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

Tit. Do you heai. Mi ? 

1 Vat . Sni. by yoiu le:i\e. Sir, - 

Flav. W hat do you a^k of me, m> friend l 
Tit. We wait lor certain mono line, hit. 

Ft in. Ay, 

If money were as certain as \nur waiting, 

Twere suie enough. Why then pielcn’d wm 
not [(.It 

Your sums and hills, when >oui false nr.iMeis 
Uf my loid’s meal f Then tiny could smile, 
and fawn 

L’pon his debt*, and take down the interest 
Into their gluttonous maw». loti do yum i<*l\es 
but wrung. 

To stir me up; let me pass quietly: 

Belies't, my lord aud 1 have made an end ; 

I ban. no mote to reckon, be to spend. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, hut tins ait»wcr will not serve. 
Flav. It 'twill uot, 

*Tis uot so base as you ; for you serve knaves. 

[Ei it. 

1 Var. Serf. Howl what does his cashiei’d 
worship mutter t 

2 Var. Serv. No matter what; he’s poor, and 
that's revenge enough. Who can speak bioader 
than he that has no house to put Ins head in ? 
such may rail against great buildings. 

Enter Sebvilius. 

Tit. Oh 1 here's Scrvilius; now we shall know 
Some answer. 

Ser . If I might beseech you, gentlemen. 

To repair some other hour, 1 should much 
Derive from It: for, take it on my soul. 

My lord leans wond'ronsly to difeonteut. 

His comfortable temper has forsook him; 

He is much out of health, and keeps his cham¬ 
ber. 

Luc . Serv. Many do beep their chambers, arc 
not sick: 

And, if It be so far beyond his health, 

Metbiuks, he should the sooner pay his debts. 

And make a clear way to the gods. 

• CmaiMM. 



Scene V. 

Ser. Good gods! 

Tit. We cauuot take this for an answer. Sir. 
Flam. [ Within.] Servilius, help I—my lord 1 
my lord 1— 

Enter Timoit, in a rage ; Fuhinius following. 

Tim. What, arc my doors oppos’d against my 
passage. 

Have I been ever free, and must my bouse 
Be my retentive enemy, my jail: 

The place which 1 have feasted, does it now. 
Like all mankind, show me an irou heart? 

Euc. Serv. Put it now, Titus. 

Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 

Euc. Sere. Here’s mine. 

Ifor. Serv. And mine, iny lord. 
lioth Var. Serv. And ours, my lord. 

Phi. All our bills. 

Tun. Knock me down with 'em : * cleave me 
to the girdle. 

Euc. Scrt . Alas f my lord,- 

Tun. Cut m> heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out iny blood. 

Euc. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 
Tun. Fi\e thousand drops pays that • 

What yours I—and yours ? 

1 Vur. Serv. My lord,- 

2 Var. Seri. My lord, - ■ 

Tun. Tear me, take tne, and the gods fall 
upon you I [fix it. 

Tlor. ’Faith, 1 perceive our masters may throw 
Ihtir raps at their money; the.se debts may well 
be called drsnerate ones, for a madman owes 
'em. [Exeunt. 

Jlc-eiitcr Tmox and Flsvils. 

Tun. Tlu*\ iiu\e e’en put my breath from me, 
the «l.i.e>: 

Creditors ’—devils. 

Flat . My dear lord,- 

Tun. What i* it should be so ? 

Flat. Mv loid,- 

Tun. I’ll have it so My steward ! 

Flm. IUic, mv lord? 

Tun. So till) ? Go, bid .ill my friends again, 
Luciu% Lucullu*', and Semprontus ; all: 

I’ll once more fea-t the rascals. 

Ftav. o my lord. 

You only «peak irom your distracted sonl; 

There is not so mm li left, to funitah out 
A moderate tald- . 

Tim. Be’t not in tin care ; go. 

I charge thee; unite them all: let in the tide 
Of knaves once more; my cook utid 1*11 pro* id e. 

[Ei cunt. 

SUEfVE V.—The same.—The Senate-House. 

The Senate sitting. Enter Alcibiaues, at¬ 
tended. 

1 Sen. My lord, you have my voice to it; the 

fault’s 

Bloody ; ’tis necessary he should die : 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 

2 Sen. Most true : the law shall bruise him. 
Alcib . Honour, health, and compassiou to the 

senate ! 

1 Sen. Now, captain ? 

Alcib. I am an humble suitor to your virtues; 
For pity is the virtue of the law. 

And uone but tyrants use it cruelly. 

It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood. 

Hath stepp’d into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into iu 
He is a man, setting bis fate aside,t 
Of comely virtues: 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice; 

(An honour in him which buys out his fenlO 
Bat, with a noble fury, and fair spirit, 

• A bill wu alto a hattla-axo*—Timon, tboreforo, 
plays upon tbs word, 
f With the exception of this one act 
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Seeing his reputation touch’d to death, 
lie did oppose his foe: 

And with such sober and unnoted passion * 

He did behave t bis anger, ere ’twas spent. 

As if he had but prov’d au argument. 

1 Sen. You undergo too stuct a paradox, * 
Striving to make an ugly deed look lair 
Your words have took sueh pains, as if they 
labour’d 

To bring manslaughter into form, set qimrclliiig 
Upon the head of valour ; which, mdecd, 

Is valour mislvgot, and came into the world 
When sects and factious were newly Iwrn : 

He's tiuty valiant, that can wisely suffer. 

The worst that mail can breathe; auo make Ins 
wrongs [lessly; 

Hts outsides; wear them like his raiment, cure- 
And ne’ei prefer his injuries to his heart. 

To bring it into dauger 

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill. 

What folly ’ti>, lo hazard life for ill ? 

Alcib. My lord.- 

1 Sen. You cannot make gross sins look clear ; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon 
me. 

If I speak like a captain.— 

Why do fond men expose themselves to battle. 
And not endure all tb»eat’ning>? sleep upon it, 
\nd let the foes quietl) cut their throats 
\> ithout repugnancy ? but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad 1 $ why then, women are more \ahaut. 
That stay at home, if hearing carry it; 

In:! th’ a«s, more captain (hail the lion ; thcfeioi^ 
Loadeu with nous, wiser than the judge, 

If wi.'dom be in suffering. O my lords, 

A« you are great, be pitifully good: 

Who cannot (ondenm rashness in cold blood ? 

To kill, I grant, is •‘in’s extremes! cupt ;{| 

But, iu defence, by merct, ’tis> most just. Y 
To be m anger, is i mine tv ; 

But who is man, that is not angry ? 

Weigh but the crime with this. 

•2 Sen . \nw breathe in vain. 

Alcib. In vain ? hi* sen ice done 
At Lacedaemon and Byzantium, 

Were a sufficient buher for Ins life. 

1 Stn. What's that ? 

Alcib. \\ hv, 1 say, my lords, h’as done fair 
servue, 

And slain m light many of your enemies: 

How full of valour did he bear himself 
[ In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds ? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 

'em, he 

Is a sworn i inter: h’as a sin that often 
Drowns him, ami takes his valour prisoner : 

If there were no foes, that were enough aloue 
To overcome luui : ill that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages. 

And cherish factions : 'Tis inferr’d to us. 

His days are foul, and lus drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies. 

Alcib. Hard fate I he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 

(Though Ins right arm might purchase his own 
time, 

And be in debt to none,) yer, more to move yon. 
Take my deserts to his, and join them both : 

And, for 1 know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I’ll pawn my victories, all 
My honour to you, upon his good returns. 

If by tins ci mie lie owes the law his life, 

Why, let the war reeeiv’t in valiant gore ; 

For law Js strict, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law’, he dies; urge it no 
more, [ther. 

On height of our displeasure: Friend, or bro- 
He forfeits his own blood, that spills another. 

• 

* Panion to moderated that no one could note its 
operation. t Manage. ^ $ You un Uptake ^ 

paradox too hard. b Why do we take tbo held ? 

II Roahnesa. Y I call mercy to witneaa, that d©- 

ftnaira violence it juai. 
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Alcib. Must it he so t it must not he. M) 
I do beseech you, Know me. • [Jonl», 

2 Sen. How f 

Aleib. Call me to your remcnibrniices. 

3 Si n. Mint l 

Alcib. I cannot think, but jour age has foigot 
me; 

It could not else be, I should prove so base, • 

To sue and be domed such common "race: 

M\ wounds ache at you. 

I Sen. Do you dau* our anger? 

*T»s in tew words but specious m effect— 

Me banish thee tor e\ei. 

Alcib. Baui?h me ! 

Banish youi dotage ; banish usury. 

That makes the senate ugly. 

1 Sen. If, after two days' shine, Athens con¬ 
tain thee, 

Attend onr weightier judgment. And, not to 
swell our spiut.t 
He shall be executed present!*. 

[L'minf Si.MTons. 
Alcib. Vow tlie cod** keep yon old enough , 
that you may live 

Only in hone, that none max look on you ! 

I <1111 worse than mad : 1 hate kept back thru 
foes 

While they have told their money, and let out 
Their com upon large interest ; 1 myself, 

Rich only in large hurtsAll tho-e, for this ? 

Is this tlie balsam, that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains’ wounds? ha! banishment? 
It comes not ill ; 1 hate not to be banish’d ; 

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury. 

That I may strike at Athens. I’ll cheer up 
My discontented troops, ami lay for lieai is,; 

*Tis honour, with most lauds to be at odds ; 
Soldiers should brook as little wrong* as gods. 

• k~i.it. 

SC EXE VI. — A magnificent Room in TistoxS 

House. 

Music. Tablet set out: Servant * attending 
Enter divert Lords at'snnal doors. 

1 Jtord. The good tune of day to you, Sir. 

2 Lord. I al-o wish it to you. 1 think, this 
honourable lord did but try us this other day. 

1 J.ord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, 
when ive encountered : 1 hope, it is not so low 
with him, as he made it seem in the trial of ius 
several friends. 

2 Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion of 
bis new feasting. 

1 Lord, i should think so : He hath sent me 
an earnest inviting, which many my near occa¬ 
sions did mge me to put off; but he hath con¬ 
jured me beyond them, and I must needs ap 
pear. 

2 Ijord. In like manuer was I In debt to my 
importunate business, but he would not hear my 
excuse. I am sorry, when lie sent to borrow of 
me, that my provision was out. 

1 lAtrd. I am sick of that grief too, as I un¬ 
derstand how all things go. 

2 Ijord. Every man here's so. What would 
be bave borrowed of you? 

1 Lord. A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord. A thousand pieces! 

1 Jjord. What of >ou? 

3 Lord • He sent to me, Sir.—Here lie comes. 

Enter Tim on, and Attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both:— 
And how fare you 7 

1 Lord. Ever at tbe besmearing well of your 

lordship. v 

2 Lord . The swallow follows not summer more 
willing, than we yonr lordship. 

Tim. [Aside.] Nor more willingly leaves win¬ 
ter ; such summer-birds are men.—Gentlemen, 

> 

* So dishonoured. t Not to pat onnrbei in • 

f ggfc. X Lsy oat for hearts, or, for the affection* 

f the people } Were idly employed. 


Ad TTT. 

our dinner will not recompi live this long stay : 
tea>t youi cars with tin* music awhile; it they 
will laic m» harshly on the trumpet’* sound: we 
shall to’t presently. 

2 Lord. I hope it remain* not tiukiudly with 
your lordship, that I relumed you au empty 
messenger. 

Tim. osii, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My noble lonl,- 

Tint. Ah 1 my good friend! uh.it cheer? 

[The bant]n\ t brought in. 

2 Lord. My most honourable loid, I am e’«*u 
siik of shame, that when your loul-hip tlm 
other day sent to me, ] was so unfortunate a 
beggai. 

Ttm. Think not on’t. Sir. 

2 Lord. If you had sent but two boms be¬ 
fore,— 

Tun. Let it not cuminr your bettei remem¬ 
brance. * Come, bring in all tngiihei. 

2 I.oi d. All covet'd til-lies! 

1 Lord. Royal cheer, 1 wan ant you. 

2 J*ord. Doubt not that, if money and the 
season tan yield it. 

1 Lord. How do von ? what’s the news? 

3 Lo)d. Alcibiadts is bam-tied: iieai vm 
of it I 

1 A 2 ]A>rd. Alcibiades banished ! 

3 JMrd . 'Tis so, be -ure of it. 

1 J.ord. How ? how ? 

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what? 

Ttm. My worthy friend-, will von draw near ? 

3 Lord. I’ll tell you moie jiioii. Ilert’j a 
noble least toward. * 

2 J.ord. This is the old man -nil. 

3 J.ord. Wjll’t hold? wdl't hold ! 

2 Lord. It does: but time will—and so— 

3 J.ord. I do conceive. 

Tim. Lach man to his stool with that spin as 
he would to the lip of his mistie-s • vour diet 
shall lie hi all places alike. Make nut a citv 
feast of it, to kt the meat cool n.* we tan agree 
upon the first plate : Sit, sit. lho gods imju.ic 
our thanks. 

Vou great benefactors, synnkle our society 
With thankjulm ss. Tor youi on. n gjits, make 
vourscln.s prat ,ed: but irunr still to gt’*, 
test your deities be despised. J.rr.d to * m A 
man enough, that one tint/ not t* ml to the 
other: Jor, acre your godheads to buriow oj 
men, men teoufdforsake the goth. Make 
the meat be belated, more than the man 
that git cs it. I.et no assembly of tneuty be 
mthvut a score of villains: If these sit finite 
women at the table, let a dozen of than be — 
as they arc.—The rest of your fees, O gods ,— 
the .senators of Athens, togt flier uith the 
common tagt of people,—what is amiss in 
them, you goth make suitable jor destriu tion. 
For these my present friends,—as tiny aic to 
be nothing, so in nothing bhss them, and to 
nothing they are udionic. 

Uncover, dog*, and lap. 

[The dishes vneon red are. full of uarm 
water. 

Some speak. What doe* his lordship mean ? 

Some other • I know not. 

Tim. May you a better least never behold. 

You knot of mouth-friends! smoke, ami Irke- 
wami water 

Is yonr peiicctiou. This is Timnn's last; 

Who stuck and spangled you with flatteries. 
Washes it off, and spimkles in your faces 

f Throwing water in their fares. 
Your reeking vlllany. Live loath'd, and long. 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 
Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time’s 
flies, $ 

• Your food memorr. t i. *. In ■ aiata nl 

VrodlnoM. 1 The fan-end of a pieca of cloih, i.t 

the iaf I Files of a tnwn. 
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Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute- 
jacks 1* 

Of man, and bea«t, the infinite malady t 
Cni»c you quite o’er I—Wliat, dost thou go ? 

Soil, take thy ph)Sic first—thou too,—and 
thou 

' Throu v the dishes at them, and drives 
them out. 

Stiv, I will lend thee monr>, bonovv none.— 
Wii.it, all in motion 1 Henceforth be no feast, 
Wheicat a villain's not a welcome guest. 

Utn*i, house; >iuk, Athens! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, nod all humauily l [Exit. 

Ilt-enttr the Lord*', tnfh other Lonus and 
SkS VTOKS. 

1 In>rd. How n«iv, my lords ? 

‘2 Lard, Kmm' >oj the quality of lord Timou’s 
fun I 

3 Lord. Pish ! did )ou see rny cap? 

*1 Lotd. 1 li.tv e |iet tm gown. 

J Laid. lie's nut a mad lord, and nought but 
humour swa\-> him. He gave me ajewil the 
other dav, and now he hd- beat it out of iu> 
hat ’—Did >ou sec uij jewel / 

4 fyord. Did j on see mv cap? 

3 Lord. Here ’us. 

4 Lord. Heie lies my cow n. 

1 /.oid. Ia t’s make no n.r.. 

1 Lord. !,ord Timon’* mad. 

3 Jn>rd, I feel't upon m> troiie*. 

•1 Lord. One day he give* us diamonds next 
day stone-, [Licunt. 


ACT IV. 

SC EXE /•— H it bout the u alls of Atlcns. 
Enter Timon, 

7I.et me look l>ack upon thee, O thou 
wall. 

That girdlest in tho^e wolvet ! Dive in the earth, 
Anti Ume not Ailit»$ 1 Matrons, turn incoii- 
tmeul l 

obedience fail in children! slates and fools 
Pluck the giave wrinkled senate from the 
bench, 

V:id inmi-ter iti their steads! to general filths; 
Convert o'the instant, green vircimty I 
Th.’t in >our parents’eves I bankrupts, hold fast : 
Ka'.hei than render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your tru-teis’ throats! bound servants, 
steal 1 

Large banded robbers your grave masters are, 
And pill by law! maid, to tby muster's bed ; 

Thy unstress is o’the brothel! Mill of sixteen, 
Pluck the lut'd crutch from the old limping 
sire, 

With it beat out his brains! piety, and fear, 
Kcligton to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, maimers, mysteries, and trades. 
Degrees, observances, rush ms, and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, ^ 

And yet confusion live!—Plagues, incident to 
ii. eu. 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
on Athens, ripe for stioke! thou cold sciatica, 
Cripple our seuatois, that their limbs may bait 
Vs lamely as their manners! lust and liberty (| 
Creep in the minds aud marrows of our youth ; 
That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may 
strive, 

And drown themselves in riot! itches, blains 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms; and their crop 
Be genera! leprosy! breath infect breath ; 

That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison ! Nothing I*H bear from thee, 

* Jack* of the rlotk j like three at St. Dunstan’s 
« huivh, i a rieet-Mrtet. + Every kind of disease. 

* Common ftewem. $ Contrarieties, which watts 

cr destroy each other. J Libert imam 


But nakedness, thou detestable town l 
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns! • 
Timon will to the woods ; vs here lie shall find 
The uukiodc&t beast inoie kinder than man 
Wind. 

The gods coufouiid (hear n:** f >r good gods all,) 
The Athenians both wi.iun an.I o.u that wall 1 
Aud grant, as lirnoti grows, his lute may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high aud low ! 
Amen. [Exit 

SC EXE II. — Athens .— 4 Room in Timon' a 

House. 

Enter Flavius, utth tuo or thrir Si riant*. 

1 Set. Hear you, master steward, wlieieS o.'r 
master f 

An* we undone! ca*t off? nothing remaining? 
riai. Alack, n.y Id lows, what should l s;y 
to you ? 

Let me be recorded by the righteous go!*, 

1 am us poor as you. 

1 Seri. Such a house hiokc ! 

So noble a master (alien ! Vll gone ! and not 
one irn nd, to take his loitunc l.v the aim. 

And go along with him i 
•2 Su i. As we do turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his giave ; 

So lus familiars to his bulled fortune* 

Slink all away ; leave their false vow> with him 
Like empty purses pick'd ; aud his poor si If, 

4 dedicated beggar to the air. 

With Ins disease of all-shunu’d poverty, 

Walks, like contempt, alone.—Moit* oi our f< !- 
lows. 

Enter other Servants. 

Elat. All broktn implements of s. nu»..*d 
ho.i«e. 

3 Sitt. \tl do our hearts mar Timon'* 
livery, 

That set* I by our facc«; vve aie fellows still, 
Serving alike it: soirow : Leak'd is uni baik. 

And we, poor mates, stand on the dying tleiL 
Hea'ing the surges threat: vve must all pJit 
into this sea of air. 

Etui . Good fellows a!!, 

The latest of mv wealth I’ll share amongst you 
Wherevei we shall meet, for Timon’? sake, 

Let's yet be fellows; let’s shake oui heads, and 
say, 

A* 'mere a knell unto our maker's fortunes. 

He hate seen better days. Let e.u h take some ; 

{Citing them money. 
Nay, put out all your bauds. Not one word 
inoie: 

Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. 

Exeunt Servants. 
Oh ! the fierce f wretchedncs* that glory bring* 
us! [cuipt. 

Who would not wish to be from wealth c\- 
Since itches point to misery and contempt? 
Who’d be so mock’d with glory, as to live 
But in a dream of friendship ? [pounds, 

Lo have Ins pomp, aud all what state con.- 
But ouly painted like his varnish’d friends ? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by bis own 
beait; 

Undone by goodness 1 Strange unusual blood,+ • 
When man's woist mii is, he does too much 
good 1 

Who then daies to he lull* so kind again? 

For bounty that makes gods, dot-* still mar 
men. 

My dearest lord,—bless’d. to b»* most accursM, 
Hit.li, on!) to be wretched .—thy gieat fortunes 
Aie made tliy chief afflictions. Alas, kind 
lord! 

He’s flung in rage fioin this ungrateful seat 
Ot monstrous friends; nor has he with him to 
Supplv his life, or that which can command iu 
I’ll lolluvv and inquire him out: 

* Accumulated cartes, 
t Quick. J Propensity*. 
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I U serve his wind with my best will; 

Whilst 1 have gold, 1*11 be bis steward still. 

[Erif. 


SCENE HI.—The Woods . 


Enter Timon. 

Ton. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the 
eaith 

Rouen humidity; below thy sister’s orb * 

I utect the air ! Tu lim’d brothers ol‘ one womb,— 
tv hose procreation, residence, and buth. 

Scarce is divulaut,—touch them with several 
fortunes; 

The greater scorns the lesser : Not nature, 

To whom all sores lav siege, can hear great for- 
llut bv f coutempt of nature. [tune. 

Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord ; 

The senator shall bear contempt heieduarv. 

The bmsar native bouour. 

It is the pasture lards the brother's sides. 

The want that makes him lean. \N ho dares, 
who dares, 

!□ pniitv ol manhood stand upright, 

And sa>, Tn*\ man's a Jtattirer .’ if one be. 

Si* are tliev ail; tor every gn/e x of loitune 
1-* smoothed b> that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to (lie golden tool: All is oblique ; 

1 hut’s nothing level in our cursed natures, 

Rut direct villany. Therefore, hi abbon'd 
Ail leasts, &>cieue*, and throngs of men ! 

Hi' sunblable, >ea, himself, Tnnou disdains ! 
Deduction tang ^ man kind 1—Eaith, jield me 
roots 1 [2>iggir»g. 

Who seek.- for better of thee, sauce his palate 
With tb> most operant poison ! What is beret 
Gold? jellow, glittering, precious gold? No, 
gods, [veils 1 

I am no idle votarist. fi Roots, you dear hea- 
Thus much of this, will make black white ; foul, 
fair ; 

Wrong, right; base,noble ; old, young; coward, 
valiant. 

Ha, you gods I why this? What this, you gods i 
Why this 

Will lug your priests and servants from your 
sides ; 

Pluck stout men’s pillows from below their heads: 
Tht* .'ellow slave 

W ill knit and break religions; bless the ac- 
curs’d; 

Make the hoar leprosy ador’d; place thieves. 

And give them title, knee, aud approbation, 

VS ith j>* nators on the l»ench : this is ii» 

That makes the Happen’d % widow wed again; 
Sin , whom the spital-house, and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and 
spices 

To the April day again. •* Come, damned earth, 
'Ihoa common whore of maukiud, that put’at 
odds 

Among tiie rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do t by right nature.— {March ajar oJJ .]—Ha 1 
a drum ?—Thou’rt quick, 

Eut vet I’ll bury thee : Tbou’lt go, strong thief. 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand :— 

Nay, stay thou out for earnest. 

[Keeping some gold. 


Enter Alcibiades, ii ilh drum andJi)e t in uar- 
like manner ; Piihtmi and Timandba. 

Alcib . What art thou there ? 

Speak. 

Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker knaw 
thy heart, 

For showing me again the eyes of mail! 

Alcib. What is thy uawe? Is man so hateful 
to thee, 

Thai art thyself a man ? jfc 

Tim. 1 am misanthropos t satwhite mankind. 

* 1 e. The moon’s. t VV 'bout. 

♦ Step r 'T de"r**e c r.prpe | t No malncerc 

suuplleant. 1 want not goM, hut root*. Sorrowiul. 

Restores to all the sweetness and freshness of her 
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For thy part, 1 do wish thon wert a dog. 

That l might love thee something. 

Alcib. 1 know thee well; 

But iii thy fortunes am unlearu’d and strange. 
Tun. 1 know thee too; aud more, than tliat I 
know' thee, 

I not desire to know. Follow thy drum; 

With man’s blood paint the ground, gules, 
gules; 

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel; 

Tlieu what should war be ? This fell whole of 
thine 

Hath in her more destruction than thy sword. 
For all her cherubiu look. 

Phr. Thy lips rot olt I 

Tim. 1 will not kiss thee; then the rot returns 
To thiue own Ups again. 

Alcib. How cauie the noble Timon to ibis 
change l [give: 

Tim. As the moon does by wauling light to 
But ibeu ienew I could not like the moon ; 
There were no suns to borrow of. 

Alcib. Noble '1 luioii. 

What Jnendship may 1 do thee ? 

Tim. Nolle, but to 
Maintain nn optiiiuu. 
jtfcib. What i» it, Timon? 

Tim. rioinisr me tneiuhhip, but pci form 
none : If 

Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee : lor 
Thou ait a man t it thou dust pertoim, confound 
i bee. 

For tbou’rt a man ! 

Alcib. 1 have heard in some soitoi thv 11.0 
erics. 

Ton. '1 non saw’st them, when 1 had pjo**- 
peritv. 

Alc>b. 1 see them now ; tin u was a bles-ed 
time. 

Ton. As tlnne is cow, held with a brace of 
harlots. 

Timau. Is this the Athenian unuioii, whom 
the world 

Voic'd so regardluiiv 1 

'Tim. Art thou '1 1111 amlra? 

Timun. Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore still! they love thee uot, that 
use thee : 

Give them diseases, leaving with tliee then lust. 
Make use of ih> &aU hours : season the slaves 
For tubs, and baths; biing down rose-cheeked 
To the tub-last, ami the diet. * [youth 

Timan. Hang thee, monster 1 
Alcib. Pardou him, sweet Timaudra ; for Lis 
w its 

Are drown'd and lost in bis calamities.— 

I have but little gold of late, brave Tunon 
The want whereof doih daily make revolt 
In wv penurious band : I have beard aud 
griev’d, 

How cuiatd Athens, mindless of thv worth. 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states, 
Bui tor thy swoid and loriuue/tioU upon them,— 
Ton. 1 pr’ytliec, beat thf drum, aud get nice 
gone. 

Alcib. I am Uiy friend, aud pity thee, dear 
Tnnou. 

Tim. How dost thou pity him, whom thou 
dost trouble f 
I bad rather be alone. 

Alcib. Why, fare thee well: 

Here’s some gold tor thee. 

Tim. Keep’!, I cannot eat it. 

Alcib. When 1 have laid proud Athens on a 
heap,- 

Tim. Warr'st tlion 'gainst Athena? 

Alcib . Ay, Timon, aud have cause. 

Tim. The gods confound them all i'tliy con¬ 
quest ; and 

Thee aftei, when thou bast conquer’d l 
Alcib. Why me, Timon? 

Tim. That, 

By killing villains, thou wast bom to conquer 


m C*ed In the cure of a peculiar disorder. 
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My country. 

Tut up thy gold. Go on,—here’s gold,—go on ; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
• Will o’er tome high-vic’d city bang his poison 
Id the sick air: Let not thy sword skip one: 
Pity not honour'd age for bis white beard. 

He’s a usurer. Strike me the counterfeit matron ; 
It la her habit only that is honest, 

Herself s a bawd. Let not the virgin’s cheek 
Make soft thv trenchant * sword ; lor those milk- 
pap«. 

That through the window-bars bore at men’s eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ. 

Set them down horrible traitors. Spare not the 
babe, [mercy; 

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their 
Hunk it a bastard, t whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cot. 
And mince it sans remorse.j Swear against oo- 
jects ; $ 

Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, inaids, nor 
babes, * 

Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy sol¬ 
diers ; 

Make large confusion: and, thy fury spent, 
Confounded la; thyself I Speak not, lx; gone. 
Alcib. Hast thou gold yet? I’ll take the gold 
thou giv’st me, 

N"t all tht conns* 1. 

Tm . Ihist tinui, or dost thou not, heaven’s 
cur-e ujmjii thee 1 

Phr. \ 7 /ini/n. Give us some gold, good Ti- 
mon : H'j“t thou moie ? 

Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her 
trade, [sluts, 

And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you 
A our apron*, mountain • You are not oathable,— 
Allhough, 1 know, you’ll swear, terribly swear, 
Iiilt* *. 11 X 111 g shudders, and to heavenly agues, 

1 lie minioitnl gods that hear you,—spare join 
oaths 

I’ll trust to your conditions, \\ Be whores still; 
And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you. 
He strong in whore, allure him, burn him up ; 
Let your close lire predominate his smoke, 

And be in* turmoaU: Yet uiay your pains, six 
months, [roofs 

lie ijmfe contrary: And thatch your poor thin 
ttnu loudens of the dead;—some that were 
bang’d, 

No matter • wear them, betray with them : whore 
still ; 

Paint till a horse may mire upon your face: 

A pov ol wrinkles 1 

Phr. .* Tinian . Well, more cold What 
then ?— 

Belies’t, that we’ll do any thing for gold. 

Tin- . Consumptions sow 

In hollow bones ot man ; strike their sharp shins, 
And mar mm's spurring. Crack the lawyer’s 
voice, 

That lit* may never more false title plead, 

Nor bound Ins quillets H ■d.nlly : hoar** the 
llaineu, 

Thai scolds against the quality of flesh. 

And not indieves himself: down with the nose, 
Down with it flat; take Hie bridge quite away 
Ol him, that Ins particular to foresee, 

Smells from the general weal: make curl’d-patc 
ruflians bald ; 

And let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain fiotn you: Plague ail; 

That your activity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection.—There’s more gold 
Do you damn oibers, and let this damn yon. 
And’ditches grave ft you all! 

PUr. & Timon. More counsel with more money, 
bounteous Timon. 

* Sharp. t Alluding to JocastQ, the wife of 

CEdipiit, who murdered ber lucestuous offspring. 

Without pity. $ Again*! object* of compassion. 

Vocation*. qf Subtil tie*. •• Give him 

the hoary leprosy. tt Entomb. 


Tim. More whore, more mischief tint; 1 have 
given you earnest. 

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens. 
Farewell, Timon ; 

If 1 thrive well, I’ll visit thee again. 

Tim. If I hope well. I’ll never see thee more. 
Alcib. I never did thee bann. 

Tim. Yes, thou spok’st well of me. 

Alcib. Call's! thou that harm T 
Tim. Men daily And it such. Get thee away 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Alcib. We but offend him.— 

Strike. 

[Drum beats. Exeunt Alcibiauz;. 
Phrynia, and Timandra. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s unkind- 
ne»s. 

Should yet be hungry !—Common mother, thou, 

[Diegtng. 

\\ hose womb umeasurable, and infinite breast, * 
Teems, aud feeds all ; whose self-same mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is 
putf’d. 

Engenders the Mack toad, and adder blue, 

The gilded newt, and eyeless venom’d worm,? 
With all the abhorred births below- crisp* 
heaven 

Whereou Hyperion’s quickening fire doth shine ; 
Yield him, who all thy humau sons doth hate, 
From forth thv plenteous bosom one pool root! 
Eusear thy fertile aud cuuceptious womb, 

Let it uo more bring out mgrateful man! 

Go great with tigeis, dragons, wolves, and Mars 
Teem with new monsters, whom tliv upt\<ud 
face 

H.itb to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented !—Oh ! a root,—Dear thanks/ 
Div up iby marrows, viue>, and plough-torn 
leas ; 

Whereof mgratefnl man, with liquorish draughts 
Aud morsels unctuous gicases his pure mind. 
That from it all consideration slips! 

Enter Apemantus. 

More man ? Plague ' plague ! 

Apcm. I was directed hither: Men report. 
Thou dost affect iny manners, aud dost use them. 
Tun. 'Tis then, because thou dost not keep a 
dog 

W horn I would imitate : Consumption catch thee ! 

A pent. This is lu thee a nature but affected ! 

A poor unmanly melancholy, spi ung 
From change of foitune. Why this spade? this 
place ? 

This slave-like habit ? aud these looks of care ? 
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft, 
Hug their diseas’d pel fumes, $ and have foigot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods. 
By putting on the cumiing of a carper. f| 

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee: hinge thy knee, 
4ml let his very breath, whom thou’it observe. 
Blow off thy cap ; praise this most vicious strain. 
And call it excellent. Thou wast told thus: 
Thou gai’st thine cars, like tapsteix, that biu 
welcome, 

To knaves, and all approaches * ’Tis most just, 
That thou turn rascal ; bad’at thou wealth again, 
lUscals should hav’L Do not assume uiv like¬ 
ness. 

Tim. Were I like thee, I’d throw- away my¬ 
self. 

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like 
thyself; 

A madman so long, now a fool: What thiuk’st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy shirt on warm ? Will these moss’d 
trees, 

That have outliv’d the eagle, page thy heels. 

And skip when thou pomt’st out? Will the cold 
brook, 

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste, 

• Boundless surface. ? The serpent oiled the 

blind worm. J Beat. 4 Ttieir diseased 

perfumed mistresses | Finding fault. 
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to cure thy o’er-night’s surfeit? call the crea¬ 
tines,— 

Whose naked natures live in all the sput 
Of wrcaklul heaven ; whose bare unhoused 
trunks, 

To the conflict! lit* elements expos'd, 

Answer mere nature,—bid them llatter thee. 

Oil! thou shalt find- 

Tun. A fool of thee : Depart. 

A)>c:n. 1 love thee better now than e'e* I did. 
Tim. I hate thee worse. 

Apem . Why t 

Ihin. Thou llattcr’st miser}. 

Apcm. I Hatter not ; hut say thou art a cai¬ 
tiff. 

Tim. Why dost thon seek inc out ? 

A pan. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a vi'lain’s ollice, or a fool’s. 

Dost please tlijseli m't ( 

A pem. Ay. < 

Tim. Wiiat! a knave too ? 

A pan. If tlioutlidslp.it this sour cold habit on 
Io castigate thy pride, 'mere well : but thou 
Dost It cii forced I) ; thou’dst courtier In* again, 
Wut thou not beggar. Willing miser} 

Outlive.- mcertain pomp, i*. ciown’d liefore :• 
The one is tilling still, never complete ; 

The other, at high wish : Best state, content less. 
Hath a detracted and most wretched being. 
Worse than the worst, content. 

Thou should’st desite to die, being miserable. 
Tim. Not by his breath, t that is more mise¬ 
rable. 

Thou art a slave, whom Fortune’s tender aim 
With favour never clasp’d ; but bred a dog. 
iiadst thou, like us, from our first swath ,l 
proceeded 

The «ucet degrees that this brief world affords 
To ‘■mil as may the passive drugs of it 
tied} command, thou wouid’st have plung’d 
thyself 

In general no* : melted down thy youth 
In dirteient Ixth «.f lii s t ; and never leam’d 
The icv pricepl*- of respect, $ but follow’d 
The sugar’d game liefoie taee. But myself. 

Who ha I tl.e world as my confectionary; 

The months, tiie touguts the eves, and hcarta 
of men 

At duty, more than I could frame employment; 
'lh.it numberless upon ine stuck, as leaves 
I)o on the oak, have with one winter’s brush 
F« II from then boughs, and left me open, bare 
tor «\eiv storm that blows. I, to bear this, 

'i hat never knew but better, is some burden : 
Iny nature did commence in sufleiance, time 
Hath made thee hard m’t. Why should st thon 
irate men l 

Thcv never flatter’d thee : Wlrat hast thon given? 
If thon wilt curse,—thy father, that poor rag, 
Must lie thy subject; who, in spite, put stuff 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor logiie hereditary. Hence! be gone !— 

If thou hadst not beeu born the worst of ini i», 
T£ou hadst been a knave and flatterer. 

+&V em ' Art thou proud yet? 

** »w». Ay, that I am not thee. 

Ape in. I. that 1 was 
No prodigal. 

Tim. J, that I am one now; 

Were all the wraith I have, shut np in thee, 

I’d give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.— 
That the whole life of Allicub were in this 1 
Tbu* would 1 eat it. [Eating a root. 

Apcm . Here; 1 will mend thy feast. 

[ OJrering him something. 
Tim. Fir-t mend tny company, take away thy¬ 
self. 

Apcm. So I shall mend mine own, by the lack 
of thine. 

Tun. ’Tia not well mended So, it is but botch’d; 
If not, I would it were. 

. Apcm. What would’st thon have to Athens f 

• Arrive* »oon<*r at the completion of it* wishes, 
t Hr hw sentence. I From infancy. 

| The cold admonitions of prudence. 


Ton. 'Ilice thither in a whirlwind. If thon 
will, 

Tell them there I have gold: look, so I have. 

Apcm. Here is no use lor gold. 

Tim. The best and truest: 

For here it sleeps, aud does no lured harm. 

Avan. Where best o’mght-, Tunoti: 

Tun. Under that's above me. 

Where feed’st thou o’days, Apemautus T 

Apcm. Where my stomach finds meat; «>r. 
rather, where I eat it. 

Tim. ’Would poison were obedient, and knew 
my mind! 

Apan. Where would’st thou send it ? 

Tun. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apan. The middle of humanity t.inu mver 
hnewest, but the extremity oi both end* : When 
thou wast in thy gilt, and thy peilume. liny 
mocked thee foi too much curiosity , • in tin 
rags thou knowest none, hut are despised for the 
contrary. There’s a medlar lor thee, tai it. 

Tun. On what I hate, 1 feed not. 

A pan. Dost hate a nftdlai i 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

A pun. All thou had’si hated mailers sooner, 
thou shonld’st have loved thysell bitter now. 
What man didst thou evei know uiithim, mat 
was beloved after bis means T 

Tun. Who, without tlio-c means thou Lilke.-l 
of, didst thou ever know beloved T 

Apcm. Myself. 

Tim. I understand thu ; th*»:i had-t 'line 
means to keep a dog. 

Apcm. What things in the wot Id cjn-t thvu 
nearest compare to thy flatterers ! 

Tun. Women niatest; but men, nun an ti.*- 
things themselves. What would'tt thou do 
with the world, Aix-mantii-, it* it lay m thv 
power? 

Apan. Give it the bea»t«, to hz rid ot the 
men. 

Tun. Wonld’st thou have thyself tall m the 
coufiiMOu of men, aud remain a bust wiiu the 
beasts ? 

Apan. Ay, Timon. 

Tun. A Iwaslly ambition, wlinh the god>er.w:i 
thee to attain to ! if thou wert the lion, the lox 
would beguile thee : if thou will the lauih, the 
fox would eat the* .- if thou weit the lo\, the 
lion would suspect thtc, when, peudveulure, 
tbou wert accused by the ass: il thou weit the 
ass, thy dulnos would toiiueut thee : and -ill) 
thou livedst but as a bieakfast io the v.oli . if 
thou wert the wolf, thy giecdim-s wo..id aliiict 
thee, and oft thou shoiildst hazard thy life for 
thy diunrr: wert thou the unicorn, pnde and 
wrath would confound thee, aud make thine own 
self the conquest of thy fury : wert thou a hear, 
thou wou'.d’st be killed by the home ; wert thou 
a horse, thou would’st he seized by the leopard , 
wert thou a leopard, thou wert gennau to tin* 
lion, and the spots of thv kindred ueic ji.iois on 
thy life : all thy safety were remolion; t and thy 
defence, absence. What beast cmildM Uiou he, 
that were not subject to a b« a*t T and what a 
beast art thou aticady, that sceat not thy loss m 
transformation T 

Apcm. If thou coiild'st please me v.ith speak¬ 
ing to me, thou migh'td have hit upon it lien : 
The commonwealth of Athens is become a forest 
of beasts. 

Tim. How has the ass broke the wall, that 
thou art out of the city? 

Apan. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter: 
The plague of company light upon Hire J I will 
fear to catch it, and give way : When I kuownot 
what else to do, I’ll sec thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing liviug but thee, 
thou shah be welcome. 1 had rallici he a beggar '* 
dog, than Apemantus. 

Apcm. Tbou art the cap t of all the fools 
alive. 

* For too moch finical delicacy. 

1 1 . 1 . In being placed at a distance (rout the lion. 
l 1 he top. 



Scene III. 

Tim. 'Would thou vvcrt clean enough to spit 
upon. 

A pern. A plague on tlicc, thou art mo bad to 
curse. 

Tun. All villains that do stand by thee, arc 
pure. 

A pern. Theie is no leprosy but what thou 
speak’st. 

Tim. If I name thee.— 

I’ll beat thee,—but I should infect my hands. 
Apcm. 1 would my tongue could rot them off! 
Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog ! 
Shuler doth kill 111 c that thou ait alive ; 

I swoon to see thee. 

Apcm. 'Would thou wronld'st buist! 

Ton. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue! 2 am sorry I shall lose 
A stone by thee. [T/irous a stone at him. 
Apcm. Beast I 
Tim. Slave ! 

Avtm. Toad! 

Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue l 
[Aim mantus retreats backuards, a* going. 

1 am sick of tilts false world ; and will love 
nought 

But even the mere necessities upon it. 

Then, Tiinon, presently ptepare thy grave ; 

Lie whoe the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily : make thiue epitaph. 

That death in me at « them* lives may laugh. 

O thou sweet kmg killer, and dear divorce 

lhooking on the gold. 
'Twist natural son and >ire! thou blight defiler 
Ot Ihmen's purest bed! thou valiant Mats ! 

1 iiou ever young, fre*h, lov’d, and delicate 
wooer. 

Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That hes on Diau's Up! thou visible gou, 

’I hat Mdder'st close impossibilities. 

And inak'st them kiss L tint ap&k'st with every 
tongue, . . . , 

To every puipo*c ! O tlioa touch* of hearts ! 
liimk, ihy slave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
N't them into coutoundmg odds ; that beasts 
Mav have the world in empne! 

Apmi. 'Would 'tweie so ;— 

But not till I am dead !—I'll say, thou lu-t gold : 
'Jhou wilt Ik? throng'd to tboitlv. 

Tim. 'Ihioitg’d to? 

A pc . A v. 

'Tim. Thv back, ! pi*ytlicc. 

Apcm. Live, and love thy misery ! 

Ton. Long live so, and so die!—I am quit.— 

[Kilt Aplsiantus. 
More things like men?—Eat, Timon, and abhor 
them. 

Enter Thieves. 

1 Thief. Where should be have this gold ? It, 

is -ome poor fragment, some slender ort of bis J 
remainder: The mcie want of gold, and the 
fdllmg-fiom of Iris friends, diovc him into tins 
melancholy. • 

2 Thief. It is noised, he hath a mass of trea¬ 
sure. ' * 

a Thief. Let ns make the assay upon him: if 
he care not for’t, lie will supply u> easily ; If he 
covetously reserve It, how skull's get It? 

*2 Tliiej. Tiue ; for he bears it not about him 
*tis hid. 

1 Thief. I* not this be ? 

Thieves. Wheie? 

*2 Thief. *Tis his description. 

3 Thief. He; 1 know linn. 

Thieves. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now thieves ? 

Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim. Both too ; and women’s sons. 

Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that 

much do want. 

Tim . Tour greatest want is, you want much 
of meat, {roots; 

Why should you want? Behold, the earth hath 

t 

• For touchstone. 
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Within this nulc break forth a hundred springs 
The oaks beai mast, the briais scat let hips ; * 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess beiore you. Want? why 
want ? 

Thief. We cannot live on grass, on benio. 
As beasts, and birds, and Ashes. [waterJ 

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the buds, 
and fishes; (con. 

You must eat men. Yet thanks I must' you 
That you are thieves profess'd ; that you work 
not 

In holier shapes: for there is boundless theft 
In limited * professions. Rascal thieves, 

Here's gold : Go, seek the subtle blood of tl.e 
grape, 

Till the high lever seeth your blood to froth. 

And so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician ; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays [gether ; 
More than yob’ rob : take wealth and lives m- 
Djo villany, do, since you profess to do't. 

Like workmen. 1*11 example you with thievery : 
The sun’s a thief, and with bis great attraction 
Robs the vast 6ea: the moon's an arrant thief. 
And her pale fue she snatches from the sun : 

The sea’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears: the earth's a thief. 
That feeds and breeds by a composture t stolen 
1'iom general excrement: each thing's a thief : 
The laws, your curb and whip, in tbeir rough 
power [away ; 

Have uncheck’d theft. Love not youiselves : 
Rob one another. There’s moic gold: Cut 
throats; 

All that you meet arc thieves: To Athens, go, 

; break open shops ; nothing can you steal. 

But thieves do lose it: Steal not leas, lot tin? 

I give you ; and gold coufomid you bowsoevu ! 
Amen. [Timon retires to his Cate. 

3 Thief. He lias almost charmed me fiom ui\ 
profession, by pmuadiug me to it. 

1 Thief. 'Tis in the malice of mankind, tliat 
he thus advises us; uut to have us tlmw iu 
our tnyslci). 

2 Thief. I’ll believe him as an cncim, and 
give o’er mv trade. 

I Thuf. Let us til >t sec peace in Albei > ; 
Theie is no time so miserable, hut a man may 
be true. [Exeunt Thieves. 

Enter Flavus 
Fla l. O you gods ! 

Is yon despis’d and ruinous man my lord ? 

Fnil of decay and lading ? 0 monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow’d ! 

What an alteration of honour * has 
Desperate waut made! 

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends. 
Who can bung noblest minds to basest ends ! 
How rarely $ does it meet with tins time’s 
guise, 

W hen man was vvfth’d || to love his enemies : 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo [do ! 
Those that would mischief me, than those that 
He has caught me in his eye: 1 will picscnt 
My honest grief unto him; and, as mv loid. 

Still serve him with my life.—My dcaieet 
master! • 

Timon comes forward from hi< Fair. 

Tim. Away 1 what art thou ? 

Flav. Have you foigot me, Sn ? [men; 

Tim. Why dost ask that t 1 have forgot all 
Then, if thou grant’st thou’i t man, I have for¬ 
got thee. 

Flav. An honest poor servant of yours. 

Ton. Then 

I know thee not: 1 ne'er had honest man 
About me, 1: all that I kept were knaves. 

To seive in meat to villains. 

Hath The gods are witness, 


• Legal. + Manure. 

♦ l. e. From an honourable state to one of disgrace. 
I How happily. b Recommended. 
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Wer did poor steward wear a truer grief 
Tor bis undone lord, than mine eyes for yon. 
Tins. What, dost tbou weep 1-~Come nearer; 
—tlien 1 love thee. 

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim 'st 
FUuty mankind ; whose eyes do never Rive, 

But thorough lost and laughter. Pity’s sleep¬ 
ing : 

Strange times, that weep with laughing, not 
with weeping 1 

Flav. 1 beg of you to know me good my 
lord, [!ast>. 

To accept inv grief, and whilst this poor wealth 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim. Had I a steward so true, so just, and 
So comfortable ? It almost turns [uow 

My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Tby face.—Surely, this man was born of wo¬ 
man.— 

Forgive my general and exceptless rashness, 

Perpetaal-sober gods1 1 do proclaim 

One honest man,—mistake me not,—bat one : 

No more, I pray,—and he is a steward.— 

How fain would 1 have hated all mankind. 

And thou redeem’st thyself: but all save thee, 

I fell with curses. [wise, 

Methmks, thon art more honest now, than 

For, by oppressing and betraying me, 

Thou inigbt‘»t have sootier got another service . 
For liuuy so arrive at secoud masters, 

Upon their tirst lord's neck. But toll me true, 
(For 1 must ever doubt, though ne’er so sure,; 

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous, 

If not a uMHing kindness ; and us neb men deal 
gilts. 

Expecting in return twenty for one ? 

Flat. No, my most woruiy master, in whose 
breast 

Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac’d too late : 

"You should have fear'd lalse times, when you 
did least : 

Suspect still comes tvh^re an estate is least. 

That which 1 show, heaven knows, is merely 
love. 

Duty and real to your unmatched mind. 

Care of your food and living: and, believe it. 

My most honour’d lord, 

For any benefit that points to me, 
tuber in hope, or pie.-ent, I’d exchange 
For this one wish, That you hail power and 
wealth 

To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

Ton. Look thee, ’lis so 1—Thou singly honest 
Here take the gods out of my misery [man, 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and 
happy : [tnen ; * 

But thus condition’d; Thon shall build from 
Hate all, curse all : show charity to none; 

But let the famish’d flesh slide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar: give to dogs 
What thou deny’st to men; let prisons swallow 
them. 

Debts wither them : Be men like blasted woods. 
And may diseases lick up their false bloods ! 

And so, farewell, and thrive. 

Flat'. O let me stay. 

And comfort you, my master. 

T»m. II ibou hat’st * 

Cur«M, stay uot: fly, whilst tbou’rt bless’d and 
free : 

Ne’er see thou man, and let roe ne’er see thee. 

{Exeunt severally. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—The Same.—Before Timor’s Cate. 

Enter Poet and Painter ; Timor behind , un- 
. seen. 

Pain. As 1 took note of the place, it cannot 
Be Car where he abides. 

• Away fna tat abodaa of awn* 


ATHENS. Act Y. 

Poet. What’s to be thought of bimt Does 
the tumour hold for true, that he is so full of 
gold ? 

Pain. Certain : Alcibiadea reports it; Phrynla 
and Tunamlra had gold of him : he likewise 
enriched poor straggling soldiers with great 
quantity : ’Tis said, he gave unto bis steward a 
mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of hii has been but a 
try for his friends. 

Pain. Nothing else: you shall see him a palm 
in Athens again, and flourish with the highest. 
Therefoie, *ti& not uniis*, we lender nur loves to 
him, in this supposed distress of bis : it will 
show hone&tly in us ; and is very likely to load 
our purposes with what tliev travel for. If it be & 
just and true report that goes of nis having. 

Poet. What have you now to present unto 
him i 

Pain. Nothing at this lime hut inv visitation ; 
only 1 will promise lum ail excellent piece. 

Poet. 1 inu-t serve him so too; tell him of an 
intent that’* coming toward bun. 

Pam. Good as the best. Promising is the 
very air o’the tune : it opens the eyes of expec¬ 
tation : performance is evci the duller for hit 
act; and, hut in the plainer and simpler kind of 
people, the deed of saying • is quite out of use. 

ptonitse is most courtly and fashionable : per¬ 
formance is a kind of will and testanu lit, which 
argues a great sicauess in his judgment that 
makes it. 

Ton. Excellent workman! Thou canst not 
paint a man so bad as is tin self. 

Poet. 1 am thinking what 1 shall •■•jv 1 have 
provided for him: It hum be a pM-oiuung of 
hitiiM'lt : a satire against the v»tm»>x of pros¬ 
perity , with a discoveiy ol the minute flatteries 
that follow youth and opulent«. 

Titn. Must thou needs -inint for a villain in 
thine own work? Wilt thou whip thine nuu 
faults in other uien I Do to. 1 have gold t»r 
thee. 

Port. Nay, let’? seek lum : 

Then do we -in against our own estate, 

W hm we may proht meet, and come too late. 

Pont. True; * 

\Mieu the day serves, b'Totc black-cornei’d 
night, 

rind what thou vvaut’st by free and otter’d light. 
Come. 

7 tm. I’ll meet you at the turn. What agod’r 
gold. 

That lie i« worsbipp’d in a baser temple, 

1 lian where swim let cl 1 

’Tis thuti that n^g'at the hark, and plough’*! lb.* 
loam ; 

Settlest admired reverence in a slave : 

To thee he worship! and tby saints for aye 
Be crown’d with plagues, that thee alone ohrv ! 
’Fit I do meet them. [Adiancmg. 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pain.* Our late noble master. 

Tim. Have 1 once liv'd to see two honest 
iflen ? 

Poet. Sir, 

Having often of yonr open bounty tasted, 
Hearing you were retir’d, your friends fall’n of^ 
Whose thankless natures—O aolioried spirits! 
Not all the whips of heaven aie laige enough— 
\v hat! to you i 

Whose st*r-like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being 1 I’m rapt and cannot 
cover 

The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

Tun. Let it go naked, men may see’t the 
better : 

You, that arc honest, by being what yon are. 
Make them be.ti seen, and known. 

Pain. He, and myself, 

Have traveled in the great Ahower of yonr sifts 
And iweetly felt it. 

» 

* The dolog of what wo htva said w* would do. 
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Tim. Ay, yon are honest men* 

Pain. We arc hither come lo offer yon oar 
serv ice. 

Tim. Most honest meal Why, how shall I re- 
quit you f 

Can you eat roots, and drink cold watert no. 
Jioth. What we can do, we’ll do, to do you 
service. 

Tun. You are honest men: You have heard 
that l have gold; 

1 am sure you have: speak truth : yon aie honest 
men. 

Pain . So it is said, my noble lord : but tbere- 
Caine not n») friend, nor I [fore 

Tim. Good honest men 1—Tboa draw’st a 
counterfeit • 

Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best; 
Thou comitcrfeit’st most lively. 

Pain. So, so, my lord. 

Tim. Even so. Sir, as I say:—And, for thy 
fiction, [^To the Poet. 

Why tb> verse swells with stufl so flue and 
smooth, 

That thou art even natural 10 thine art.— 

But, for all this, my honest-natur’d friends, 

J must needs say, you have a little fault : 

Marry, 'Us not monstrous In you ; neither wish I, 
You take much paui6 to mend. 

Loth. Beseech your honour. 

To nuke it known to us. 

Tim. You’ll take it ill. 

Jioth. Most thaukfull), m> lord. 

Tim. W ill vou, indeed ? 

Loth. Doubt it m»t, worthy lord. 

Tim. Ihrre’s ne’er a one of >ou but trusts a 
That mightily deceives vou. [knave 

Loth. Du wt, my loid ? 

Tin. Av, and you lieai him cog, see him dis- 
m mhle. 

Know !jiv cro?a patchery, love him, feed him. 
Keep in yoni h«>-utn : yet remain assur’d, 

That he's a made-up villain. + 

Pam. 1 know nouc such, my lord. 

Port. Nor I. 

Tun. Look you, I love you well; I’ll give you 
cold, 

Rul me the*e villain- from your companies: 
Hang them, or sub them, diowu them in a 

diaught, ; 

Confound them hy some course, and come to me, 
I’li give you gold enough. 

Jioth. Name them, my lord, let’s know them. 
Tim. 7 <>u that way, and you th:s, hut two ill 
conipanv :— 

Each man apait, all single and alone. 

Yet an aich villain keep* him company. 

If, wheic thou ait, two villains shall uot be. 

[To the Painter. 
Come not near him.—If thou would’st not reside 

[To the Poet. 

But where one villain is, then him abandon.— 
Hence ! pack I there's gold, yc came for gold, ye 
slaves: [Hence/ 

You have done work for me, there’s payment: 
You are an alchvnust, make gold of that:— 

Out, rascal dogs I 

[Exit, beating and driving them out. 

SCEJYE II .— 77ie same. 

Enter Flavius, and two Senators. 

Flav. It Is in vain that you would speak with 
For he Is sot so only to himself, [Timon; 

That nothing but himself, which looks like man. 
Is frbndly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave: 

ft is our part and promise to the Athenians, 
lo speak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 

Men are uot still the same: TVas time, and 
griefs 

That fram'd him thus: time, with his fairer band, 

* Ait portrait was then catted, 
t A complete villain. J lu a jakei, or bonse of ofllco. 


Offering the fortunes of his former days. 

The former man may make him: Bring us to 
And chance it as it may. [him 

FLuv. Here is his cave.— c 

Peace and content be here l Lord Timon! Timon t 
Look out, and speak to friends; The Athe¬ 
nians, 

By two of their most reverend senate, greet 
Speak to them, noble Timon. [thee: 

Enter Tmon. 

Tim. Thou son, that comfort’st, bum I—Speak, 
and be bang’d : 

For each true word, a blister 1 and each false 
Be as a caut’rizing to tbe root o’lbe tongue. 
Consuming it with speaking 1 

1 Sen, Worthy Timon— 

77m. Of none but such as you, and you of 
Timon. 

2 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Ti¬ 

mon. 

Tim. 1 thank them; and would send them 
back tbe plague, 

Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. Oh I forget 

What we aie sorry for ourselves in thee. 

The senators, with one consent ot love,• 

Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy best use and wear 

2 Sen. They coufess, 

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross: 
Which now the public body,—which doth seldom 
Play the recanter,—feeling in itself 
A lack of Timon’s aid, hath sense withal 
Of its own fall, restraining aid to Timon ; 

And send forth os, to make their sorrowed 
render, t 

Together with a recompense more fruitful 
Than their oflence can weigh down by the dram; 
Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and 
wealth, 

As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were 
theirs. 

And write in thee the figures of their love. 

Ever to read them thine. 

7'tin. You witch me til it \ 

Surprise me to tbe very bunk of tears: 

Lend tne a fool’s be.irf, and a woman’s eyes. 

And I’ll beweep these comforts, worthy sena¬ 
tors. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return 

with us. 

And of our Athens (thine, and ours,) to take 
Tbe captainship, thou shall be met with thanks, 
Allow’d £ with absolute power, and thy good 
name 

Live with authority :—so soon we shall drive back 
Of AJcibiades the approaches wild ; 

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
liis country’s peace. 

2 Sen. And shakes his threat’ning sword 
Against the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon,— 

Tim. Well, Sir, I will; tbeiefore, l will. Sir-, 
Thus,— 

If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, [Athens, 
That—Timon cares uot. But if he sack fair 
And take our goodly aged men by tbe beaids. 
Giving our holy viigins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain'd war; 
Then, let him kuow,—and tell hmi Timon apeaks 
it, 

In pity of onr aged, and our youth, 

I cannot chuse but tell Inin, that—I care not. 
And let him tak’t at woise ; lor their knives care 
not, 

While you have throats to answer: for myself. 
There’s not a whittle $ in the unruly camp. 

But I do prize it at my love, before [yftu 

Tbe reverend’st throat in Athens. So I leave 

• With an united voice of affection, 
t Confession. I Licensed. \ A clasp knife. 
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To the protection of the prosperous soils, • 

At thieves to keepers. 

Flat. Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim. Why, 1 was writing of my epitaph. 

It will be seen to-morrow ; My Jong sickness 
Of health, t and thing, now begins to uieud, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live 
still; 

$e Alcibiadea your plague, you his, 

*nd last so long enough ! 

1 Sen, We speak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country : and am not 
One that rejoices iu the common wreck. 

As common bruit; doth put it. 

1 Sen. That's well spoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving country* 
men,— 

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they 

pass through them. 

2 Sen. And enter in our cars like great trium¬ 

phers 

In their applauding gates. 

Tun. Commend me to them; 

And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs. 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses. 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
1 tiat nature’s fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life’s uncertain voyage, l mil some kmduess do 
them : 

I’ll teach them to preveut wild Alcibiadea’ 
wrath. 

2 Sen. I likfe this well, lie will return again. 
Tun. I have a tree, which grows here in my 
close. 

That mine own use invites me to cut Aovro, 

And shortly must I fell it; Tell iny Uiui da. 

Tell Athens, in the sequeuce of degree, $ 

From high to low throughout, that wbo»o please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste. 

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 

And hang himself:—I pray you Jo my greet¬ 
ing. 

Tiat. Trouble him no fuiti-.i, thus you still 
shall fin I him. 

Tim. Come not to me again: but say to 
Athens, 

Timon hath made hie everlasting mansion 
Lpou the beached verge of the salt flood. 

Which once a day with his embossed froth j, 

The turbulent surge shall cover ; thither coii.c. 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle,— 

Lips, let sour words go by, and language end : 

W hat is atu^s, plague and infection mend ! 
Graves only be men’s works; and death, tin ir 
gam ! 

Sun, hide thy beams! Tunon hath done his 
reign. {Exit Timon. 

1 Sen. His dramtints air tinreinoveablv 

Coupled to * 

2 Sen. Oi^Hope iti him is dead : let i:k rc- 

tui^F 

Apd (train what other moans is left unto u* 
JPkbur dear ^ peril. 

3 Sen • It requires swift foot. */.n tint. 


SCENE III.-The Walls of Athene. 

Enter tuo Senators, and a Messenger. 

1 Sen. Thou hast painfully discover'd; are his 

flies 

As full as thy 

Mess. I havt^^Mfae least: 

Besides, his exp^VJ^omises 
Present approach. 

2 Sen. We stand much hazard, if they bring 

not Timon. 

Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient 
friend ;— 

Whom, though in general part we were oppos'd. 

Yet our old love made a particular force, 

• 

• The |odi who especially dlipenM poiperitjr. 
t The disea** of hf« i» drawing to a period, 
i Rtmr. 4 In due succession from highest to 

kWQMlr | SwolUn truth. T Ureadfut. 


And made us speak like filends .-—tins man wan 
riding 

From Alciabiadcs to Timon’s cave, 

Hub letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i’the cause against your city. 

In part for his sake mov’d. 

Enter Senators from Timon. 

1 Sea, Here come our brothers. 

2 Sen. No talk of Timon, uolhiug of him ex¬ 

pect.— ring, 

The cucuiies* drum is heard, aud fearful scour- 
Doth choke the air with dost; in and piepare ; 
Out’s is the fall, 1 fear; our foes, the snare. 

[£truri/. 

SCEXE IV. — The Woods. —Ti mom's Cate, 
and a Tombstone seen. 

Enter a Soldier, seeking Timon. 

Sol. By all description this should be Uie 
place. 

Who’s here! speak, ho!—No auswerhat i> 
this ? 

Timon is dead, who bath outstretch’d bis span : 
Some lieast rear’d this ; there does not live a man. 
Dead, sure ; and this his grave.— 

What’s on this tomb 1 cannot read; the character 
I'll take with wax. 

Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 

An ag’d interpreter, though young in days : 
Before proud Athens he’s sci down by tins. 
Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. 

SCENE V.—Vefon the Walls of Athens. 

l'rumjnts sound. F.ntu Alcihiadaj, and 

Forces. 

Alcih. Souud to this coward and lascivious town 
Our teinblc approach. [A Parity sounded. 

Enter Sisators on the 

Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the tune 
With all licentious measure, making your will* 
The scope of justice ; till now, myself, ant 
such 

As slept within the shadow of your |x»wtr f 
Have wander'd uitn o ir ti avert’d anus • air! 
breath’d. 

Our sufferance vainly : Now the time is flush i 
When crouching marrow, m the bearer siiong. 
Cries, of itself. No marc : now breathless wrong, 
Shall sit aud pant iu your great chairs of iasc ; 
And pursy insoleuce shall break his wind. 

With fear and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. Noble and young. 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit. 
Ere thou badst power, or we bad cans* of fear. 
We sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 
Tramdonned Timon to our lily’s love. 

By humble message, aud by promis'd means; * 
We were not all unkind, uor nil deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 Sen. These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their bauds, from whom 
You have receiv'd your griefs : nor aie tiny Mich, 
Than these great towers, ti opines, and schools 
should fall 

For private faults in them. 

2 Sen. Nor arc they living. 

Who were the motives that yoH first went out; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord. 

Into our city with thy banners spread ; 

By decimation, and a tithed death, 
flf thy revenges hunger for that food, 
which ualuie loalhi,) take thou th$ destin'd 
tenth; 

• Ami rtren'd- 4 Mstnrs. 

I f. 9. By promising him « enmpetem tulmttz&ea* 
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And by the hazard of the spotted die, 

Let die the spotted. 

1 Sen. All have not offended ; 

For those that were, it is not square, * to take. 
On those that are, revenges: crimes like lands. 
Are not inheiited. Then, dear countryman, 
Briog iu thy ranks, but leave without thy rage: 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin. 
Winch, iu the bluster of thy wrath, must fall, 
Willi those that have offended : |.kc a shepherd 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth. 
But kill not altogether. 

12 Sen. What thou wilt. 

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile. 
Than hew to’t with tby sword. 

1 Sen . Set but thy foot 

Against our rainpir'd gates, and they shall ope: 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart beiore, 

To say, thou’lt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw tby glove. 

or any token of thine honour else. 

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress, 

And not as our confusion, all thv powers 
shall make their harbour in our'town, till wr 
Have seal'd tby full desire. 

Alcib . Then there's my glove ; 

Descend, and open your uncharged ports ;f 
Those enemies of Timon's, and mine own. 
Whom you }ourselves shall set out for reproof, 
Tall, and no more : and,—to atone X your fears 
With my more noble meaning,—not a man 
Shall pass his quailer, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city’s bound', 

But shall be remedied, to your public laws 
At iicavirfel answer. 

* Not regular, not equitable, 
t L’nitccrkeU fstc«. X Reconcile. 


[ Both, *Tis most nobly spoken. 

1 Alcib, Descend, and keep your words. 

. The Sen atom descend , and open the Gates, 

i 

Enter a Soldier. 

i Sold, My noble general, Timon is dead; 

: Entomb'd upon the very hem o'thr sea: 

| And on his grave stone, this insculpture; whiefc' 

• With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Juterpreta for my poor ignorance. 

! 

. Alcib. [Reads.l Here lies a ter etched corse, 
of wretched soul bereft: 
i Seek not my name: A plague consume you 
! wicked caitiffs left! 

Here lie 1 Timon ; who , alive , all living men 
! did hate: 

, Pass by, and curse thy fill ; but pass, and 
stay not here thy gait . 

i 

These well express in thee tby latter spirits: 
Though thon abhorr’dst in us our human cuefs, 

• Scorn’dst our brain's flow, * and those oui drop 

leu which 

From niggard nature fall, yet rfch conceit 
'I>ught thee to make vast Neptune weep lor aye 
j On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
I Is noble Timon ; ot whose memory 
1 Hereafter more.—bring me into your city 
1 And I will use the olive with my sword: 

, Make war breed peace ; make peace stint t v;ar , 
make each 

Prescribe to other, as each other's leech. ♦ 

Let our drums strike. [Exeunt 

• 1 , 4 . Oor tests* 

t Stop. t » c.ar. 
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runka it among * 4 the wretched pieces," which cannot be attributed to Shakapeare j but Malone, who dnulrtl it 
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ualevs il be rousidtred as the production of some inferior playwright, amended by Shnkspeare, an earlier date 
mutt be assigned 10 its production, than acknowledged authorities will warrant , fur uo play iu the English 
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remarked, tuat Marina, who is designed for a character of juvenile innocence, appears much too knowing it, 
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DR 4 MATIS 

Avnocncs, King of Antioch. 

PrRtci.Ls, Printe of Tyre. 

Hf.LlC 4 .NLS, \ rr. , J - 
£-.cj>es, I T “« Lords of J.,rr. 

.SmuMurs, King of Pentrrpohs. 

Ci.r.ox, Governor of Tharyus. 

LtaiMACHCS, Go nr nor of Mitylcne. 
Clrimon, a Lord of Ephesus. 

Thalurd, a Lord oj Antioch. 

Philemon, Seri ant to tenrnon. 

Lcom.se, Seri ant to Dionyza. —Marsh\i.. 

A Pas da r, and his W ifi. — Boult, their Ser¬ 
vant. 


PERSONAL. 

Gower, as Chorus. 

The Dauchtf.r of Antiochus. 

Dionyza, H ife to t It on. 

Tiujst, Daug/itn to Simonides. 

Marina, Dauchter to Perales and Thais a. 
Lyciiokiua, Nurse to Munna. 

Diana. 

Lords, Ladies , Knights, Gentlemen , Sai> 
lors, Pi> ales, fishermen, and Messen¬ 
ger, lie. 


Scene, dispersed!) in varioas countries. 


ACT I. 



Enter Gower. 

Before Jhe Palace of Antioch. 

song of old • was sung, 
sties ancient Gower is come ; 

>Htf man's infirmities, 

„ id your ear/Bhil please your eyes. 

It hath been sosgjtt festivals, 

On ember-evw, And holy ales ; t 
And lords and ladies of their lives 
Have read it for restoratives: 

Purpose to make men glorious 5 
Et wo untif/vins, eo melius 
SOjOi born in these latter times, 

rr,orf npe, accept my thymes, 
Ajjrjbat t» li*-ar an old man sing, 

■w Pjour wishes pleasure bring, 


* t. £. ftat of old. 


t WhittiMlii, Ik. 


I life would wish and that F might. 

Waste it for you, like tape*- light_ 

This city then, Antiodi the great 
Built np for his chiefesl seat; 

The fairest in all Syria; 

(I tell you what mine authors say :) 
This king onto him took a pheere,* 
Who died and left a female heir, 

80 buxom, blithe, and fuii of face, 

As heaven had lent her all his grace. 
With whom the father liking took. 

And her to incest did provoke: 

Bad father! to entice bis own 
To evil, should be done by none. 

By custom, what they did begin. 

Was, with long nse, account t no sin* 
The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made-many princes Uiltber frame, 

* Wife, tha ward slrttlftuu a mate or aaapaulon. 
t AmasMi. 
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To seek her as a bed-fellow. 

In marriage pleasures play fellow: 

Which to prevent, he made a law, 

(To keep her still, and men in awe,) 

That whoso ask’d her for his wife, 

His riddle told not, lost bis life : 

So for her many a wight did die, 

As yon grim looks do testify. • 

What now ensues, to the judgment of 
year eve 

I give, my cause who best can justify. 

[Exit. 

SCENE I.—Antioch.—A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Antioch us, Pericles, and Attendants. 

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large 
receiv'd 

The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. ( have, Antiochus; and uith a soul 
Embolden’d with the glory of her praise. 

Think death no hazaid, in this euterpnse. 

[Music. 

Ant. Bring in oar daughter clothed like a 
bride, 

Far the embi.icements even of Jove himself; 

At whose conception, (till Luciua reign’d,) 
hutuie this dowry gave, to glad her presence, 
Ihc senate-house of planets all did sit. 

To knit in her their best perfections. 

Enter ihc Daughter of Antiochts. 

Ptr. bee where she comes, apparcll’d like the 
spiing, 

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every vntiie* gives renown to men I 
Her face, the book of praises, where is read 
Nothin? hut curious pleasures, as tiom thence 
Sorrow were ever ra/'d, and testy wrath 
Could never he her mild coinpau.on. 

Ye gods that made me man, and mvjv in love. 
That have Inflam'd desire within mv breast. 

To t.i'te the ln.it of von celestial tree. 

Or dn in lbs .ulveuture,—lie my helps. 

An I am i.m and servant to your will. 

To compass such a boundless happiness! 

Ant. Pimre Pericles,- 

Per. That would be son to great Antioebns. 
Ant. Beiore thee stands this fair He^pende.% 
With goli!'*i. fruit, but dangerous to be touch'd; 
lor death-like dragons here affright tiiec haid : 
Him face, like heaven, enticetb thee to view 
A countless glory, which desert must gaiu: 

And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die. 
Ton* sometime famous princes, like thyself. 
Drawn by report, advent’ious by desire, 

1 ell thee iviib speechless tongues, and semblance 
pale. 

That, without covering, save yon* Held of stars. 
They hcic stand mnityr6, slain in Cupid's wars : 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist, 

For going on death’s net, whom none resist. 

Per. Autiochus, I thank thee, who hast taught 
My frail iiioitalit) to know itself. 

And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This Imdy, like to them, to what I must: 

For death remember'd, should be like a mirror, 
" ho tells us life’s but breath ; to trust it, error. 
I’ll make my will theu; and as sick men do. 
Who know the world, see heaven, bnt feeling 
woe, 

Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did: 

So l bequeath a happy peace to you. 

And all good men, as every prince should do; 
My riches to (lie earth from whence they came; 
Bui my unspotted* Are of love to you. 

[7^o the Daughter of Antiochus. 
Thus ready for the way of life or death, 

1 wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus, 

Scorning advice. 

* Pointing to tha fceno of the palace gate at Antioch, 
on which toe heads of theto unfortunate wights were 
fUcd. f /.#. 71tel fives. 


Ant. Read the conclusion then; 

Which read, and not expounded, *tis decreed. 

As these before thee, thou thyself shalt bleed. 
Daugh. In all, save that, may's* thou prove 
prosperous 1 

Per. Like a bold champion, I assume the 
lists. 

Nor ask advice of any other thought 
But Caithfhliiess, and courage. 

[He reads the Riddle.] 

7 am no viper, yet I feed 

On mother's Jiesh , which did me breed : 

I sought a husband, ip which labour , 

/ found that kindness in a father. 

He’s father , son, and husband mild, 

I mother, wife , and yet his child. 

How they may be, and yet in tup, 

As you will live, resolve it you. 

Sharp physic is the last: but, O you powers 1 
That give heaven countless eyes to view men's 
acts. 

Why cloud tbey not their sights perpetnally. 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read itf 
Fair glass of light, I lov'd you, and could still, 
[Takes hold of the baud of the princess . 
Were not this glorious casket stor'd with ill: 

But 1 must tell you,—now, my thoughts revolt; 
For he’s no man on whom perfections wait. 

That knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 
You’re a fan viol, and >onr sense the strings ; 

W ho, finger'd to make man his lawful music. 
Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to 
hearken; 

But, beiuj play'd upon before your time, 

Ilell only danceth at so harsh a chime: 

Good sooth, 1 care not for yon. 

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon tbylifc. 
For that’s an article within our law. 

As dangerous a* the rest, A our time's expir’d : 
Either expound now, or receive your seuience. 
Ptr. Great king. 

Few love to hear the sins they love to act: 
'Twould 'braid youi&clf too near for me to 
tell it. 

Who has a book of all that monarchs do. 

He’s nune secure to keep it shut, than shown; 
For vice repealed, is like the vvand’rmg wind. 
Blows dust in others’ ejes, to spread itself; 

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 

The breath is gone, and the sore ejes see clear: 
To Atop the air would hurt them. The blind 
mole casts 

Copp’d • bills towards heaven, to tell the earth 
is wrong’d [die for’t. 

By man’s oppression; and the poor worm doth 
Kings are earth's gods: in vice their law's 
their will ; 

And if Jove stray, who dares say, Jove doth ill t 
It is enough you know ; and it is fit. 

What, being more known, grows worse, to 
smother it. 

All love the womb that their first beings bred. 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my 
head. 

Ant. Heaven, that I had thy head; He haa 
found the meaning:— 

But I wiD gloze t with him. [Aside.] Youug prince 
of Tv re. 

Though by the tenonr of our strict edict. 

Your exposition misinterpreting, 

We might proceed to eaucel of your days; t 
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise : 

Forty days longer we do respite you; 

If by which time our secret be undone. 

This mercy shows, we'll joy in inch a son; 

And, until then, your entertain shall be. 

As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 

[Exeunt Antiochus, his Daughter. <**& 
Attendants. 

• Rising to a top or hood. 

f Or, play «!••!/ with him. j To take away jev lift. 
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Act I. 


Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin I 
When what is done is like an hypocrite. 

The which is good in nothing but in sigh:. 

If it be ti ue that I interpret false. 

Then were it certain you were not so bad. 

As with foul iucest to abuse your soul: 

Where * now you're both a father and a sou. 

By your untimely claspings with your child, 
(Which pleasure ttts an husband, uot a father;) 

A iid sbe an eater of her mother's flesh. 

By the defiling of her pareut's bed; 

And both like serpents are, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 
Antioch, farewell 1 for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night, j 
Will shun no course to keep them uom the | 
light: 

One sin, 1 know, another doth provoke; 

Murder's as near to lust, as flame to smoke: 


Poison and treason are the hands of sin. 

Ay, aud tbd targets, to put off the sliaine :— _ _„ _ _ 

Then, lest my life be cropp'd to keep you clear, ■ Our men be vanquish'd, ere they do resist. 
By flight I'll shun the danger which I fear. J Aud subjects punish’d, that ne'er thought 


• Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my epirits, 
i Nor yel the other's distance comfort me. 

I Then it is thus : the passions of the wind, 
i That have their first conception by mis>diead, 
i Have ufiei-iiourishnieut aud life by care ; 

1 Aud uliat was first but tear what might te 
done, 

, Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. • 
Aud so with me *the great Autiochus 

('Gainst whom I am too little to contend, 

Since he's so great, can make bis will his act,) 
"ill think me speaking, though 1 swear to 
silence; 

Nor boots u me to say, I honour him. 

If he suspect I may dishonour him : 

And what may make him blush m being known. 
He’ll stop the course by which it might be 
known : 

With hostile forces he'll o'erspread the land, 

And with the osteut of war will look so huge. 
Amazement shall drive courage from the state ; 


[Exit. 


Re-enter Axtiochcs. 


of¬ 


fence 

Which care of them, not pity of myself, 

(Who ain no more but as the tops of tree*. 

Ant. He bath found the meaning, for the which , Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend 


we mean 
To have his head. 

He must not live to trumpet forth iu> Infamy, 
Nor tell the word, Autiochus doth stu 
lu such a loathed manner: 

Aud therefore instantly. Ibis prince must die; 
For by bis fall my honour must keep high. 
Wbo attends on cs there! 

Enter Thaliakd. 

Thai. Doth your highness call T 


I them,) 

! Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish, 

I And punish that before, that be would punish. 

1 Lord. Joy and all coiulort in sour sacud 

! breast 1 

2 Ixrrd. And keep >oiir rmnd, tiU you return 

Peaceful and comfortable l (to u , 

litl. Peace, peace, my lords, auf give expe¬ 
rience tongue. 

They do abuse the kiug, that flatter him 
For flattery is the bellows blow-* up mu ; 


Ant • Tbaliard, you’re of our chamber, aud our I he tiling the which is flaltei’d, hut a spark, 

mind To which that breath gives heal and stronger 

Partakes ber private actions to your secrecy ; glowing: 

And for your faithfulness we will advauce you. i Wfiernn reproof, obedient and in order, 
Ihaiiard, behold, here's poi&ou, and here's gold: 1 Fits Kings, as they are men, for they uuv err. 
We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill ' When sigumr Sooth here does proclaim a peace, 
bun. 

It (Its thee not to ask the reason why. 

Because we bid it. Say, is it done t 
7'hat. My lord, 

'Tis done. 

Enter a Mlssejigek. 


He flatter* you, makes war upou your life : 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; 
cauiioi In* much lower than uiy knees. 
i‘tr. All leave us else: but let your cares 
o’erlook 

W.-it «hippmg aud wlint lading's in our haven, 
AuU Uku return to us. [Eacunt Loans.] Heli- 
cauus, thou 

H:ist moved us: what seest thou in our looks T 


Ant. Enough: 

Lest your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 

Mess. My lord, pnuce Pericles i» fled. j liet. An augry brow, dread lord. 

;kb. < Per. if there be such a dart 


[Eilt Ml*»enc 

Ant. As thou 

Wilt live, fly after: and, as an arrow, shot 
From a well experienced archer, bits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so ne'er return, 

Unless thou say, Priuce Pencles is dead. 

Thai. My lord, if I 

Can get him once within my pistol's length. 

I’ll make him sure: so tarcwdl lo your highness. 

{Exit. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu 1 till Pericles be dead. 
My heart can leud no succour to my head. 

r Exit. 

SCE.XE II.—Tj/rc.—A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Pamelas, HaLtcmcs, and other 

Lords. 

Per. Lft.none disturb ns : Why tbU charge of 
fBotighu T 

The sad companion, dnll-ey'd melancholy, 

By roe so us'd a guest is, not an boar. 

In the Jw’s glorious walk or peaceful night, 
(The tan where grief should sleep,) can breed 

q W i e t j 

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes 
X shun them, 

And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, 


iu pi lines* 


frowns, 

j How durst thy tongue move auger'to our facet 
> Eel. flow dare the plants look up lo bcaveu, 
fiom whence 

| They have their nourishment t 
Per. Thou know'st I ha^e power 
To take thy life. 

Eel. [Kneeling.] I have ground the axe my. 
Do you but strike the blow. [self; 

Per. Rise, pr'ytbte rise; 

Sit down, sit down ; tbou art no flatterer: 

I (bank thee for it; and high heaven forbid 
That kings should let their cars bear their faults 
hid 1 

Fit counsellor and servant for a priuce, 

Who by thy wisdom mak'st a prince thy servant 
What would’st thou have me do! 

Eel. With patience bear 
Snch griefs as you do lay upon yourself. 

Per • Thon speak'st like a physician, Helicanus i 
Who minister's! a potion unto me. 

That thou would'st tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me then: 1 went to Antioch. 

Where, as thou know'st, against the race of death 
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty, 

, From whence an issue I might propagate, 

; Bring arms to princes, and to subjects Joys. 


Whose arm seems far too short too hit me here:; Her face was to mine eye beyond mil wonder ; 


* Whruu. 


• l.e. Taka cars It be not d*u. 
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Tin* rest 'hark m thine ear) as black as incest ; f His seal'd commission, left In trust with me. 
Which, by my knowledge found, the sinfulj Doth speak suthcieutly—-he’s gone to travel. 


father 

Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but thou 
know’sl this, 

•ris time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew iu me, 1 hither fled. 

Under the covering of a careful night. 

Who seem'd my good protector; and being here, 
bethought me what was past, what might sue*: 
ceed. 

! knew him tyrannous; and tyrants* fears 


That. How ! the king gone ! [Aside. 

Hel. If further yet you will be satisfied, 

Why, as it were uuiicem’d of your loves. 

He would depart, 1*11 give some light uuto you. 
Being at Antioch- 

Thai. What from Antioch T [Aside. 

Hel. Royal Antiochus (on what cause 1 know 
not,) 

, Took some displeasure at him; at leabt he 
judg'd so : 


Decrease not, but grow faster than their years : ! And doubting lest that he had err*d or sinn’d. 
And should he doubt it, (as no doubt he doth) 'lo show bis sorrow, would correct himself; 
That 1 should open to the listening air > So pots himself nnto the shiptnau's toil. 


How many worthy pnuces* bloods were shed. 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope,— 

To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this land with arms. 
And make pretence of wrong that 1 have done 
him ; 

When all, for mine, if 1 may call*t offence. 


With whom each minute threatens life or death. 

Thai. Well, I perceive [Aside. 

I shall not be bang’d now, although I would: 
But since be*s gone, the king it sure must 
please: 

He scap'd the land, to perish on the seas,— 


Must feel war's blow, who spares not inno-; But I'll present me. Peace to the ioids of 
cence: ? Tyre! 

Which love to all (of which thyself art one, I //cl. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is wel¬ 


come. 

Thai. From him I come 


Who now repiov’st me lor it)- 
//«/. Alas, Sir.' 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from With message uuto princely Pericles ; 

my checks, ; But, siuce my landing, as 1 have understood. 


Minings into my mind; a thousand doubts 
How 1 might stop this tempest, ere it came; 
And, nndtiig little comfort to relieve them, 

1 thought it princely charity to grieve them. 


Your lord has t.ok himself to unknown travels, 
My message must return from whence it came. 

Hcl. We have no reason to desire it, siuce 
Commended to our master not to us : 


//«/. Well, my lord, siuce you have given me Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,- 


As iriends to Antioch, we may feast in 'lyre. 

[Eseunt. 

SC EXP / V .— Tharsut.—A Boom in the Ca¬ 
ter nor’s Home. 

Enter Ci.eor, Diokyza, and Attendants. 

Clc. My Diouyza, shall we rest us here. 

And by relating tales of others' griefs. 

See if 'twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Dio. That were to blow at Are. m hope to 
quench it: 

For who digs bills because they do aspire— 
Throws down oue mountain, to cast up a higher. 
U my distressed lord, even such our griefs; 

Here they're but felt, and seen with nustful 
eyes, [use. 

] But like to groves, being topp’d, they higher 
t'le. O Diouyza, 

Wbo wautetb food, and will not say hr wants it. 
Or can conceal bis hunger till he lami'li t 
Our tongues and sorrows do souud *aep our 
I’ll take thy woid for faith, not ask thine oatb ; i woes 

Who shuns *not to break one, will sure crack | Into the air; our eyes do weep, till 

both : ; Fetch breath that may proclaim them loudei ; 


leave to speak. 

Freely ril speak. Antiochus you fear; 

And justly too, 1 think, you fear the tyrant, 

Wiio either by public wai, or private treason. 
Will take away your life. 

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while. 

Till that his rage and anger be forgot. 

Or Dedimes do cut his thread of life. 

Your rule direct to any; if to me, 

Day serves not light more faithful than I’ll be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith : 

But should he wrong roy liberties in absence— 
Hel. W‘c’11 mingle bloods together iu the 
earth, 

From whence we had our being and our birth. 
Per. Tyre, 1 now look from thee then, aud to 
Tharsus 

Intend my travel, where I’ll hear from thee ; 
And by whose letters I’ll dispose myself. 

The care I had aud have of subjects* good. 

On thee I lav, whose wisdom's strength can 
bear it. 


Rat In our orbs * we'll live so round and safe, j that. 

That tune of both this troth shall ne'er con¬ 
vince, t 

Thou show’d.st a subject’s shine, I a trne 
prince. [Exeunt. 

SCEXE11/.—Tyre.—An Antechamber in the 

Palace . 

* 

Enter Thaliard. 

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this is the couit. 

Here must 1 kill king Pericles; and if 1 do not, 

I am sure to be hanged at home: *tis danger¬ 
ous.—Well, I perceive he was a wise fellow, and 
had good discretion, that being bid to ask what 
be would of the king, desired be might know 
noue of his secrets. Now do I see he nad some 
reason for It; for if a king bid a man be a vil¬ 
lain, he is bonnd by the indenture of his oath to All poverty was scorn’d, and pride so great, 

!»e one.—Hush, here come the lords of Tyre. ,The name of help grew odious to repeat. 

„ .. _ • , _ i Dio. Ob! *tis too true. 

Enter H elicanus, Escanes, andot her Lords, j f/f, p u t see what heaven can do! By tlur 
Hcl. You shall not need, my'fellow peers of! onr change, ’ fcair. 

Tyre, . These mouths whom but of late, earth, sea, mid 

Further to question of your king's departure. ■ Mere all too little to content aud pitu.-e. 


If beaveu slumber while their creatures want. 
They may awake tlieir helps to comfort them. 

I'll then discourse our woes, felt several years, 
And wantiug bicath to speak, hulp me with 
tears. 

Dio. I'll do my best, Sir. 

Cle. This Tharsus, o'er which I have govern¬ 
ment, 

(A city on whom plenty held full hand, 

For riches, strew’d herself even in the streets ;) 
Whose towers bore heads so high, they kiss'd the 
clouds. 

And straugera ut’er beheld, but wouder’d at; 
Whose men and dames so jetted • and adorn'd. 
Like one another's glass to trim f them by : 
Their tables were stor'd full, to glad the sight. 
And not so much to feed on, as delight; 


* la •ur different spheres. 


t Overcome. 


• To j*f, to strnt. 


t To dre*> them by. 



154 PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE Act IL 


Although they gave their creatures in abun- The curse of heaven and men succeed their 
dance, evils! [seen*; 

As houses are defiled for want of nse ; Till when, (the which, 1 hope, shall ne'er be 

Thev are now starv’d for want of exercise : Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Those palates, who not ytt too summers Per. Which welcome we’ll accept: feast here 
younger, a while. 

Must have inventions to delight the taste, UutU our stars, that frown, lend us a smile. 

Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it: [lErewaf. 

Those mothers who, to nonsie • up their babe6. 


Thought nought too curious, are ready now 
To eat those little darlings whom they lov'd: 

So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and 
wife 

Draws lots who first shall die, to lengthen life: 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping; ' 

Here many sink, yet those which see them fall, j 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 

Is not this true f 

Zho. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness; 

n. 

Clc. Oh! let those cities, that of plenty's cup 
And het prompt lines so lamely taste, 1 

With tliti*- suptifiuous riot?, hear these tears 1 
Tiie misery ot Tiiar*us may be tbei.’s. 

Enter a Lord. 

Jjord. Where’s the lord governor 7 
Vie* Here. [haste, 

Speak out thy sorrows which thou brmg'st, in 1 
For comfort is too far for us to expect. 

Lord. \\c have descried, upon our neighbour¬ 
ing slioie 


ACT n. 

Enter Go wan. 

Goto* Here have you seen a mighty king 
His child, I wis, • to incest briug; 

A better prince, aod benign lord, 

Prove awful both iu deed and word. 

Be quiet then, as men should be. 

Till he hath pass'd necessity. 

I'll show you those m tiouble's rcigu. 

Losing a mite, a mountain gam. 

The good iu ronvcituition t 
(To whom 1 give my henizon,) ♦ 

Is still at Tharsus, where each man 
Thiuks all ts writ be spoken can: 

And, to remember what be docs. 

Gild his statue glorious : 

But tidings to the contrary 

Are brought your eyes ; what need speak 17 

Dumb Show. 


A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle. 1 thought as much. 

Oue sorrow n» vcr comes, but brings an heir. 
That may succeed as bis inheritor;— 

And so iu cur’s: some neighbouring nation, 
Taking advantage of our misery, [pi»w*r,* 

Hatb stuff M these hollow vessels with then ■ 


To beat u: down, the which art* down already; 
And make a conquest '*f unhappy me. 

Whereas no glory’s got to overcome. • 

J^ord. That’s the least fear ; for, by the sem- ] 
blance [peace, ‘ 

Of tbeir white flags display'd, they briug u»| 
And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

Cle. Thou speak'ot like turn’s untutor’d to. 
repeat; [deceit, j 

Who makes the fairest show, means most ■ 
But bring they what they will, what need we ! 

fear 7 [there. \ 

The ground’s the low’at, and we are half way 
Go tell their general, we attend him here. 

To know for what he comes, and whence he 
And what he ciaves. [comes,; 


Eord. I go, my lord. [Exit* 

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace con- 
If wars we arc unable to resist. [sist 

Enter Pericles uitk Attendants • 

Per. Lord governor, (for so we hear you are) 
Let not our ships and number of onr men, 

Be, like a beaccu fir’d, to amaze your eye*>. 

We have beard your miseries as far as Tyre, 
Aud seen the desolation of your streets; 

Nor come we 1o add sorrow to your tears. 

But to relieve them of their heavy load; 

A* J these oar ships (you happily § may think 
Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stuff’d within, 
Wuh bloody views, expecting overthrow) 

Are stor'd with com, to make your needy 
bread. 

Am give them life, who are bunger-starv’d, 
half dead. 

All. The gods of Greece protect you. 

And we'll pray for yoa. 

Per. Rise, i pray you, rise: 

We do not look for reverence bat for lore, 

harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 
Cle. The which when any shall not gntify, 

Or ziay you with unthankful ness to thought. 

Be u our wives, pur children, or ourselves. 



i Forces. 

| Psrtosps. 


Enter at one door Pericles, talking uith 
Cleon ; all the tram uitfi (hem. EnUr at 
another door, a Gem leu an tuth a Jitter to 
Pericles ; Pericles slum» the Utter to 
Cllon ; then gut's the JUe*<tngtr a reuard, 
and knights turn. Exeunt Pericles, Cleon, 
•$r. sue rally. 

Cow. Good Heticanc bath staid at home, 
Nut to eat honey, like a drone. 

From others’ labour?; loith he strive 
To killen bad, keep good alive; 

Aud to fulfil lus prince' desire. 

Sends word ot all that haps in Tyre : 

How Thalurd came lull bent wnii sin. 

And hid intent, to muidcr him ; 

And that iu Tharsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest: 

He knowing so, put forth to seas. 

Where when men been, there’s seldom ease; 
For now the wind begins to blow; 

Thunder above, and deeps below. 

Make such unquiet, that the ship [»pht; 
Should house luui cafe, is wreck'd and 
And be, good prince, having all lost. 

By waves from coast to roa&t is tost: 

All perisben of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught escapen but buns* If; 

Till fortune, tir’d with doing bad, 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad : 

And here he comes what shall be uext. 
Pardon old Gower; this 'longs the text. 

[Exit. 



Enter Pericles, wet. 

Per . Yet cease your Ire, ye angry stars of 
heaven J [man 

Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly 
Is but a substance that must yield to you; 

And 1, as fits my nature, do obey you. 

Alas! the sea bath cast me on the rocks 
Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left me 
breath 

Nothing to think on, but ensuing death: 

Let it suffice the greatness of your powers, 

• I auppoao. t tii Inbebovioar. 

t BitMing. i Although Prntapoltfl It fomnd 
in mi Bncieat Dip of the world, M. S. la 1M C olio a li¬ 
brary, thu it cttotaltd ob iaatfiuury uai borrowed 
from wot muare. 



Scene I. 

To have beieft a prince of all his fortunes; 

And baring thrown hlui from your wat’ry 
Riave, 

Here to have death in peace, is all he’ll crave. 

Enter three Fishermen. 

1 Fish. What, ho, Pilchel 

2 Fish, Ho 1 come aud bring away the nets. 

1 Fish . What Patcb-breech I bay 1 

3 Fish. What say you, master t 

1 Fish. Look how tboa surrest now! come 
away, or 1*11 fetch tb**e with a wanunm. 

3 Fish, ’Faith, master, 1 am thinking of the 
poor men that were cast away beiore us, even 
now. 

1 Fish. Alas, poor souls, it griev’d ray heart 
to hear what pitiiul cries they made to us to 
help them, when, weli-a-day, we could scarce 
help ourselves. 

2 Fish. Kay, master, said not I as much, 
when I saw the porpus, bow he bounced and 
tumbled 1 they say, they are halt fish half flesh : 
a plague on them, they ne’er come, but I look 
to be wash’d. Master, I marvel bow the fishes 
live in the sea. 

1 7Why as men do a-land ; the great 
ones eat up the little ones : 1 can compare our 
rub niibets to nothing so Ally as to a whale; 'a 
plays and tumbles, diivmg the poor <i> before 
him, ami al la*»t devours them all at a mouth- 
lul. hi,ill whales have I heatd on a’lbe land, who 
never leave gaping, till tlnVve swallow'd the 
"hole pail'll, chimb, steeple, bells, aud all. 

Per. A pr»ttv moral. 

3 Fish, but, niastei, if I had been the sexton, 
I would have been that day iu the belfry. 

2 Fish. Why, uuiit 

3 J'ish. Because he should have swallow’d m»* 

too : and when 1 had been ill his bell}, 1 would 
have kept such a jangling of the hells, that he 
should have uever have lelt, till he cast hells, 
steeple, church, and palish, up again. But u 
the good king Simonides were of my mind- 

Fit. Sunoiiides! 

3 Fish. We would purge the land of these 
drones that rob the bee of her honey. 

Fir. I low fioin the finny subject of the sea 
These Ushers tell the min unties of meu ; 

And fioin their wac’ry empire recollect 
All that may men approve, or men detect I 
Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. 

2 Fish. Honest I good fellow, what’s that ? 
if it be a day nis yon, scratch it out of the calen¬ 
dar, and no*body will look alter it. 

Per. Nay, see, the sea hath cast upon your 
coast— 

2 Fisk. What a drunken knave was the sea, 
to cast thee iu our way 1 

Per. A man whom both the waters and the 
wind, 

in that vast tennis-coin t, hath made the ball 
Tor them to play upon, entreats you pity him: 
He asks of you, that never us’d to beg. 

1 Fish. No, fneud, cannot you beg t here’s 
them in our country of Greece gets more with 
begging than we can do with working. 

2 Fish. Canst thon catch any fishes then ? 

Per . I never practis’d it. 

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve sure; for 
here’s nothing to be got now-a-days, unless tbou 
canst fish for’t. 

Per. What X have been, I have forgot to 
know; 

But what 1 am, want teaches me to think on: 

A man shrunk up with cold; my veins are 
chill, 

And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that beat, to ask your help; 
Which If you shall refuse, when l am dead. 

For I am a man, pray see me buried. 

1 Fish. Die qnoth-a? Now gods forbid f 1 
have a gown here; come, put it on; keep thee 
warm. Now, afore me, a handsome fellow I 
Come, thou shall go home, and we’ll have flesh 
for holidays, fish for fasting-days, and moreo'er 
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puddings and flap-jacks,* and thou shalt bo 
welcome. 

Per. I thank you, Sir. 

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you 
could not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

2 Fish. But crave t Then I’ll turn craver too, 
and so I shall ’scape shipping. [then t 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipp’d 
2 Fish. Oh l notail, my fnend, not all: for if 
all your beggars were whipp’d, 1 would wish no 
better oflice than to be beadle. But, master, l'J? 
go draw up the net. 

[Exeunt two of the Fiskirhek. 
Per. How well this honest mirth becomes 
their labour! 

1 Fish. Hark you, Sir! do yon know where 
you are ? 

Per. Not well. 

1 Fish. Why, I'll tell you: this is called 
Pentapolis, and our king, the good Simonides. 

Per. liic good king Shuomdes, do you call 
him ? 

1 Fish. Ay, Sir, and lie deserves to be so 
call'd, for his peaceable reign aud good govern¬ 
ment. 

Per. He is a happy king, since fiom his sub- 
F 

He gaiii9 the name of good, by his government. 
How far is his court distant from this shore 9 
1 Fif/i Marry, Sir. half a day's journey , and 
I'll tell you he hath a fair daughter, and to¬ 
morrow is her birth-day ; and there are princes 
and knights come from nil parts of the world, 
to just and tourney* for her love. 

Fir. Did but my fortunes equal my desires, 
I'A wish to make one tfieri* 

1 Ft*h O Sir, things must be as they may ; 
and what a man cannot get, he may lawfully 
ic-al for—his wife's soul. 

Re-enter the Two Fi>nemirs, drawing up a 

net. 

2 Fish . Help, master, help; here’s a fish 
hangs m the uet, like a poor man’s light m liic 
law; ’twill hardly come out. Ha! hots on’r, 
’tis couie at last, aud ’us turu’d to a rusty ar¬ 
mour. 

Per. An armour, friends ! I pray you, let me 
see it. 

Thanks, lot tune, yet, that after all my crosses, 
I'hou siv’st me somewhat to repair myself; 

And, though it was mine own, part of mine heii- 
lage, 

Which niy dead father did bequeath to me. 

With this strict charge, (even as he left his life,) 
Keep it , my Pericles , it hath been a shield 
’Titlit me and death: (and pouited to this 
brace)J 

For that tt sav’d me, keep it; in like necessity 
Which gods protict thcc from! it may defend 
thee. 

It kept where I kept, I so dearly lov’d it; 

Till the rough seas, that spare uot any man. 
Took it in rage, though calm’d, they give’t 
again: 1 

I thank thee for’t; my shipwreck’s now no ill. 
Since 1 have here my father’s gift by will. 

1 Fish. Wbat mean you, Sir t 
Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of 
worth. 

For it was sometime target to a king; 

1 know it by this mark. He lov’d me dearly. 
And for bis sake 1 wish the having of it; 

Aud that you’d guide me to your sovereign's 
court. 

Where with’t I may appear a gentleman ; 

And if that ever my low fortunes better. 

I’ll pay your bounties: till then, rest your 
debtor. 

1 Fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady-f 
Per . I’li show the virtue 1 have borne in arms* 

tTo Hituatttounomoot* 

E Armour for dm arm. 
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1 Fish. Why, do ye take It, and the gods give J Sim. Which shows that beauty hath bis powev 
thee good ouT I and will, 

a Fish. Ay, bat hark you, my friend ; 'twas U bich can as well inflame, as it can kill 
we that made up this ganneut through the j [The fifth Knight passes. 

rough seams of the waters: there are certain TTmI. The fifth, a hand environed with clouds 


Holding out gold that's by the touchstone tried: 
The motto thus. Sic spectanda Jidcs . 

\fThr sixth Knight passes. 
Sim. And what's the sixth and last, which the 
knight himself 

With such a graceful courtesy deliver'd T 
Thai. He seems a stranger ; but his present is 
A wither'd branch, that’s ouly green ai lop; 

The motto, In hue spe vito. 

Sim. A pretty inoral; 

From the dejected state wherein he is. 

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord, lie bad need mean better tiuu bis 
outward show 

tbee to the court myself. j Can any way speak in bis just commend: 

Per. Then houour be but a goal to my will; For, by his rusty outside, he appears 


condolemenu, certain veils. I hope, Sir, if 
vou thrive, you'll remember from whence you 
had it. 

Per. Believe't, I will. 

Now by yoor furtherance, I am cloth'd Jo steel; 
And, spite of alt the rupture of the sea. 

This jewel bolds bis bidiug • ou my arm: 

Unto thy valne will 1 mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.— 
Ouly, my friend, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases, t 

2 Fish. We'il sure provide: tbon sbalt have | 
my best gown to make thee a pair ; and I'll bruig ’ 


Tins day I'll rise, or else add ill to ill. 


[JSarunf. 


SCEXE II.—The same.—A public lVay, or 
Platform , leading to the Lists. A PaiUion 
by the Side of it, for the reception of the 
King, Princess, Lords, .yt*. 


To have practic'd more the whipstock,* than the 
lance. 

2 Lord . He well may be a stranger, for he 
conies 

To an honour'd triumph straugely furnish'd. 

3 Lord. Aud ou set purpose let his at mom rust 
j Until this day, to scour it iu the dust. 

; Sim. Opinion's but a fool, that makes u» scan 

E*iter Simonides, 1h visa. Lords, and Attcn-, The outward habit by the inward man. 

aunts. i But 6tt y # i be knights arc coming ; we'll with- 

Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the tri- * draw 

umpht , Into the gallery. [Emmt. 

1 Lord . They are, my liege : J [Great shouts, and all cry, The mean knight 1 

Aud stay your coming to present themselves. 

Stm. Return them,; we aie ready; aud our I SCENE III.—The same.—A Hall of State.— 
daughter, { .1 Banquet prepared. 

In hononr of whose birth these triumphs are, ' _ . _ 

gits here, like beauty's child, whom nature gat . Knter Simonides, Tiiaiss, Lords, Knights 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at. j ani1 Attendants. 

[Exit a Lord, j Sim. Knights, 

Thai. It pleaseth yon, my father, to express I To say you arc welcome, were supenluous. 

To place upon the volume of your deeds. 


My commendations great, whose merit's Jess. 

Sim. 'Tis fit it should be so ; for princes are 
A mode), which heaven makes like to itself: 

As jewels lose their glory, if neglected, 
go princes their renown, if not respected. 

’1 is cow your honour, daughter, to explain 
The labour of each knight, iu ins device, y 

Thai. Which, to preserve mine houour. I'll 
perform 


As In a title-page, your worth lit antis. 

Were more than you expect, or more than's HI, 
Since every worth in show commends lucll. 
Prepare for mirth, lor mirth becomes a feast: 
You are rny guests. 

Thai. But you, my knight and guest: 

To whom this wreath of victory I give. 

And crown you kiug of this day's happiness. 


... r „ . , ,, „ - i Per. Iis more by fortuue, lady, than my 

Enter a Knight ; he passe r oicr the Stage. > merit. 

and his Squire presents his Shield to the Cd „ it b wba{ }ou wi „ y,* day „ 

Princess. j yours; 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer Q him* j And here, I hope. Is none that envies H. 

self? I In framing artists, art hath thus decreed, 

Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned fa- To make some good, but others to exceed; 

ther ; I And you’re her labour’d scholar. Come, quern 

And the device be bears upon his shield l o'tbe feast, [place : 

Is a black /Ltbiop, reaching at the sun : j (For, daughter, so you are,) here take your 

Th»* word, ^ Lux tua vita mihi. Marshal the rest, as they deserve their giacc. 

Stm. Hr loves you well, that holds bis life of j Knights. We are bottom'd much l>y good 
you. [The second Knight passes. ' Simonides. 

Who is the second, that presents himself? Sim. Your presence glads our days; honour 

Tha. A prince of Maccdon, my royal lather; 1 we love, 

evice he bears upon bis shield j For who bates honour, hates the gods above, 

d knight, that's conquer’d by a lady : j Marsh. Sir, yond's yonr place. 

_ > thus, in Spanish, Piu per dulcura Per. Some other is more fit. 
que vcrfucrcc. •• ! l Knight . Contend not, Sir; for wc are zen- 

[The. third Knight passes. J tlemen. 

That neither iu our hearts, nor outward eyes, 
Lnvy the great, nor do Lh«* low despite. 

Per. You are right courteous knights. 

Sim. Sit, sit. Sir ; sit. 

Ptr • By Jove, I wonder, that is king of 
thoughts, 


Aud the, 
Is an 
The 


the.de 

M 


SI m. And what’s the third ? 

Thai. The third, of Antioch ; 

And bis device, a wreath of chivalry s 
The word. Me pompa provexit ajpex. 

[The fourth Knight passes 
Sim. What Is the fourth ? 


Thdl. A burning torch, that’s turned upside These cates resist me, f she not thought upon. 


down : 

^jTbe word. Quod tne alit , me extlngult. 

^ • The *m fattened hr • jewel, which (ha 

had bvtftraootd I ram iti uiu«. A load 

qf j pia— r b*c 1 ( hr t. 2 /. t. Tall them. 

»a a fthiatd. | Offer. *5 The Malta, 
■s? /, I, More by imtlMil thin by latca. 


Thai. By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all the vlauds that I eat 
Do seem unsavonry, wishiug him my meat: 
Sure he’s a gallant gentleman. 

• Handle of a whip. 

1 I. e. Theae dclica«ic» go againat my stomach. 


4 
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Sim. lie's but 
A country gentleman: 

He has done no inure than other knights have 
Broken a staff, or so: so let it pass. [done; 
'Thai. To me he seems like diamond to a glass. 
Per. Yon* king's to me, like to my father's 
picture. 

Which tells me, in that glory once lie was; 

Had princes sit, like stars, about liis throne, 

And he the sun, for them to reverence. 

None that beheld him, hut, like lesser lights. 

Did veil • llieii crown to Ins supremacy; 

Where now his son's a glow-worm in the night. 
The which hath tire in darkness, none in light ; 
Whereby I see that time's the king of men, 

For he’s their parent, and be is their grave. 

And gives them what be will, not what they 
crave. 

Sim. What, are you merry, knights ? 

1 Knight. Who cun be other, in this royal 
presence ? 

Sim. Here, with a cup that's stor'd unto the 
brim, 

(As you do love, fill to your mistress' lips,) 

We drink this health to sou. 

Knights. We thauk your grace. 

Sun. Yet pause a while : 

You knight, inclhinks, doth sit too melauchoh'. 

As if the entertainment in our court 

Had not a show might countervail bis woith. 

Note it not von, Thaisa? 

Thai. W liat is it 
To me, my lathei 1 

Sim. Oh ! attend m> daughter; 

Prune-, in tin?, should live like gods above. 
Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them : ami pr.nces, not doing *•*, 

Arc like to gnats, which make a sue ml, but 
kill'd 

Are wondei'd at. 

therefore to make's entrance iuorr svuer, here 
sav, 

We drink this standing howl of wine to h.m. 

Thai. Ala«, my fattier, it befit* not me 
l r nfu a stranger knight to be so bold ; 

He may my proffer take for an offence. 

.'Juice men take women’s gifts for iinpudry-e. 
Sun. How f 

D-» as 1 lud you, or you'll move me else. 

Thai. Now, by the gods he could not please 
me better. [Jwrfr. 

Sim. And further tell him, we desire to 
know, 

Of whence he is his name and parentage. 

77<«i. The king my faluei. Sir. lias drunk to 
you. 

Pi r. 1 thank him. 

Thau Wishing it so much blood unto vonr 
life. 

Pit. I thank both him and you, ami pledge 
hint ficely. 

Thai. And further lie desires to know of you. 
Of whence you are, your name and pareutage. 
Per. A gentleman of Tyre—(my uamc, Peri¬ 
cles : 

Mv education being In arts and arms ;)— 

U lio, looking tci adventures in the world, 

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men. 
And, aftti shipwreck, driven upon this shore. 
'Hun. He thanks your grace; names himself 
Pericles 

A gentleman of Tyic, who, only by 
Misfortune of the seas, ha* been beicft 
Of ships and men, and east upon this shore. 
S‘iu>. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfor¬ 
tune. 

And will awake him fioin his melancholy. 

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles. 

And wa-tc the time, which looks for other le¬ 
vels. 

Even lu your ansouis, as you are address’d, t 
WUI very well become a soldier’s dance. 

I will not have excuse, with saying, this 

* Lo««r. t Accoutred 


Loud music is too harsh for ladies' head-, 

Since they love men m arms, as well a* beds. 

[The Knights dunce. 
So, this was well ask’d, 'twas so well perform’d 
Come, Sir: 

Here is a lady that wauts breathing too ; 

And I have often beard, you knights of Tyre 
Arc excellent in making ladies trip; 

And that their measures * are as excellent. 

Per . In those that practise them, they are mv 
lord. 

Sim. Oh! that's as much as you would be 
deuy'd 

[The Knights and Ladils dam t . 
Of your fair courtesy.—Unclasp, unclasp : 
Thanks, gentlemen, to all; all have done well; 
But you the best. [To Pericles.] Pages and 
lights, conduct [Sir, 

These knights unto tbeir several lodgings ; Your'a 
We have given order to be next our own. 

Per. I am at your grace’s pleasure. 

Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of Io\e, 

For that’s the mark I know you level at: 
Therefore each one betake linn to his rest; 
To-morrow, all tor speeding do their best. 

[ Eucunt . 

SC EXE IV. — Tyre. — A Room in the Goicr- 

nor’s House. 

Enter Hi:i,i canes and Escanes. 

I [cl. No, no, my Kscanes: know this of me,— 
Antioch us troiu incest liv’d not free ; 
lor winch, the most high gods not raiudii.g 
longer 

To withhold the vengeance that they had In stoic, 
Due to this heinous capital oflence. 

Even in tiie height and pnde of all his glory. 
When he was seated, and his daughter with him, 
In a chariot of inestimable value, 

A fire from heaven came, and siniveil’d up 
Their bodies, even to loathing; tor Un*y so 
stunk, 

That all those eyvs ador’d thein.t ere their fall. 
Scorn now their hand should give them buuai. 
E*ca. *Twas very strange. 

JR l. And yet but just; for though 
This king were gr*at, hi> greatness v,as no giiaid 
lo bar heaven’s shall, but sin had his reuaid. 
Each. ’Tis very true. 

Enitr three. Lords. 

1 Lord . Sec, not a man in private conference. 
Or council, has respect with Inin but he. 

2 Lv)d. It shall no longer gneve vv.ihoat 

proof. 

3 Lord. And curs’d be he that will not s’- 

cond it. 

1 Lord. Follow me, then: Loid Hri.cane, a 
woid. 

Ihl. With me? and welcome: Happy day, 
my loid*. 

I Lord. Know that our griefs are risen to the 
top, 

And now at length they overflow their banks. 
Jlcl. Your gnefs, tor what? wiong not the 
prince you love. 

1 Lord. Wrong not youiself t’len, noble HeJi- 

cane ; 

But if the prince do live, let us salute him. 

Or know what ground's made happy by hia 
breath. 

If lit the woild lie live, we’ll seek him out; 

If til his grave he rest, we’ll find him tlieie; 

And be resolv'd,: he lives to govern us. 

Or dead, gives cause to mount his funeral. 

And leaves us to our free election. 

2 iMrd. W hose death's, indeed, the strongest 

in our censure : § 

And knowing this kingdom, if without a head, 
(Like goodly buildings left without a roof,) 

W ill soon to rum tall, your noble self, 

• Dance*. t Which adored them. 

2 Satisfied. \ Mou probable iu our opinion. 
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That best know*st bow to rale, and bow to 
reign. 

We tbns submit onto,—our sovereign. 

All. Live, noble Hetteanel 
Hel. Try honour's cause, forbear your suf¬ 
frages : 

If thtt yon love prince Pericles, forbear. 

Take 1 your wish, I leap into the seas. 

Where's hourly trouble for a minute's ea«e. 

A twelvemonth longer, let me then entreat you 
To forbear choice i*tbe absence of your king ; 

If, in which time expir'd, he not return, 

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 

But if I cannot win you to this love.. 

Go search like noblemen, like noble subjects. 
And in your search speud your adventurous 
worth ; 

Whom if you find, and win unto return, 

You shall like diamonds sit about bis crown. 

1 Lord. To wisdom he*s a fool that will not 
yield ; 

And, smcj lord Helieane enjolneth u«. 

We with our travels will endeavour it. 

Jltl. Then you love us, we you, and we'll 
claop bands ; 

When peers thus kuit, a kingdom ever stands. 

I Exeunt. 

SCEXE V. — Pentapolis.—A Loom in the 

Palace. 

Enter Simonides, reading a Letter, the 
Knights meet him. 

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Si¬ 

monides. ! 

Sim. Knights, from my danghter this I let you 
know, 

That, for this twelvemonth, she'll not undertake 
A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only known. 

Which from herself l»v no means ran I get 

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my 

lord t 

Sim. 'Faith, by no means : she hath so strictly ■ 
tied her { 


Ay, so well, Sir, that you must be ber master, 
Aud she'll your scholar be: therefore look to it. 
Per. Unworthy 1 to be her schoolmaster. 

Sun. She thinks not so; peruse this writing 
else. 

Per. What's here! 

A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre f 
Tis the king's stability, to have my life, 

[A fide. 

Oh ! seek not to entrap, my gracions lord, 

A stranger and distressed gentleman, 

That never aim'd so high to love your Jaughtei, 
But bent all •Dices to iiouour her. 

St/a. Thou hast bewitch’d uiy daughter, and 
thou art 
A villain. 

Per. By the gods, I have not. Sir. 

Never did thought of mine le\y offence ; 

Nor never did my actions yet couimeuce 
A deed might gam her love, or your displea¬ 
sure. 

Sim.. Tiaitor, thou liest. 

Per. Traitor I 
Sim. Ay, traitor. Sir. 

Per. Even m his throat, (unless it be tb< 
king,) 

That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Stm . Now, by the gods, 1 do applaud bis 
courage. [A wire. 

Per. My actum* arc as noble as mv thoughts. 
Thai never relish'd ot a ba-e descent. 

I came unto your comt foi honour's cause, 

\nd not to bt a rrnel to her slate ; 

And he that otherwise accounts ot me. 

Ibis sword shall prove he’s honour's cminv 
Stm. No !— 

Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 
Enter 1 ha 1 st. 

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair. 
Resolve your angry lather, if my tongue 
Did e’er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
io any syllable that made love to yout 
Thai. Wbv, Sir, say if you had, 

Who takes otlence at that would make me clad 5 


To her chamber, that It is impossible. 

One twelve moons more she'll wear Diana’s 
livery— 

This by the eye of Cynthia bath she vow'd 

And on ber virgin honour will not break it. 

3 Knight. Though loath to bid farewell, we 
take our leaves. [Exeunt. 

Sim. So 

They’re well despatch'd ; now to my daughter’s 
letter: 

She tells me here she’ll wed the stranger knight, 

Or never more to view nor day nor night. 


Mistress, 'tis well, your choice agrees with ■ 
mine; 

] like that well :—nay, how absolute she’s in’t, 
Not minding whether I dislike or no I 
Well, I commend her choice; 

And will no longer have it tie delay’d. 

Soft, here be come* .—1 must dissemble it. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides I 
Sim. To you as much. Sir l I am beholden 
to you. 

For your sweet music this last night: my ears, 

I do protest, were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. it is your grace's pleasure to commend; 
Not my desert. 

tSim. siij yon are music's master 
Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good 
lord. 

Si.Tu Let me ask one thing. What do yon 
think, Sir, of 
My daaghter ? 

Per* As of a most virtuous princess. 
jMm. And she iv fair too, is she not? 

. As a fair day in summer; wondrous fa it* 

Sim* My daughter, Bir, thinks very well of 

>w; 


Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory i~- 
I am glad of it with all my heart. [Aside.'] I'lf 
tame you ; 

I'll bring you in subjection.— 

Will you, not having my consent, be-tow 
Your love and your attection* on a stranger l 
(Who, for ought l know to the contrary 
Or think, may be as great in blood us 1.) 

[A udc. 

Hear, therefore, mistress; frame your will »- 
mine,— 

\nd you, Sir, hear vou.—Either be rul’d by me. 
Or I will make you—man and wilt.— 

Nay, come; your hands aud lips mnst seal it 
t-;0.— 

And, being join’d, 1*11 thus your hopes destroy ; 
And, for a further grief,—God give you joy ’— 

\S hat, are you both pleas'd l 
Thai. Yes, If yon love me, Sir. 

Per. Even as my life, iny blood that fosters it. 
Stm. What, are you both agreed t 
Jtoth. Yes, 'please your majesty. 

Stm. It pleaseth me so well. I’ll Bee you wed; 
Then, with what haste you cun, get you to bed. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Enter Gower. 

Gate. Now sleep yslakcd • hath the rout; 
No din but snores, the house about. 

Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of ibis most pompous marriage-feast. 

The cat, with eyne of buruiug coal. 

Now couches Tore the mouse's bole: 


• Quenched* 



Scene 7 . 

And crickets ling at th* oven’s mouth. 

As the blither for their drouth. 

Hymen hath brought the btide to bed. 

Where, by the log* of maidenhead, 

A babe is moulded.—Be altent, 

And time, that is so briefly spent, 

W'lth jour fine fancies quaintly eebe: • 

What's dumb in show, i’ll plain with speech. 

Dumb show. 

Enter Pericles anil Simomdes at one door , 
with Attendants ; a Messenger meets them, 
kneels, and gnes Plricles a letter. Peri¬ 
cles shores it to Simonides; the Ixtrds 
kneel to the former. Then enter Thaisa 
with child , and Lychorida. Simonides 
shous his daughter the letter ; she rejoices: 
she and Pericles take leave of her father, 
and depart. Then Simonides, Ac. retire. 

Gow. By many a dearn f and painful |»crch :; 
Of Pericles the careful search 
By the four opposing coigncs, $ 

W inch the world together joins. 

Is made, with all due diligence. 

That horse, and sail, and high expense. 

Can stead Cue quest. || At last from Tyre 
(Fame answeimg the most strong inquire,) 

To the court of king Simonides 

Are letters brought ; the tenour these :— 

Antiochus and bis daughter’s dead : 

The men of lyrus, on the head 

Of litlicauus would set on 

The crown ol lyre, but he will none; 

The mutiny iberc he haste's t’appcasc : 

Save to them. If king Pericles 
Come not, m twice six moons, home. 

He, obiditut to their doom, 

Will take tin* crown. I he sum of tin*. 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Y-ravished the regions iouud. 

And ever)’ one, w«h claps, ’gan sound 
U ir heir apparent L> a king: 
ft ho rtn am'd, u ho thought, oj' such a thing: 
Brirf, he must hence depart to Tyre ; 

Hi? queen, with child, makes her desire 
(Which who shall cross ?) aloug logo: 

i Oimt we all then dole and woe) 

.ychorida, her nurse, she takes, 

' And so to sea. I lieu vessel shake? 

On Neptune’s billow; halt the flood 
Hath their keel cut • hut fortune's mood * 

\ sties again : the grizzled noith 
iMsgorges •‘licit a tempest forth, 

That as a duck for tile that dives. 

So up and down the pool ship duvr*. 

The lady sliiieks, and, well-a-near! ** 
iMlt fall hi travail with her fe.ir: 

And what eu-ues In this fell storm, 

Shi*i', fur itself, itself peitorm. 

I tiill M relate ; action may 
Conveniently the rest convey; 

Winch might not what by me is told. 

In your imagination hold 

This stage, the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-toss’d prince appears to speak. 

[JEW*. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Pericles, on a ship at sea. 

Per. Tbon God of this great vast, £ rebuke 
these surges. 

Which wash both heaven and hell; aud thou, 
that bast 

Upon the winds command, bind them in brass. 
Having call’d them fiorn the deep! oh! still thy 
deaPuing, [ble, 

Thy dreadful thunders; gently quench thy uim- 
Buiphurcous flashes 1—0 how, Lychorida, 

* Eii* oat. t Leneljr. I A measure. 

} Corners. | Assist the search. T Disposition. 

•• An exrlamatiou equivalent to * 1 Well-s-dsy." 
ft 1 ihelL not. St This wide expanse. 
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I How does my queen t—This storm, thou I veno* 
mously • 

Wilt thou spit all thyselfT—The seaman’s whiv 
Is as a whisper in the ears of death, [tie 

Unheard.—Lychorida l—Lucina! + O 
Diviutst patroness, and midwife, gentle 
To those that cry by night, couvey thy deity 
Aboard our dauctng boat ; make swift the 
pangs 

Of my queen’a travails !—Now, Lychorida-- 

Enter Lychorida, uith an Infant. 

Lye. Here is a thing 

Too young fur such a place, who, if it had 
Conceit, j would die as 1 am like to do. 

Take lu your arms this piece of your dead 
queen. 

Pc r. How ! how, Lychorida ! 

Lye. Patience, good Sir: do not assist the 
storm. 

Here’s all that is left living of your queen,— 

A little daughter: for the sake of it, 

Be manly, aud take comfort. 

Per. O you gods 1 

Why do you make us love yonr goodly gifts, 

Aud suarch them stiaighc away? We, here 
below. 

Recall not wh.it we give, and thereiu may 
lie honour 5 with yourselves. 

Lye. Patience, good Sir, 

Even for this charge. 

Per. Now, mild may be thy life t 
For a more blust’rous birth had uever babe : 
Quiet and gentle tl.v conditions ! 

For ihou’it the rudelust welcom'd to this world. 
That e’er was puuce’a child. Happy wha‘. 
follows! 

Thou ha^t as chiding” a nativity. 

As lire, air, water, earth, and heaven can iruko, 
To lieiald thee from the womb: even at ipj 

III st, 

Thv lost is more than can thy portage quit, T 
W ith all thou canst and here.—Now the good god j 
throw their best eyes upou it! 

Enter tuo Bailors. 

1 Sail. What courage. Sir? God save you. 
Per. Courage enough: i oo not fear the 
flaw ;*• 

It hath done to me the worst."" Tet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, ibis fresh-new sea-faiei, 

1 would, it would be quiet. 

1 Sail. Slack the holms ft there; thou wilt 
not, wilt thou ? Blow, ,md split thyself. 

2 AW. But «ca-t*>oin, an the brine and cloudy 
billows kiss the moon, 1 care not. 

1 Sail. Sir, your queeu must overheatd: the 
sea works high, the wind is loud, and will not 
lie, till the ship he cleared of the dead. 

Per. That’s your superstition. 

1 Sail. Pat dim iis. Sir; with us at sea it <dill 
hath been oh»ei\ed; and we arestiong m vai¬ 
nest. Therefore bi telly yield hei ; for she must 
overboard straight. 

Pet. Be it as you think meet.—Most wretched 
queen I 

Lye. Here she lies, Sir. 

Per. A terrible child-bed bast thou had, my 
deai ! 

No light, no fire: the unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee ntterly ; nor have 1 time 
To give thee hallow’d to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely coflin’d, in the ooze; 
Where, lor a monument upon thy bones. 

And ave-reniainmg H lamps, the belching whale, 
Aud humming water must o'erwhelm thy corpse. 
Lying with simple shells. Lychorida, 

Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink, and paper. 

My casket aud my jewels; and bid Nicauder 
Bring me the sauu coffer: lay the babe 

• Mnlirlondy. + The goddeta of chilJ-beanjaf. 

t Thought. $ Contend with >ou in honour. 

| A* noicj a one. ^ 1 hnn thy entrance into titc cab 

requite. •* Blast. tt JfeuMntea, rop.s> ol the Mils 
U Ever burn lug. 
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l 7 pon the pillow ; hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to lier: suddenly, woman. 

[£ri/ Lychokii a. 
5 Saif. Sir, we have a chest beneath the 
hat chi'caulk'd aud bi tinned ready. 

Per. 1 thank thee. Manner, say, what coast 
Is tills f 

2 Sail. We arc near Tharsus. 

Per. Thither, gentle manner. 

Alter thy course lor Tyre. When canst thou 
reach uf 

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wirnl cease. 
Per. Oh! make for Tharsus. 

There will 1 visit Cleon, lor the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus ; there 1*11 leave it 
At caietul nuising. Go thy ways, good mariner ; 
I'll bring the body presently. 

[Crootf. 

SCENE II. — Ephesus.—A Boom in Csrimon's 

House. 

Enter Cerimom, a Servant, and some per¬ 
son* u ho tun e been shipwrecked. 

Cer. Pinlemou, ho 2 

Enter Phileyon. 

Phil. Doth my lord call ? 

(\r. Get lire and meat for these poor men ; . 
it has been a turbulent and stormy night. 

Sen. I have been m many ; but such a night 
as ibis, 

Ti’d now, 1 ne’er endur’d. 

i\ r. Your master will be dead cie you re¬ 
turn ; 

There’s nothing can be minister’d to nature, 
that can recover him. Give this to the ’potlie- 
And tell me how it works. [car), 

[To Philemon. 
[Exeunt Philemon*, Serv v.\t, and those 
ufto had beta s/npirnckcd. 

Enter t?:o Gi NTLfcin n. 

1 Cent. Good morrow, Sir. 

2 Gent. Good morrow to your lordship. 

Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir sj early 1 1 

! Gent. Sir, 

O-.r lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea. 

Shook, a> ihe » .wth did quake ; 

The \c i v piincipals • did seem Io rend, 

Anl ,i l to topple ;t pure suiprise and b ar 
Made me to quit the hpusc. 

2 Gent. Hut is the cause we trouble yon so 
Tis not our husbandry.; [early ; 

Cer. Oh ! you say well. 

1 Cent. But 1 much marvel that your lordship, 
having 

Rich tire; about yon, should at tbe 3 «* early bout s 
Shake otf the golden slumber of tepost*. 

(t is most strange, 

Nature sbonid be so conversant with pain, 

Bring thereto not coinpell'd. 

Cer. I held it ever, 

Virtue ami cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness aud riches: careless heirs 
May the two latter darken aud expend ; 

But immortality attends the former. 

Miking a man a god. 'Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art, 
bv turning o’er authorities, I have 
(Together with my practice,) made familiar 
To uie aud to my aid, the blest infusions 
That dwell iu vegetives, in metals, stones; 

And 1 can speak of the disturbances 
IMS Matine works, and of her cures; which 
gives me 

A more content in course of true delight 
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour. 

Or tie m> treasure up in silken bag**, 

Tq please the fool and death. 

• T "beprincipali *r r the I'rongeit rafter* In the roof 
*f • building. -t 'I umhle. i i. r. F.couomical 
prudence, early liuuj. f Attire. | Knowledge. 
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2 Gent. Your honour has through hphcMis 
injur'd forth 

Your chanty, aud hundreds call themselves 
Your cieatures, who by you have been lestoi’d : 
Aud not your knowledge, personal paiu, but even 
Your purse, still*open, hath built loid Ceuinou 
Such strong renown as time shall nevei- 

Enter two Servants mth a chest. 

Serv. So: lift there. 

Cer. What is that T 
Serv. Sir, eveu now 

Did the sea toss upon our shore UtU client. 

' I is of some wreck. 

Cer . Sel’t down, let’s look on it 
2 Cent. ’Tis like a coflln, Sir, 

Cer. Wliate’er it be, 

Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight 
If the sea’s stomach be oYrtharg’d with gold, 

It is a good constraint of fortune, that 
U be Idles upon us. 

2 Gent. *Tla so, my lord. 

Cer. How close ’tis caulk'd and bittunM ! - 
Did the sea cast it up ? 

Serv. I never saw so huge a billon, Sii, 

As toss’d it upon shoie. 

Cer. Come, wrench it open— 

Soft, soft T—it smells most sweetly iu my sciim'. 
2 Gent. A delicate odour. 

Cer. As eiet hit my nostril; so,—up with if. 
O you most potent god ! what’s here f a cot sc! 

1 Gent. Most strange! 

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ; haliu’d aim 
entreasur’d 

With bags of spices full 2 A passpoit too 2 
Apollo, perfect me I’the < haraeters 2 

[f 'folds u m roll. 

Here I gitc to understand, [K«nds. 

( Ij Per this cojfin dr it t u-lanii, ) 

I, king Pencils, hate to\t 

This quicn, worth all our mundane • roil. 

If ho finds her , gu.e her burning. 

She nas the daughter of a king : 

Jfcsidcs this treasure jar a Jit, 

The gods requite his Utuniy / 

If thou liv’at, Pericle* # thou ha^t a heart 
That even cracks loi woe!—Thi> chant’] fo¬ 
il ighu 

2 Gent. Most likely, Sh. 

Cer. Nay, ceitamly to-night; 

For look, how fresh she looks 2—They vine too 
rough. 

That threw her ill the Make hie within ; 
Fetch hither all the boxes an my closet. 

Death may usurp on nature many bom*, 

And yet the tire of life kindle again 
'Ihe overpressed spirits. 1 have beard 
Of an Egyptian, bad nine hours Ip i: dead. 

By good appliance was recovered. 

Enter a Servant, with boxes, napkins, and 

Jirt . 

Weil said, well said; the tire and the cloth**.— 
The rough and woful music that we have. 

Cause it to sound, ’beseech you. 

The vial ouce more—How thou kiln's!, thou 
block!— 

The music there.—I pi ay you, give her air:— 
Gentlemen, 

This queen will live ; nature awake**; ;t waincii 
Breathes out of her ; she hath not bi i u • u 
tranc’d 

Above five hours. See, how she 'gins to hum 
Into life's flower again I 
1 Gent. The heavens, bir. 

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up 
Your fame for ever* 

Cer. She’s alive—behold 
Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost. 

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold ; 

• Wort Jit. 
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The diamonds of a most praised water | 

Appear, to make the wot Id twice rich. O live. 
Ami make us weep to hear your fate, fair crea¬ 
ture, 

Rare as you seem to be ! {Stic moves, 

lliai. O dear Diana, 

\\ Ijcic am I t Where’s my lord? What world 
is thist 

*2 Cent. Is not thi.' strange ? 

I Gent. Most rare. 

fV*\ Hush, gentle neighbours : 

Loud me your hands: to the uevt chamber bear 
her. 

Get linen; now this matter must be look’d to. 
For her relapse is mortal. Coiue, come, come ; 
And Aesculapius guide ns! 

[fueunt carrying Thaisa away. 

SCENE 111.—Thar sus. — A Room in Cleon’s 

House. 

Enter Pericles, Clp.on, IIionyza, Lycho- 1 
hi da, and Marina. ; 

Per. Mo-t honour'd Cleon, I must needs be 
gone ; 

M) twelve months arc expir’d, and Tyrua stands ; 
In a litigious peace. You, and your lady. 

Take fioin iny heart all thankfulness! The gods * 


SCENE IV. — Ephesus.—A Room in Ci.ri- 
mon’s. House. 

Enter Cerimon and Thaisa. 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some ceit.un 
jewels. 

Lay with you iu your coffer : which are now 
At >onr command. Know you the character? 
Thai. It is my lord’s. 

That 1 was shipp'd at sea, 1 well remember. 
Even on my yearning * time; but whc.hcr 
there 

Delivered or no, by the holy gods, 

I cannot rightly say: But since king Pericles, 
My wedded lord, I ne’er shall see again, 

A vestal livery will f take me to. 

And never rooie have joy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as you 
speak, 

Diana’s temple is not distaut far, 

Where you may ’bide until your date cxpiic. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend von. 

Thai. My recompense is thanks; that’s all; 
Yet my good will is great, though the gilt small. 

[Ea cunt. 


Make up the rest upon you ! 

Vie. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt 
you mortally. 

Yet glance full waiid’ringly on us. 

Dion. () your sweet queen ! 

Tb.it the strict fates had pleas’d you had brought 
hei hither, 

To have bless’d mine eyes! 

Per. We cannot but obey 
The poweis ah«»\e ns. Could 1 rage and icar 
As doth the se.i she lies in, yet the end 
Mu-t be us ’tis. M> babe Marina (whom, 

Fur she Has born at sea, I have nam’d so) here 
I charge your chanty withal, and leave her 
The infant ot your care; beseeching you 
To give her princely traiuing, that she may Ik* 
Manner'll as .-he is born. 

Ctc. I ear not, my lord : i 

Youi grace, • that fed in> country with youi 
corn, 

(lot which tlu* pruple’s prayers still fall upon 
you.) [lion 

Miiat in your child be thought on. If ueglec- 
Should therein make me vile, the common 
body ; t 

By you reliev’d, would force me to my duty : 

But if to that my nature need a spur. 

The gods revenge it upon me and mine. 

To the end of generation ! 

Per. i (relieve you : 

Your honour and your goodness teach me credit, 
Without your vows. Till she be married, 
madam, 

By bright Diana, whom we honour all, 
l uscissar’d shall this hair of mine remain. 
Though l show will J in’t. So I take my leave. 
Good madam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

Own. I have one myself, 

Who shall not be more dear to my respect, 

Than yonr’a, iny lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Clc. We’ll bring your grace eveu to the edge 
o’tlie shore; 

Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune, § and 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 

Per. I will embrace 

Y'our offer. Come, dear'st madam.—O no tears, 
Lycborida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 
Y'ou may depend hereafter. Come, my lord. 

[Exeunt. 

• Bounty. + Tin- common neonie. 

X Appear wilful or perwne liy allowing it. 

S Intidiuua wa\ei that wcjr a treacherout anile. 


ACT IV. 

Enter Gower. 

Core. Imagiue Pericles at Tyre, 

Welcom’d to his own desire. 

His woeful queen leave at Epbess, 

To Dian there a votaress. 

Now to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our fast growing scene must find 
At Tharsus, and by Cleon train’d 
In mnsic, letters . who bath gaiu'd 
Of education all the grace, 

Which makes her both the heart and plate 
Of general wonder. But, alack 1 
That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina’s life 
Seeks to take off by treason’s knife. 

And iu this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown. 

Even ripe for marriage fight; this maid 
Hightt Pbiloten : and it is said 
For certain in our siory, she 
Would ever with Marina be : 

Be’t when she weav’d the sleided! silk 
With lingers long, small, white as milk; 

Or when she would with sharp neeld q wound 
The cambric, which she made more sound 
By hurting it; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute. 

That stiil records || with moan ? or when 

She would with rich and constant pen 

Veil to her mistress Dian; still 

This Philoteu contends iu skill 

With absolute^ Marina : so 

Witli the dove of Paphos might the crow 

Vie feathers white. Marina gets 

All praises, which are paid as debts. 

And not as given. This so darks 
In Philoteu all graceful marks. 

That Cleou’s wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 
For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead ; 
Lycborida, our nurse, is dead ; 

And cursed Dionyza hath 
The pregnant •• insti ument of wrath 
Prest t+ for this blow. The uuborn event 
I do commend to your content: 

Ouly I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rliy me ; 

• Groaning. t Called. t L'ntwutfil. 

( Nerole. I Sings* ^ AcroophsliedL. 

•• Prepared. *t B«adjr. 

M 
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Which never could I to convoy, 

Unless >our thoughts went on my way.— 
Dion>za does appear. 

With Leonine, a murderer. [Exit* 

SCENE I.—Tharsus.—An open Place near 
the seashore* 

Enter Dionyxa and Lmnins. 

Dion. Thy oath remember; thou hast sworn 
to do it: 

*Tia bat a blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing i'the world so soon. 
To yield thee so much profit. Let not con* 
science, 

Which is but cold, inflame love In thy bosom. 
Inflame too nicely; nor let pitv, which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. I’ll do*t; but yet she is a goodly crea¬ 
ture. 

Dion. The fitter then the gods should have her. 
Here 

Weeping she comes for her old nurse's death. 
Thou art resolv'd. 

Leon. 1 am resolv'd. 

Enter Marina, with a Basket of Flowers. 

Alar. No, uo, I will rob Tellus • of her weeds. 
To strew th> greeu with flowers : the yellows, 
blues. 

The purple violets, and marigolds. 

Shall, as a chaplet, hang upon thy grave. 

While summer days do last. Ah me ! poor 
maul, 

Born in a tempest, when my mother died, 

Tins world to me is like a lasting storm. 
Whirring me from my friends. 

Dion. How now. Manna! Why do you keep 
alone ? 

How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do 
not 

Consume your blood with sorrowring: yon have 
A uurse of me. Lord 1 how your favour’s ♦ 
chang'd 

With this unprofitable woe ! Come, come ; 

Give me yonr wreath of flowers. Ere the sea 
mar it. 

Walk forth with Leonine;* the air is quick there 
Piercing, and sharpens well the stomach. 
Come;— 

Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Alar. No, 1 pray you ; 

I’ll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion. Come, come ; 

I love the king yonr father, and yourself. 

With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here; when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports, thns blasted. 

He wilt repent the breadth of bis great voyage ; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have u'tn 
No care to your best courses. Go, 1 pray yon, 
Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 
7 hat excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me; 

1 can go home alone. 

Alar. Well, I will go; 

But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dion. Come, come, I know ’tis good for yon. 
Walk half an hoar. Leonine, at the least: 
Remember what I have said. 

Leon. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion. I'll leave yon, my sweet lady, for a 
while; 

Pray yon walk softly, do not beat your blood : 
What! I mu't have a care of you. 

Mar. Thanks, sweet madam.— 

[Exit Diqmtza. 
Is this wind westerly that blows 1 
Leon. South west. 

•Mar. When I was born, the wind was north. 
Leon. Was* so 1 

* fti* earth. V CMntflMOM. 

t /* •• Be* tearing la of th« tide prevent yea. 


Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never 
fear. 

But cry'd, good seamen / to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes; 
And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea 
That almost burst the deck, and from the ladder- 
tackle 

Wash’d off a canvas-climber: • Ha! says one. 
Wilt out f and, with a dropping industry. 

They 6kip from stem to stern : the boatswain 
whistles. 

The master calls, and trebles their confusion 
Leon . And when was this f 
Afar. It was when 1 was born : 

Never were waves nor wind more violent. 

Leon • Come, say your prayers speedily. 

Mar. What mean you T 
Leon* If you require a little space for prayer, 
I grant ft: Pray; but be not tedious. 

For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do niv work with haste. 

Mar. Why, will vou kill me 1 
Lron. To satisfy my lady. 

Afar. Why would she have me kill'd T 
Now, as I can remember by my truth, 

1 never did her hurt m all my life ; 

I never spake bad word, uor did ill tnru 
To any living creature: believe ine, la, 

I nevtr kill'd a mouse, Uor hurt a fly: 

I trod upon a worm against my will. 

But I wept for it. How have 1 offfiidnl. 
Wherein my death might yield her profit, or 
My life imply her danger t 
Leon. M) commission 
Is not to reason of the deed, hut do it. 

Mar. You will not tlo’l for all the world, I 
hope. 

You are well-favour'd, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart. I saw yon lately. 
When vou caught hurt nt putting two that 
fought: 

Good sooth, it show*d well m von ; do so now : 
Yonr lady seeks my life : come you between. 
And save poor me, the weaker. 

I a: on. 1 am sworn. 

And will despatch. 

Enter Pirates, whilst Marina is struggling. 

1 Pirate. Hold, villain ! 

[Leonine runs auay . 

2 Pirate. A prize ! a prize! 

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half part. Come 
let’s have her aboard suddenly. 

[Exeunt PiraT25 with Marina. 

SCENE //.—The saute. 

Re-enter Leonine. 

Leon. These roving thieves serve the great 
pirate Valdes; 

And they have seiz’d Manna. I,et her go : 
There's no hope she’ll return. I’ll swear she's 
dead. 

And thrown into the sea.—But I'll see further : 
Perhaps they will hot please themselves upon her. 
Not cairy her aboard. If she remain. 

Whom they have ravish’d, must by me be ‘dain. 

[Exit. 

SCENE III. — Afitylcne.—A Room in a 
Brothel. 

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Boult. 

Boult. Sir. 

Pand. Search the market narrowly ; Mitylene 
is full of gallants. We lost too much money this 
mart, by being too wenchles*. 

Bawd. We were never so much ont of crea¬ 
tures. We have but poor three, and they can do 
no more than they can do; and with continual 
action are even at good at rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let'* have fresh ones, what* 


* A sh’p-boy. 



Scene III. 

e'er we pay for them. If there be not a consci¬ 
ence to be us'd in every trade, we shall never 
prosper. 

Bau d, Thou say'st true : 'tis not the bringing 
up of poor bastards, as I think I have brought 
up some eleven- 

Boult. Ay, to elevt-u, and brought them down 
again. Bui shall I search the market 1 

Bawd. What else, man * The stuff we have, 
a strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so 
pitifully sodden. 

Band. 1'hou safest true; they are too unwhole¬ 
some o’conscience. The poor Transitvanian is 
dead, that lay with the little baggage. 

Boult. Ay, she quickly poop'd him; she made 
him roast meat for worms:—but I’ll go search 
the market. [Exit Boult. 

Baud. Three or four thousand diequius were 
as pretty a pioportion to live quietly, and bo give 
over. 

Bawd , Why, to give over, I pray you? Is It 
a shame to get when we are old I 

Band. Oh 1 our credit comes not in like the 
commodity; nor the commodity wages not with 
the danger : therefoie, if in our youths we could 
pick up some pretty estate, 'twere not amiss to 
keep our door hatch'd. • Besides, the sore terms 
we stand upou with the gods, will be stroug 
with us for giving over. 

Ban d. Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 

Band. As well as we l ay, and better too ; we 
offend worse. Neither is our profession any 
trade ; it's uo calhug -.—but here comes Boult. 

Enter the Pirates, and Boult, dragging in 

Marina. 

Boult. Come yonr ways. [7b Marina.]—M y 
masters, you say sbe's a virgin ? 

1 Pirate. O Sir, we doubt It not. 

Boult. Master, 1 have gone thorough for this 
piece, ♦ you see : if you like her, so ; if not, I 
have lost my earnest. 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and 
has excellent g.md clothes; there's no further 
necessity ot qua lilies can make her be refused. 

Baud. What's her price, Boult? 

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thou¬ 
sand pieces. 

Band. Well, follow me, my masters ; you shall 
hate tour money presently. Wife, take ber in ; 
instinct her what she has to do, that she may 
not be raw m her enteitaiument. J 

[Exeunt Pander and Pirates. 

Bated. Boult, take yon the marks of her; the 
colour of ber bair, complexion, height, age, with 
warrant of her virginity ; and cry. He that will 
ghe most, shall hate her Jirst. Such a 
maidenhead were no cheap thing ; if men were 
as they i.ave been. Get tbis done as I command 
you. 

Boult . Performance shall follow. 

[Exit Boult. 

Mar . Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so 
slow I 

{He should have struck, not spoke;) or that 
these pirates 

(Not enough barbarous,) had not overboard 
Thiowu me, to seek mv mother! 

Band. Why lament you, pretty one? 

Mar. That 1 am pretty. 

Bau d. Come, the gods'have done their part in 
you. 

Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd. You are lit into my bands, where you 
arc like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault, 

To '9cape bis bauds, where I was like to die. 

Band . Ay, aud you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall yon, and taste gen¬ 
tlemen of all lasbious. You shall fare well; you 

* I, «, Half opan. t Bid a high price for bar 

t Uaakilfkl la what aha bu to do. 
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shall have the difference of all complexions. 
What I do you stop your ears 1 

Mar. Are you a woman ? 

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be 
not a woman 1 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd . Marry, whip tbee, gosling: 1 think I 
shall have something to do with you. Come, you 
are a youug foolish sapling, aud must be bowed 
as I would have you. 

Mar. Tbe gods defend me I 

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by 
men, then men must comfort you, men mast 
feed you, men must stir you up.—Boult's re¬ 
turned. 

Enter Boult. 

Now, Sir, bast thou cried her through the 
market ? 

Boult. I have cried ber almost to tbe number 
of ber hairs; 1 have drawn her picture with my 
voice. 

Baud. And I pr'ythee tell me, how dost thou 
And tbe inclination of the people, especially of 
the )ounger «ort ? 

Boult. 'Faith, they listened to me, as they 
would have bearkeued to their father's testa¬ 
ment. There was a Spaniard's mouth so wa¬ 
tered, that he went to bed to her very descrip¬ 
tion. 

Bau d. We shall have him here to-morrow with 
bis best ruff on. 

Boult. To-night, to-uight. But, mistress, do 
you know the French knight that cowers* I’the 
bains ? 

Baud . Who? Monsieur Veroles? 

Boult. Ay; he offered to cut a caper at tbe 
proclamation; but be made a groan at it, and 
swore he would see her to-morrow. 

Baud. Well, well : as for him, he brought his 
disease hither : here he does but repair it. I 
know, be will come in our shadow, to scatter his 
crowns iu the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a tra¬ 
veller, we should lodge them with this sign. 

Band. Pray you, come hither awhile. You 
have fortunes coming upon you. Mark me: you 
must seem to do that tearfully, which you com¬ 
mit willingly; to despise protit, where you have 
most gain. To weep that you live as you do, 
makes pity in your lovers : Seldom, but that pity 
begets you a good upiuiou, and that opinion a 
mere t profit. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult. O, take her home, mistress, take her 
home: these blushes of ber’a must be quenched 
with some present practice. 

Bawd. Thou say’st true, i’faith, so they most : 
for yonr bride goes to that with shame, which is 
her way to go with warraut. 

Boult. 'Faith some do, and some do not. 
But, mistress, if 1 have bargained for the 
joint,-- 

Bawd . Thon may'st cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult. I may bo. 

Bawd. Who should deny it? Come, young 
one, 1 like the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my faitb, they shall not be 
changed yet. 

Bated. Boult, spend thou that In tbe town: 
report what a sojourner we have ; you'll lose no¬ 
thing by custom. When nature framed tbis piece, 
she meant thee a good turn; therefore say what 
a paragon she is, aud thou bast the harvest out 
of thine own report. 

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall 
not so awake the beds of eels, as my giving out 
her beauty stir up the lewdly-inclined. I'll bring 
home some to-night. 

Bated . Come your ways; follow me. 

Mar. If Ares be hot, knives sharp, or watecs 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep, [deep, 
Diana, aid my purpose I 

• Beads. t A certain profit, 
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Bated. Wliat have j on to do with Diana! 
Pray you, will you go with us ? 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE IF.—Tharsus. — A Room in Cleon's 

House. 

Enter Cleon and Dionyz*. 

Dion. Why are you foolish! Cau it be un¬ 
done t 

Clc. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun aud moon ne’er look'd upon ) 

Dion. I think 
You'll turn a child again. 

Cte. Were I chief lord of all the spacious 
world. 

I’d give it to undo the deed. O lady. 

Much less iu blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To equal auy siugle crown o’tbe earth, 
l'the justice of compare! O villain Leonine, 
Whom thou hast poiaou'd toot 
If thou badst drunk to turn, it hail been a kind¬ 
ness 

liecoming well thy feat: * what canst thou sa>, 

W hen noble Pericles shall demand his child 1 
Dion . That she is dead. Nurses are uot the 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. [fates 

She died by night; I'll say so. Who can rro»s 
it! 

Unless yon play the impious inuocent,* 

And, for an honest attribute, cry out 
She died by foul play. 

Clc. Oh ! go to. Weil, well. 

Of alt the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst. 

Dion. Be one of those, that think 
The petty wreus of Tharsus will fly hence, 

Aud open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain yon are. 

And of how cow'd a spirit. 

Cle. To such proceeding 
who ever but his approbation added. 

Though not his preconseut, he did not How 
Troin honourable courses. 

D/on. Be it so tbeu ; 

Yet none dries know, but you, how she < aine 
dead. 

Nor none can know. Leonine being gone. 

She did disdain my child, and stood between 
Her aud her fortunes: None would look on 
Uer, 

But cast their gazes on Marina’s face ; 

W hilst oars was blurted at, and held a malkin,* 
Not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me 
thorough ; 

And though you call my course nnuatural. 

You not your child well loving, yet I Had, 

It greets me as an enterprise of kindness. 
Perform’d to yonr sole § daughter. 

Clc. Heavens forgive it! 

Dion. And as for Pericles, 

What should he say t We wept after her 
hearse, 

Aud even yet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost finish'd, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters expiess 
A general praise to her, and care iu us 
At.whose expense *tis done. 

Cle. Thou art like the harpy, 
w Inch, to betray, doth wear an angers face, 

Seize with an eagle's talons. 

Dion. You are like one that superstition sly 
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the 
flies: 'Il_. 

But yet I know fOURto as 1 advise. 

[Exeunt 


of 


Enter Gower, before the Monument, of 
Mauins, at Tharsu*. 

Gov. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 
• make short; 

Sal) seas In cockles; have, and wish bat fort; 

tr with ibi rest ot my exploit. 

Mi appellation f«r an idiot, 
notch. | Only. 



I Making (to take yonr imagination,) 
j From bourn to bourn, • region to region. 

By yon being pardon’d, we commit iiu cuiiie. 

To use one language, iu each several clime, 

H here our sceues seem to live. 1 do beaecch 
you, 

To learn of me, who stand i’tbe gap to teach 
you. 

The stages of oar story*. Pericles 
Is now agaiu thwarting the wayward seas, 
(Attended on by many a lord and knight,) 

To see his daughter, all his life's delight. 

Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanc’d in time to great and high estate, 

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind. 

Old Heticauus goes along behind. 

Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds, ha\e 
brought 

This king to Tbarsus, (think his pilot, thought ; 
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow 
on,) 

To fetch his daughter home, who first i< gone. 
Like motes and shadows see them mine a- 
wbile ; 

Your ears unto your eyes I’ll reconcile. 

Dumb show. 

Enter at one door Pericles, with his Train ; 
Cleon, and Dion yea at the other. Cllun 
shous Pericles the tomb of Marins ; 
whereat Pericles makes lamentation, puts 
on Sackcloth , and in a mighty pa Mint, 
departs. Then Cleon and Diony i\ re¬ 
tire. 

Gore. See how belief may sutler by foul «hc»w ! 
This borrow'd passion stands for true ul<l woe; 
And Pericles, in sorrow alt devour’d, 

N ith sighs shot through, aud biggest tears o'er- 
showr’d. 

Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears 
Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs : 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. lie bears 
A tempest, which his mortal vessel t tears, 

And yet be rides It out. Now plea*e you wit; 
The epitaph is for Marina writ 
By wicked Dionyza. 

[Hearts the inscription on Marin ’t 
Monument. 

The fairest, surft’st , and best, lies here. 

Who ti ither'd in her spring of pear. 

.She teas of Tyrtts, the king's daught* r, 

On uhom foul death hath made thir slaugh¬ 
ter ; 

Marina tras she call'd ; and at her birth, 
Thetis , $ being proud, sivallotc'U some part 
o*the. earth: 

Therefore the earth, fearing to be a'crfion*tl. 
Hath Thetis * blrth-child on the htattns 
bestow'd ; 

Wherefore she does, (and swears she'll net er 
stint, J H 

Make raging battery upon shores oj flint. 

No visor does become black villany, 

So well as soft aud tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his daughter’s dead, 

Aud bear his courses to be ordered 
By lady Fortune ; while our scenes display 
His daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day, 

Iu her unholy service. Patience thi n, 

And think you now are all in Mityleu. 

[Exit. 

SCEXE V. — Mitylene.—A. Street before the 

Brothel. 

Enter, from the Brothel, two Gentlesks. 

1 Gent. Did yon ever hear the Hke t 

2 Gent. No, nor never shall do tu such a 
place as this, she being once gone. 

• Travelling from country to coaoiry. 
t Hie body. 1 To know. | ike 

| Nevorccaae. 
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1 Gent. But to have divinity preached there I 
Did you ever dream of such a thing! 

2 Gent. No, no. Come, 1 am for no more 
bawdy-houses: shall we go hear the vestals 
amgT 

1 Gent. I’ll do anything now that is virtuous ; 
buL 1 am out of the road of rutting, tor ever. 

[Exeunt. 

SCE.VE Ff.—The same.—A Room in the 
. Brothel. 

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth 
of her, fill.* Irad ue'er come here. 

Bawd . Fie, fle upon her; she is able to freeze 
the god Priapus, and undo a whole generation. 
We must either get her ravish’d, or be rid of 
her. Wheu she should do for clients her fit¬ 
ment, and do me the kindness of our profession, 
she has me her quirks, her reasone»,lier mastet- 
rraious, her prayers, her knees that 9be would 
nuke a puritan of the devil, if he should cheapen 
a kiss ot her. 

Boult. ’Faith I mast ravish her, or she’ll dis- 
furiiish us of all our cavaliers, and make all our 
swearers priests. 

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green sickness 
for me 1 

Bawd. 'Faith, there's no way to be rid on't, 
bu: hv the way to the pox. Here comes the lord 
Ljsimai bus, disguised. 

Boult. We should have both lord and town, if 
the peevish baggage would but give way to cus¬ 
tomer. 

Enter LrsimcHts. 

Ly*. How now X How • a dozen of viigi- 
L’tries T 

Bau d. N nv, the g*tds to-blcss jour bon 
our J 

Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good 
health. 

Bus. Yon may so; ’(is the better for you that 
your reporters Maud upon sound legs. How now, 
wholesome iniquity! Have you that a nun may 
deal withal, aud defy the surgeon T 

Bau d . We have heie oue. Sir, if she would 

--but there never rame her like iu Mity- 

letie. 

Jetts. If sbe’d do ihe deeds of darkness, tliou 
would’st say. 

Bawd. Your honour knows what 'tis to say, 
well enough. 

Lys. Well; call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For llesh and blood. Sir, white and red, 
you fhall see a rose; and she were a lose indeed, 
if she had hat- 

Lys. What, pr’ylhec? 

Boult. O Sir, I can be modest. 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no 
less than it gives a good report tu a number to 
be chaste. 

Enter Marina. 

Baud. Heic comes that which grows to the 
stalk never plucked yet, l can assure you. Is 
she not a fair creature ? 

Lys. ’Faith, she would serve after a long 
voyage at sea. Well, there’s lor you;—leave 
us. 

Bawd. I beseech your honour, gi\c me leave: 
a word, and I’ll have done presently. 

Lys. 1 beseech you, do. 

Bawd. First, 1 would have you note, this Is 
an honourable man. 

[7b Marina, whom she takes aside. 

Afar . I desire to find him so, that 1 may wor¬ 
thily note him. 

Bawd. Next, he’s the governor of this coun¬ 
try, and a man whom I a in bound to. 

Alar. If he govern the couutry, you are bound 


to him indeed; but how honourable he is in 
that, 1 know not. 

Based. ’Pray you, witho :t anv moie viiaiiial 
fencing, will you use him kiudly * He mil hue 
your apron with gold. 

Afar. What he will do graciously, 1 will thank¬ 
fully receive. 

Lys. Have you done ! 

Bawd . My lord, she’s not paced yet; you 
must take some pains to work her to your 
manage. Couie, wc will leave his honour*aud 
her together. 

[Exeunt Bawd, Pander, and 
Boult. 

Lys. Go thy ways.—Now, pretty one, how 
long have you been at this trade ? 

Mar. What trade, Sir’ 

Lys. What 1 cannot name, but 1 shall of¬ 
fend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. 
Please you to name it. 

Ly. How long have you been of this profes¬ 
sion ? 

Mar. Ever since I can remember. 

Lys. Did you go to it so young f Were you a 
gamester * at five, or ut seven ? 

Afar. Earlier too. Sir, if now I be one. 

Lys. Why, tbe house you dwell in, proclaims 
you to be a creature of sale. 

Afar. Do you know this bouse to be a place of 
such resort, and will couic into it! I hear say, 
you are of honourable parts, aud are the governor 
of this place. 

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known 
unto you who 1 am 1 
Afar. Who is my principal! 

Lys. Why, your herb woman: she that sets 
seeds and roots of shame and iniquity, oil! 
you have beard something of my power, and 
?o stand aloof for more serious wooiug. But I 
protect to thee, pretty one, ray authority shall 
not see thee, or else look friendly upon thee. 
Come, bring me to some private place. Come, 
come. 

Afar. If you were bora to honour, show it 
now ; 

If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy ot it. 

Lys. How’s this 1 how's this ?—Some more ; 
—be sage. 

Afar. For me. 

That ara a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Hath plac’d ine beie within this loathsome My, 
\\ here, since I catne, diseases have been sold 
Dearer thau physic,—O that the good gods 
Would set roe free irom this uuhailow’d place. 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That Hies I’tbe puier air! 

Lys. I did not thiuk 

Thou couldst have spoke so well; ne’er dream’d 
thou couldM. 

Had I brought hither a coriupted mind. 

Thy speech had alter’d it. Hole, here’s gold for 
thee: 

Persdver still io that clear way thou goest. 

And the gods streugtheu thee 1 
Mar. The gods preserve you ! 

Lys. For me, be you thoughten 
That I came with uo ill intent: for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Farewell. Thou art a piece of vlitue, aud 
I doubt not but thy training bath been noble.— 
Hold ; here’s more gold for thee.— 

A curse upon him, die be like a thief, 

That robs thee of thy goodness 1 If thou hear’st 
from me. 

It shall be for thy good. 

[A.\ Lysimachus is putting up his Purse. 
Boult enters . 

Boult. I beseech your houqnr, one piece for 
me. 

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper t Your 
house. 


• lit* mixd! shall I give for? 


• A wanton. 
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But for this virgin that doth prop U up. 

Would sink, aud overwhelm you all. Away! 

[£rif Lysimachus. 
Boult. How's thist We must take another 
course with yon. If your peevish chastity, which 
Is uot worth a breakfast in the cheapest country 
under the cope, * shall uudo a whole household, 
let me be gelded like a spaniel. Come your 
ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult, i must have your maidenhead taken ofT, 
or the common hangman shall execute it. Come 
your way. We'll have uo more geutlemeu driven 
away. Come your way's, 1 say. 

Re-enter Bawd. 

Bau d. How now ! what’s the matter f 
Boult . Horse aud worse, mistress: she has 
here spoken holy words to the lord l.ysima- 
chus. 

Bawd. Ob ! abominable ! 

Boult. She makes onr profession as it were to 
stink afore the face of the gods. 

Baud. Marry, hang her up for ever l 
Boult, rhe nobleman would have dealt with 
her like a noblemau, and she sent him away as 
cold as a snowball; saying his prayers too. 

Bau d. Bonlt, take her away : use ber at thy 
pleasure ; crack the glass of ber virginity, aud 
make the rest malleable. 

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of 
ground than she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mur. Hark, bark, you gods I 
Bawd. She coujnres : away with ber. Wonld 
she bad never come within my doors ! Marry 
hang you 1 She’s born to undo us. Will you not 
go the way of woroen-kiiid! Marry’ come up, my 
dish of chastity with rosemary aud bays! 

[fc’iif Bawd. 

Boult. Come, mistress; come your way with 
me. 

Mar. Whither would you have me I 
Boult. To take from you the jewel you held 
so dear. 

Mar. Pr’ytbee tell roc one thing first. 

Boult. Come now, your one thing. 

Mar. What canst thou wi 6 li thine encmv to 

he f 

Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my mas¬ 
ter, or rather, my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these are yet so bad as thou 
art 

Since they do better thee in their com ma n d . 
Thou hold’s! a place, for which the pained’st 
fiend 

Of hell woul.! not in reputation change: 

Thoa’rt the damn’d door-keeper to every coy- 
strelt 

That hither comes enquiring for his Ub; 

To the choleric fisting of each rogue thy ear 

Is liable ; thy very food is such 

As hath been belch’d on by infected Inags. 

Boult. Wbat would you have me ? go to the 
wars, would yon ? where a man may serve 
seven years for the loss of a leg, and have not 
money enough in the end to buy him a wooden 
one t 

Mar. Do any thing but this then finest. 
Empty 

Old receptacles, common sewers, of filth ; 

Serve by indenture to the common hangman ; 
Any of these ways are better yet than this: 

For that which thou professest, a inboon. 

Could he hut speak, would own a name too 
dear. 

Oh ! that the gods would safely flam this place 
Deliver me! Here, here is gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gam aught by me. 
Proclaim that 1 can sing, weave, sew, and 
dance, 

With other viitnes, which I'll keep from 
boast * 

And I will undertake all these to teach. 

• Canopy of bwm. t Paltry fellow. 


I doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult. But cau you teach all this yon speak 
off 

Mar. Prove that 1 cannot, take me home 
again, 

And prostitute me to the basest groom 
lliat doth frequent your bouse. 

Boult. Well, l will see wbat I cau do for thee : 
if i can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But, amongst honest women ? 

Boult. ’Faith, my acquaintance lies little 
amongst them. But since my master aud mis¬ 
tress have bought you, there's no going but by 
their consent; therefore I will make them at - 
quainted with your purpose, and I doubt not but 
1 shall find them tractable enough. Come, I’ll 
do for thee what 1 can: come your «ra>s. 

[£ar«HL 


ACT V. 

j Enter Cowan. 

Gou . Marina thus the brothel ’scapes, and 
chances 

Into an honest bouse, onr story says. 

She sings like oue immortal, and site dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays: 

Deep clerks * she dumbs; aud with her nee Id 
composes 

Natnre’s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or 
berry ; 

That even her art sisters the natural roves: 

Her lukle, silk, twine with the rubied char) : 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race, 

Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain 
She gives the cursed baud. Here we her 
place ; 

And to her father turn our thoughts again. 

Where we left him, on the sea. We there him 
lost; 

Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv’d 
Here where his daughter dwells ; aud ou this 
coast 

Suppose him uow at anchor. The city stnv’d 
God Neptune’s auuuai feast to keep: from 
whence 

Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies, 

His banners sable, tritnm'd with nch expense; 
Aud to him in his barge with fervour hies. 

In your supposing once more put jour sight; 

Of heavy Pericles think this the bark : 

"here, wbat is done in action, more, if might. 
Shall be discover'd ; please >ou, sit, and hark. 

SCENE I.—On board Pericles* Ship, off 
Mitylene. A close Pavilion on deck , with 
a Curtain before it; Pkrici.es within it, 
reclined on a Couch. A Barge lying beside 
the Tyrian Vessel. 

Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Ty¬ 
rian Vessel , the other to the Barge ; to them 
Hslicanus. 

Tyr. Sail. Where’s the lord Hdicanus T be 
can resolve yon. 

[7b the Sailor of Mitylene • 
Oh I here be Is.- 

Sir, there’s a barge pot off from Mitylene. 

And in it is Lysimachus the governor. 

Who craves to come aboard. What Is youi 
will | 

Hel. That be have his. Call up some gen- 
tlemen. 

Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen I my lord alii. 

Enter two Qistuxu. 

1 Gent. Doth your lordship call t 

• LuruABM. 
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Hcl. Gentlemen, 

There is some of worth would come aboard : I 
pray you. 

To greet them fairly. 

[The Gbntlsmbn and the two Sailors 
descend and go on board the Barge. 

Enter, from thence , Lysiuacmos and Lords; 
the Tyrian Cbntlkmrn, and the two Sri* 

LORS. 

7 \r. Sail. Sir, 

This is the man that can, In aught yon would. 
Resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend Sir! the gods preserve 
you I 

7/e/. And yoo, Sir, to out-Uve the age 1 am. 
And die as I would do. 

J,ys. You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's tri¬ 
umphs. 

Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us, 

1 make to it, to know of whence you are. 

Jlel. First, Sir, what is your placet 
Lys. I am governor of this place you lie be- 
foie. 

Hel. Sir, 

Our wssel is of Tyre, in it the king; 

A man, who for this three months bath not 
6pokcii 

To any one, nor taken sustenance. 

But tu prorogue* bis grief. 

Lys. I’pou wbat ground is his distempers- 
tu:e 1 

Jlel. Sir, it would lie too tedions to repeat; 
But the main gr.ti of all, springs from the loss 
oi a helmed daughter and a wife. 

May we not see him, then! 

J/t l. You ma) indeed. Sir 
But booties* is jour sight: be will not speak 
To an>. 

Jji/s. Yet, let me obtain my wish. 

Jltl. Behold him, Sir : [Plriclbs discovered.) 
tins was a goodly person, 

Till the disaster, that, ouc mortal t night, 

Drove him to this. , 

Lys. Sii, king, all hail? the gods preserve 
>ou ! Hail, 

Hail, ro\al Sir ! 

Hi l (t is in vain : he will not speak to yon. 

1 Lord. Sir, we have a maid iu Mitylcne, I 
durst wager. 

Would wm some words of him. 

Lys. * I is well bethought. 

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony 
And other choice attractions, would allure. 

And make a battery through bis deafen'd 
parts, t 

Which now* are midway stopp'd : 

She, all a« happy as of all the fairest. 

Is, with her fellow-maidens, now within 
The leafy shelter that abuts against 
The island’s side. 

He whispers one of the attendant Lords, — 
Exit Lord, in the Marge of Lrsi- 

MACHUS. 

Jlei. Sure, all’s effectless; yet nothing we’ll 
omit 

That berus recovery’s name. But, since your 
kindness 

We ha\e stretch’d thus for, let us beseech you 
fm tlier, 

That for our gold wc may provision have. 
Wherein we are not destitute for want. 

But weary for the staleuen. 

Lys. O Sir, a courtesy. 

Which if wc should deny, the most Just God 
For every graff would send a caterpillar, 

And so inflict our province.—Yet once more 
Let me intreat to know at large the cause 
Of your king's sorrow. 

Hcl. Sit, Sir, 1 will recouut It 
But see, 1 am prevented. 

• To bmIml _« t DwrwtNt. 

tit. Ear* 


Enter, from the Barge, Loud, Marina, and 
a young Lady. 

Lys. Ob 1 here If 

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one 1 
ls’t not a goodly presence? 

Hel A gallant lady. 

Lys. She’s such, that were I well assur’d sho 
came 

Of gentle kind, and noble stock, I'd wish 
No better choice, and think me rarely wed. 

Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
hxpect even here, where is a kingly patient 
If that thy prosperous-artificial feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught. 

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar. Sir, I will use 
My utmost skill in bis recovery. 

Provided none but I and my companion 
Be suffer’d to come near him. 

Lys. Come, let us leave her. 

And the gods make her prosperous 1 

[Marika slugs 

Lys. Mark’d he your music ? 

Mar. No, nor look’d on us. 

Lys. See, she w ill speak to him. 

Mar. Hail, Sir l my lord, leud ear >—. 

Per . Hum I ha 1 
Mar. 1 am a maid. 

My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes. 

But have been gaz’d on, comet-like: she 
speaks 

My lord, that, may be, hath endur’d a grief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh'd. 
Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 
My derivation was fiom ancestors 
Who stood equivalent with uiiehty kings; 

But time hath rooted out my parentage. 

And to the world and awkward casualties 
Bound me in servitude.—1 will desist; 

But there is something glows upon my cheek. 
And whispers in mine ear, Go not tiU he speak . 

[A side. 

Per . My fortunes—parentage—good paren¬ 

tage— 

To equal mine 1—was it not thus? what say 
you t 

Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my 
parentage. 

You would not do me violence. 

Per . 1 do think so. 

I pray you, turn your eyes again upon me.— 

You are like something that—What country¬ 
woman T 

Here of these shores ? 

Mar. No, nor of any shores : 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than 1 appear. 

Per. I am great with woe, and shall deliver 
weeping. 

My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a 
one 

My daughter might have been; my queen's 
square brows; 

Her stature to au inch ; as wand-like straight; 

As silver-voicM ; her eyes as jewel-like. 

And cas’d as richly : in pace auothei Juno ; 

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them 
hungry. 

The more she gives them speech-—Where do you 
live T 

Mar. Where I am but a stranger; from the 
deck 

Yon may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? 

And how achiev’d you these endowments, 
which 

You make more rich to owe ? * 

Mar. Should I tell my history. 

*TwouId seem like Urs disdain’d In the report* 
ing. 

Per. Prithee speak t 
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Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look’st 
Modest as justice, and thou 6eem’st a palace 
lor the crown’d truth to dwell in : 1*11 believe 
thee, 

Ami make my senses credit thy relation, 

To potuu that seem impossible; for thou 
look*st 

Like one 1 lov'd indeed. Wlrat were thy 
friends 7 

Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, 
(Which was when 1 perceiv’d thee,) that thon 
cam’s! 

From good descending f 
Mar . So indeed 1 did. 

Per. Report tby parentage. I think thou 
said’st 

Thon liadst been toss'd from wrong to injury, 
Aud that thon thought’st tLy griefs might equal 
mine. 

If both were open’d. 

Mar. Some such thing indeed 
1 said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Dal warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thv story : 

If (hirie, consider'd, prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 
Have suffer'd like a girl: jet thon dost look 
Like Patience, gazing on kiugs’ graves, and 
smiliug 

Extremity out of act. What were thy friends 7 
How lost thou them ? Thy name, my most kind 
virgin ? 

Recount, I do beseech thee: come, sit by me. 
Mar . My name. Sir, is Marina. 

Per . Oh! 1 atn mock’d. 

And thon by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good Sir, 

Or here I'll cease. 

Per . Nay, I’ll be patient: 

Thon little know’st how thou dost startle me. 

To call thyself Marina. 

Mar. The name, Marina, 

Was given me by oue that had some power ; 

My father, and a king. 

Per. How 1 a king’s daughter 7 
And call’d Marina 7 

Mar. You said jon would believe me ; 

But, not to be a troubler of jour peace, 

I will end here. 

Per . But arc you 8esb and blood 7 
Have you a working pulse 7 and are no fairy 7 
No motion 7 •—Well; speak on. Where were 
you born 7 

And wherefore call’d Marina 7 
Mar. Call’d Marina, 

For I was born at sea. 

Per. At sea 7—thy mother ? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king ; 
Who died the very minute I was born. 

As my good nurse Lycborida hath oft 
Deliver’d weeping. 

Per. Oh I stop there a little f 
This is the rarest dream that e’er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal: this cannot be. 

M> daughter's buried. {Aside.] Well:—where 
were you bred 1 

I'll bear you more, to the bottom of jour 
story. 

And never intemtpt you. 

Mar. You’ll scarce believe me: 'twere best I 
did give o'er. 

Per. I will believe yon by the syllable + 

Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give me 
leave :— 

How came you in these parts? Where were you 
bred t 

Mar. The king, my father, did in Tbarsns 
leave me; 

Till cruel Cleon, with bis wicked wife, 

Slid seek to murder me: and having woo’d 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn, 

/.«. No puppet dr*aura ap to de—ire mo. 

1 I will Minn every word pee e«f. 


Art V 

A crew of pirates came and rescu’d me ; 

Brought me to Mityleue. But now, good Sir, 
Whither will you have me I Whj do juu weep f 
It may be, 

You think me an Impostor : no, good faith , 

I am the daughter to kiug Pericles, 

If good king Pericles be. 

Per . Ho, Helicauus! 

Hel . Calls my gracious lord ! 

Per. Thou art a grave aud noble counsellor. 
Most wise in general: Tell me, if thou causl. 
What this maid is, or what is like to be. 

That thus bath made me weep 7 
Mel. I know not; but 
Here is the regent, Sir, of Mitjleuc, 

Speaks nobly of ber. 

Lys. She would never tell 
Her parentage, being demanded that, 

She would sit still and weep. 

Per. O Helicauus, strike me, honour’d Su , 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain ; 

Lest this great sea of jojs rushing upon me, 
O'erbear the shores of my mortality. 

And drown me with their sweetness. O come 
hither. 

Thou that beget’st him that did thcc Ik get; 

Thou that wast born at sea, buried at lbaisu', 
Aud fountfat sea again ! O Helicauus, 

Down on thy kuecs, thank the holy god-, 
loud 

As thunder threatens us : This is Manna.— 
What was thy' mother’s name 7 Tell me b t 
that, 

For truth can never be coulimi’d enough. 

Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, Sir, 1 praj. 

What is your title 7 

Per. I am Pericles of Tjre : but tell me now 
(As in the rest thou hast btrn godlike peifect,/ 
My drown’d queen’s name, thou art the lair or 
kingdoms. 

And another life to Pericles tb> father. 

Mar. !t it no more to be your daughter, than 
To say, my mother’s name was Tbaisa 7 
Thaisa^was my mother, who did end 
The minute I began. 

Per. Now blessing on thee, rise : thou art my 
child. 

Give me fresh garments. Mine own, Helicuiiu-, 
(Not dead at Tharsus, as she should have bicu. 
By savage Cleon,) she shall tell thee all ; 

When thon shall kneel and justify iii know 
ledge. 

She is thy very princess.—Who is thu T 
Mel. Sir, *lis the governor of Mitjlene, 

Who, hearing of your melancholy slate. 

Did come to see yon. 

Per. I embrace you. Sir. 

Give me my robes—1 am wild in m> beholding. 
O heavens bless my girl 1 But hark, what 
music t 

Tell Helkamii, my Marina, tell him 
O’er, point by point, for yet he seems to dould. 
How sure you are my daughter.—But wli.i: 
music 7 

Mel. My lord, I bear none. 

Per. NoneT 

The music of the spheres: list, my Marina. 

Lys. It is not good to cross him : gixe him 
way. 

Per. Rarest sounds ! 

Do ye not hear T 
Jays. Music T My lord, I hear— 

Per. Most heavenly music: 

It nips me unto list’nlng, and thick slumber 
Ilaugs on mine exe-lids: let me rest. 

[He sleeps. 

Lys. A pillow for his head ; 

[The Curtain before the Pavilion of 
Pamelas Is closed. 

So leave him all.—Well, my companion-friends. 
If this but answer to my just belief. 

I’ll well remember you. 

Jtoreutit Lysimachvs, Hclicakcs, 
Mabika, and attendant List. 
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SCKSU II. — The same. — Pericles on t/& 
Du k asleep: Diana appearing to him as 
in a vision. 

Via. My temple stands in Ephesus; hie thee 
thither. 

And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 

Then', wnen my maiden priests are met to* 
gether. 

Before the people all, 

lie veal how thou ut sea didst lose thy wife: 

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughters call, 
And give them repetition to the life. 

Perform my Bidding, or thou liv’st in woe : 

D«’t, and be happy, by my silver bow. 

Awake, and tell thy dream. 

[Diana disappears. 
Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 

I will obey thee!—Helicanus I 

Enter Lysiviachus, Helicanus, and 
Marina. 

licl. Sir. 

Per. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to 
strike 

The inhospitable Cleon; but I am 
For alter seivice ttr*t: toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails; eftsoons • 1*11 tell thee 
why.— [To Helicanus. 

Shall we refresh us. Sir, upon your shore. 

And give yon gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lyf. With all my heart. Sir; and, when you 
come ashore, 

I have another suit. 

Per. You shall prevail, 

Were it to wo© my daughter; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Tot. Sir, leud your arm. 

Per. Coiue, my Marina. 

[£Zrewn/. 

Enter Gower, before the Temple of Diana 
at Ephesus . 

now. Now our sands are almost run; 

More a little, and then done. 

Tins, as my last boon, give me, 

(for such kindness must relieve me,) 

That you aptly will suppose 

What pageantry, what feats, what shows, 

\\ hdt minstrelsy, and pretty dm. 

The icgeut made in MityUn, 

To greet the king. So he has thriv’d. 

That he is promis’d to be wiv’d 
To fair Manila ; but in no wise, 

Till het had done his sacrifice, 

As I)tan hade: whereto being bound. 

The interim, pray you,.all confound. % 
lu Lather'd bnefness sails ate fill’d, 

And wishes fall out as they're will’d. 

At Ephesus, the temple sec, 
our king, and all his company. 

’I hat he can hither come so soon, 

Js bv your fancy’s thankful boon. 

[EUlt. 

Si'*.I'VE III.—The Temple of Diana at Eph - 
etns: Thais* standing near the. Altar , as 
high Priestess; a number of Virgins on 
each side ; Cekimon and other inhabitants 
of Ephesus attending. 

Enter Pericles, with his Train; Lysi- 
machos, Helicanus, Mabina, and a 
Lady. 

Per. Hail Dian! to perform thy just com¬ 
ma ml, 

| here confess myself the king of Tyre ; 

Who, fimined from my country, did wed 
The lair 1 haisa, at Pcntapolis. 

At sea in c hildbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child call’d Marina; who, O goddess, 

• Soon. ♦ /. e. Penrle*. 

) Confound her* signifies to consume. 


Wears yet thy silver livery. • She at Tkarsus 
Was nurs'd with Cleon; whom at iuuitcca 
years 

He sought to muider: hut her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene ; against whose shore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard 
us, 

Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai. Voice and favour !— 

You are—you are—O royal Pericles I 

[ArAc faints 

Per. What means the woman 1 she dies 1 help 
gentlemen I 
Cer. Noble Sir. 

If you have told Diana’s altar true, 

This is your wife. 

Per. Reverend appearer, no ; 

I threw her o'erboard wnh these very arms, 

Cer. Upon this coast, 1 warrant you. 

Per. 'Tia most certain. 

Cer. Look to the lady;—Oh ! she’s but o't r 
joy’d. 

Early, one blust'ring morn, this lady was 
Thrown on this shore. 1 op’d the coflin, and 
Found there rich jewels ; recover'd her, and 
plac'd her 

Here in Diana’s temple. 

Per. May we see them t 

Cer. Great Sir, they shall be brought yon to 
my house, 

Whither I invite you. Look! Tbaisa is 
Recover’d. 

Thai • Oh l let me look! 

If he be none of inuie, my sanctity 
Will to my sense t bend no licentious ear. 

But curb it, spite of seeing. O my lord. 

Are you not Pericles? Like him yon speak. 

Like him you are : Did you uot name a tem¬ 
pest, 

A birth, and death 1 
Per. The voice of dead Thaisa f 
Thai . That Thaisa am I, supposed dead. 

And drown’d.; 

Per. Immortal Dian! 

Thai. Now I know you better.— 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 

The king, my father, gave you such a ring. 

[Shous a ring. 

Per. This, this : no more, you ®rd» ! your 
present kindness 

Makes my past misem-s sport: You shall do 
well, 

That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. O come, lie 
buried 

A second time within these arms. 

Mar . My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom. 

. [Kneels to Thais*. 
Per. Look, who Kneels here! Flesh of thy 
flesh, Thaisa; 

Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina, 

For she was yielded there. 

Thai. Bless’d and mine own 1 
Eel. Hail, madam, and uiy queen! 

Thai. 1 know yon not. 

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly 
from Tyre, 

1 left behind an ancient substitute : 

Can you remember what 1 call'd the man ? 

1 have nam’d him oft. 

Thai. 'Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still continuation : 

Embrace him, dear Thaisa: this is he. 

Now do 1 long to hear how you wfcrc found ; 
How possibly preserv’d ; and whom to thank, 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. Lord Cer i in on, my lout; this m-n 
Through whom the gods have showu their power , 
that can 

Frofli flrst to last resolve yon. 

• I. f. Her wtiite rol>e of innocence. 

♦ Scnsunl passion. 1 Drown’d here wraat aw 

whelmed, uot suifoemted. 
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Per . Reverend Sir, 

The gods can have no mcrtal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives? 

Cer. I will, iny lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my boose. 
Where shall be shown you all was found with 
her; 

How she came placed here within the temple ; 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Diana! 

I bless lliee for thy \ision, and will offer 
My night oblations to thee. Thaisa, 

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daugh¬ 
ter, 

Shall marry her at Tentapolis. And now. 

This ornament • that makes me look so dismal, 
Will I, im lov’d Marina, clip to form; 

And what this fourteen years no razor tonch*d. 
To «mice thy marriage.da\ t I’ll beautify. 

Thai . Lord Cerunon hath letters of good 
credit. 

Sir. that my father's dead. 
ter. Heavens make a star of hhn! Tet there, 
my queen, 

We ll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will m that kingdom spend our following days; 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyros reign. 

• J. Ills beard. 


Ad V. 

Lord Cerlmon, we do onr longing stay. 

To hear the rest untold.—Sir, lead the any. 

[Jueunt. 

Enter Go win. 

Gov. In Antioch, • and his daughter, you 
have heard 

Of monstrous lust the due and jnrt reward : 

In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen 
(Although assail’d with fortune tierce and 
keen,) 

Virtue preserv’d from fell destitution's bla3t. 
Led on by beaveu, and crown’d with joy at 
last. 

In Helicaniu may you well descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 

In reverend Ceriinou there well appears. 

The worth that learned charity' aye wears. 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, wbeu fame 
Had spread their cursed deed, aud honour’d 
name 

Of Pericles, to rage the city tarn ; 

That him and bis they in his palace burn. 

The gods tor murder seemed so content 
To punish them; although not done, but meant 
So on your patience ever more attending. 

New joy wait on youJ Here onr play ha« end¬ 
ing. [£ lit Cow u, 

♦ 

* J. e. Tb* king of Auiccb. 
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LITERARY AKD HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

T1II8 tragedy fsaappoaed to hive been written in 1596. Tbe principal incidents were probably drawn from a 
dramatic piece by one Thomas Ryd, and from a Hutorie of Hambltl , in black letter, adopted by Belleforeat in 
hie collection of novale (published U64) from the narrative of fcaxo-G rain malleus* the old Danish historian. 
The play has long been accounted * Brat-rat* dramatic production, for, with some egregious blunders, it con¬ 
tains a variety of unparalleled beauties. Aa originally written, it consamed four hours in the representation , 
persons, in Shakspeare's tunc, visiting the theatre so early as four o’clock, and regarding the qualm- less 
tnan the quantity obtained for their money i this will excuse some of those trifling interlocutions which ret 
remain. Perhaps none of oar post** undertakings bate been subjected to so tanch erudite and ingenious cri¬ 
ticism at this i nod none, certainly, after its most severe exercise, have been left with so much to approve. 
For although it has boen observed, with some appearance of justice, that m the management of the piece, 
Sbakspeare has been rather anfortaaate, all its aioet striking circumstances arising so early n. the formation, 
as 44 not to leavo him room for a conclusion suitab'c to thr importance of its beginning yet tbit defect is 
amply recompensed by the sublimity of conception, the didactic morality of sentiment, the pathetic inlcnse- 
iicss of feeling, the po w e r and comprehensiveness of dictiot., and the delightful diversity of character, whirl* 
an displayed in almost every scene. Indeed, were each drama of Shakspeare to be characterized In the par¬ 
ticular quality which distinguishes it from the rest, the praise of varirtv must evpetiallr be given to the tro- 
grdv hi Hamlet ; as it is interchangeably contrasted 14 w.lh merriment that includes judicious and instructive 
observations; and with solemnity not strained by pirtiral violence above the natural sentiments of man.” To 
taose, however, who ore mentally capable of appreciating its excellences as a plav, the charm of perusing it 
in the clotr-t will probable be greater than the delight of witnessing its exhibition ; aiucc it is rich in the 
trrjaansMl contemplative and philosophical speculatiou , divested of the glare and bustle which capmare 
or bewilder the senses , whilst the principal character, though furnished with abundant materials, is almost 
thr on 1 v support of thr piece, and seldom meets with a representative in whom the beauties of the original are 
cfltctivrlv embodied. Of (be plot it may be observed, that it teems with slaughter, and is justly obnoxious to 
criticism in nunj of us parts . bat the catastrophe a certainly its most disgusting feature, and cau oi-lv lie to¬ 
lerated b\ the Vn«wq partiality of an English audience lor a multiplicity of deaths and bloodshed. 44 The 
manner of Hamlet’s death (says Dr. Johnson) it not very happily pradnead t for the exchange of weapons is 
rather an cxpeuient of necessity, than a stroke of an.” 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA!. 

ITk % xc i sco, a Soldier. 

and Xepheu to Klvnaluo, Servant to Polonius. 

IA Capm in.—A n Ambassador. 

. j Is host of Hamlet's Father . 

I Fouti.nbkas, Punce of Norway. 

! Gertrude, Queen of Denmark, and Mother 
oj Hamlet . 

Ophelia, Daughter of Polonius. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Players, 
Grave-diggers, Sailors, Messengers, 
and other Attendants. 


Scene, Elsinore. 


ACT I. 

SCENE 1.—Elsinore.—A Platform before the 

Castle. 

Fr\ncisco on his Post.—Enter to him 
Bernardo. 

Per. Who’s there T 

Fran. Nay, auswer me: stand, and nnfold 
Yourself. 

Per. Loii" live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo? 

Per. He. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon your 
hour. 


Per. *Tis now struck twelve; gel ibee to bed, 
Francisco. 

Fran. For tiiis relief, much thauss: ’Us bit¬ 
ter cold, 

And I am sick at heart. 

Per. Have yon hail quiet guard t 
Fran. Not a mouse stiirmg. 

Per. Well, good night. 

If >ou do meet Horatio and MarceThw, 

Th^pivnls of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Enter Horatio and Marcet.lus. 

Fran. I tiling 1 hear them.—Stand, ho I Who 
is ibcfrr 

Jlor . Friends to thb ground. 
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Mar. And liccemcq to the Dane. 

/Van. Give you good night. 

Mur. O, farewell, honest soldier: 

Who bath reliev'd yon t 
Fran . Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good night. [tiiit Feaucisco. 

Mar. Holla! Bernardo! 

Btr. Say. 

what, is Horatio there ? 

Hor. A piece of him. 

Bcr . Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Mar- 
cellus. 

//or. Wluit, lias this thine appear'd again 
to-night f 

Brr. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says, *tis but our fantasy ; 

And will not let belief take hold of him. 
Touching tins dieaded sight, twice seen of us: 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us to watch the minutes of tin* night. 
That, if again this apparition come, 

He tnay approve * our eyes, and speak to it. 
Ilor. Tush ( tush ! 'twill not appear. 

Bcr. Sit down awhile ; 

And Jet us once again assail your ears. 

That are so fortified against our story, 
w bat we two nights have seen. 

Hot. Well, sit we’down. 

And let ns hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Bcr . Last night of all, 

\\ ben yon same star, that's westward from the 
pole. 

Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellns, and myself. 

The bell then beatiug one,— 

Mar. Peace, break thee off—look, where it 
comes again 1 

Enter Ghost. 

Ber. In (be same figure like the king that’s 
dead. 

Mar . Thou art a scholar, speak to It, Horatio. 
Ber. Looks it not like the king ! mark it, 
Horatio. 

Ilor. Most like :—it harrows me with fear,! 
and wonder. 

Brr. It would be spoke to. 

Mur. bpeak to it, Horatio. 

Ilor. What art thou, tbat usnrp’st this time 
of night, ’ 

Together with that fair and warlike form 
lu which the majmty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march I—By heaveu 1 charge 
thee/ speak! 

Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See I it btalks away. 

Ilor. Stay; speak : speak I charge tbre, speak. 

[Erit Ghost. 

Mar. Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Bcr. How now, Horatio? you tremble, and 
look pale : 

Is not this something more than fantasy? 

VV bat think you of it ? 

Hot. Before my God, I might not this believe. 
Without the sensible aud true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king f 
Ilor. As thou art to thyself: 

Such was the very armour he bad on. 

When be the ambitious Norway combated : 

So frown’d be once, when, in angry parle, t 
lie smote the sledded j Poiack $ ou the ice. 

*I ia strange. 

Mar. Thus, twice before, and jump | at this 
dead hour, 

With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 
Ilor. In what particular thought to work, I 
know not; 

But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion, 

This bodes some strange eruption to our sfctif. 
Mar . Good now, sit down, aud tell 
that knows, 

* Make good or 4 Dispute. 

I ftadga. S A n inbabu^a! ofroUtE. | init. 


Why tills same strict and most ob-rmim watch 
So uigbity lolls the subject of the laud ; 

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 

Aud foreign mart for Implements of war ; 

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore 
task 

Does not divide the S mday from the w eek : 
What might be toward, that this sweaty baste 
Doth make the uiglit joint-labourer ’ with the 
day; 

\\ ho is’t, that can Inform me? 

Hor. .That can I; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king. 
Whose image even but now appear'd to us. 

Was, as you know, by Fortlnbiis of Norway, 
Thereto prick'd ou by a most emulate pride, 
Dar'd to the combat; in which our valiaut 
Hamlet [him,) 

(Tor to this side of our knowti world esteem'd 
Did slay this Fortinhras; who, by a scal'd com* 
Well ratified by law aud heraldry, [pkci, 

Did forfeit, with bis life, all those bis lands 
Which he stood seiz'd of, to the conquerrr: 
Against the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by oar king ; which had returu'd 
To the inheritance ol Fortin bras, 

Had he been vanquisher; as, b> the same co¬ 
mart, • 

And carriage of the article design'd,? 

His fell to Hamlet: Now, Sir, young Forlia- 
Of unimproved mettle hot and lull,’ [br-', 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there. 
Shark'd $ up a list of landless resolute*. 

For food ami diet, to some enterprise 
That bath a stomach jj in’t: which is no other 
(As it doth well appear unto our slat-*,; 

But to recover of us, by strong hand, 

And terms conipulsatory, those 'foresaid lauds 
So by his father lost: And this, 1 take It, 

Is the main motive of our preparations ; 

The source of this our watch ; aud the chief 
head 

Of this post-haste and romagcH in the land. 

[Ber. 1 think it be no other, but even so: 

Well may it sort, •• that this portentous figure* 
Comes armed through our watch; so like the 
king 

That was, aud is, the question of these wars. 

Hor. A nude it is, to trouble the luindS cyr. 
In the most high and palmy tt state of Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julios fell, [dead 
The graves stood tenanUess, and the shctiiJ 
Did squeak aud gibber iu the Roman streets. 


As, stars with trains of (Ira and dew* of blood. 
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star,;; 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stand*. 
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipM*. 

And even the like preeurse of fierce events,— 

As harbingers preceding still the tales. 

And prologue to the omeu ^ coming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our dimaturas and couutryiueu .—) 

Re-enter Ghost. 

But, soft; behold I lo, where it comes again f 
I'll cross It, though it blast me.—Stay, illu¬ 
sion I 

Vf thou bast any sound, or use of voice. 

Speak to me s ‘ 

If there be any good thing to be done. 

That may to thee-do ea*c, and giacc to me. 
Speak to me: 

lr thou art privy to thy country's fate. 

Which happily foreknowing may avoid, 

O speak I 

Or, if thou hast nphoarded In thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth, 

For which,they say, you spirits olt walk in riralti, 

[(Jock Cl'OU 5. 


• Joint bargain. 

♦ The eovannnt to confirm that bargain. 
t Fall of spirit without oapenrnre. } Picked. 

J Resolution. ^Search. •* Suit, 

ft Yicturioua. St fhc muon. H E««u*.. 
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Speak of it:—slay, and speak.—Stop it. Mar- 
col I us. 

Mar. Shall I strike at it with uiy partizau 1 
Jior. Do, if it will uot stand. 

Hi r. 'Tis here 1 
Jior. 'Tis here1 

Mur. 'Tis gone! [Exit Ghost. 

We do it wrong, being so majesties!. 

To oiler it the show of violence ; 

For it it, as tbe air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows malicious mockery. 
litr. it was about to speak, when the cock 
crew. 

Hot. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

'flu* cock, that larHtbc trumpet of the morn. 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding tin oat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning. 
Whither ;u sea or Are, In emtb or air. 

The extravagant and erring • spirit hies 
T» his coniine; and of the truth herein 
Thu present object made probation. t 
Mar. it faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein onr Saviour's birth is cetebratrd, 

This lord of datviiing singeth all night long: 

And then they say no spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights arc wholesome; then no planets 
strike. 

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm ; 

50 hailuw'd and so gracious is the time. 

Har. So 1 have beard, and do In part believe 
it. 

Hut look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill: 
Break we our watch up; and, hy my advice, 

Let us impart wbui we have seen to night 
Unto young Hamlet: for, upon my life. 

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him : 

Do von consent we shall acquaint him with it, 
As iieediul in our loves, fitting our duty 1 
Mar . Let’s do't, I pray ; and I this morning 
know 

Where we >h;Jl find him most convenient. 

[Exeunt. 

51 EVE 11.--The same.—A Room of State in 

the samk. 

Enter the King, Qukcn, Hamlet, Poi.omus, 

LaBRTI.S, VoLTIMANU, COKNf.LlUS, LOBUS, 

and Attendants. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear bro¬ 
ther's death 

1 lie memory he green ; and that it us befitted 
To bt ai our hearts in grief, and our whole king¬ 
dom 

To be contracted in oue brow of woe; 

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature. 
That we with wisest sorrow think on hint. 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now oar queen, 

'I lie imperial jointress of this warlike state, 

Have we, n* 'twere, with a defeated joy,— . 

With one auspicious, and one dropping eye ; 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in mar¬ 
riage, 

In equal scale weighing delight aud dole,* 

Taken to wile: nor have we herein burr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With tins affair along.—For all, our thanks. 

Now follows, that you know, young Fortin- 
bras,— 

Holding a weak supposal of our worth ; 

Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death. 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 
Collcagucd with tins dream of his advantage. 

He hath not fail’d to pester us with message. 
Importing our surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bands j of law. 

To our most valiant brother.—So much for 
him. 

• Wrtudcnnj. t Proof. S Crlsf. 

) Bomli. 


Nowr for ourself, aud for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the business is : We have here wnt 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,— 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this bis nephew's purpose,—to suppress 
His further gait * herein ; iu that the levies, 

Tbe lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject;—and we here despatch 
You, good Corutlius, and you Vokimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 
Giving to you no further personal power 
To business with tbe king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. 

Farewell; and let your haste commend yo.ir 
Cor. Vol. Iu that and all things will we show 
our duty • 

King. We doubt it nothing; heartily fan-, 
well. 

[ Exeunt Voltimand and Coknemi 
And now, Laertes, wbat's the news with you ' 
You tokl us of some suit; What is't, Lacitrs t 
You canoot speak of reason to the Dane, 

Aud lose your voice : What would'st tbou In ', 
Laertes, 

That shall uot be my offer, not thy asking 1 
The head is not nunc native to tbe heart. 

The hand more instrumental to the mouth, 

Than is the throne of Denmark to thy lather. 
What wouldst thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 

From whence, though willingly, 1 came to Den¬ 
mark, 

To show my duty in your coronation; 

Yet now, ! must coutess, that duty done. 

My thoughts and withes bend agalu tow aid 
France, 

And bow them lo your gracious leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your lather's leave? What 
says Polonlus t 

Pol. He ball), my lord, [wrung from me my 
stew leave. 

By labonmome petition; and, at last, 

Upon his will 1 seal'd my hard consent:] 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time Ik* 
thine. 

And thy best graces ; spend it at thy will.— 

But now-, my cousin Hauilet, and my son,- 

Mam. A little more than kiu, aud less than 
kind, f [Aside. 

King. How is it, that the clouds still hang on 
you f 

Mam. Not so, my lord, 1 am too much I'tbe 
sun. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nigh ted colour 
off, 

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids ; 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust: 

Thou kuow'st 'Us common; all th.it live must 
die; 

Passing through nature to eternity. 

Mam. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be, 

Why seems it so particular with thee ? 

1/am. Seems, madam! nay, it is I know net 
« 6 tems. 

'Tis uot alone my inky cloak, good mother. 

Nor customary suits of solemn black, 

Nor windy su’spiration of forc'd breath. 

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye. 

Nor the dejected haviour of the visage. 

Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief. 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed, 
seem. 

For they are actions that a man inidit play : 

But I have that within, which passeth show— 
These, but the trappings aud the suits of woe. 
King. *Tis sweet and commendable iu your 
nature, Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your father :• 

• Way-path ♦&» U the Teutonick word fo» 

child. I Dejevted eyes. 
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But, you must know, your father lost a fattier; 
That lathi i lost las; and the survivor bound 
Id filial obligation, for nme term 
To do obsequious sorrow : But to persever 
In obstinate condotement, is a course 
Or impious stubbornness ; *tu unmanly grief: 

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven; 

A bean unfortified, or miud impatient; 

An under standing simple and uuschool’d ; 

For what we know must be, and is as com¬ 
mon 

As auy tbe most vulgar tiling to sense. 

Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 

Take it to heart) Fie! ’Ti& a fault to heaven. 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reason most absurd; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
From the first corse, till he that died to-day. 
This must 6 e so. We pray you, throw to earth 
Thi? unprevailing woe ; and think of its 
As of a lather: for let the world take note. 

You are the most immediate to our throne ; 
And. with no less nobility of love, 

Than that which dearest father bears his son. 

Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
In gum® back to school in Wittenberg, 

It i* most retrograde* to our desire ;' 

And, We beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, m the cheer and comfort of our eye, 

Onr chietest courtier, cousiu, and our sou. 
Qiuin. Let uot thjr mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet; 

I prav thee, stay with us; go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. 1 shall in all my best obey yon, u.a- 
dam. 

King, w hv, »tis a loving and a fair reply ; 

Be a- ourself in Denmark.—Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof, 

No jocund health that Denmark drinks to day. 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell, 
Aud the king’s rouset the heaven shall bruit; 
again. 

Be-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

.Lieunt King, Quien, Lords, -yc. PoLo- 
ki its, and Laertes. 

71am. Oh ! that this ton too solid flesh would 
1 ii.'.w, ana resolve $ itself into a dew I (melt, 
or that the Everlasting had not fix’d (God! 
Hi.- canon j ’gainst self-slaughter *—O God l O 
How weary, stale, flat, and iH^frofitable 
beetn to me all the uses of this world! 

Fie on’t I O tie! *lis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in 
uat.ire 

Possess it merely. T That It should come to this ! 
But two months dead!—nay, uot so much, uot 
So excellent a king; that was, to ibis, [two: 
H> perion •* to a satyr ; so loving to my mother, 
1 hat he might not.beteem it the winds of hea¬ 
ven 

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth I 
Must I remember 1 why, she would baug on him. 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
f !7 what it fed on : And yet, within a month,— 
Let me not think on’t;—Frailty, tby name is 
woman !— 

A liKle month : or ere those shoes were old, 
ttuh which she follow’d my poor father’s body. 
Like Niobe, ail tears;—why -Ae, even she,— 
o heaven I a beast, that wants discourse of rea¬ 
son, 

W ould have mourn’d longer,—married with my 
unde. 

My father’s brother; bat no more like my fa¬ 
ther, 

Than I to Hercules r Within a month, 

I-r< jet the salt of most unrighteous teats 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 

She married :—O roost wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 


It is not, nor it cannot come to, good.— 

But break, my heart; lor I must hold my 
tongue! 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellux, 

Ilor. Hail to your lordahip ! 

Ham, I rid glad to see you well: 

Horatio,—or I do forget myself. 

Har. The same, ray lord, aud your poor ser- 
vaut ever. 

Ham. Sir, my good friend; I’ll change that 
name with you. [tio ?—• 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Hoia- 
Marcellus Y 

Mar. My good lord,— 

Ham. 1 am very glad to see you; good even 
Sir.— 

But what, in faith, make yon from Wittenberg t 
Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord. 
Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so: 
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence. 

To make it trnster of your own report 
Against yourself; I know you are no truant. 

But what is your affair in Elsinore f 
We’ll teach you to drink deep ere you depart 
llor. My lord, 1 came to see your fathers 
funeral. 

Ham . 1 pray thee, do not mock me, fellow 
student ; 

I think, it was to see my mother’s wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard upon, 
//am. Thrift, thrift, Horatio I the fuueral bak’d 
meats • 

Did coldly furnish forth tbe marriage tables. 
'Would I had met my dearest« foe m heaven 
Or ever 1 bad seen that d.iy, Horatio 
My father,—Methinks, I see my father. 

Hor. Where, 

My lord ? 

Ham. In my mind’s eve, Horatio. 

Hor. 1 saw him once, he wav a goodly Inn?. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for ail m all, 

I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think 1 saw him yestciumh:. 

Ham. Saw I who t 

Hor. M> lord, the king your father. 

Ham. The king my father ? 

Hor . Season your admiration lor a while 
With an attent ♦ ear; till I may dt liver. 

Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham. For God’s love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gentle¬ 
men, 

Marcell us and Bernardo, on their watch, 

In the dead waist and middle of the night, 

Bern thus encounter’d. A figure like your father, 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-a-p£. 

Appears before them, aud, with solemn march. 
Goes slow and stalely by them: thrice he 
walk'd 

By \beir oppress’d and fear-surpnzed eyes. 

Within Ins truncheon’s length ; whilst they, 
distil I’d 

Almost to jelJy with the act of fear. 

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. 1 his to :ne 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did; 

And 1 with them, the third night, kept the 
watch; 

Where, a* they had deliver’d, both in time, 

Foim of the thing, each word made true and 
good. 

The apparition comes; 1 knew your father ; 
These hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was tbisT 
Hor. My lord, upon the platform where we 
watch’d. 

Ilam. Did you not speak to it T 
Hor . My lord, I did ; 

But answer made It none: yet once, mi thought. 
It lifted up its head, and did address 


* Contrary, 
( Dl»s« 1' (. 

•• Apollo. 


1 Draught, 
I Law. 

Yt Suffer. 


t Report. * It wae anciently the custom to fired cold entertain- 
Y Entirely mint «» a funeral. 

t Cbiefcst. t Attibtive, 
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Itself to motion, like as it would speak; 

But, even then, the morning cock crew load. 
Ami at Hit* sound it shrunk in baste away. 

And vanish’d from out sight. 

Hum. Tis very strange. 
llor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis 
true; 

And we did think it writ down in our duty. 

To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, bat this troubles 
Hold )ou the watch to-nightT [me. 

A It. We do, my lord. 

Jfam. Arm’d, say you ? 

All. Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. rrom top to toe? 

All. My lord, from bead to foot. 

Hum. Then saw you not 
Jjis (are. 

llor . O yes, my lord; he wore bis heaver • 
up- 

ITam. What, look'd he frowningly ? 
llor. A countenance more 
la sorrow than in anger. 

Hum. Pale, or red f 
Jfor Nay, very pale. 

Hum. And fix'd Ins eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 

Hum. Very like, *• 

Very like : Stay'd it long?. 
llor. While one with. moderate haste might 
tell a hundred. 

Mar. Her. Longer, longer. 

I In . Not wheu i <aw it. 

Hum . His beard was gnzri'd ? not 
Hot. it was, as 1 have seen it m his life, 

A *:ilde silver'd. 

Hum. I will watch to-night: 

Perilianre. 'twill walk again. 

H u. 1 warrant it will. 

Hum. if it assume my noble father's person. 
I’ll speik to it, tbougb hell itself should gap*, 
And bid me hold my peace* I pnty you nil. 

It \on have hitherto conceal'd tins sight, 

J.» t it l»- leiuhlt* in your silence still ; 

And uli.it*<K\er else shall hap to-night, 
tine it .in limit p-tatiduig, but no tongue : 

1 will icqiiite vour loves: .So, fare you well : 

1 linn tin* platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 

1 11 \iv*t \ou. 

All om .Iutv to vour honour. 

Hwn. \«>ur loves, as mine to >ou : Farewell. 
[/ nuat Horatio, Marckllus, and Brr- 
n \ ii t»o. 

My fathers spirit in arms! all is not well; 

2 doi.L: some foul play : 'would, the night were 

mine J 

Till then -.t *till, niv soul: Foul deeds will rise 
(1 hough all the earth o’erwhelm them) to men's 
c>e>. [Exit. 

Si 'EXE in.—A lloom in Polonius’ House . 

Enter Limits and Ophelia. 

hair. My necessaries are embark'd; farewell: 
And, M-tei, as the winds give benefit, 

\ml convoy i? a-sr-tant, do not sleep, 

B:il let me hear troin you. 

Ojih. l)o you doubt that? 

Ian. lot Hamlet, and the trifling of bis fa- 
llold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; [vour, 
A violet m the youth of pnmy nature, 

Foinan\ not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 

The p'-ilume and suppiiance of a minute ; 

No inoie. 

Ofih. No moie but so? 

Eucr . Hunk it no more: 

For natuie, crescent, t does not grow alone 
In thews,: and hulk ; but, as this temple waxes. 
Hie inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, lie loves you now-; 

a Ibis part of the hairnet which m*v he lifted up. 

1 Increasing, X Smews. 


And now no soil, nor cautel, • doth besmirch ♦ 
The virtue of his will: but, you must fear, 

His greatness weigh'd, his will is not his own; 
For be himself is subject to his birth : 

He may not, as unvalued persons do. 

Carve fer himself; for on bis choice depends 
The safety and the health of the whole et tie ; 
And therefore must his choice he circumscrib'd 
Unto the voice and’ yieldiug of that body, 
Whereof he is the head i Then if he says he 
loves you, 

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it. 

As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed; which is no farther. 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weteh wbat loss your honour A ay sus¬ 
tain. 

If with too credent t ear yon list $ his songs ; 

Or lose your heart: or your chaste treasure open 
To bis uiimaster'd |] importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister; 

And keep you ui the rear of your affection, 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest f maid is prodigal enough, 

If she unmask her beauty to the moou : 

Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes : 

The canker galls the infants of the spmig. 

Too oft before their buttons be disclos’d ; 

And in the rnorfi and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastmeuis are most imminent. 

Be wary then : best safety lies iu fear ; 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Of/A. I shall the effect of this good le--r.ii 
keep, 

As watchman to my heart: But, good my broth*.i, 
Do uot, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Show me the steep and thorny way to hc.iv cn; 
Whilst, like a putFd and and reckless •• Jibeiiine, 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance Head', 
And recks not Ins own iead.it 
l^aer. O fear me not. 

I stay too loug ;—But here my father comes. 

Enter Polonius. 

A double blessing is a double grace ; 

Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

Pol. Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for 
shame ; 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, 

Aud you are staid for : (n) There,—my blessing 
with you ; 

[Laying his Hand on Laertes' Head. 
And these few precepts iu thy memory 
Look thou character.;; Give thy thoughts no 
tongue. 

Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption fried. 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ; 
But do not dull thy* palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, uufledg'd comrade. Be¬ 
ware 

Of entrance to a quarrel: but, being in, 

Bear it that the opposei may beware of thee. 

Give every man thine eai, but few thy voice : 
Take each man's censure, [ill but reserve tby 
judgment. 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 

But uot express’d m fancy ; rich, not sandy : 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man , 

And they in Trance, of the best rank and sta¬ 
tion, [that 

Are most select and generous, chief*** in 
Neither a borrower, nor * lender be ; 

For loan oft loses both itself ami friend ; 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry, ut 

• Subtlety, deceit. t Ditco.our. 

t Relieving. l Listen to. | Licentious. 

^ Mo,t cautious. •* Carelewu + t Regard* not 

his own lesson*. tt Write. §§ Palm of the hind. 
Opinion. Noble. Chieth. 

+1t Economy. 

(a) The line* following tbit are usually omitted , bus 
they contain a compact richness of instruction desert¬ 
ing attentiou to public, aud perusal in private. 
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Act J. 


This above all,—To llune ownself be true; 

And it must follow, a*jhe night tlie day. 

Thou cau>»t not then be'false to any mpu. 
Farewell; mv blessing season * this in thee ! 

Most humble do I take my leave, my 
lord. 

Pol. The time invites you; go, your servants 
tend, t 

l.acr. Farewell, Ophelia; and remember well 
W bat 1 have said to you. 

Oph. Tis in memory lock’d. 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 


Luer. Farewell. 


[Exit LSKRTES. 


Pol. What is’t, Ophelia, he hath said to you ? 

Oph. So please you, something touching the 
« * lord Hamlet. 

Pdl.‘ Marry, well bethought: 

’Tis told nuf, he bath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and 
bounteous. 

If it be so, (as so ’tis put on me. 

Ami that in way of cautiou,) I must tell yon, 

Wi do not understand yourself so clearly, 

.1' it behoves my daughter and your honour: 

What is between you? give me np the truth. 

Oph. He bath, my lord, of laic, made many 
of bis affection to me. [tenders 

Pol. Affection? pub! yon speak like a green 

girt, 

I. usifted i in snch perilous circumstance. 

Do you believe bis tenders, as you call them? | By the o’ergrowth of some complexion, jj 
Oph. I do not know, my lord, what 1 should j Oft breaking down the pales and forts of rea 
think. I son; 

Pol. Marry, I’ll teach you: think yourself a Or by some habit, that too much o’er-leavein 


llor. Indeed ? I heard it uot; it then draws 
near the season, 

Wbereiu the spirit held is wont to waik. 

[.1 Flourish of Trumpets , and Uninauie 
shot off, tvithin. 

What does this meau, my lord f 
JIam. The king doth wake to night, aud tali s 
his rouse, * 

Keeps wassel,t and the swaggering upspring 
reels;; 

Aud, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down. 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
{The triumph of bis pledge. 

Hot. Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, w’t: 

But to my mind,—though I am native here, 

And to the manner born,—it is a custom 
More honour’d in the breach, than the obser¬ 
vance. 

This heavy-headed revel, east and west. 

Makes us traduc'd, and tax’d of other nations : 
They clene j us, drunhaids, and with swiuibh 
phrase 

Soil our addition ; aud, indeed Ift takes 
From our achievements, though perform’d at 
height, 

The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So, oft it chances in particular men, 

[That, for some vicions mode of nature in them, 
t As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty, 
Since nature cannot choose bis origin,) 


The 


baby ; 

That you have ta’en these tenders for true par. 

Which are uot sterling. Tender yourself more 1 Carrying, I *.av, the stamp of one defert; 
dearly; j Being nature ’» livery, or fortune’s star,— 


form of 
men,- 


ptausive mauuers that these 


<>r (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 

W longing it thus,) you’ll tender me a fool. 

Oph. My lord he hatn importun’d me with love, 
lit Ironourublc fashion. § 

Pol. Ay, fashiou you may call it; go to, go 
to. 

Ojh. And bath given countenance to bis 
speech, my lord, 

W ith almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. 1 do 
know, 

Win n the blood-burns, bow prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows: these blazes, daughter. 
Giving more light than heat,—extinct in both, 
l.ven in their promise, as it is a making,— 

You must not take for fire. From this time, 

He somewhat scantcr of yonr maiden presence ; 
•Set your eutreatinents ]{ at a higher rate, 

Thau a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him. That he is young ; 

And with 2 larger tether * may he walk. 

Then may be given you: In few, Ophelia, 


Their virtues else (be tbey as pure as grace. 

As iufiuite as man may undergo,. 

Shall in the general censure take coiruption 
From that particular fault: The dram of imp 
Doth ail the noble substance often dout, *i 
To bis own scandal. 

Enter Ghost. 

Hor. Look, my lord, It comes ! 

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend 
us I— 

Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn’d, 
Briug with thee airs from lieavtu, or blasts iiom 
hell, 

: Be tby intents wicked, or charitable, 

;Tbou com’st in such a questionable •• shape. 
That 1 will speak to thee : 1*11 call tire, Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O answer me : 

Let me not burst iu ignorance! but tell. 

Why tby canoniz’d bones, hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly iu-uru’d, 


Do uot believe his vows; for they are brokers, •* , Hath op’d bis ponderous and marble jaws, 

Not kif that die which their Investments show, To cist thee op again ! What may tlii« mean, 

Bnt mere implorators H of unholy suits. That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel. 

Breathing like sanctified and pions bonds, Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon. 

The better to beguile. This Is for all,— , Making night hideous *, and we fools of natuic 

1 would not, in plain terms, from this time So horridly to shake our disposition, tt 

forth, | With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 

Have you so slander any moment’s leisure, I Say, why is this? wherefore J what should u«. 
As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. | dot 


Look to’t, I charge you; come your ways. 

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt. 

SCENE JV. — The Platform. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marckllus. 
Ham. The air bites shrewdly; it Is very cold. 
Hot. it is a nipping and an eager Jt 
Ham. What hour now! 

Jlor. I think it lacks of twelve. 

. Mar. No, it is struck. 

• Infix. ♦ Wtil. t Ua«npt«>. 

\ Manner. | Company. ? Lonrcr I’ue , 

a horse fastened by a string to a (take Is tetkemL 
Pimps. tt Implorars ZZ sharp. 


Hor. It beckons you to go awav with it. 

As if it some impairment did desire 
To yon alone. 

Jnar. Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed;; ground : 

But do Dot go with it. 

Hor. No, by no means. 

Ham . It will not speak; then I will folk \v it. 
Hor. Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the fear ? 

I do not set my life at a pin’s fee ; §$ 


• Jorlil draught. 
jb Call. 

•• Courcrtabit. 


♦ Jollity. 
| Humour. 

Frame, 
it Vain.. 


J A ilanre. 
? Ijo out 
tt itsBota 


i 
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And, for my soul, what can itW&to that. 

Hems' a thing: Immortal as itmTfY 
It waves me forth again ;—I'll follow it! 

J/or. What if it tempt you toward tlie flood, 
my lord. 

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff. 

That beetles * o'er bis base into the sea, 

Aud there assume some other horrible form. 
Which might depiive your sovereignty of rea¬ 
son, 

And draw you iuto madness ?—think of it; 

The very place puts toyst of desperation, 

Without more motive, into every brain. 

That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 

And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It waves me still:— 

Go on, i'll follow thee. 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands. 

//or. Be rul'd, you shall not go. 

Ham . My fate cries out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Ncmean lion’s nerve.— 

[Ghost beckons. 

.Still am 1 call’dunhand me, gentlemen ;— 


As meditation, or the thoughts oflovc. 

May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost. I find thee apt; 

And duller shouldst thou he than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, [hear: 
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now Alamlet, 
'Tis given out, that, sleeping m mine orchard, • 
A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Den¬ 
is by a forged process of my death [mai k 

Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth. 

The serpent that did sting thy father's life. 

Now wears his crown. 

Warn. O my prophetic soul! my uncle! 
Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate 
beast. 

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 
(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce l) won to his shameful lust 
The will of iny most seeming virtuous queen : 

O Hamlet, what a fallmg-off was there i * 

From me whose lose was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in haud even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine! 


issue will this 


[Breaking from them. But virtue, as it never will be mov'd. 

By heaven, I’ll make a ghost of him that lets ; . Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven ; 

1 say, awayGo on, I’ll follow thee, [me So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d, 

‘ " Will satef itself in a celestial bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft! methinks I scent the montiug air ; 
Brief let me beSleeping within mine ur- 
My custom always of the afternoon, [chard, 
■ Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 
state of With juice of unsed hebenon: ilia vial, 

. And in the poi cites of mine ears did pour 
The leperous disulmcnt; whose effect 
[Exeunt. Holds such an enmity with blood ol man. 

That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body; 

And, with a suddeu vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine. 
And a most instant tetter $ bulk'd about. 

Most la/ar Jj-like, with vile and loathsome crust. 
All my smooth body. 

Tlins was 1, sleeping, l»v a brother’s hand. 


Hor. 

Mar. 

Hor . 

Mar. 

Hor. 

Mar. 


[Exeunt Ghost and Ham let. 
lie waxes desperate with imagination. 
Let’s follow ; 'tis not (it thus to obey 
him. 

Have after:—To what 
come ? 

.Something is rotten iu the 
Denmark* 

Heaven will direct it. 

Nay, let’s follow him. 


SC EXE V.—A 


more remote part „J 
Platform. 


t/u 


He rutcr Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt tlion lead me £ Speak: 

I’ll go no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

/lam. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost conic, 

When l to Milpliuious and loimeiiting flames 
M.i*t n nder up mwlf. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost! 

Ghost. i»uv me not, but lend thy serious 
heating 

To what 1 shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, 1 am bound to hear. 

(Hunt. So art thou to revenge, when thou 
shall hear. 

Ham. W iiat 1 

Ghost. 1 am thy father’s spirit; 

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night; 
An ', loi the day, confin’d to fast in tires, (ti) 


Of life, ot crown, ol queen, at once des- 
i patch’d : T 

Cut off even in blossoms of my sin, 

L’ubousel'd, *• unanomted, uuanei’d : -ft 
No reckoning made, hut sent to my account 
! \\ itli all my imperfections on iny head : 

O horrible J O horrible! most horrible 1(a) 

; If thou hast nature iu thee, bear it not; 

Let uot the loyal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursn’st this act, 

• Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
J Against thy mother aught; leave her to licav'u. 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge. 

To prick and stiug her. Fare thee well at 
once! 


Till the foul crimes, done in iny days of nature, 

Are horn’d and puig’d away. But that 1 am 
'1« tell the set i eta ol my prison-house, [forbid The glow-worm shows the matin to be near, 

I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word ; And 'gins to pale his uncffcctual hre: 

Would Ii.ii row up thy soul ; freeze thy young j Adieu, adieu, adieu I remember me. # [Exit. 

blood ; [spheres;) Hum. O all you host of heaveu! O eaithl 


Make thy two cve% like stars, start from their 
'1 by knotted and combined locks to part. 

Like quills upon the fretful poicupme : 

but this eternal biurou <* must not he 

To cars of flesh and blood :—List, list, oil! list— 

II thou didst ever thy dear father love,- 

/lam. O heaven 1 

Ghost. Reve nge bis fonl and most unnatural 
murder. 

JTam. Murder? 

Ghost. Murder most fonl, as in the best it is; 
But this mo*t foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know it; that I, with 
wings as swift 


Ilnngs. 


t Hinder*. 


f Whim*. 

5 Duplay. 

*•») Thi« « Rornith purgvtorv, though the Daooa 
wore then Pagan. i. 


What else ? 

And shall I couple hell 1—O lie 1—Hold, hold, 
my heart; 

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 

But bear me stiffly up!—Remember thee '{ 

Ay, tlion poor ghost, while memory holds a 
seat 

In this distracted globe, g Remember thee t 
Yea, from the tabic of my memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, [past. 
All saws?$ of books, all lonns all pressures 

• Garden. t Satiate. t Ileub'-.ne 

§ Sc.i’o, scurf. | Leprous. Bereft. 

*• Without having received the sacrament, 
ft Without extreme million. tt Iliad. • 

§4 S.n ihl's, sentence*. 

(n) Thu line sretna with most propriety to belong to 
H.milet, and in all modern representations is spoken by 
him. 

N 
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That youth and observation copied there; 
ilud thy commandment all alone 6kall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
L'uunx'd with baser matter: yes, by heav*u! 

<> most pernicious woman 1 
O villaig, villain, smiling, damned villain! 

My t*i bles, *—meet it is, I set it down. 

That one may siuile, aud smile, and be a villain ; 
At least, 1 am sure, it may be so in Denmark: 


Ham. Hie et ublque • then we’ll shift our 
ground:— 

Come hither, gentlemen, 

Aud lay your bauds again upon my sword: 
Swear by my sword. 

Never to speak of this that you have heard. 
Ghost. [ Beneath .] Swear by his sword. 

Ham. Well said, old mole I caust woik i'Uie 
earth so fast t 


So, uncle, there vou are. Now to my word : 
it is, Adieu , adieu ! remember me. 

I have sworn'L • 

Jlor . [ lTallin.] My lord, my lord,- 

Mar. [ Within A Lord Hamlet,- 

Hor. [ Within.] Heaven secure him ! 
flan. So be it I 

•ior. [ Within.] Illo, ho, bo, my lord ! 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy I come, bird, come. 

Enter Horatio and Makcellus. 

Mar. How is't, my noble lord ? 

Hor. What news, my lord 1 
Hum . O wonderful! 

Jlor. Good my lord, teU it. 

Ham. No; 

Tou will reveal it. 

Hor. Not 1, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor 1, my lord. 


[ Writing* I A worthy pioneer 1—Once more remove, good 


friends. 

Hor. O day and night, but this is woudrous 
strange J 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give ii 
welcome. 

| There are more things iu heaven and earth, 
Horatio, 

' Than are dreamt of iu your philosophy. 

1 But come ;- 

j Here, as before, never, so help you mercy I 

> How strange or odd soe’er J bear myself, 

' As I, perchance, hereafter sliall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on,— 

That you, at such times seeing me, ucvtr shall. 
With arms eiicimiberd thus, or this head- 
shake. 

Or by pronouncing of sonic doubtful phrase, 

As, Well, uetl, tie know ;—or, We could, an 
if ne irould;— oi, J/ uc list to speak or. 


Ham. How sa> you then; would heart of There be, and if they might 

manome think it?— Or such ambiguous giving out to note 

But you’ll lie secret,- That you know aught of me This do you 

Hor. Mar. Ay, by heaven my loid. swear, [you ! 

Ham. There's ne’er a villain, dwelling in all So grace and mercy at '■our most need help 
Denmark, ! Ghost. [ Beneath .J Swear, 

it he’s an arrant knave, I Hum. Rest, rest, peiturbed spirit! So, gen- 


But he’s an arrant knave, 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come 
from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Hum. Why, right; you are in the right; 

And so, without more circumstance at all. 


tlenieu, 

With all my love 1 do commend me to you: 

Aud what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to 
you, [ther; 

God willing shall not lack. Let us go in toge- 


I hold it fit, that we shake hands, aud part: • God willing shall not lack. Let us go m 

You, as your business, aud desire, shall point Aud still youi fingers on void lips, 1 pray. 

you ;— j The time is out of joint ;—O cursed spile ! 


For every man hath business, and desire, 

Such as it is,—and, for my own poor pait, 

Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor. These are but vvdd and whirling words,' 
my lord. ! 

Ham. i am sorry they offend you, heartily; 
'Faith, heartily. [yes, 

Hor. There’s no offence, my lord. | 

Hum. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, 
Horatio, [lieie,—, 

And much offence too. Touching this vision 
It is an honest ghost, that let me teU you ; 

For youi desiie to know what is between us, i 

O’er-master it as you may. And now, good 
friends, * 

As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 

Give me one poor request. 

Hor. What is’t, my lord T 
We will. 


That ever I was horn to set it light 1 

Nay, come, let’s go together. [Excuul. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.—A Boom in Polonies* House. 


Ham. Never make kuown wliat yon have 
seen to-night. 

Jlor. Mi{i. My lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but swear’t. 

Hor. Iu faith, 

My lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor 1, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon liiy sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 
Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 


, Enter Polomus and Rfykaldo. 

i Pol. Give him this money, aud these notes, 
Reynaldo. 

1 Hey. 1 will, my lord. 

I Pol. You 6hall do marvellous wisely, good 
Reynaldo, 

j Before you visit him, to make iiiquiiy 

i Of his behaviour. 

| Hey. My loid, I did intend it. 

j Pol. Marry, well said : very well said. Look 
you, Sir, 

i Inquire me first what Dnnskersf are hi Paris ; 

| And how, and who, what means, and wheie 
they keep, 

! What company, at what expense ; and finding, 

; By this eiicomuassiiient and drift of question, 

J That they do* know my son, come you more 
nearer 

i Than your particular demands will touch it: 
lake you, as 'tvverc, some distant knowledge of 
him ; 


Hum. H*, ha, boy! say’st thou so? art thou A& thus,-/ know his father , and his friends, 
r there, true-pennyf [age And, in part him :—Do you mark this, Rey- 

u»nie on —you hear tins fellow in the cellar- * „aidn 7 

1, 0 swear * Hey. Ay, very well, my lord. 

.. Propose the oath, my lord. . p 0 r And. in start, him .—but. yon may say. 


Ham. Nevei to speak of this that yon have 
Swear by iuy sword. [seen. 

Ghost. [ Beneath .J Swear. 


naldo 7 

Hey. Ay, very well, my lord. 

. Pol. And, in part , him ; — but, yon may say, 

r.c®n not u ell: 

[Seen, But, if’t be he 1 mean , he's very wild ; 

Addicted so and so ;—and there put on him 


Memorandum Book. 


• Hero tnd ovory whero. 


j Dodo*. 



Scene II. HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


What forgeries you please; marry, none so 
rank 

As may dishonour him ; take heed of that; 

But, Sir, such wanton, wild, and usual klips. 

As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

Key. As gaining, my lord, 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, 
quarrelling. 

Drubbing :—You may go so far. 

Key. My lord, that would dishonour hirn. 
Pol. 'Faith, no; as you may season it in the 
charge. 

You must not put another scaudal on him. 

That he is open to incontinency ; 

Thai’s not my meaning : but breathe his faults 
so quaintly, 

That they may seem the taints of liberty; 

The flash and out-break of a flery mind ; 

A savageness* in uuieclaimed blood. 

Of general assault. 

Key. But, »ny good lord,- 

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ? 

Key. Ay, my lord, 

1 would know that. 

Poi. Marry, Sir, here's my drift; 

Ami, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant: 

You laying these slight sullies on my son, 

As 'twere a tiling a little soil’d l’the working, 
Mark you. 

Your party in converse, him you would sound, 
Having evei seen in the prenommate t crimes. 
The youth you breathe of guilty, lie assur’d. 

He clones with you m this cousequeuce ; 

Good Sir, or so ; or Jriend , or gentlemau ,— 
According to the phrase, or the addition. 

Of man, and cotiutiy. 

Key. Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, Sn, does he this,—He does— 
What was I about to say 1—By the mass, ] 
was about to say something ‘.—Where did 1 
lea\c 1 

Key. At closes m the consequence. 

Pol. At closes in the consequence,— Ay, 
marry * 

He closes will! yoti thus :—/ know the gcntle- 
I sair him yesterday , or Pother day , [man ; 
Or then , or then; with such, or such; and, 
a? you say , 

Time icar he gaming; there overtook in his 
ran sc ; 

There falling out at tennis: or perchance, 

I sail him enter such a house of sale, 

C Videlicet, % a brothel,) or so forth .— 

See you now : 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 
And tin"? do we of wisdom and of reach. 

With uutdlaces, and with assays of bias, 

By indirections find directions out; 

So, by foniicr lecture and advice, 

Shall you, my son : You ha\c me, have yon not? 
Hey. My lord, 1 have. 

Pol. God be wi’ >*>u; fare you well. 

Key. Good my lord,- 

Pol. Observe Ins inclination in yourself. 

Key. I shall, my loid. 

Pol. And let him play his music. 

Key. Well, my lord. [JEUrif. 

Enter Ophelh. 

Pol. Farewell!—How now, Ophelia? what's 
the matter; 

Oph. O my lord, my lord, I have been so af¬ 
frighted ! 

Pol. V\ ith what, in the name of heaven ? 
.Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my clo¬ 
set. 

Lord Hamlet,—with liis doublet all unbrac'd ; 

No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved $ to his ankle; 

Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each other; 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 

• Wild nets. + Already named. 

t That la to toy. » Hanging down liko letters, 
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As if he had been loosed out of hell. 

To speak of horrors,—he comes tiefore me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, I do uot know; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me 
hard; 

Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 

And, with his"other hand thus o’er his brow. 

He fails to such perusal of iny face. 

As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so; 

At last,—a little shaking of mine arm, 

And thrice his head thus waxing up and 
down,— 

He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound. 

As it did seem to shatter all his hulk, * 

: That, done, he lets me go : 
And^m^pl head oxer his shoulder turn’d. 

He snwl'to find his way without his eyes ; 

For oot o’doors he went without their help. 

And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me; I will go seek the 
This is the very ecstas) of love ; [king. 

Whose violent property foredoes f itself. 

And leads the will to desperate undertakings. 

As oft as any passion under heaven, 

That does afflict our natures, i am sorry ;— 
What, have >ou given him any haid woids of 
late ? 

Oph. No, my good lord : but, as you did com¬ 
mand, 

I did repel bis letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am sorry that with better heed and judgment, 
I had not quoted; him ; I fear’d he did but 
trifle, [jealousy ! 

Aud meant to wreck thee; but, beslnew my 
It seems it is as pioper to onr age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king : 
This must be known ; which, being kept close, 
might move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter lo\ e. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—A Room in the Castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guildex- 
stern, and Attendants. 

King. Welcome, dear Rosmcrantz, and Guild- 
eustern 1 

Moreover that we much did long to see you. 

The need, we have to use you did piovoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet’s transformation; so 1 call it. 

Since not the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was : What it should be, 

More than his father's death, that thus hath put 
him 

So much from the understanding of himself, 

1 cannot dream of: 1 entreat you both. 

That,—being of so youug days biought up with 
him; mom,— 

And, since, so neighbour'd to his youth and Im- 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our 
court 

Some little time: so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures; and to gather. 

So much as from occasion you may glean. 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus. 
That, open’d, lies xvithiu our remedy. 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he bath nmch talk'd 
of you; 

And sure I am, two men there are not living. 

To whom lie mote adheres. If it will please 
you 

To show us so much gentry § and good-will, 

As to expend your time with us a while. 

For the supply and profit of our hope, 

.• Body* t OfatvrTtti. 
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Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As tits a king's remembrance. 

Ros. Roth your majesties 
Might, by the sovereign power j on have of ns. 
Hut jour dread pleasures more into coimuaud 
Than to entreaty. 

Gv.il. But we both obey ; 

And here give up ourselves, ill the full beut, • 
To lay our service freely at your Jeet, 

To be commanded. 

King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guil- 
deusterii. 

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstern, aud gentle 
Rosencrautz: 

And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son.—Go, some of you. 
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Guil. Heavens make our present. W*d our 
practices >* 

Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Queen. Ay, amen ! 

[£Uflint Kosexcrantz, Guildenstern, 
and some Attendants. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The ambassadors irom Norway, my good 
lord. 

Are joyfully return'd. 

King . Tbon still bust been the father of good 
news. 

Pol. Have I, my lord 1 Assure you, my good 
liege, 

I hold my duty, as 1 hold my soul, 

Both to my God, and to my gracious king : 

And 1 do think, (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail + of policy so sure 
As it bath us'd to do,) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy. 

King. Oil I speak of that; that I do long to 
hear. 

Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassadors ; 
My news shall lie the fiuit + to that great feast. 
King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring 
them in. [Exit Pulomus. 

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, lie hath found 
The head aud somce of till your son’s distem¬ 
per. 

Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main ; 
His father's death, and oui o’erbasty marnage. 

Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand and 
Cornelius. 

King. Well, we shall sift bun.—Welcome, my 
good friends ! ["ay ? 

Sav, Vottunand, what from our brother Nor- 
Volt. Most fair return of greetings and desires. 
I'pon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew'* levies ; which to him appear'd 
To be a pieparation 'gainst the Polack ; § 

But, better look’d into, be truly found 

it was against your hlgliuess : Whereat griev'd,— 

That so Ins sickness, age, and impotence. 

Was falsely borne in band, |j sends out ariests 
On Fortinbras, which be, in brief, obeys; 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and, in hue. 

Makes vow before bis uncle, never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome w*th joy. 

Gives Inin three thousand ciowtis in annual fee; 
And his commission to employ those soldiers, 

So levied ns before, against the Polack ; 

With an entreaty, bereiu further shown, 

[ Give* a Paper, j 

That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this euterpiise; 

On such legards of safety, and allowance. 

As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well: 

And, at our more consider’d time, we'll read, 
.Answer, and think upon this business. 

Meantime, we thank you for your well-took 
labour: 


Utmost exertion. 
\ Poland. 


t Scent. 

I imp me d 


t Desert. 


Go to your rest; at night we’ll least together: 
Most welcome home! 

[Exeunt Yoltimjnd and Couni.lils. 
Pot. This business is well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate • 

What majesty should he, what duty is, 

W r hy day is day, uiglit night, and time is time 
Were nothing blit to waste night, day, aud 
time. 

Therefore,—since brevity Is the soul of wit. 

And tediousiiess the limbs aud outwatd flou¬ 
rishes,— 

1 will be In iff: Your noble son is mad : 

Mad call 1 it: foi, to define tine madness. 

What is't, but to be nothing else but mad : 

But let that go. 

Queen. Moie matter, with less art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear 1 use no art at all. 

That he is mail, 'tis Hue: 'tis tine, ’tis pity, 
Aud pity 'tis, 'tis true : a foolish figure; 

But larewell it, for 1 will use no art. 

Mad let us eraul him then : and now remains. 
That we find out the cause of this effect; 

Or, railiei say, the cause of this defect; 

For tins effect, defective, comes by cause : 

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

I have a daughter; have, while she is mine; 

W ho, in her duty and obedience, mark. 

Hath given me this : Now gather and surmise. 

—To the celestial , and my soul's idol, the 

most beautified Ophelia, - 

That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is 
a vile phrase ; but you shall bear,—Thus : 

In her excellent uhite bosom, these , &c. 
Queen. Came this fiom Hamlet to her? 

Pol. Good madam, stay awhile; 1 will be 
faithful.— 

Doubt tlion the star* are fire ; [Reads. 

Doubt that the sun doth more : 

Doubt truth to be a liar ; 

Rut never doubt 1 love. 

J O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; 
/ hate not art to reckon my gioans, but 
! that I love thee best , O most best, beheic it. 
Adieu. 

Thine evermore , most dear lady , whilst 
this machine is to him, Hamlet. 

This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me . 
And more above, hath Ins soliutmgs, 

As they fell out by time, by means, and place 
All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 
Receiv’d his love 7 
Pol. What do you think of me7 
King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might 
you think, 

When I had seen this hot love oil the whig, 

(As I perceiv’d if, I must fell you that, 

Before my daughter told me,) what might you, 

Or niy dear maiesty your queen here, think. 

If I had play’d the desk, oi table-book, 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb. 

Or look'd upon this love with idle sight: 

What might you think? no, 1 went louudtto 
work. 

And my young mistiess thus did I bespeak ; 

Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere ; 
This must not be: and then i precepts gave 
her. 

That she should lock herself from his resoit 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And lie, repulsed, (a short tale to make) 

Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast; 

Thence to a watch; thence into a weakness; 
Thence to a lightness ; and, by this decletision, 
Into the madness wherein now he laves. 

And all we mourn for. 


* Discnti. 


{ Roundly, without reser/c. 
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King. Do yon think, *tis this f 

Queen. It may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been inch a time, (I'd fain , 
know that, 

That I have positively said, ’Tis so, 

When it prov'd otherwise? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise: 

[Pointing to his Head and Shoulder. 
If circumstances lead me, 1 will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
With in the centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks for hours 
together. 

Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to 
him: 

Be you and 1 behind an arras* then: 

Mark the encouuter: if he love her not. 

And be not from his reason fallen thereon, 

Let me be no assistant for a state, 

But keep a farm, and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Enter Ha si let, reading. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch 
comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away; 

I'll board t him presently :—Ob 1 give me leave.— 
[Eievnt King, Queen, and Attendants, 
How does my good lord Haiulet ? 

Ham. Well, god'-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

llam. E\celleut well; yon are a fishmonger. 

Pol. Not 1, my lord. 

Ham. Then i would yon were so honest a 
mail. 

Pol. Honest, my lord? 

Hum. A), Sir; to be honest, as this world 
goes, is to be one man picked out of ten thou¬ 
sand. 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead 

dog, being a god-kissmg carrion,-Have you a 

daughter ? 

Pol. I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i'thesun: conception! 
is a blessing ; but as j our daughter may conceive, j 
—friend, look to't. 

Pol. How say you by that? [Aside.] Still 
harping on my daughter :—yet he knew me not! 
at Hist; he said, I was a fishmonger: He is far 1 
gone, far gone; and truly, in my youth, I stif-; 
fered much extremity for love; very near this. 
I'll speak to linn again.—W hat do you read, my 
lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, woids I 

Pol. W hat is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham. Between whom? 

Pol. 1 mean the matter that you read, my 
lord. 

Ham. Slanders, Sir: for the satirical rogue 
says here, that old meu have grey beards ; that 
their faces are wrinkled ; their eyes purging 
thick amber, and plnm-tree gum; and that 
they have a plentiful lack of wit, together with 
most weak hams: All of which. Sir, though I 
most powerfully and potently believe, yet I 
hold it not honesty to have it thu6 set down; 
for yourself, Sir, shall lie as old as I am, if, like 
a crab, you could go backward. 

Pol. Though this be madness, yet there’s 
method in it. [Aside.] Will you walk out of the 
air, my lord ? 

Ham. into my grave ? 

Pol. Indeed, that is out o'tbe air.—How preg¬ 
nant ||* sometimes his replies are ! a happiness 
that often madness bits on, whicli reason and 
■aiiltyf could not so prosperously be delivered of. 

• • TapfUry. t Aecoat. 

t Undemanding. I Be pregnant, 

il Ready, apt. Y Souodueeeof wind. 


I will leave him, and suddenly contrive the 
means of meeting between him and my daughter. 
—My honourable lord, 1 will most humbly take 
my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, Sir, take from me any 
thing, that I will more willingly part withal; ex¬ 
cept my life, except my life, except iuy life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools! 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Pol. You go to seek the lord Hamlet; there 
be Is. 

Eos. God save you. Sir l [To Polonius. 

[Exit Polonius. 

Guil. My honour'd lord !— 

Bos. My most dear lord 1 

Ham. My excellent good friends! How dost 
thou, Guildenstern ? Ah 1 Kosencranti 1 Good 
lads, bow do yc both ? 

Bos. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guil. Happy, in that we are not overhappy; 

On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham . Nor the soles of her shoe? 

Bos. Neither, my lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the 
middle of her favours ? 

Guil. 'Faith her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune ? Oh ! most 
true; she is a strumpet. What news? 

Bos. None, my lord; but that the world is 
grown honest. 

Ham. Then is doomsday near: But your news 
is not true. Let me question more in particular: 
What have you, my good friends, deserved at the 
bauds of fortune, that she sends you to prison 
hither? 

Guil. Prison, my lord! 

Ham. Denmark’s a piison. 

Bos. Then is the woi Id one. 

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many 
confines, wards, and dungeons; Denmark being 
one of the worst. 

Bos. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to >ou; for there is 
nothing either good or bad, but tlnnkiug makes - 
it so: to me it is a prison. 

Bos. Why, then your ambition makes it one; 
'tis too narrow for youi mind. 

Ham. 0 God! 1 could be bounded in a nut¬ 
shell, and count myself a king of infinite space ; 
were it not that 1 have bad dreams. 

Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition; 
for the very substance of the ambitious is merely 
the shadow of a dream. 

• Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Bos. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy 
and light a* quality, that it is but a shadow's 
shadow. - 

Ham. Then are onr beggars. Bodies ; and our 
nionarchs and outstretch'd heroes tbe beggars* 
shadows: Shall we to tbe court ? for, by my fay, 

I cannot reason. 

Bos. Guil. We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No such matter: 1 will not solt you with 
the rest of my servants; for, to speak to you like 
an honest man, I am most dreadfully Attended. 
But, in the beaten way of friendship, what make 
you at Elsinore? 

Ros. To visit you, iny lord; no other occa¬ 
sion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor In 
thanks; but i thank you : and sure, dear fricuds, 
my thanks arc too dear, a halfpenny. Weie you 
not seut for 1 Is it your own indining ? Is it a 
free visitation ? Come, come : deal justly with 
me: come, rome ; nay, speak. 

Guil. What should we say, my lord? 

Ham. ANy thing—but to the purpose. You 
were seut for; and theie is a kind of confession 
ill your looks, which your modesties have .not 
craft enough to colour: l know, the good king 
and qneen have seut for you. 

Bos. To what end, my lord ? 

Ham • That you must teach me. Bui let me 
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conjure you, by the rights of onr fellowship, by 
the consouoiicy of oar youth, by the obligation of 
our ever-preserved love, and by what more dear 
abetter pioposer could charge you withal, be 
even and diiect with me, whether you were sent 
for or no 1 

Bos. What say you f 

[7b 'Goildknstb&k. 

Ham. Nay, then K have an eye of you ; [Aside.] 
—if you love me, hold not off. 

Guil. My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham. I will tell you wby; so shall my antici¬ 
pation prevent your discovery, and your secrecy 
to the king and queen moult uo feather. 1 have 
ol late (but, wherelore, 1 know not,) lost all my 
inutb, forgoue all custom of exercises; and, 
indeed, it goes so heavily with my disposition, 
that this goodly frame, the earth, seems to me 
a steril promontory; this most excellent canopy, 
the air,—look you, this brave o’erhaaging firma¬ 
ment, this uiujestical roof fretted with golden 
fire,—why, it appears no other thing to me, than 
a ioul and pestilent congregation of vapours. 
\\ hat a piece lof work is~ man 1 How noble in 
reason! liow infinite in faculties! in form and 
moving, how express and admirable! in action, 
bow like an angel! in apprehension, how like a 
god 1 the beauty of the world 1 the paragon of 
animals 1 And yet, to me, what is this quintes¬ 
sence of dust? man delights not me, nor wo¬ 
man neither ; though, by your smiling, you seem 
to say so. 

Bos. My lord, there is no such stuff in my 
thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I said, 
Man delights not me ? 

Bos. To think, my lord, if you delight not in 
man, what lenten * •* entertainment the players 
shall receiv e from you : we coted t them ou the 
way; and hither are they comiug, to oiler you 
service. 

Ham. He that plays the king, shall be wel¬ 
come ; his majesty shs*U have tribute of me: 
the adventurous knight shall use his foil, and 
target; Ibe lover shall not sigh gratis ; the hu¬ 
morous man shall end his part in peace; the 
clown shall make those laugh, whose lungs are 
tickled o’the sere f and the lady shall say her 
mind freely, or tbe blank verse shall halt for't, 
—What players are they 1 

Bos. Even those you were wont to take such 
■delight in, the tragedians of the city. * 

Ham. How chances it, they travel 1X their 
residence, both in reputation and profit, was 
better both ways. 

Bos. 1 think their inhibition comes by tbe 
meaus of the late innovation. 

Hum. Do they hold the same estimation they 
did when I was in (be city ? Arc they so fol¬ 
lowed 1 * 

Bos. No, indeed they are not. 

Ham. How comes it 1 Do they grow rusty ? 

Bos. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the won¬ 
ted pace; But there is, Sir, an aiery of chil¬ 
dren, little eyases, $ that cry out on the top of 
question, || and are most tyrannically clapped 
for't: these are now the fashion; and so be- 
lattle tbe common stages, (so they call them) 
that many, wearing rapiers, are afraid of goose 
quills^ and dare scarce come thither. 

Ham. What, are they children f who main¬ 
tains them \ how are they escoted ?V Will they 
pursue tbe quality •* no longer than they can 
mig? will they not say afterwards, if they 
should grow themselves to common players, 
(as it is most like, if their means are no better,) 
their writers do them wrong, to make them ex¬ 
claim against tbeir own succession ? 

Bos. 'Faith, there has been raueh to do on 
both sides; and the nation holds it no 6in, to 

tarre ft them on to controversy: there was, for 

• 

• 6p an. t Overtook. t Become strollers* 

| Young nestlings. | Dialogue. Paul 

•* Profession. tt Provoke. 


Act II. 

a while, uo money bid for argument, unless 
the poet and the player went to cuffs in tbe 
question. 

Ham. Is it possible f 

Guil. Ob! there has been much throwing 
about of brains. 

Ham. Do the boys cany it away ? 

Bos . Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules 
and his load too. • 

Ham. It is not very strange: for my uncle 
is kiug of Denmark, and those that would 
make months at him while my father lived 
give twenty, foity, fifty, a hundred ducats a-piece, 
for bis picture iu little, f 'Sblood, there is aonic- 
tbing in this more than natural, if philosophy 
could find it out. 

[Flourish of Trumpets wttkin . 
Guil. There are the players 
Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsi¬ 
nore. Your hands. Come theu: the apurte- 
nauce ot welcome is fashion and ceremony: 
let me comply X with you iu this garb ; lest my 
extent to the players, which 1 tell you, must 
show fairly outward, should more appear like 
entertainment thuu yours. You are welcome : 
But my uude-latber, and aunt-mother, are de¬ 
ceived. 

Guil. Iu what, my dear lord 1 
Hum. I am but mad north-north-west; when 
the wind i 9 aoutbeily, I know a hawk Irorn a 
band-saw. 

Enter Poloklus. 

Pol . Well be with you, gentlemen 1 
Ham. Hark you, Guildeiistern, and you 
too;—at each ear a hearer: that great baby, 
you see theie, is not yet out ol his swaddling- 
clouts. 

Bos. Happily, he's the second time come t<» 
them ; lor, they say, an old man is twice a 
child. 

Ham. I will prophesy he comes to tell me ot 
the players: mark it.—You say right, Sir: 
o’Monday morning ; 'twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, 1 have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord 1 have news to tell you; 

When Roscius was an actor in Rome,- 

Pol. The actors are come hither, uj> lord. 
Ham. Buz, buz 1 

Pol. Upon my honour,- 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass .- 

Pol. Tbe best actoism the world, either for 
tragedy, comedy, histoiy, pastoral, pastoial- 
coinical, historical-pastoral, [tragical-historical, 
tragical-comical-historical-pastoral,] scene iudi 
vidable, or poem unlimited: Seneca cannot 
be two heavy, nor Plautus too light. For the 
law of writ, j and the liberty, these are the 
only men. 

Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel ,—what a 
treasure hadst thou 1 
Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord 1 
Hum. Why— Onef air daughter , and no more , 
The which he loicd passing well. 

Pol. Sail on my daughter. [Aside. 

Ham. Am 1 not iThe right, old Jepbtbah 1 
Pol . If you call me Jepbthab, my lord, I have 
a daughter, that 1 love passing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my lord I 
Ham . Why, As by lot , God wot , and then, 
you know, It came to pass. As most like tt 
was, —The first row of the pious chanson || will 
show you more; for, look, my abridgment 
comes. 

Enter Four or Five Playzbs* 

You are welcome, masters; welcome, all:—I 
am glad to see thee well:—welcome,, good 
friends.—O old friend 1 Why, thy face is vstUn- 
ced f since I saw thee last; Corn's! thou to 

* 1. e. The Globe, the sign of Sbakapeare's Theatre. 

t Miniature. X Compliment. 

§ Writing. li ChriatnuB carols. % Fnuged. 
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beard* me in Denmark?—What! my young 
lady and mistress! By-'r-lady, your ladyship 
is nearer to heaven, than when I saw you last, 
by the altitude of a chopine. t Pray God, your 
voice, like a piece of uucorreut gold, be not 
cracked within the ring.—Masters, you are all 
welcome. We'll e'en to't like French falconers, 
fly at any thing we see : We'll have a speech 
straight; Come, give us a taste of your qual¬ 
ity ; + Come, a passionate speech. 

1 Play • What speech, my lord 1 
Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once, 
—but it was never acted; or, if it was, not 
above once; lor the play, 1 remember, pleased 
not the million; 'twas caviare $ to the gene¬ 
ral : || but it was (as 1 received it, and others, 
whose judgments in such matters, cried in the 
top f of mine,) an excellent play ; well digested 
in the scenes, set down with as much modes¬ 
ty as cunning. I remember, one said there 
were no sallads ic the lines, to n.ake the matter 
6avoury; nor no matter in the phrase, that 
might indite *• the author of affection : ft but 
called it, an honest method, as wholesome as 
sweet, and by very much more handsome than 
line. One speech in it I chiefly loved : 'twas 
Eneas' tale to Dido; and thereabout of it es¬ 
pecially, where he speaks of Priam's slaughter: 
If it live in yonr memory, begin at this line; 
let me see, let me see ;— 

The rugged Pyrrhus , like the Hyrcanian 
beast —'ns not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus. 

The rugged Pip rhus ,— he, whose sable arms, 
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse. 
Hath now this dread and black complexion 
smear'd 

With heraldry more dismal; head to foot 
Now is he total gules ; horribly trick’d $$ 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, 
sons ; 

Bak’d and impasted with the parching streets, 

'• What lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To thoir lord’s murder: Roasted in wrath 
and fire, 

Ami thus o'er’Sized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like carbuncles , the hellish Pyr- 
rh us 

Old gn/ndsire Priam seeks ;—So proceed you. 

Pol. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken; with 
good accent, and good discretion. 

1 Play. Anon he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks; his antique 
sword. 

Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls , 
Rejpigtiant to command : Unequal match’d, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives; in rage, strikes 
wide ; 

But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father Jails . Then senseless 
Ilium, 

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base ; and u ith a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus’ ear: for, lo! his 
sword. 

Which ivas declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem'd i’the air to stick ; 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood ; 

And , like a neutral to his will and matter. 
Did nothing . 

But, as we often see, against some storm, 

A silence in the heavens, the rack \\\\ stand 
still, 

The bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death: anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region: So, after Pyrrhus* 
pause, 

A roused vengeance sets him neu’-a-work ; 
And»never did the Cyclops' hammers fall 
On Mars' armour, forg'd for proof eterne TT 

• Defy. f Cloe. t Profession. 

4 An Italian dish made of the roes of fitbe«. 

I Multitude. U Above. •• Convict. 

tl Affectation. tt Red. Blazoned. 

m t._k. _« — i. ear 


With less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding 
sword 

Now falls on Priam t — \gcds 

Out, out, thou strumpet. Fortune ! All you 
In general synod, take away her power ; 
Break all the spokes and fellies from her 
wheel , 

And bowl the round nave down the hill of 
heaven. 

As low as to the fiends ! 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It shall to the barber’s, with your 
beard.—f r'ythee, say on He's for a jig', or 
a tale of bawdry, or he sleepssay ou: come 
to Hecuba. 

1 Play. But who, ah uoe! had seen the 

mobled * queen - 

Ham. The mobled queen 1 
Pol. That's good ; mobled qneen is good. 

1 Play. Run barejoot up and doun, 
threat’ning the flames 

With btsso.'t f rheum; a clout upon that 
head, 

Where late the diadem stood ; and , for a robe. 
About her lank and all e’er-teemed loins, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up ; 
Who this had seen, uith tongue in venom 
steep'd , 

’Gainst Fortune's state would treason have 
pronounc'd: 

But if the gods themselves did see her then , 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport 
In mincing u ith lus suord her husband's 
limbs ; 

The instant burst of clamour that she. made, 

( Unless things mortal nunc them not at all,) 
Would hate made milch J tnc bur mug u. ye of 
And passion in the gods . [heaven, 

Pol. Look, whether he has not turn’d his 
colour, and has tears ill’s eyes.—Pivtbee, n<» 
more. 

Ham. 'Tis well; I'll have thee speak out the 
lest of this soon.—Good my loid, will yen see 
the players well bestowed ! Do you bear, let 
them be well used; for they aie the abstiac: 
and biief chronicles of the time : After vour death 
you were better have a bad epitaph, than then 
ill report while you live. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to 
their desert. 

IIa:n. Odd's bodikin, man, much better: 
Use every mail after bis desert, and who shall 
scape whipping? Use them alter your own 
honour and dignity: The less they deserve, 
the more merit is iu your bounty. Take them 
in. 

Pol. Come, Sirs. 

[Exit Pulumus, with some of the Players. 
Ham. Follow' him, friends : we'll hear a play 
to-morrow.—Dost thou hear ini', old frieud ; can 
you play the murder of Gonzago ? 

1 Play. Ay, mv lord. 

Ham. We'll have it to-morrow night. You 
could, for a need, study a speech of some dozen 
or sixteen lines, which I would set down, auci 
insert in't? could you uot? 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well.—Follow' that lord ; and look 
you mock him not. [Exit Player.] My good 
frieuds, [To Ros. and Guil.] L’ll leave you till 
night: you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Bos. Good my lord I 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildznstern. 
Ham. Ay, so, God be wi' youNow l aui 
alone. 

Oh I what a rogue and peasant slave am 11 
Is it not monstrous that this player here. 

But in a Action, in a dream of passion. 

Could force his soul so to his own conceit, 

That, from her working, all hi* visage waun'd; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to bis conceit ? And all lor nothing f 

• HT..4D.J * m. n 4 ♦ M.ltrar 
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For Hecuba! 

What’s Hecuba to him, or lie to Hecuba, [do. 
That he should weep for her! What would he 
Had be the motive and the cue for passion, 

That I have! He would drown the stage with 
tears, 

Aud cleate the general ear with horrid speech ; 
Wake mad the guilty, and appal the fiee, 
Confound the iguorant, and amaze, indeed. 

The \ery faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 

Like John a-dreatns, iiupreguant of mv;cause, 
Aud can say nothing; no, not for a king, 

Upon whose property, aud most dear life, 

A damn’d defeat * tvas made. Ain 1 a coward ? 
Who calls me t illain! breaks my pate across ? 
Plucks olf my beard, and blows it m iny face ? 
Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie l’the 
throat, 

As deep as to the lungs t AVho does me tins ? 
Ha! 

Why, I should take It: for it cannot he. 

But’I am pigeon-liver’d, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter; or, ere this, 

1 should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave’s offal: Bloodv, bawdy* vil¬ 
lain 1 . *A, 

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherops^ kindless, t 
villain! 

Why, what an ass am IT This is most brave; 
That I, the son of a dear father murder’d, 
Prompted to my revenge by hea\e» and bell. 
Must like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 
nd fall a cursing, like a very dial), 
scullion ! 

Fie upon’t! foh ! About my brains ! Humph! 


Guil. But with much foicmg of his disposi* 
non. 

Ros. Niggard of question ; but, of our demands 
Most fiee ill his reply. 

Queen. Did you assay him 
To any pastime ! 

Ros. Madam, it «o fell out, that certain players 
We o’er-raught* on the way : of these we told 
him; 

And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it: They are about the conn ; 

Aud, as I think, they have alieady ordci 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. ’Tis most ti ue: 

Aud he l>eseech’d me to entreat your majesties. 
To hear and see the mattei. 

King. With all iny heart; aud it doth much 
content me 

To hear him so tiicliu’d. 

Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 

And drive his pmpoSe on to these deliguis. 

Ros. We shall, my lord. 

[Exeunt Kosenckamz and Guildlnsilkk. 
King. Sweet Geilrude, leave us too: 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither; 
That he, as ’iwcre by accideui, may heie 
Aftiontt Ophelia: 

Her hither, aud myself (lawful espials, *) 

Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, iiu-ccn. 
We may of tlietf Encounter frankly $ judge ; 

And gather by him, as he is behav'd, 
lfTbe the affliction of his love, or no. 

That thus he slitters foi. 

Queen. 1 shall obey you: 

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildness : so shall i hope, your 



I have heard. 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play. 

Have by the very cunning of tin* scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have proclaim’d their malefactions; 

. For murder, though it have no tongue, will 
speak [players 

, With most miraculous organ. I’ll have these 
Play something like the minder of my father, 
Before mine uncle : I’ll observe his looks ; 

I*JI tent him to the quick ;; if lie do blench, S 
1 know my course. The spirit that I have seen, 
May he a devil: and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and, perhaps. 
Out of my weakness, aud my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent with such spirits,) 

Abuses me to damn me: I’fl have grounds 
More relative than this : The play’s the thing, 
Whereili I’ll catch the conscience of the king. 

[Euit. 
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virtues 

Will bring bun to his wonted way again, 

To both your honours. 

Oph. Madam, I wish it may. 

[/’a.7 Queen. 

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here :—-Giacioir*, so 
please you. 

We will bestow ij ourselves Read on tins book : 

[To Ophelia. 

That show of such an e\emse may colour 
Your loneliness.—Wr aie oil to blame in this,— 
'Tis too much prov’d,f that, with devotion’s 
visage, 

And pious action, we do sugar o’er 
The devil himself. 

/Qng. Oh ! 'tis too true: how smart 
A I.reii that speech doth give my conscience I 
The harlot’s cheek, beautitied with plastering 
art. 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it. 

Than is iny deed to my most painted uoid: 

O heavy burden ! [Aside. 

Pol. I hear him coming; let’s withdraw, my 
loid. [Eieunt Kixc and Polomus. 


SC EXE /.—A Room in the Castle • t 

Enter King, Queen, Polomus, Ophelia, 
Rosen crants, and Guii.densiern. 

King. And can you, by no drift of confer- 
. ence. 

Get from linn, why be puts oil this confusion; 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With iprhuleut aud dangerous lunacy l 
Ros. He does confess, lie feels himself dis¬ 
tracted ; 

But from w hat cause he will by no means speak. 
Guil. Nor do we fiud him forward to he 
sounded; 

But, with a ciafty madness, keeps aloof. 

When we wonld bring him on to some confes- 
Of li;s true state. [siou 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

Ros. Most like a gentleman. 

• Dmlrnrtton. t Unnatural. 

£ Search his womuts. i Shrink or start. 


Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not 1 to be, that is the ques- 
tioii:— 

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outiageous foituuc ; 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles. 

And, by opposing, end them 1 —To die—to 
6leep,— 

No more and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The beart-ache, aud the thousand natural 
shocks 

That flesh is heir to,—’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die—to sleep 
To sleep! perchance to dieamay, thcie’s theft 
rub; [come, N 

For iu that sleep of death what dreams may 
When we have shuttled of this mortal coil,** 

Must give us pause: Theie’s the respect tt 
That makes calamity of so long life: 

• Overtook. t Meet. t Spin. 

I Frcelv. I Place. *1 Too trequent. 

•• Stir, buttle. tt Couinleroiiwu. 
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For who would bear the whips and scorns of i Get thee to a nunnery; farewell: Or, If thou 


time. 

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s con¬ 
tumely, • 

The pangs of despis’d love, the law’s delay. 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 

When lie himself might his quietus t make 
With a bare bodkin ?| who would fardels § 
bear, 

To groan aud sweat under a weary life, 

But that the dread of something after death,— 

That iindiscover’d country, from whose bouru )| 

No traveller returns,—puzzles the will, 

.And makes us rather bear those ills we have. 

Than fly to others that we know not oft 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 
Js sickbed o'er with th^pale cast of thought; 

And enterprises of crc^ pith and moment, . 

■With this regard, tlieir^urients turn awry, * 

Ami lose the name of actioti.—Soft you, now ! 

The fair Ophelia:—Nymph, in thy orisons V 
Be all my sins remember’d. 

Op//. Good tny lord, 

How does your bouour for this many a day T 
Ham. I humbly thank you ; well. 

Oph. My lord, 1 have remembrances of ] That Tun match’d 
y out’s 

That I hive longed long to re-deliver ; 

I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham . No, not 1 ; 

1 never gave you aught. 

Oph. My honour’d lord, you know right well 
y ou did ; 


wilt needs marry, marry a fool; for wise men 
know well enough, what monsters you make of 
them. To a nunnery, go; and quickly too. 
Farewell. 

Oph, Heavenly powers, restore him 1 
Ham, I have heard of your paintings too, well 
enough ; God hath given you one face, and you 
make yourselves another: you jig, you amble, 
and you lisp, and nick-name God's creatures, 
and make your wantouness your ignorance : Go 
to : 1’U uo more oft; it bath made me mad. I 
say, we will have no more marriages: those 
that are married already, all but one, shall live; 
the rest shall keep as they are. To a nunnery, 
go. [Exit Hamlet. 

Oph. Ob! what a noble mind is £ere o’er- 
tlirown 1 [sword: 

’ The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, 

; The expectancy and rose of the fair state. 

The glass of iasbion, and the mould * of form, 

, The observ’d of- all obsefvers 1# quite, ..quite 
j down 1 * • 

• And I, of ladies most deject and wretched. 

That suck’d the hor.ey of bis music vows, 

. Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 
Like sweet bells jangled, out ot tune and harsh ; 

* That ?unmatch’d form and feature of blown 

youth. 

Blasted with ecstacy : + O woe is me! 

To have seen what*I have seen, see what 1 see. 


Re-enter King and Polonius. 

King. Love 1 his affections do not that way * 
tend ; 


And, with them, words of so sweet breath com-! N«« what he spake, though it lack’d form a little, 
pos’d [lost, •' Was not like madness. 1 here’s something in ins 

As made the things more rich : their perfume ; soul, 


O’er which his melancholy sits on brood ; 
Aud, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose. 
Will be some danger: Which tor to prevent, 

I have, in quick determination. 

Thus set it down; He shall with speed 
England, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute; 


to 


Take these again : for to the noble mind, 

Kicli gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 

There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha! are you honest? 

Oph. My lord ? 

Ha.n. Are you fair? 

Ovh. What means your lordship? , _ _ .... _ 

IIam. That if you be honest, and fair, you < Haply, the seas, and countries different, 
should admit uo discourse to your beauty. > With vauable objects, shall expel 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better com- This something-settled matter m his lic-ait; 
nvrre than with honesty ? , Whereon his brains still beating, puts bun thus 

Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will From fashion of himself. What think you 
toiler transform honesty Horn what it ia to a; on’t i 

bawd, than the foice of honesty can translate; Pol. It shall do well; But yet I do believe 
beauty into bis likeness: tins was sometime a! The origin and commencement of his giief 
paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I did ■ Spiung from neglected love.—How now, Ophe- 
iove you once. j lia ? 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe ( You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said ; 
to ■ W’e heard it all.— My lord, do as you please ; 

Ham. You should not have believed me; for, But, if you hold it tit, after the play, 
virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we Let his queeu mother ail alone entreat bun 
shall re I Mi of it: 1 loved you not. : To show his grief; let her be round J with him ; 

Oph. 1 was the more deceived. And I’ll be plac’d, so please you, in the ear 

Ham. Get tbee to a nunnery ; Why wouldst of all their conference ; if she find him not, 
thou he a breeder of sinners ? I am myself in- To England send him ; or confine bun, where 
different honest; but yet I could accuse me of Yow wisdom best shall think, 
such things, that it weie better iny mother had King. It shall be so : 
not borne me: I am very proud, revengeful, Madness in great ones must not nnwatcli’d go. 


ambitious ; with more offences at my beck, •* 
than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination 
to give them shape, or time to act them in : 
What should such fellows as I do crawling be¬ 
tween earth and heaven 1 We are arrant kuaves, 
all; believe none of us: Go Ihy ways to a nun¬ 
nery. Where’s your father ? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon bim; that 
Jie may play the fool no where but in’s own 
• house. Farewell. 

Oph. O help him, you sweet heavens 1 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I’ll give thee this 
plague for thy dowry; Be thou as chaste as ice, 
as pme as 6now, thou shalt not escape calumny. 

• Rudeness. ? Acquittance. 

t The ancient term for a smnll dnRRer. 

4 Packs, burdens. I Boundary, limit#. 

^ Prayer.. *• Call. 


[Exeunt. 

SCENE IT.—A I I a: l in the same. 

Enter Hamlet, and certain Players. 

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I 
pronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue: 
but if you mouth’it, as many of our players do, 
I had as lief the town-crier spoke my lines. 
If or do not saw the air too much with your 
hand, thus; but use all gently; for in the veiy 
torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) whirlwind 
of your passion, you must acquire and beget a 
temperance, that may give it smoothness. O, 
it otleuds me to the soul, to hear a robustious 

• The model'll)' whom all endeavoured to form them- 
selves. 1 Alienation of inind. 

I Rcpnmuiui him 4uh freedom. 
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penwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, 
to very rags, to split the ears of the ground¬ 
lings : * who, for the most part, are capable of 
nothing hut inexplicable dumb show, and 
noise: I would have such a fellow whipped for 
o’er-domg Termagant; it out-heroda Herod : t 
Prav you, avoid it. 

1 'Play. 1 warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, bot let your 
own discretion be your tutor: suit the action 
to the word* the word to the action; with 
this special observance, that jou o’erstep not 
the modesty of nature: for any thing so over¬ 
done is from the pnrpose of playing, whose 
cud both at the first and now, was and is, to 
hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature; to 
show virtue her own feature, scorn her own 
image, and the very age and body of the time, 
his lorrn and pressure. X Now, this, overdone, 
or come tardy otf, though it make the unskil¬ 
ful laugh, cannot but make the judicious 
grieve; the censure of which one must, in 
jour allowance, ^ o'erweigh a whole theatre of 
others. Oh ! there be plajers, that 1 have seen 
plaj,—and heard others praise, and that lngli- 
i>—not to speak it profanely, that, neither 
having the accent of Christians, nor the g^it of 
Chnstiau, Pagan, nor man, have so stunted 
and bellowed, that 1 have thought some of na¬ 
ture's journeymen had made men, and not 
made them well, they imitated bumauity so 
abominably, 

1 Play,' 1 hope we have reformed that indif- 
‘ferently with us. 

Ham. O leform it altogether. And let those 
that play your clowns, speak no more than is 
set down for them : tor there be of them, that 
will themselves laugh, to set on some quantity 
of barren spectators to laugh too; though, m 
the meantime, some necessary question || of the 
play be then to be considered: that’s villau- 
ous; and shows a most pitiful ambition in the 
fool that uses it. Go, make you ready. 

[Exeunt Players. 

Enter Poloxids, Rosencryntz, and Guil- 

dlnstern. 

How now, mv lord ? will the king hear this 
piece of work ? 

Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham . Bid the plajeis make haste.— 

[Exit. Polonies. 
Will you two help to hasten them ? 

Both. Ay, my Jord. 

[Exeunt Rosencryntz and Goilllnstern. 

Ham. What, ho ; Horatio l 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e’er my conversation cop'd withal. 

Hor. O my dear lord,—.— 

Hum. Nay, do not think i flatter: 

For what advancement may I hope from thM, 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 

To feed and clothe thee ? Why should the poor 
be flatter'd ? 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp. 
And crook the pregnant*? hinges of the knee. 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou 
hear ? 

Since my dear sou! liras mistress of her choice, 
And could of men distinguish her election. 

She hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou bast 
been 

As one in suffering all, that suffers nothing; 

A man, that famine's buffets and rewards 
Hast ta'eo wjflPgqual thanks; and bless’d are 
• those, / [mingled, 

Whose blood ^and judgment are so well co- 

* The meaner people then seem to have tat in the pit. 
j t HenxTt character was always vfolent. 
t tonWea, resemblance. $ Approbation. 

| Conversation discourse. f Quick* ready. 


That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger 
To sound what stop she please: Give me that 
man [him 

That is not passion's slave, and I will wear 
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of hearts. 

As I do thee.—-Something too much of tln&.— 
There is a play to-night before the king ; 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance. 
Which I have told thee of my father's death. 

I pr'ythee, when thou seest that act afoot. 

Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my nucle ; if his occulted • guilt 
Do not itself unkeunel in one speech, 

It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 

And my imaginations are as fonl 
As Vulcan's stithy. + Give him heedful note: 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face; 

And, after, we will both -our judgments join 
lu ceusure J of lus seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord [ing. 

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is play- 
And ’scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 

Ham. They are coming to the play; 1 mutt 
be idle: 

Get you a place. 

Danish March.—A Flourish.—Enter King. 

Queen, Polonies, Ophelia, Rosen- 

craxtz, Guiluenstern, and others. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, i’faith ; of the came lion's 
dish: I eat the air, promise-crammed: You 
cannot feed capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this anstvei, 
Hamlet: these words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine. Now. my lord,—you 
plajed once in the umversitj, you »ay ? 

[To Polonies. 

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was account¬ 
ed a good actor. 

Hum. And what did you enact? 

Pol. 1 did enact Julius Cesar; I was hilled 
i'the Capitol; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute parr of him, to kill so 
capital a calf there.—Be the players ready 7 

Hos. Ay, mv lord, they stay $ upon your pa¬ 
tience. 

Queen , Come hither, my deal Hamlet, sit by 
me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here’s metal m- 
attractive. 

Pol. O ho! do you mark that ? [To the Kino. 

Ham. Lady, shall I lie m your lap ? 

[Lying doun at Ophelia’s Ftct. 

Oph. No, my lord. 

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you tliiuk, I meant enuntry mat¬ 
ters ? || 

Oph. I think nothing, my lord. 

Ham. That’s a fail thought to lie between 
maids’ legs. 

Oph. What is, my lord? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You arc merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, K ? 

Ovh. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. O I yoftr only jig-maker. What should 
a man do, but be merry? for, look you, bow 
cheerfully my mother looks, and my lather 
died within these two hours. 

Oph. Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long ? Nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for I’ll have a suit of sables. If o hea¬ 
vens! die two mouths ago, and not forgotten 
yet ? Then there's hope a great man’s memory 
may outlive his life half a year: But, by’r- 
lady, he must build churches then : or else 
shall he suffer not thinking on, with the hobby¬ 
horse ; whose epitaph is, For, Q % for, O, the 
hobby-horseis forgot. 


• Secret. ♦ Shan, stithy i« • smith** shop. 

t Opinion. € Wait. I An obsceuc allusion 

5 The richest dress. 
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Trumpets sound. The dumb Show follows. 

Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly; 
the Queen embracing him, and he her. She 
kneels, and makes show of protestation un¬ 
to him. He takes her up, and declines his 
head upon her neck: lays him down upon 
a bank of flowers ; she, seeing him asleep, 
leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes 
off his crown, kisstv it, and pours poison 
in the King's ears, and exit. The Queen 
returns ; finds the King dead, and makes 
passionate action. The poisoner, with 
some two or three Mutes , comes in again, 
seeming to lament with her. The dead bo¬ 
dy is carried away. The poisoner wooes the 
Queen with gifts; she seems loath and 
unwilling awhile, but, in the end, accepts 
his love. [Exeunt. 

Oph. What means this, my lord ? 

Ham. Marry, this is miching maliccho ; • it 
means mischief. 

Oph. Belike, this show imports the argument 
of the play. 

Enter Prologue. 

IJam. We shall know by this fellow: the 
players cannot keep counsel; the)’ll tell all. 

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meunt 1 
Ham. A), or any show that jou’ll show him : 
Be not >ou asbam’d to show, he’ll not shame to 
tell >ou what it means. 

Oph. \ou are naught, you are naught; I’ll 
mark the play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Hi rc stooping to your clemency. 

If c lug your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the po6y of a 
ring * 

Oph. ’ ris brief, t my lord. 

Ham. As woman’s love. 

Enter a King and a Queen, 

Pm King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus’ 
carl: gone round 

Neptune’s salt wash, and Tellus'§ oibed 
ground ; 

And limn dozen moons, with borrow’d sheen,|| 
About the world have times twelve Unities 
been; [liands, 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did om 
17 in te com mutual iu most sacred bauds. 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun 
and* moon 

Make us again couut o’er, ere love be done 1 
But, woe is me, >ou are so sick of late. 

So lai fioiri cheer, aud from your former state, 
That I distrust you. Yel, though I distrust. 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must: 

For women fear too much, even as the) love; 
Aud women’s fear and love hold quantity; 

In neither aught, or iu extremity. [know; 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you 
And as my love is siz’d, If my fear is so. 

Where love is great, the liitlest doubts are 
fear; [there. 

Where little fears grow great, great love grows 
P. King. ’Faith, I must leave thee, love, and 
shortly too ; [do ; 

My operant** powers their functions leave to 
And thou 6halt live in this fair world-behind, 
Honoui’d, belov’d ; aud, haply, one as kind 
For husband shalt thou—— 

P. Queen. 0 confound the rest I 
Such love must needs be treason in ray breast: 
In second husband let me be accurst ( 

None wed the second, but who kill'd the first. 
Ham. That’s wormwood. 

P. Queen. The instances, ft that second mar¬ 
riage move, 

Are base respects of thrift, bat none oC love ; 

* Secret wickedness. + Short. 

fCnr, chariot | Tho earth. I Shining, lnatre. 
T Magnitude, proportion. •* Active. tt motives. 


A second time I kill my husband dead. 

When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. I do believe, you think what now 
you speak ; 

But, what we do determine, oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory; 

Of violent birth, but poor validity : 

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree; 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 

Most necessary ’tis, that we forget 

To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt: 

Wbat to ourselves m passion we propose, 

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 

The violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enactures * with themselves destroy : 
Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on sleuder accident. 

This world is not for aye:+ nor ’tis not strange. 
That even our loves should with our fortunes 
For ’lis a question left us yet to prove, [change; 
Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 
The great man down, you mark his favourite 
Hies ; 

The poor advanc’d makes friends of enemies. 
Aud hitherto doth love on fortune tend; 

For who not needs, shall never la* k a tricnd ; 
And who in want a hollow fueud doth try, 
Directly seasons linn his enemy. 

But, orderly to enu where I begun,— 

Our wills, our fates do so contiary run, 

That our dewets still aie overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are oui’s, their ends none of our 
own : 

So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts, when thy lust luu! is 
dead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor 
heaven light! 

Sport and repose lock flora me, da), aud night! 
lo desperation turn my trust and hope ! 

An anchoi’s; cheer in prison be m) scope! 

Each opposite, that blanks the face ol joy, 

Meet what I would have well, anil it destroy ! 
Both here aud hence pursue me, lasting stm<> 
If, once a widow, ever I be write! 

Ham. If she should bieaji it now,- 

[7b Ophelia. 

P . King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave 
me here a while ; 

My spirits grow dull, and tarn I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps • 

P. Qm cu. Sleep rock thy brain ; 

Aud never come niischauce between us twain! 

[Exit. 

Ham. Madam, bow like you this playl 
Queen. The lad) doth protest too much, me- 
thinks. 

Ham . Oh! but she’ll keep her woid. 

King. Have you heaid the argument? Is there 
no offence m’t ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest; poison in jest; 
no offence i'the world. 

Kuig. What do you call the play ? 

Ham. The mouse-trap. § Marry, how i Tro¬ 
pically. This play is the image of a murder 
done m Vienna : Gonzago is the duke's name ; 
his wile, Baptista: )ou shall see anon; 'tis a 
knavish piece of work : But what of that ? your 
majesty, and we that have free souls, it touches 
us not: Let the galled jade wince, f our withers 
are uuwrung.— 

Enter Lucianus. 


This is one Lucian us, nephew' to the king. 

Oph. You are as good as a cboniB, ray lord. 
Ham. I could iuteipret between you and your 
love, if I could see the puppets dallying. 

2 )h. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 
am. It would cost yon a groaning, to take off 
my edge. 

* 

• Determinations. + Erer. J Anchoret's 

6 — ■ ■■ ■ — ■the thin”, 

In which bell catch the conscience of the king. 
i This is » proverbial **ymg. 
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Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Ham. So yon mistake your husbands.—Begin* 
murdererleave thy damnable laces, and be* 

gin Couie ;- 

-The croaking raven 

Doth bellow for revenge. 

Luc. Thoughts black, bands apt, drugs fit, and 
tune agreeing; 

Confederate season, else no creature seeing; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected. 
With Hecate's ban* thrice blasted, thrice in¬ 
fected, 

Thy natural magic and dire property, » 

On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

[Pours the Poison into the Sleeper's Ears. 
Ham. He poisons him i’the garden for bis es¬ 
tate. His name’s Gonzago: the story is extant, 
and written in very choice Italian: You »hall 
»ee anon, bow the murderer gets the love of 
Gonzago’s wife. 

Oph. The king rises. 

Ham. What! frighted with false fire 1 
Queen. How fares my lord T 
Pol. Give o’er the play. 

King. Give me some lightaway! 

All. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
JIam. Wh>, lei the stmekeu deer go weep. 
The halt ungalled play : 

For some must watch, while some must sleep; 

Thus runs the world away.— 

Would not this, Sir, and a forest of feathers, i 
(if the rest of my fortunes turn Turkj with 
me,) with two Provenciul roses on ui> razed § 
shoes, get me a fellowship in a cry || of players. 
Sir? 

Hor. Half a share. 

Ham. A whole one, I. 

For thou do.-t know, O Damon, dear. 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove hunself; and now reigns here 
A very, very—peacock. 

Hor. You might have rhymed. 

Ham. O good Horatio, I’ll take the ghost's word 
for a thousand pound. Did’st perceive 1 
Hor. Very well, my lord. 

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning,- 

Hor. I did very well note him. 

Hum. Ah I ba!—Couie, some music; come, 
the recorders. IT — 

For if the king like not the comedy, 

Why then, belike,—he likes it not, perdy. •*— 

Enter Roslncrantz and Guildenstern. 
Come, some music. 

Guil. Good, my lord, vouchsafe me a woid 
with you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history'. 

Guil. The king, Sir- 

Ham. Ay, Sif, what of him 1 
Guil. Is, in his retirement, marvellously dis¬ 
tempered. 

Ham. With drink, Sir? 

Guil . No, my lord, with choler. 

Hem. Your wisdom should show itself more 
richer, to signify this to Hip doctor; for, for me 
to put him to his purgation, would, perhaps, 
plunge him into more cboler. 

Gail. Good my lord, put your discourse into 
some frame, and start not so wildly Irom my 
alfatr* 

Harm 1 am tame. Sirpronounce. 

Guif. The queen, your mother, in most great 
affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guil. Nay, aood my lord, this courtesy is 
not of the right breed. If it shall please yon 
to make me a wholesome answer, I will do 
vour mother's commandment: if not, your par¬ 
don, and my return, shall be the end of my bu¬ 
siness. 


* Curse. + For hie head. 

1 Change condftioui. (Slashed. | P«<k company. 
S Akiudof Jlut*. *• Par Jh re. 


Ham . Sir, 1 cannot. 

Guil. What, my lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer; my 
wit's diseased : But, Sir, such answer as 1 can 
make, you shall command ; or rather, as you say, 
my mother: therefore no more, but to the matter ; 
My mother, you say,- 

Ros. Then thus site says ; Your behaviour bath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O woudertul son, that can so astonish a 
mother!—But is there no sequel at the heels of 
this mother's admiration 1 impart. 

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her 
closet, ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our 
mother. Have you any further trade * with us T 

Ros. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do still, by these pickers and 
stealers.t 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of dis¬ 
temper? you do, surely, but bar the door mum 
your own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your 
friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the 
voice of the king himself for your succession m 
Denmark ? 

Hum. Ay, Sir, hut, While the grass grows,— 
the proverb is something musty. 

Enter the Players, with Rerordcrs. 

Oh ! the recorders :—let me see one.—To with¬ 
draw with you :—Why do you co about to mover 
the wind of me, as it you would duve me into a 
toil ? 

Guil. Oh! my lord, if my duty be too bold, 
my love is too umnauueily. 

Ham. 1 do not well understand that. Will 
you play upon this pipe ? 

Guil. My lord, 1 cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guil. Believe me, 1 cannot. 

Ham. 1 do beseech you. 

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying’ govern these 
ventages £ with your fmgcis and thumb, give 
it breath with your mouth, and it will discourse 
most eloquent music. Look you, these arc the 
stops. 

Guil. But these cannot 1 command to any 
utterance ot haimony; 1 have not the skill. 

11am. Why, look you now, how unworthy a 
thing you make of me. You w ould play upon me ; 
you would seem to know my stops; you would 
pluck out the heart of my mystery; you would 
sound me from my lowest note to the top of rny 
compass: and there is much music, excellent 
voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot yon make 
it speak. 'Sblood, do you think I am easier to 
be played on than a pipe ? Call me what in¬ 
strument you will, though you cau fret me, you 
cannot play upou me. 

Enter Polomus. 

God bless you, Sir. 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with yon, 
and presently. 

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud, that's almost 
in shape of a camel ? 

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, in¬ 
deed. 

Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale ? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham* Then will I come to my mother by and 
by.—They fool me to the top of my bent. $—1 
will come by and by. 

Pol. I will say so. [Exit Polomus. 

Ham. By and by is easily said.—Leave me, 
friends. [Exeunt Ron. Guil. Hou.Jic. 

'Tis now the very witching time of night; 


• Basinas 
2 Uitlu. 


4 Hands. 
I Utmost suetciu 
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When dim chords yawn, anil hell Uself bieathes 
out [blood. 

Contagion to this world : Now' could I drink hoi 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my 
mother:— 

O heart, lose not thy nature ; let not evei 
The soul of Nero eutci this linn bosom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural: 

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none; 

My tongue and soul in this lie hypocrites: 

How iu my words aoevei she he ahent, * 

To give them seals t ne\ei, my soul, consent! 

[Exit. 

SCE /V E III.—A Room in the same. 

Enter King, Kosencrantz, and Guii.dln- 

STBHN. 

King . I like him not; nor stands it safe with 
ns, [you; 

To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare 
] your commission will forthwith despatch, 

And he to England shall along with >ou: 

The terms of oui estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us, as doth hourly glow 
Out of his lanes, j 
Guil . We will ourselves provide: 

Most holy and religious fear it is, 

To keep those many bodies safe, 

That h\e and feed upon your majesty. 

Eos. The single and peculiar life is bound 
With all the stienglh and armour of the mind, 
To keep itself liom ’noyaure: but much more 
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease ot majesty 
Dies not alone ; hut, like a gulf, doth diaw 
What’s neai it, with it: it is a massy wheel. 
Fix’d on the summit of the highest mount, 

To whose huge spokes leu thousand lesser 
things 

Are mortis’d and adjoin’d ; which, when it falls, 
Each small nnue\meut, petty consequence. 
Attends Hie hoist’ious rum. Ne\ei alone 
Did the king sigh, hut with a geneial groan. 
King . Alin you, I pray you, to this speedy 
voyage ; 

For we will fetters put upon this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed. 

Hus. Guil. We will haste us. 

[Exeunt Rosenckantz and Gi ildlnstern. 

Enter Polonies. 

Pol. My lord, lie’s going to his mothers 
closet: 

Behind the arms) I’ll convey myself. 

To hear the piocess; I’ll wairanl, she’ll tax 
him home: 

And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 

•Tis meet, that some moie audience than a 
mother, [hear 

Since nature makes them partial, should o’er- 
The speech, of vantage. Faie you well, my 
liege; 

1*11 call upon you eie you go to bed, 

And tell yon what I know. 

King . Tbauks, dear my I<ml. 

[Exit POLOMCS. 

Oh ! my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 

It hath the primal eldest curse upnii’t: 

A brother’s murder!—Bray can 1 not. 

Though inclination he as slnupas will ; 

My stlonger guilt defeats my strong intent; 

And, like a man to double business bound, 

) stand iu pause where 1 slull first begin, 

And both neglect. What, if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brothel’s blood. 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens, 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves 
mercy, 

Rut to confront the visage of offence ? 

And what’s iu prayer, but this twofold force,— 

• Reproved. t Authority to put them in execution. 
I Lunacies. I lapeiiry. 


To he forestalled, ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon’d, being down ? T hen I’ll look up ; 

My fault is past, lint oh! what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn? Foigive me my foul mur¬ 
der !— 

That cannot he; since I am still possess’d 
Of those effects for which 1 did the murder— 

My crou’n, mine own ambition, ami my queen. 
May one he pardon’d, and letam the offence ! 

Iu the corrupted curients of this world, 

Offence’s gilded baud may shove hy justice; 

And oft *Us seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law: But ’tis not so above: 

Tlieie is no shuffling; there the action lies 
In his true nature; and we ourselves compelled. 
Even to the teeth and foichead of our faults, 

'Ho give in evidence. What then 1 what rests?* 
Try what repentance can : What can it not { 

Yet what can it, when one can not repent ? 

O wretched slate! O bosom black as death ! 

O limed * soul! that, struggling to lie free. 

Art more engag’d. Help, angels, make assay ! 
Bow, stubborn knees! and heart, with strings of 
steel, 

Be soft as sinews of the new-horn babe; 

All may be well! [Retires and kneels. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it pat,now he is play¬ 
ing ; 

And now I’ll do’t; and so he goes to heaven : 
And so am I reveng’d ? Thai would he 
scami’d: + 

A villain kills iny father; and, for that, 

I, his his sole X son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary,$ not revenge. 

He took my lather grossly, full of biead ; 

With all his crimes bioail blown, as flush as 
May; [heaven? 

And how his audit stands, who knows, save 
But, hi our circumstance and course of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him: And am I then reveng’d. 
To take Inin in the pinging of Ins soul. 

When he is fit and season’d for his passage ? 

No. 

Up, sword.; and know thou a more lioind henf." 
When he is drunk, asleep, or m his rage. 

Or ui the incestuous plt-asuies of his lied; 

At gaming, sweating, or about some act 
That lias no relish of salvation in't: [ven. 

Then trip him, that Ins heels may kick at hc;.- 
And that Ins soul may be ns damn’d and black 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays: 

This physic luit ptolongs thy sickly days. 

[£a it. 

The King rises and advances. 

King. My words fly up, my thoughts icninm 
below : 

Words, without thoughts, never to hcaveu go. 

[Etil. 

SCENE IV.—Another Room in the same. x 

Enter Queen and Poi.onius. 

Pol. He will come straight. Look you lay 
home to him : 

Tell him his ptauks have been loo bn ad to bear 
with; 

And that your grace hath scieen’d and stood 
between 

Much heat and him. I’ll silence me e’en here. 
Pray'you, be louuri with him. 

(Jiucn. I’ll wanant you; 

Fear me notwithdraw, I hear bhn coming. 

[Polomus hides himself. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ilaui. Now, mother; what’s the matter ? 

• Cau&ht os with bird-lime. f Should be con¬ 
sidered. t Only. I Reward. 

| Seize him at a more horrid time. 
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Queen . Hninlet, thou hast tby father much 
offeuried. 

* IIam. MotJier, you have my father much of¬ 
fended. 

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle 
tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked 
tongue. 

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet! 

Ham. What’s the matter now? 

Queen. Have you forgot me? 

Ham. No, by the rood, • not so: 
i'ou are the queen, your husband’s brother’s; 
wife ; 

And,—’would it were not so!—you arc my mo¬ 
ther. 

Queen. Nay, then I’ll set those to you that 
can speak. 

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you 
shall not budge ; 

You go not, till 1 set you up a glass 
Where you may see the mmost part of you. 
Queen. What wilt tbou do? thou wilt not 
murder me ? 

Help, help, ho! 

Pol . [Behind.] What, ho! help! 

Ham. How now* a rat? [ Drans . 

Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet makes a pass through the Arras. 
Pol. [Behind.] Ohl I am slam. 

[Falls and dies. 

Queen. O me, what hast thou done ? 

Ham . Nay, 1 know not: 

Is it the king ? 

[Lifts up the Arras and draws forth 
POLON1US. 

Queen. O what a rash and bloody deed is 
this 1 

Ham. A bloody deedalmost as bad, good 
mother, 

As kill a king, and marry with bis brother. 
Queen. As kill a king! 

Ham. Ay, lady, ’twas my word.— 

Thou wretched, rash, intrudiug fool, farewell! 

[To POLONIUS. 

I took thee for tby better; take thy fortune: 
Thou find’st, to be too busy is some danger.— 
Leave wringing of your hands : Peace; sit you 
dowu. 

And let me wring your heart; for so I shall. 

If it be made of penetrable stuff; 

If damned custom have not braz’d it so. 

That it is proof and bulwark against sense. 
Queen. What have 1 done, that thou dar’st 
wag thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham. Such an act, 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 

Calls virtue, hypocrite; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love. 

And sets a blister there; makes marriage vows 
As false as dicers* oaths: Oh ! such a deed 
As from the body of contraction t plucks 
The very soul; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven’s face doth glow; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 

With tristful J-visage as against the doom. 

Is thought-side at the act. 

Queen. Ah! me, wbat act, 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the iudex ? $ 
Ham . Look here, upon this picture; and on 
this; 

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow, 
Hyperion’s (| curls ; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 

A Btatiou IT like the herald Mercury, 

New-lighted on a heaven-kissing bill; 

A combination and a form, indeed. 

Where every god did seem to set his seal. 

To give the world assurance of a man: 

• 

• Crota. t Marriage contract. i Sorrowful. 
$ lades of content* prefixed to a booh. || Apollo’e* 

^ The act of wadm* 


This was your bus baud.—Look yon now, what 
follows: 

Here is your husband ; like a mildew’d ear. 
Blasting lus wholesome brother. Have you 
eyes T 

Could you on tills fair mountain leave to feed. 
And batten* ou this moor? Hal have yon 
eyes ? 

You cannot call it love; for, at your age. 

The hey-day iu the blood is tame, it’s humble. 
And waits upon the judgment; And what judg¬ 
ment v 

Would step from this to this ? Sense,! sure, you 
have, [sense 

Else could you not have motion : But, sure, that 
Is apoplex’d: for madness would not err; 

Nor sense to ecstasy X was ne’er so thrall’d. 

But it reserv’d some quantity of choice, 

To serve in such a difference. What devil 
was’t. 

That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodmau-bhud ? $ 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 

Ears without bands or eyes, smelling sans || all. 
Or but a sickly part of oue true seuse 
Could not so mope, 

O shame! where is thy blush ? Rebellions bell. 
If thou canst liuitine in a matron’s boties. 

To flamiug youth let virtue l»e as wav. 

And melt in her own tire : proclaim no slume. 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge ; 
Since frost itself as actively doth burn. 

And reason panders will. 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more: 

Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul; 

And there I see such black and grained spots, 

As will uot leave their tmet. ** 

Ham. Nay, but to live 
In the rank sweat of an enseamed ++ bed ; 

Stew’d in corruption ; honeyiug and making iove 

Over the nasty sty ;- 

Queen. O speak to me no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears: 
No more, sweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer, aud a villain: 

A slave, that is not tweutietb part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord :—a viceof kings: 

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole. 
And put it in his pocket! 

Queen. No more. 

Enter Ghost. 

Ham. A king 
Of shreds and patches:— 

Save me, aud hover o’er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards 1—What would you, graci¬ 
ous figure ? 

Queen. Alas ! he’s mad. 

Ham. Do you uot come your tardy son to 
chide, 

That, laps’d m time and passion, lets go by 
Hie important actiug of your dread command T 
O say! 

Ghost. Do not forget: This visitation 
Is but to wbet thy almost blunted purpose. 

But, look, amazement on thy mother sits: 

O step between her and her fighting soul; 
Conceit $$ in weakest bodies strongest works; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Hum. How is It with you, lady ? 

Queen* Alas! how Is’t with you ? 

That yon do bend your eye oil vacancy, 

Aud with the incorporal air do bold discourse ? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 

Your bedded hair, like life iu excrements, ||]1 
Starts up, and stands on eud- O gentle son. 
Upon the heat and flame of tby distemper 
Sprinkle cod patience. Whereon do yon look T 

• To grow fat. , , _ 

Sensation. t Freoty. $ BBndmanbats. 

Without. Be to itapid. ** Colour. 

I Greasy. JJ Mimic. 55 Imagtiiatiou 

II The hair of animala is axcroraeutitiou*. that 1b, 

Wi»OUt lift NDMtlMh 
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Ham. On him I on him 1- Look you, how 
pule be glares 1 

His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to 
stones, 

Would make them capable. •—Do not look upon 
me; 

Lest with this piteous action, you convert 
My stern effects: t then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears, perchance,$ for 
blood. 

Queen. To whom do you speak this T 
Ham. Do you see nothing there ? . 

Queen. Nothiug at all; yet all, that is, I see. 
Ham. Nor did you nothiug hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing, but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there I look, how it 
steals away 1 

My father, in his habit as he liv'd! 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the por¬ 
tal ! [Exit Ghost. 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy $ 

Is very cuuning in. 

Hum. Ecstasy 1 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makrs as healthful music : It is not mad¬ 
ness. 

That 1 have utter'd: bring me to the test. 

And I the matter will re-word; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace. 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 

That not your trespass but my madness speaks: 
It will but skill and film the ulcerous place; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what’s past; avoid what is to come; 

And do not spread the compost IJ on the weeds, 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my vir¬ 
tue : 

For in the fatness of these pursy times, 

Vntue itself of vice must pardon beg; 

Yea, curb m . and woo, for leave to do him good. 
Queen, o Hamlet 1 thou bast cleft my heait 
in twain. 

Ham. o throw away the worser part of it. 
And live the purer with the other half. 

Good night: but go not to my uncle's bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit’s devil, is angel yet in this; 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery. 

That aptly is put on : Refrain to-night; 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy: 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 
And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good 
night I 

And when you are desirous to be Mess’d, 

I'll blessing beg of you.—For this same lord, 

[Pointing to Polonius. 
I do repent: But heaven bath pleas'd it so,— 

To punish me with this, and thi9 with me, 

Thai 1 must be their scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death 1 gave him. So, again, good night 
I must be cruel, only to be kind : 

Thus bad beg ms, and worse remains behind.— 
But one word more, good lady. 

Queen. What shall I do ? 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you 
do: 

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed: 
Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you, his 
mouse; * •• • 

And let him, for a pair or reechy ft kisses, 

Or paddling in your neck with bis damn'd 
fingers. 

Make yon to ravel all this matter out. 

That 1 essentially am not in madness, 


But mad in craft. 'Twere good you let him 
know: 

For who, that’s but a queen, fair, <ober, wise. 
Would from a paddock, * fiom a bat, a gib,+ 
Such dear concemings hide ? who would do so ? 
No, in despite of sense and secrecy. 

Unpeg the basket on the house’s top, 

Let the birds fly; and, like the famous ape. 

To try conclusions, j in the basket creep. 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be tbou assur'd, if words be made of 
breath, 

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to England; you know that 1 
Queen. Alack! 

I had forgot; 'tis so concluded on. 

Ham. There's letters seal'd: and my two 
school-fellows,— 

Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang’d, $— 
They bear the mandate; they must sweep my 
way. 

And marshal me to knavery: Let it work ; 

For 'tis the sport, to have the engineer 
Hoist with his own petar: (| and it shall go 
hard, 

But I will delve one yard below their mines, 

And blow them at the moon: Oh 1 'tis most 
sweet, 

When ir. one line two crafts directly meet.— 

This man shall set me packing. 

I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room 
Mother, good night.—Indeed, this counsellor 
i Is now most still, most secret, and most grave 
i Who was m life a foolish prating knave. 

Come, Sir, to draw toward an end with you 
Good night, mother. 

[Exeunt seictally ; Hamlet dragging in 
Polonius. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—The same. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and 
Guildenstebn. 

King. There’s matter in these sighs ; these 
profound heaves ; 

You must translate : 'tis fit we understand them : 
Where is your son ? 

Queen. Bestow this place on us a little 
while.— 

[To Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, 
who go out. 

Ah! my good lord, what have I seen to-night 1 * 
King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamtetf 
Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both 
contend 

Which is the mightier: In his lawless fit. 

Behind the arias hearing something stir. 

Whips out Ins rapier, cries, A rat! a rat! 

And, in his brzimsh apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King . O heavy deed 1 

It had been so with us, bad we been there: 

His liberty is full of threats to all; 

To you yourself, to us, to every one. 

Alas! how shall this bloody deed be answer’d t 
It will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrain’d, and out of 
haunt, IT [love. 

This mad young man: bnt, so much was our 
We would not understand what wat« most fit; 

But, like the owner of a foul disease. 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone f 
Queen. To draw apart the body he hath 
kill’d : 

O'er whom his very madness, like some ore, . 


* Intelligent. t Action*. * Perhaps. 

4 Frenzy. I Manure. 1 Bernl. 

•• A tern of endearment. ,tt Steaming with beet. 


• Toad. t Cat. 

S Having their teeth, 
bomb. T Company, 


t Experiment*. 

| Blown np with hie own 
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Among a mineral * of metals base. 

Shows itself pure; be weeps for what Is done. 

Kins. O Gertrude, come away! 

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 
Rut we will ship him hence ; and this vile deed 
We must, with all our majesty and skill, 

Itotii countenance and excuse.—Ho! Guilden- 
siern I 

Knter Rosencrante and Gihldenstern. 

Fi lends both, go join you with some further 
aid : 

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain. 

And from bis mother's closet hath he dragg*d 
him: 

Go, seek him out; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste iu this. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do, 
Aud what's untimely doue: so, haplv, slan¬ 
der,— 

Whose whisper o’er the woild's diameter, 

As level as the cannon to his blank, + 

Trausports his poisou'd shot,—may miss our 
name, 

And hit the wonndless ailO come away I 
My soul is full of discord aud dismay. 

[ Ehcvnt . 

SCENE II.—Another Boom in the same. 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. -Safely stowed,—[Ros. $c. within. 

Hamlet I lord Hamlet!] Rut solt!—what noise T 
who calls on Hamlet ? Oh! here they come. 

Enter Rosencraxtz and Guildexstern. 

Ros. What have yon doue, my lord, with the 
dead body ? 

Ilam . Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis 
kin. 

Ros . Tell us where 'tie; that tre may take it 
thence, 

And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ros. Believe what ? 

Ham. That 1 can keep your counsel, and not 
mine own. Besides, to he demanded of a 
sponge!—what replication should be made by the 
sou of a king? 

Ros. Take yon me for a sponge, ray lord ? 
Ham . Ay, Sir; that soaks up the king’s 
countenance, his rewards, his authorities. But 
such officers do the king best service in the 
end: He keeps them, like an ape, in the corner 
•of his jaw; first mouthed, to be last swallowed : 
When he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
but squeezing you, and, sponge, you shall be dry 
again. 

Ros. I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it: A knavish speech 
sleeps in a foolish ear. 

Ros. My lord, you mnst tell us where the body 
js, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king 
is not with the body. The king is a thing— 
Guil. A thing, my lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him. Hide 
fox, a&d all after. J [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—Another Room in the same. 

Enter King, attended. 

King. I have ^ent to seek him, and to fiud 
the body. 

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose 1 
Yet must we put the strong law on him : 
He's lov'd of the distracted multitude. 

Who like not in their judgment, hut their eyes ; 
And where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is 
• weigh'd, 

•Mine. ♦ Mark. 

t A sport among children. 


Dut never the offeuce. To bear all smooth and 
even, 

This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown. 

By desperate appliance are reliev'd. 

Enter Rosbncrantz. 

Or not at all.—How now? what hath befallen? 
Ros. Where the dead body is bestow’d, my 

lord. 

We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is be? 

Ros . Without, my lord; guarded to kuow ycur 
pleasure. 

King. Bring linn before us, 

Ros. Ho, Gmldenstern ? bring ill iny lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Cuildenstern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius ? 

Ham. At 6upper. 

King. At supper ? Where ? 

Ilam. Not where he cats, but where lie is 
eaten: a certain convocation of politic worm? 
are e'en at him. Your worm is your only em¬ 
peror for diet: we fat all creatures else, to lat 
us ; and we fat ourselves tor maggots: Yom 
fat king, and your lean beggar, is but variable 
service; two dishes, but to one tabic ; that's the 
end. 

King. Alas, alas! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that 
hath eat of a king; aud eat of the fish tb.it bath 
ted of that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean li> this? 

Ham. Nothing, but to show you how a king 
may go a procress through the guts ot a beggar* 
King. Where is Polonius? 

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see : if your 
messe.igei find him not there, seek him l'tlie 
other place yourself. Rut, indeed, if you find 
imn not within this month, yon shall no-e him as 
you go up the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. 

[To some Attendants. 
Hum. He will stay till you conic. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 
King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
safety,— 

Which we do tendei, as we deailv grieve 
For that which thou hast done,—must send thee 
hence [suit; 

With fiery quickness: Therefore, prepare thy. 
The bark is ready, aud the wind at help, * 

The associates tend, t aud eveiy tlnug is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knejv’st our purposes. 
Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them.—But, 
come ; for England 1—Farewell, dear mother. 
King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : rather and mother is mail 
and wife ; man and wife is one flesh; aud so, my 
mother. Come, for England. [Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with 
speed aboard ; 

Delay it not, I’ll have him hence to-night: 

Away; for every thing is seal’d and done 
That else leans on the affair: Pray you, make 
haste, [Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 

And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught, 
(As my great power thereof may give thee 
seuse; 

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thv free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may'st not coldly 
set; 

Our sovereign process; which imports at full, 

By letters ednjuring to that effect, 

The present death of Hamlet. Dn it, England; 
For like the beetle iu my blood he rages, 

* Right, wady. t Atuod 

t v«hu» ttflwals. 
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Ami thou must cure me: Till I know 'tis done, 
llowe’er my baps, • my joys will ne'er begiu. 

[Exit. 

SCENE IV.—A Plain in Denmark. 

Enter Fortin bras, and Forces, marching. 

For. Go, captain, fiom me greet the Danish 
king; 

Tell hun, that, by bis licence, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march 
Oxer his kingdom. You know the rendez¬ 
vous. 

If that his majesty would aught with us. 

We shall express our duty iu his eye. t 
And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do't, my lord. 

For. Go softly on. 

[Exeunt Fortinbras and Forces . 

Enter Hsailet,Rosencrantz, Guildex- 

STERN, «$C. 

Ham. Good Sir, whose powers J arc these ? 
Cap. They are of Norway, Sir, 

Ham. How purpos'd, Sir, 

1 pray yon? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ham. Who 
Commands them, Sir? 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 
Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, Sir, 
Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak. Sir, and with no* addi¬ 
tion, 

We go to gam a little patch of ground,' 

That hath iu it no profit but the name. 

To pay live ducats, five, I would not farm it; 

Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 

A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 
llam . Why, then the Polack § never will de¬ 
fend it. 

Cap. Yes, ’tis‘ already garrison'd. 

Hum. Two thousand souls, aud twenty thou¬ 
sand ducats, 

Will not debate the question of this straw : 

This is the lmposthume of much wealth and 
peace; 

That inward breaks, and shows no cause with¬ 
out 

Why the man dies.—-I hnrobly thank you. Sir. 
Cap. God be wi’ you, Sir. [Exit Captain, 
j Hos. Will't please you go, my lord? 

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a little 
before. [Exeunt Ros. and Gu il. 
How ail occasions do inform against me. 

And 6pur my dull revenge! What is a man, 

If his chief good, and market || of bis time. 

Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more. 

Sure he that made us with such large dis¬ 
course. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike leason 
To fust** in us unus’d. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven ft scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on tbe event,— 

A thought, which, quarter’d, hath but one pait 
wisdom. 

And, ever, three parts coward,—I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, This thing*s to do ; 

SithJJ I have cause, and will, and strength, and 
means, 

To do’t. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me : 
Witness, this army of such mass and^charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender prince;* 

Whose spirit with divine ambition puff’d. 

Makes mouths at the invisible event; 

Exposing what is mortal and unsure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great. 

Is not to stir without great argument; 

But greatly to find quarrel iu a straw, 

• Successes. ♦ Presence. t Forces. 

S Polander 1 Profit 1 Power of comprehension. 

•• Grow mouldy. -ft Cowardly. ti Since. 


When honour’s at the stake. How stand I then. 
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain’d, 
Excitements of my reason and my blood. 

And let all sleep ? while, to my shame, I see 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men. 
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame. 

Go to their graves like beds ; tight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try tbe cause, 
Which is not tomb enough, and continent. 

To hide the slain ?—Oh ! from tins .time torth 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. 

[Exit. 

SCENE V. — Elsinore.—A Room in the 

Castle. 

Enter Queen and Horatio. 

Queen. -1 will not speak with her. 

Hor. She is importunate ; indeed, distract; 
Her mood will needs be pitied. 

Queen. What would she have? 

Hor. She speaks much of her father; says, 
she hears, 

There's tricks i’tbc world ; and hems, and beats 
her heart; 

Spurns enviously at straws; speaks things in 
doubt, [thing. 

That carry but half sense: her speech is no 
Yet tbe unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; they aim * at it, 

Aud botch the words up fit to tbeir own 
thoughts ; 

Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures 
yield them, 

Indeed would make one think, there might be 
thought. 

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 
Queen. Twere good she were spoken with ; 
for she may strew 

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breedin<: minds : 

Let her come in. [Exit Horatio. 

To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is. 

Each toy t seems prologue to some great amiss : 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt. 

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 

Re-enter Horatio, with Ophelia. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Den¬ 
mark ? 

Queen. How now, Ophelia? 

Oph. How should I your true love know 
From another one ? 

By his cockle hat and staff. 

And his sandal shoon ? J [Singing. 

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this 
song ? 

Oph. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 

He is dead and gone, lady, [Sings. 

He is dead and gone ; 

At his head a grass-green turf. 

At his heels a stone. 

Oh ! ho! 

Queen. Nay, but Ophelia,- 

Oph. Pray you, mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow, 

[Sings 

Enter King. 

Queen. Alas! look here, my lord. 

Oph. Larded § all with street Jlowers ; 
Which bewept to the grave did go. 
With true-love showers. 

King. How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph. Well, God'ield || you l They say, the 
owl was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know 
what we are, but know not wbat we may be. 
God be at your table 1 
King. Conceit upon her father. 

* Gue*». t Trifle. t Shoes, 

fc Garnished. | Reward. 

O 
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Oph. Pray, let as hive so words of this; 
but when they a*k you wliit it means, say you 
this: 

Good morrow, *tis faint Valentine?* day, 
All in the morning betime. 

And I a maid at your window. 

To be your Valentine : 

Then up he rose , and don’4* his clothes, 
A mi duyp’d f the chamber door ; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia] 

Oph. Indeed, without an oath. I'll make an 
end ou't: 

By Civ, t and by Saint Charity, 

Alack , and ft for shame ! 

Young men tviU deft, if they come to*t; 
By cock , they arc to blame. 

Quoth she , before you tumbled me. 

You promised me to wed : 

[He answers.] 

So would I ha r done , by yonder sun. 

An thou hadst not come to asy bed • 

King. How long bath she been thus % 

Oph. I hope, all will be well. We most be 
patient: but I cannot choose but weep, to think 
they should lay him i'the cold ground: My bro¬ 
ther shall know of it, and so l thank you for 
your good counsel. Come, my coach I Good 
night, ladies; good night, sweet ladies: good 
night, good night. [Exit 

King . Follow her close: give her good watch, 
1 pray you. [Exit Horatio. 

Oh I this is the poison of deep grief; it springs 
All from her father's death : And now behold, 

C Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies. 
But in battalions I First, her father slain ; 

Next, your son gone; aud the most violent au¬ 
thor 

Of bis owd just remove: The people muddied. 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and 
whispers, 

For good Polouius’ death; and we have done 
but greenly, $ 

In hugger mugger j| to inter Mm : Poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment; 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere 
beasts. 

Last, and as much containing as all these. 

Her brother is in secret come from France: 
Feeds oil his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father's death; 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd, 

\\ ill nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this. 

Like to a murdering piece, tu many places 
Gi\es me superfluous death! [A noise within. 
Queen. Alack I what noise is this 1 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. Attend. Tdoor: 

Where are my Switzers ?4T Let them guard the 
W hat is the matter ? 

Gen.. Save yourself, my lord ; 

The ocean, overpeering of his list, ** 

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste, 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous bead, 

O’eibears your oflicers! The rabble call him, 
lord; 

And, as the world were now but to begin, 
Antuputy forgot, custom not known. 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 

1 bey cry, Choose ue ; Laertes shall be kingl. 
Caps, hands, and tougues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes shall be king, Laertes king l 
% 

• Do on, 4. t pnt on. f Do up. 

| A corruptiuu of Jtmt. i Without judgment* 

| Privately. T Guards. •* Bound*. 


Queen . How cheerfully on the false trail * they 
cry 1 

Ob! this is counter, f you false Danish dogs. 
King. The doors are broke. [Noise within. 

Enter Laertes, armed ; Danes following , 

Laer. Where is this king ?—Sirs, stand you ail 
without. 

Dan. No, let's come in. 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 

Dan. We will, we will 

[They retire without the door. 
Laer. I thank you :—keep the door.—O thou 
vile king, 

Give me my father. 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

Laer . That drop of blood that's calm, pro¬ 
claims me bastard ; 

Cries cuckold to my father; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste uusmirched z blow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ?— 

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king, 

That treason can but peep to what it would. 

Acts little of his will.—Tell me, Laertes, 

Why thou art thus incens’d Let him eo, Ger- 
Speak, mau. [trude 

Laer. Where is my father? 

King • Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King . Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be jug- 
gled with : 

To hell, allegiance 1 vows, to the blackest devil 1 
Conscience and grace to the profomidest pit I 
I dare damnation : To this point I stand,-— 

That both the worlds I give to negligence, 

Let come what comes; oiilv I'll be reveng'd 
Most thoroughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you 1 . 

Laer. My will, not all the world's: 

And, for my means, I'll husband them so well, 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, ls't writ in your 
revenge, 

That, sweepstake, you will draw both fnend 
and foe. 

Winner and loser f 
Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll opj 
my arms; 

And, like the kind life-rend'rmg pelican,' 

Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 

That I a:n guiltless of your father's death, 

And am most sensibly in grief for it, 

It shall as level to your judgment 'pear, § 

As day does to yonr eye. 

Danes. [Within.'] Let her come in. 

Laer. How now I what noise is that? 

Enter Ophelia , fantastically dressed with 
Straws and Flowers. 

O heat, dry up my brains! tears seven times 
salt, 

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye I— 

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by 
weight, 

Till our 6cale turn the beam. O rose of May 1 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia! 

O heavens 1 is't possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life 1 
Nature is fine U in love: and, where 'tis flue, 

* Scent. 

t Hounds no counter wlien they trace too scent 
backward!. 

X Clean, undefiled. I Appear# 

| Artful. 
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It sends some precious instance of itself J . Enter Sailors 

Alter the thing it loves. 


Oph. They bore him barefac’d on the bier : ■ 
Hey no nonny, nonny hey nonny : 
And in his grave rain’d many a tear ;—•' 

Fare you well, my dove 1 
Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade j 
revenge, 

It could not move thus. 

Ovh. You must sine, Down-a-down, an you 
call him , a-down-a. Oh! how the wheel * be-i 
comes it! It is the false steward, that stole his 
masters daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Oph. There's rosemary, that’s for remem¬ 
brance ; pray you, love, remember : and there is 
pansies, that’s for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madness ; thoughts and 
remembrance fitted. 

Oph. There’s fennel for yon, and colum-j 
bines there’s rue for you; and here’s some 
for me:—we may call it, herb of grace o’Sun- 
daysyou may wear your rue with a differ¬ 
ence. There’s a daisyI would give you 
pome violets; but they withered all, when my 
fathei diedThey say, he made a good 
end,- 

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy ,— 

[Sings. 

Laer. Thought J and affliction, passsion, hell 
itself, 

She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 

Oph. And will lie not come again * [Sings. 
And will he not come again ? 

No, no, he is dead, 

Go to thy death-bed, 

He never will come again. 

His heard was as white as snow, 

All tiaxen was his poll: 

He ii gone, he is gorte. 

And we cast away moan, 

God *a mercy on his soul! 

And of all Christian sonlsl I pray God. God 
be wi’ you ! [Exit Ophelia. 

Laer. Do you 6ee this, O God 1 
King. Laertes, I must commune with your 
enef, i 

Or >on deny me right. Go but apart. 

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will, 
And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and 
l( by direct or by collateral band [me : 

They find us touch’d, we will our kingdom 
give. 

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 
To you in satisfaction ; but, if not. 

Be j <m content to lend yonr patience to us, 

And wc shall jointly labour with your soul 
To gi\»* it due content. 

Jjucr. Let this be so; 

His means of death, bis obscure funeral,— 

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o’er his 
bones. 

No noble rite, uor formal ostentation,— 

Cry to be heard, as ’twere from heaven to earth, 
That 1 must call't in question. 

King. So you shall; 

And where the offence is, let the great axe fall. 

I pray you, go with me. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—Another Room in the same. 

Enter Horatio, and a Servant. 

Hoi . What are they, that would speak with 

me 1 

Serv. Sailors, Sir: 

They say, they have letters for you. 

Hot. Let them come in.— [Exit Servant. 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 

• The burden. t 2. <• By iti Sunday nunc, 

‘•herb of grace j M mine is merely rue, t«. sorrow. 
t Melancholy. 


1 Sail. God bless you, Sir. 

Hot. Let him bless thee too. 

1 Sail. He shall. Sir, an’t please him. There's 
a letter for you, Sir; it comes from the ambas¬ 
sador that was bound for England ; if your name 
be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. [Reads .] Horatio, when thou shalt have 
overlooked this, give these fellows some means 
to the king; they have letters for him. Ere 
we were two days old at sea, a pirate of 
very warlike appointment gave us chase: 
Finding ourselves too slow of sail, we put 
on a compelled valour: and in the grapple I 
boarded them: on the instant, they got clear 
of our ship ; so I alone became their prisoner . 
They have dealt with me like thieves of 
mercy; but they knew What they did ; I am 
to do a good turn for them. Let the king 
have the letters I have sent ; and repair thou 
to me with as much haste as thou wouldst Jiy 
death. I have words to speak in thine ear, 
will make thee dumb ; yet are they much too 
light for the bore of the matter. These good 
\ fellows will bring thee where I am. Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern hold their course for 
England: of them I have much to tell thee . 
Farewell. 

He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet. 
Come, I will give you -way for these your 
letters; 

And do’t the speedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. 

[ Exeunt • 

SCENE VII.—Another Room in the same . 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now must your conscience my acquit¬ 
tance seal. 

And yon must put me in your heart for friend ; 
Sith • you have heard, and with a knowing eai. 
That he, which bath your noble father slain, 
Pursu’d my life. 

Laer. It well appears :—But tell me, 

Why you proceeded not against these feats,- 
So crimeful and*so capital in nature, 

As by your safety, greatness, wisdom, all things 
else, 

You mainly were stirr’d up. 

King. Oh ! for two special reasons; 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsi¬ 
new’d, t 

But yet to me they are strong. The queen his 
mother, 

Lives almost by his looks ; and, for myself, 

(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 
She is so conjunctive to my life and soul. 

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other motive, 

Why to a public count 1 might not go, 

Is, the great love the general gender J bear him : 
Who. dipping all his faults in their affection. 
Would.like the spring § that turneth wood to 
* stone, ‘ [arrows. 

Convert his gyves [[ to graces; so that my 
Too slightly timber’d for so loud a wind. 

Would have reverted to my bow again, 

And not where I had aim’d them. 

Laer. And so have I a noble father lost; 

A sister driven into desperate terms; 

Whose worth, if praises may go back again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfectionsBut my revenge will 
come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that: you 
must not think. 

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull. 

That we can let our Ijeard be shook with danger, 

• 

- * Since. f Deprived of strength, 

t Common people. 

Petrifying springs nre common in m»ny pnrte of 
□gland. | Fetters. 
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And think it pn6tnne. You shortly shall lieai 
more : 

I loved your father, and we love ourself; 

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,— 
How now ? what news ? 

Enter a Messencer* 

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet: 

This to your majesty; this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet! who brought them ? 
Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say: I saw them 
not: 

They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd 
them 

Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes, you shall hear them 
Leave us. [Exit Messenger. 

[Reads.] High and mighty , you shall know, 
i am set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow 
shall I beg leave to see your kingly eyes ; when 
I shall, Jirst asking your pardon thereunto, 
recount the occasion of my sudden and more 
strange return. Hamlet. 

What should this mean? Are all the rest come 
hack 1 

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand T 
King. ’Ti? Hamlet’s character. Naked,— 
And in a postscript here, he says, alone : 

Can you advise me 1 

Laer. 1 am lost in it, my lord. But let him 
come ; 

It warms the very sickness in my heart, 

That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, 

Thus diddest thou. 

King. If it be so, Laertes, 

As how should it be so ? bow otherwise 1 — 

Will you be rul'd by me 1 
Laer. Ay, my lord; 

So you will not o’errulc me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be now 
return’d,— 

As checking * at bis voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it,—I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 

Under the which he shall not choose but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame shall 
breathe: 

But even his mother shall uncharge the practice, 
And call it, accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will be rul’d; 

The rather, if you could devise it so. 

That I might be the organ* 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talk’d of since your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet’s bearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine: your sum of 
parts 

Did not together pluck such envy from him, 

As did that one; and that, in my regaid, 

Of the unworthiest siege, f 
Laer. What part is that, my lord ? 

King. A very ribband in the cap of youth, 

Yet needful too; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears, 

Thau settled age his sables, and his weeds. 
Importing health and graveness.—Two months 
since. 

Here wps a gentleman of Normandy 
1 have seen myself, and serv’d against the French, 
And they can well on horseback : but this gal¬ 
lant 

Had witchcraft in’t; he grew into his seat; 

Amt to 6uch wondrous doing brought his horse. 
As lie had been iucorps’d and demi-natur'd 
With the brave beast: so far he topp'd my 
-thought, 

That l, in lorgery of shapes and tricks. 

Come short of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman, was’t? 

King . A Noiman. 

Laer. Upon my life, Lamord. 


King. The v ery same. 

Laer. 1 know him well, lie is the brooch, * 
indeed. 

And gem of all ihe nation. 

King. He made confession of you : 

And gave you 6iich a masterly report, 

For art and exercise in your deicnce, t 
And for your rapier most especial, 

That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed, 

If oue could match you : the scriuieis; of tliur 
nation. 

He swore had neither motion, guard, nor eye. 

If you oppos’d them.—Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with Ins envy. 

That he could nothing do, but wish and beg. 
Your sudden coming o’er, to play with you. 

Now, out of this,- 

Laer. W hat out of this, my lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you 1 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 

A face without a heart 1 
Laer . Why ask you this ? 

King. Not that I think, you did not love your 
father; 

But that I know, love is begun by time; 

And that 1 see, in passages ot proof, % 

Tune qualifies the spark and lire of it. 

There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it; 

And nothing is at a like goodness still; 

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy. 

Dies ill his own too-much : That we would do. 
We should do when we would ; for this uould 
changes, 

And hath abatements and delays as many. 

As there are tongues, are bands, are accidents; 
And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh, 
I hat hurts by easiug. But, to the quick o’thc 
ulcer: 

Hamlet comes back; What uould you untlet- 
take,.. 

To show yourself iu deed your father’s son 
More than m words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’the church. 

King. No place, indeed, should murdei sanc- 
tuanze ; 

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good 
Laertes, [her: 

Will you do this, keep close within your cham- 
Hamlet, return’d, shall know you are come 
home: 

We’ll put on those shall praise your excellence. 
And set a double varnish ou the fame 
The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, iu fine, 
together. 

And wager on your heads : be, being remiss. 
Most geuerous, and free from all contriviug, 

Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease. 

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 
A sword unbated, (I and, in a pass of practice, ^ 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do't: 

And, for the purpose, I'll anoint my sword. 

1 bought an unction of a mountebank, 

So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, 

Where it draws blood, no cataplasm so rare. 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under tbe moon, can save the thing from death. 
That is but scratch’d withal: I'll touch my 
point 

With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly. 
It may be death. 

King. Let’s further think of tins ; 

Weigh what convenience, both of time and 
means. 

May fit us to our shape : if this should fail. 

And that our drilt look through our had per¬ 
formance, 

Twere better not assay’d ; therefore fliis pio- 
ject 

Should have a back, or second, that might hold, 

• Ornament. i Science of defence, i. e . fencing, 

t Fencer*. & Daily experience. 

| Not blunted a* foils are. \ Lxcrcitt, 


* Objecting to. 


t Place. 
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If this should blast in proof. * Softlet me 
see; — 

We'll make a solemn wager on your cun- 
mugs, t— 

T ha’t: 

When in your motion you are hot and dry, 

(As make your bouts more violeut to that end,) 
Aud that he calls tor drink, I’ll have preferred J 
him 

A chalice tor the noi.ce: § whereon but sipping, 
If he by chance escape your veiiom’d stuck, 11 
Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what 
noise 1 

Enter Queen. 

How now, sweet queen ? 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's 
heel, [Laeites, 

So fast they follow :—Your sister's drown'd, 
hair. Dimvu’d! Oh 1 wbeie? 

Queen. There is a willow grows ascant the 
brook. 

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Thereinth fantastic garlands did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, aud long 
p#n pies, IT 

That liberal •* shepherds give a grosser name. 
But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call 
them : 

There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clatnbeting to lung, an envious sliver broke; 
When, down her weedy trophies, and herself, 

Fell hi the weeping brook. Her clothes spread 
wide ; 

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up: 
Which tune, she chaunted snatches ot old 
As one incapable ft of her oivu distress, [tunes, 
Or like a creature native and indu’d, 

Onto that element: but Jong it could not be. 

Till that her garments, heavy with then drink. 
Pull’d the pool wretch fioin her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Eaer. Alas then, she is drown’d? 

Quern. Diown'd, drown'd. 

J.acr. Too much of water hast thou, poor 
Ophelia, 

And the relore I forbid my tears : But yet 
ft is our trick ; iiatme her custom holds. 

Let shame say what it will: when these are 
gone, 

The woman will be out. +;—Adieu, my lordl 
1 have a speech of lire, that fam would blaze. 

Rut that this folly drowns it. [Exit. 

King. Let’s follow-, Gei trude : 

How much I had to do to calm his rage! 

Now fear 1, this will give it start again; 
Therefore, let's follow. \Exeunt . 


ACT V. 

SCENE /.— A Church-Yard . 

Enter Two Clowns, with Spades , 4c. 

1 Clu. Is she to be bui ied in Christian burial, 
that wilfully seeks her own salvation ? 

2 Clo. I tell thee, she is; therefore make her 
Crave straight: $$ the crowner hath set on her, 
and finds it Christian buual. 

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned 
herself in her own defence ? 

2 Clo. Why 'tis found so. 

1 Clo . It must he se offendendo ; it cannot be 
else. For here lies the point: If I drown my¬ 
self wittingly, it argues an act: aud an act 
hath three branches ; it is, to act, to do, aud 
to perform; argal, U|| she. drowned herself wit¬ 
tingly. 

• At fire arms sometime* buret in proving tbeir 
strength. + Skill. } Presented. 

& A cup for the purpose. | Thrust. 

1 Orchtt mono mtu. •* Licentious, 

ft Insensible. tt Tears will flo v. 

v| Immediately. {Q A blunder fort-rye. 


2 Clo. Nay, hut hear you, good man delver. 

1 Clo. Give mt* leave. Here lies the water ; 
good : here stands the man ; good: If the man 
go to this water, and drown himself, it is, will 
he, nill he, he goes ; maik yon that: hut if the 
water come to lmn, and drown him, he diowns 
not himself: argal, he, that t* not guilty ol his 
own death, shorteus not bis own life. 

2 Clo. But is this law ? 

1 Clo . Ay, marry is'l ;crowner's-quest law. 

2 Clo. Will you ha' the tiutli on'i? if tlus bad 
not been a gentlewoman, sbe should have been 
buried out of Christiau burial. 

1 Clo. Why, there thou say’st: And the more 
pity ; that great folks shall have countenance in 
inis world to drown or hang themselves, more 
than their even * Christian. Come, my spade. 
There is no ancient geiitleineu but gardeners, 
ditchers, and grave-makers ; they hold up Adam’s 
profession. 

2 Clo . Was lie a gentlemen ? 

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 Clo. Why, be had none. 

1 Clo. What, ait a heathen? How dost thou 
understand the scripture? The scripture says, 
Adam digged; Could he dig without arms ? 
i’ll put another question to thee: It thou ait- 
swerest me not to the purpose, confess thy¬ 
self— 

2 Clo. Go to. 

1 Clo. What is he, that builds stronger than 
either the nusoii, Uie shipwright, or the car¬ 
penter ? 

2 Clo. The gallows maker; for that frame 
out-lives a thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. I line th> wit well, in good faith ; the 
gallows does well: But how does it well 1 it 
does well to those that do ill : now thou dost 
ill, to say the gallows is built stronger than 
the church ; argal, the gallows may do well to 
thee. To’t again ; come. 

2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a 
shipwright, or a carpenter ? 

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke, f 

2 Clo. Harry, now I can tell. 

1 Clo. To’t. 

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance 

1 Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; 
for your dull ass will not mend Ins pace with 
beating: and, when you are asked tins question 
next, say, a grave-maker; the houses that lie 
makes last till doomsday. Go, get thee to 
Yaughan, and fetch me a stoup ot liquor. 

[ Ex it 2 Clown. 

I Clown digs, and sings. 

In youth, when / did love, did loie,X 
' Met bought, it way tery street. 

To contract, O, the time,Jor, ah, my behove 
O, methought, there was nothing meet • 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his busi¬ 
ness ? he sings at grave-making. 

Hot. Custom hath made it in him a property 
of easiuess. 

Ham . 'Tis e'en so: the hand of little em¬ 
ployment hath the danitiei sense. 

1 Clo . But age, with his stealing steps. 
Hath claw’d me m /its dutch, 
And hath shipped me into the land. 
As if I had never been such. 

[Throws up a Scull* 

Ham. That scull had a tongue in it, and 
could sing once: How the knave jowls it to 
the ground, as if it were Caiu'« jaw-bone, that 
did the first murdirl This might be the pate 
of a politician, which this ass now o’er-i caches: 
one that would ciicuuiveiit God, might it not? 

• Fellow. + Give over. 

t The song entire is printed in Pcrcj’s Rchques of A u- 
cient English Poetry, Yol. 1. It was written by 
Lord Vjux 
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Hor. It might, my lord. 

Hum. Or ol a courtier; which could say. 
Good-morrow, s meet lord! How dost thou, 
good lord f This might be my lord such-a-oue, 
that praised my lord such-a-one'a horse, wheu 
he meaut to beg it; might it not I 

Hor. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. W hy, e'en so; aud now my lady 
Worm's; cbapless, and knocked about the 
ma/zard with a sex toil's spade; Here's flue 
revolution, an we bad the trick to seel. Did 
th“$e bones cost do more the breeding, bnt to 
play at loggata * with them ? mine ache to think 
on’t. 

1 Clo. A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, [Sings. 
For—and a shrouding sheet; 

O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

[Throws up a Scull. 

Ham. There's another; Why may not that 
be the scull of a lawyer ? Where be his quid- 
dits t now, his quillets, j his cases, his tenures, 
and his tricks ? why does he sulfer this rude 
knave now to knock him about the sconce § 
with a diity shovel, aud will not tell him of his 
action of battery t Humph! This fellow might 
be in's time a great buyei of land, with his 
statutes, his recognizances, his fines, bis double 
vouchers, his recoveries : Is this the fine of his 
fines, aud the recovery of lus recoveries, to 
have bis fine pate full of fine dirt? will bis 
vouchers vouch him no more of his purchases, 
and double ones too, than the length and breadth 
of a pair of iudeutures ? The very conveyances 
of his lands will hardly he in this box ; and 
must the inheritor himself have no more ? ha ? 

Hor . Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Is not parchmeut made of sheep-skins ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-skitis too. 

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which 
seek out assurance in that. I will speak to this 
fellow Whose grave's this. Sirrah? 

1 Clo. Mine, Sir.— 

O, a pit of clay for to be made [Sings. 
For such a guest is meet. 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou 
liest ini. 

1 Clo. You lie out on't. Sir, and therefore it 
is not yours: for my part, I do not lie in't, yet 
it is mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't and say it 
is thine; 'tis for the dead, not for the quick; 
therefore thou liest. 

1 Clo. 'Tis a quick lie. Sir ; 'twill away again, 
from me to you. 

Hum. tVhat man dost thou dig it for ? 

1 Clo. For no man. Sir. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

* 1 Clo. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 

1 Clo. One, that was a woman. Sir; but. 
Test her sonl she's dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is I we mast 
speak by the card,|| or equivocation will undo 
ns. By the Lord, Horatio, these three years I 
have taken note of it; the age is grown so 
picked, ILtbat the toe of the peasant comes so 
near the heel of the courtier, he galls his 
kibe.—How long hast thou been a grave- 
maker ? 

•V 1 Wo. Of all the days i'the year, I came tol 
Jr'jihat day that our last king Hamlet overcame 
^ttortinbras. 

Ham. How long's that since? 

1 Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every tool can 
tell that: It was that very day that young Hias 
let was horn: he that is mod, and sent, iota 
England. 


• An cncMat game played as psaUt u« at pretest. 

♦ ■sWItiet. t Pnvoloua distinctions. 1 H eed. 

II By the compass, or chart of dsrectieMfc 
H Spruce, affected. 


Ham , Ay, marry, why was he sent into Eng. 
land? 

1 Clo. Why, because he was mad: he shall 
recover his wits there: or, if he do not, *Us no 
gieat matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

1 Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there; there 
the men are as mad as be. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely ? 

1 Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark j I have been 
sexton here, man aud boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How loug will a inau lie 1 'the earth 
ere he rot ? 

1 Clo . 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he 
die, (as we have many pocky coises nowa¬ 
days, that will scarce hold the laying nij lie 
will last you some eight year, or nine year : a 
tanner will last you uinc year. 

Ham. Why he more than another? 

1 Clo. Why, Sir, his hide is 60 tanned with 
his trade, that he will keep out watei a great 
while; and your water is a bore decayer ut 
your whoreson dead body. Here's a scull 
now hath lain you i'the earth, three-and-tweuty 
years. 

Ham. Whose was it ? 

1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow's it was. 

Whose do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue! 
he poured a fiagon of Rhenish oil iny head 
once. This same scull. Sir, was Yonck's scull, 
the king’s jester. 

Ham. This ? [Takes the Scull . 

1 Clo . E'en that* 

Ham. Alas 1 poor Yorick!—I knew him, 
Horatio; a fellow of infinite jest, of most ex¬ 
cellent fancy : he liath borne me on his back a 
thousand times; aud now, how abhorred in my 
imagination it is 1 iny gorge rises at it. Here 
hung those lips; that 1 have kissed I know not 
how oft. Where be your gioes now? your 
gambols ? youi songs ? your Hashes of merri 
meat, that were wont to set the table on a 
roar? Not one now, to mock your own grin¬ 
ning ? quite chap-fallen ? Now get you to my 
lady's chamber, and tell her, let her paint an 
inch thick, to this favour* she must come;, 
make her laugh at that.—Pr'ythee, Horatio, 
tell me oue thing. 

Hor. What's that, my lord? 

Ham. Dost thou think, Alexander looked 
o’this fashion i'the earth? 

Hor. E'en so. 

Ham. And smelt so ? pah 1 

[Throws down the Scull . 

Hor. E'en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, 
Horatio 1 why may uot imagination trace the 
noble dust of Alexander, till be hud it slopping 
a buughole? 

Hor. Twere to consider too curiously, to 
consider so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot; bnt to follow him 
thither with modesty enough* and likelihood 
to lead it: As thus ; Alexander died, Alexander 
was buried, Alexander returuetb to dust; the 
dust is earth; of earth we make loam: And 
why of that loam, whereto he was converted, 
might they not stop a beer-bairel? 

Imperious t Cesar, dead, and tam'd , to clay. 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind' away: 

Oh i that that earth, which kept the world in 
awe, 

Should patch a wall to oopei the winter & 
flaw 1 % 

Bat soft I but soft 1 aside Here comes the 
king. 

• Count—nf, complexion. f Imperial 

£ Blast. 
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Enter Priests, <£c. in Processions the Corpse 
of Ophelia ; Laertes ; and Mourners 
following; Kino, Queen, their Trains, he* 

The queen, the courtiers: who is this they 
follow? [token. 

And with such maimed rites! 9 This doth he- 
The corse, they follow, did with desperate 
hand 

Fordo t its own life. *Twas of some estate : J 
Couch we awhile, and mark. 

[Retiring wsth Horatio. 
J^aer. What ceremony else? 

Ham, That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth: Mark. 

Laer . What ceremony else ? 

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as far en¬ 
larg’d 

As we have warranty: Her death was doubtful; 
And, but that great command o'ersways the 
order. 

She should in ground uusanctifled have lodg’d. 
Till the last trumpet: for charitable prayers, 
Shards, $ flints, and pebbles, should be thrown 
on her: 

Yet here she is allow'd her virgin crants, || 

Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer. Must there no more be done ? 

1 Priest. No more be done ! 

We should profane the service of the dead, 

To sing a requiem ^ and such rest to her 
As to peace parted souls. 

Laer. Lay her i’the earth 
And from her fair and unpolluted flesh. 

May violets spiing!—I teli thee, churlish priest, 
A minist’rmu angel shall niy sister be. 

When thou liest howl mg. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! 

Queen. Sweets to the sweet: Farewell 1 

[Scattering Flowert. 
1 hop’d, thou shouhlst have been my Hamlet's 
w ife : 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck’d, sweet 
maid. 

And not have strew’d tby grave. 

Laer. O treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 

Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sen^e 
Depriv’d thee of!—Hold off the earth awhile. 
Till I have caught her once more m mine arms ; 

[Leaps into the Grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick 99 and dead ; 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made 
To o’ertop old Pehon, or the skyish bead 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. [Advancing.] What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wand'ring stars, and makes them 
stand 

Like wonder-wonnded bearers ? this is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the Grave. 
Laer . The devil take thy soul! 

[Grappling with him . 
Ham. Thou pray'st not well. 

1 pr’ythee, take thy Angers from my throat; 

For, though 1 am not spienetive and rash. 

Yet have 1 in roe something dangerous, 

Which let thy wisdom fear: Hold off thy band. 
King. Ptaefc them asunder. 

S ueen. Hamlet, Hamlet 1 
It. Gentlemen;— 

Hor. Good my lord, be quiet. 

[The Attendants part them, and they come 
out of the Grave . 

Ham. Why, 1 will fight with him upon this 
theme. 

Until my eye-lids will no longer wag. 

Queen. O my son ! wbat theme f 
Ham. 1 lov’d Ophelia : forty thousand bro¬ 
thers 

• Imperfect obtequiea. ^ t Undo, destroy, 

J Uitfh rank. I Broke* pots, or ttUt. 

| A German term fbjr garland. 

T A mass for the desd. •• Living. 


Could not, with all their quantity of love. 

Make np my sum.—What wilt thou do for her ? 
King. Oh I he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen . For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. 'ZoiRida, show me uliat ihou’lt do: 
WouPt weep? woul’k fight? woui’t fast? wouft 
tear thyself? 

Woul't drink up Esil ? • eat a crocodile ? 

I’ll do't.—Dost thou come here to whine ? 

To outface me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quick with her, and so will 1: 

And, if thou prate of mountains, iet them throw 
Millions of acres on us; till our ground. 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone. 

Make Ossa like a wart! Nay, an tbou’lt uioutb. 
I’ll rant as well as thou. 

Queen. This is mere madness: 

And thus awhile the At will work on him; 

Anon, as patient as the female dove, 

When that her golden couplets are disclos'd, f 
His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you. Sir ; 

What is the reason that you use me thu9 ? 

I lov’d you ever: But it rs no matter; 

Let Hercules himself do what lie may, 

The cat will mew, and dog will have bn day. 

[Exit. 

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon 
him.— [Lilt Horatio. 

Strengthen your patience in our last night’s 
speech; [To Laertes. 

We’ll put the matter to the present push.— 

Good Gertrude, set some watch over jour son.— 
This grave shall have a living moniimeut: 

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see; 

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 11.—A Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ilam. So much for this, Sir: now shall you 
see the other ;— 

You do remember all the circumstance ? 

Hor. Remember it, my lord ! 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of 
lighting. 

That would not let me sleep : methougbt, I lay 
Worse than the routines J m the bilboes. $ 
Rashly, 

And prais'd be rashness for it,—Let ns know. 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves ns wtil. 

When our deep plots do pall: || and that should 
teach us, 

Theie's a divinity that shapes our ends. 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is most ccrtal'i. 

Ham. Up from my cabin. 

My sea-gown scarf'd al»out me. In the dark 
Grop’d I to And out them ; had my desire; 
Fiuger’d their packet; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again ; making t-o bold. 

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 
Their grand commission; where i found, Ho¬ 
ratio, 

0 royal knavery; an exact command,— 

Larded IT with many several sorts of reasons. 
Importing Denmark’s health, and England’s too. 
With, bo 1 such bugs" and goblins in my 
life,— 

That, on the supervise, -ft no leisure bated. 

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe. 

My head should be struck off. 

Hor. Is’t possible ? 

Ham. Here’s the commission; read it at 
more leisure. 

But wilt thou hear now how K did proceed ? 

Hor. Ay, beseech you. 

Ham. Being thns benetted round with vil¬ 
lains, 

• 

• JPud is vinegar; lint Mr. Steeren* rmnecturea 
the word should be Khtif, k river which falls into the 
Baltic ocean. 1 Handled. J Mutineer*. 

$ The ship’* prtao*. j| Fail. T Gatnithe* 

•• Bugbeara. ft Looking over. 
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Or • I could make a prologue to my brains, 
They had begun the play I sat me down; 
Devis’d a new commission ; wrote it fair : 

I once did hold it, as out statists t do, 

A baseness to write fair, and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning; but. Sir, now 
It did me yeoman’s service: Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote 7 
IIor. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. Au earnest conjuration from the 
king,— 

As England was his faithful tributary; 

As love between them like the palm might 
flourish ; 

As peace should still herwheaten garland wear. 
And stand a comma + 'tween their amities; 

And many such like as's of great charge,— 

That, on the view and knowing of these con¬ 
tents, 

Without debatement further, more, or less. 

He should the bearers put to sudden death. 

Not shriving §-lime allow’d. 

Hot . How was this seal’d 7 
Ham . Why, even in that was heaven ordi¬ 
nate ; 

I had my father's signet in my purse. 

Which was the model || of that Danish seal: 
Folded the writ up m form of the other; 
Subscrib’d it; gave't the impression; plac'd it 
safely. 

The changeling never known : Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight; and what to this was se¬ 
quent H 

Thou know’st already. 

Hot. So Guildeustcm and Rosencrantz go 
to’t. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this 
employment; 

They are not near my conscience ; their defeat 
Dots by their own insinuation glow: 

'Tis dangerous, when the baser nature conies 
Between the pass and fell incensed poiuts 
Of mighty opposites. 

Hot. Why, what a king is this ! 

Ham. Does it not, think thee, stand me now 
npon 7 

He that hath kill'd my king and whor'd my mother. 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes; 
Thrown wut his angle for my proper life. 

And with such cozenage; is’t not perfect con¬ 
science. 

To quit** him with this arm? and is't not to be 
damn'd. 

To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil 7 

Hor . It must be shortly known to him from 
England, 

What is the issue of the business there. 

Ham. It will be short; the interim is mine ; 
And a man's life no more than to say, one. 

But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 

That to Laertes I forgot myself; 

For, by the image of m> cause, I see 
The portraiture of his : I'll count tt his favours : 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hor. Peace; who comes here t 

Enter Osmc. 

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to 
Denmark. 

Ham. I humbly thank you. Sir.—Dost know 
this waterfly 7 ft 
Hqfr No, my cood lord. 

Hdk. Thy state is the more gracious; for 
'tis jPvice to know him: He bath much land, 
and fertile : let a beast be lord of beasts, and 
his crib shall stand at the king's mess: 'Tis a 
chough, §3 but, as I say, spacious in the possession 
of dirt. 

J* Before. f Statesmen. $ A note of connection. 
i dC^nf'essing, [ Copy. 1 Following. 

nfcoquite. For count aome Editor* rend 

Cofcf'ft tt Water-Hies art gnats. 

«i A bird like a jackdaw. 


Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at 
leisure, 1 should impart a thing to you from bis 
majesty. 

Ham . I will receive it. Sir, with all diligence 
of spirit: Your bonnet to its light use ; ’tis foi 
the head. 

Osr. 1 thank your lordship, 'tis very hot. 
Ham. No, believe me, ’tis veiy cold; the wind 
is northerly. 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 
Ham. But yet, methiuks, it is very sultry and 

hot; or my complexion- 

Osr. Exceedingly, ray lord; it is very sul¬ 
try,—as ’twere,—I cannot tell how—My lord, Ins 
majesty bade me signify to you, that lie lias laid 
a great wager on your bead : Sir, this is the 
matter,— 

Ham . I beseech you, remember- 

[Hamlet moves him to •put on his Hat. 

Osr. Nay, good my lord; for my ease, m 
good faith. • Sir, here is newly come to court, 
Laertes: believe me, an absolute gentleman, lull 
of most excellent differences, t of very soil so¬ 
ciety, and great showing: Indeed, to speak feel¬ 
ingly of bun, he is the cardj or calendar of 
gentry, for you shall hud in him the contiuent $ 
of what part a gentleman would see. 

Ham. Sir, this definement suffers no perdition 
in you;—though, 1 know, to divide him iuven- 
torially, would dizzy the arithmetic of memory ; 
aud yet hut raw neither, in respect of his quick 
sail. But, in the verity of extolment, I take 
him to lie a soul of great article ; and his in¬ 
fusion of such dearth and rareness, as, to make 
true diction of him, his semblahle is his mirror; 
and, who else would trace him, bis umbrage, 
nothing more. || 

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of 
him. 

Ham. The concernancy, Sir 7 why do we wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer breath ? 

Osr. Sir? 

Hor. Is’t not possible to understand in ano¬ 
ther tongue ? You will do't. Sir, really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination IT of tins 
gentleman ? 

Osr. Of Laertes ? 

Hor. His purse is empty already; all his gol¬ 
den words are spent. 

Ham. Of him. Sir. 

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant-- 

Ham. I would, you did. Sir; yet, in faith, if 
you did, it would not much approve *• me 
Well, Sir. 

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is- 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should 
compare with him in excellence ; but, to know 
a man well, were to Know himself. 

Osr. I mean, Sir, for his weapon; hut in the 
imputation laid on him by them, in his meed tt 
he's unfeliowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon 7 

Osr. Rapier and dancer. 

JIam. That's two of his weapons : but, well. 

Osr. The king, Sir, hath wagered with him 
six Barbary horses: against the which he has 
impawned, & as I take it, six Fiench rapiers and 
poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hang¬ 
ers, $$ and so: Three of the carnages, in faith, 
are very dear to fancy, very lesponsivc to the 
hilts, most delicate carriages, and of very liberal 
conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages7 

IInr. I knew, you must he edified by the 
maigent,|i|I ere you had done. 

Osr . The carriages, Sir, are the bahgjis. 

• Tbe affected phrase of the time, 
t Distinguish;!)? excellencies. t Compass or chart. 

§ The country and pattern for imitation. 

{ This speech is a ridicule of the court jargon of (jut 
time. Y Mentioning. ** Recommend, 

i t Praise. tt Imvuned, put down, staked. 

H Tbnt part of the belt by which thoswordna* sus¬ 
pended. || Margin of a book which contaiua tx- 

pui.atoiy notes. 
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Ham . The phrase would he more german* 
to the matter, if we could carry a cannon by 
our sides; I would, it might be hangers till 
then. But, on: Six Barbaiy horses against six 
French swoids, their assigns, and three liberal 
couceited cariiages; that’s the French bet against 
the Danish: Why is this impawned, as you call 
it? 

Osr. The king, Sir, hath laid, that in a dozen 
passes between yourself and him, be shall not 
exceed you three hits; be hath laid, on twelve 
for nine; and it would come to immediate 
trial, if >our lordship would vouchsafe the an¬ 
swer. 

Ham. How, if 1 answer, no ? 

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your 
person in trial. 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall i If it 
please his majesty, it is the breathing time of 
day with me: let the foils be brought, the gen¬ 
tleman willing, and the king hold Ins purpose, I 
will win for him, if 1 can ; if not, I will gain 
nothing hut my shame, and the odd hits. 

<)\r. Shall 1 deliver you so ? 

Ham. To this effect. Sir; after what flourish 
join nature will. 

Osr. 1 commend my duty to your lordship. 

[Exit. 

Ham. Yours, jours.—He does well to com¬ 
mend it himself; there aie no tongues else for’s 
turn. 

Hor. This lapwing t runs away with the shell 
on his head. 

Ham. He did comply J with his dug, before 
he sucked it. Thus has he (and many more of 
the same Ineed, that, I know, the drossy} age 
dotes on,) onlj e«t the tune of the time, and 
outward halut of encounter; a kind of yesty || 
collection, which carries them through and 
through the most fond Y and winnowed opinions ; 
and do but blow them to their trial, the bubbles 
are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him 
to you by young Osric, who brings back to 
him, that you attend him in the hail: He seuds 
to kjiow, if your pleasure hold to play with 
les, or that you will take longer time. 

Juvt. 1 am constant to my purposes, they 
How the king's pleasure: if his fltucss speaks, 
mine is ready; now, or whensoever, provided I 
be so able as now. 

Lord. The king, and queen, and ail are com¬ 
ing down. 

Ham. in happy time. 

Lord. The queen desires you to use some 
gentle entei taimnent to Laertes, before you fall 
to play. 

Ham . She well instructs me. [ Erit Lord. 

Hor. ^ou will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think so ; since lie went into 
France, 1 have been iq continual practice; I 
shall win at the odds. But thou wouldst not 
think, how ill all’s here about my heart: but it 
is no matter. 

Ho*. Kay, good my lord,- 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind 
of gain-giving, ** as would, perhaps, trouble a 
woman. 

Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it: 
I will forestall their repair hither,and say, you 
are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury; there Is 
a special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If 
it be now, 'tis not to come ; if it be not to come, 
it will be now; if it be not now ; yet it will 
rome : the readiness is all: Since no man, of 
aught he leaves, kuows what is’t to leave betimes ? 
Let be. 

• A kin. \ A bird which run* about immediately 
fJfl H i* hatched. t Compliment, 

fc WortlileM. ] Frothy. Y For fond rt id fanned. 

•• Misgiving. *t Prevent. 



Enter King, Queen, Labrtes, Lords, Osric, 
and Attendants , with Foils , 4 c. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this 
band from me. 

[The King puts the Hand of Laertes into 
that oj Hamlet. 

Ham. Give me your pardon. Sir: I have done 
you wrong; 

but pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 

This presence* knows, and you must needs have 
beard, 

How I am punish'd with a sore distraction. 

What I have done. 

That might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 
Was't Hamlet wrong’d Laeites? Never, Ham¬ 
let : 

If Hamlet from himself be ta’en away. 

And, when he is not himself, does wrong La¬ 
ertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who does it then ? His madness ? lf't be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong’d. 

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Sir, in this audience, 

Let my disclaiming from a purpos’d evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts. 
That I have shot my arrow o’er the house. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am satisfied in natme. 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me 
most 

To my revenge : but in my terms of honour, 

1 stand aloof, and will no reconcilement. 

Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 

I have a voice and precedent of peace. 

To keep my name nngor’d : t But till that time 
I do receive jour offer’d love like love, 

And will not wrong it. 

flam. 1 embrace it freely ; 

And will this biother’s wager frankly play-— 
Give us the foils ; come on. 

Lacr. Come, one for me. 

Ham. I’ll be your foil, Laertes; in mine ig¬ 
norance 

Your skill shall, like a star i’the darkest night, 
Stick fiery off, indeed. 

Laer. You mock me. Sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osric.— 
Cousin Hamlet, 

You know the wasei 1 
Ham. Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o’the weaker side. 
King. I do not fear it: I have seen >ou 
both 

But since he’s better’d, we have therefore odds. 
Lacr. This is too heavy, let me see another. 
JJam. This likes me well: These foils have all 
a length ? [They prepare to play. 
Osr. Ay, my gbod lord. 

King. Set me the stoups J of wine upon that 
table- 

If Hamlet give tbe first or second bit. 

Or quit in answer of tbe third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their v*dnance lire; 

The King shall drink to Hamlet’s better breath ; 
And in the cup an union $ shall he throw, 

Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark’s crown have worn ; Give me the 
cups; 

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 

Tbe trumpet to the cannoneer without. 

The cannons to the heayens, the heavens to 
earth, 

Now the King drinks to Hamlet.— Come, 
begin 

And yon, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on, Sir. 

Laer. Come, my lord. [They play. 

Ham. One. 

• The King end queen’s presence. ♦ Unwounded. 
t Large jugs. I A prcciouh pearl. 
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Laer. No. 

Nam. Judgment. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable bit. 

Laer, Well,—again. 

King. Stay, give me drink; Hamlet, this 
pearl is thine; 

Here’s to thv health.—Give him the cop. 

[Trumpets sound ; and C&nnon shot off 
u it/iin. 

Ham. I’ll play this bout first, set it by 
awhile. 

Come.—Another hit; What say you T 

[They play. 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Queen. He's fat, and scant o’breath.— 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, * rub thy brows: 
The queen carouses t to tby fortune, Hamlet. 

Hum. Good madam,- 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will, my lord ; I pray you, pardon 
me. 

King. It is the poison'd cup ; it is too late. 

[Aside. 

11am. 1 dare not dnnk yet, madam; by aud 
by. 

Queen. Come, let me wipe tby face. 

Jstier. My lord, I'll hit him now. 

King. I do not think it. 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my con¬ 
science. [Aside. 

IJam. Come, for the third, Laertes: You do 
but dally; 

I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 

1 am ateard you make a wanton J of me. 

Laer. Say you so ? come on. 

[They play. 

Oir. Nothing neither way. 
v Laer. Have at you now. 
y [Laertes uounds Hamlet; then, in scuf- 
Jling , they change Rapiers , and Hamlet 
wounds Laertes. 

King. Part them, they are incens'd. 

Hum. Nay, come again. [The Queen falls. 
O^r. Look, to the queen there, ho! 

Jlor. They bleed on both sides;—How is it, 
my lord ? 

0*r. How is't, Laertes? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe, 
Osric ; 

I am justly kill'd with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the queen ? 

King. She swoons to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,—O my 
dear Hamlet! 

The drink, the dnuk : I am poison'd ! [Dies. 
Ham. O villany l—How? let the door be 
lock'd: 

Treachery 1 seek it out. [Laertes falls. 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art 
slain ; 

No mediciue in the world can do thee good. 

In tbee there is not half an hour of life; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 
Lnbated§ and envenom’d: the foul practice 
Hath tam'd itself ou me; lo, here I iie. 

Never to rise again t Thy mother's poison'd; 

I can no more; the king, the king’s to blame. 
Ham, The point 

Envenom'd too I—Then, venom, to thy work. 

[Stabs the King. 
Osr. A Lords . Treason ! treason 1 
King. O yet defend me, friends, l am but 
^ hurt. 

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murd'rous, 
damned Dane, 

Drink off this potion:—Is thy union here ? 
Follow my mother. [Kim dies . 

Laer. He is jnstly serv'd ; 

It is a poison temper'd fl by himself.— 

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet: 

• Hurtkorcbief. f Drink* good luck to yoo. 

S Bof. § The foil nlitoai t button, and poloosed 

pons. | Mixed. 


Mine aud my father's death come not upon 
tbee; 

Nor thine on me. [Din. 

Nam. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow 
thee. 

I am dead, Horatio i—Wretched queen, adieu I- 
You that look pale and tremble at this chauce. 
That are but muteB or audience to this act, 

Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant,* death. 

Is strict in his arrest,) oh 1 I could tell you,- 
But let it beHoratio, I am dead ; 

Thou liv'st; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Nor. Never believe it; 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's yet some liquor left. 

Nam . As tbou'rt a man,— 

Give me the cup; let go; by heaven I'll have it.— 
O God I—Horatio, what a wounded name. 

Things standing thus unknown, shall live be¬ 
hind me t 

If tbon didst ever hold me In thy heart. 

Absent the#’from felicity awhile, 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my story.— 

[March afar off , and Shot within. 
What warlike noise is this ? 

On. Young Fortiubras, with conquest come 
from Poland, 

To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Nam . O I die, Horatio; 

The potent poison quite o’er-crows t my spirit; 

1 cannot live to hear the news fiom Euglaud: 

But I do prophesy the election lights 
On Fortiobras; he has my dying voice; 

So tell him, with the occurrents j more or less. 
Which have solicited, §—The rest is silence. 

[Dies. 

Nor . Now cracks a noble heartGood night, 
sweet prince; 

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest !— 
Why does the drum come hither ? 

[March within. 

Enter Fdrtinbras, the English Ambas¬ 
sadors, and others. 

Fort. Where is this sight 1 
Nor. What is it, ye would see ? 

If aught of woe, or wonder, cease yonr search. 
Fort. This quarry || cries ou havoc I —O proud 
death I 

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 

That thou so many princes, at a shot. 

So bloodily bast struck? 

1 Amb. The sight is dismal: 

And our affairs from England come too late ; 
The ears are senseless, that should give us 
hearing, 

To tell him, his commandment is fulfill'd. 

That Rosencrantz and Gmldenstern are dead: 
Where should we have our thanks 1 
Nor. Not from bis mouth,** 

Had it the ability-of life to thank yon ; 

He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, so jump ft upon this bloody question. 
You from the Polack JJ wars, and you from 
England, 

Are here arriv'd; give order that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the vigw; 

And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world, 
How these things came about: So shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts; 

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters; 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cause ; 
And, In this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fali'n on the Inventors' heads: all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us haste to bear It, 

* A sergeant ia a iherif’i officer, 
t O’ercomea. t Incident*. $ Incitsd. 

| Heap of dead game. 

T A word of ennenro when more game wee destroyed 
than was roasowablo. •• /. e. The king**, 

ft By chance. tt Poliak. 
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And call the noblest to the audience. 

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune*, . 

I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hor . Of that I shall have also cause to speak. 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on 
more: 

But let this same be presently perform’d 
Even while men’s minds are wild; lest more 
mischance 

On plots and errors, happen. 

Fort. Let four captains 
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Bear Hamlet, like a 6oldier, to the stage ; 

For he was likely, had he been put on. 

To have prov'd most royally: and, for bis pas¬ 
sage. 

The soldier’s music, and the rites of war, 

Speak loudly for him.— 

Take up -the bodiesSuch a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but bere shows much amiss. 
Go, bid the soldiers shoot. [A dead march . 
[Exeunt, bearing off tke dead Bodies, ajter 
which , a Peal of Ordnance ts shut off . 


In reply to an objection which, waa rased by an eminent critic, and has been repeated with considerable jus¬ 
tice by all who have stace written on the iSfbidenU of this play, viz. that “ there appears no adequate cause Tor 
the feigned mad neat of Hamlet i as he /oes Bathing which be might not hare done with the reputation of sanity ; 
playing the madman moat when he treats Ophelia with so much rudeness, which seema to be uaelcaa and wanton 
cruelty,”—the following novel and satisfactory opiniou, condensed from the remarks of a most intelligent and 
prone-worthy commentator, may be advantageoasly quoted :—Hamlet resolved to counterfeit madness that be 
might kill his ancle without l»cing,consider«d as a traitor and a murderer t this he mast have been, having 
no proof against his father's except nipt was said by the ghost to himself alone ; and oi murse it would 

have no weight with any other pei4ot. Wishing for additional evidence, ho had recourse to the play, which con* 
firming the story of the ghost, he would instantly have gratified his vengeance by killing his uncle, but for the 
extraordinary circumstance of finding lnm on his knees at prayer ; and shortly afterwards he actually supposed he 
had done it, when he stabbed Polouius behind the arras, and, finding his mistake, solemnly conjured bis mother 
to retain the secret of his madness being feigned. His treatment of “ the young, the beautiful, the harmless, and 
the pious Ophelia” may be explained in the same way; for if he behaved in such a frantic manner to her, w bo was 
the object of hi* tenderest regard, it is a certain consequence that not a doubt could bo entertained by others of 
the reality of hia distraction j and thus the delusion was complete .—Bmcdler versus Johnson. 



OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THE story upon which this beantifdl and instructive tragedy is founded, was taken, according to Mr. Pope, from 
Cynthio’s novels. It was probably written in the year 1611. Mustapha, Selymus’s general, invaded Cj prus 
In May 1570, and conquered it in the following year. His fleet first sailed towards that island; but immediately 
changing its course for Rhodes, formed a junction with another sjf ah dron, and then returned to the attack of 
Cyprus : thus the actual historical periods of the performance whe satisfactorily determined. In addition to 
the admirable lesson set forth in this impressive tragedy, so vfalreaU&lated to produce an excellent effect 
upon the human mind, by pourtraying that baneful passion, willhfa, when once indulged, is the inevitable 
destroyer of conjugal happiness ; it may justly be considered as one of the noblest efforts of dramatic genius. 
Chat has appeared in any age, or in any language. “ The fiery opennesa of Othello, (says Dr. Johnson) mag¬ 
nanimous, artless, and credulous i boundless in his confidence, ardeut in affection, inflexible in his reso¬ 
lution , and obdurate in his revenge—the soft simplicity of Desdamona, cofitfent of merit, and conscious of 
innocence; her artless perseverance in her suit, and her slowness to that she can be suspected—the 

cool malignity of lago, silent in his resentment, subtle in his designs, and studious at ouce of bis lutrrrst and 
his vengeance-are such proofs of Shakspeare's skill in human nature, as I suppose it is iu vain 'o seek in ant' 
modern writer ; whilst even the inferior characters wrould be very conspicuous iu any other piece, not 00)3 for 
their justness, but their strength.” In proportion to the enormity of such a crime as adulten, should b« the 
caution with which a suspicion of it is permitted to be entertained ; and our great dramatic morabst was no 
doubt desirous of enforcing this maxim, when he made U, us he has done, the subject of no less thau four of 
his most finished productions. 


DRAMATIS PLRSOX-E. 


Duke of Venice. 

Brabantio, a Senator, 

Two other Senators. 

Gratia no, Brother to Brabantio . 

Lodov ico, Kinsman to Brabantio. 

Othello, the Moor. 

Ca*sio, his Lieutenant. 

I ago, his Ancient. 

Rode Rico, a Venetian Gentleman. 
Montano, Othello's predecessor in the Go 
vernment of Cyprus, 


Clown, Servant to Othello. 

Herald. 

Desdeuona, Daughter to Brabantio , and 
Wife to Othello . 

Emilia, Wife to lago. 

Bianca, a Courtezan, Misti'ess to Cassio. 

Officers , Gentlemen , Messengers , Musician*, 
Sailors , Attendants , 4 c. 


Scene, for the first Act, in Venice ; during the rest of the Play, at a Sea-port in Cyprus. 


ACT I. 

SCENE 1.—Venice.—A Street. 

Enter Koderigo and Iaco. 

Rod. Tush, never tell me, I take it much un* 
kindly, 

That thou, lago,—who hast had my purse, 

As if the strings were thine,—shouldst know of 
this. 

lago. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me:— 

If ever I did dream of such a matter. 

Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou told’st me, tbon didst hold him in 
thy bate. 

lago. 'Despise me, if I do not. Three great 
ones of the city. 

In personal suit to make me bis lieutenant. 

Oft capp'd • to himand, by the faith of man, 
1 know my price, I am worth no worse a place: 
But he, as loving liis own pride and purposes. 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance, f 
Horribly stuff'd with epithets of war ; 

And, in conclusion, nonsuits 


My mediators; for , certes , • says hr, 

/ hate already chose my officer. 

And what was be 1 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn'd in a f.in wife ; t 
That never set a squadron in the field, 

Nor the divisioii of a battle knows 
More than a spinster; unless the bookish the* 
orlc, t 

Wherein the toged consuls § can propose 
As masterly as be : mere piattle, without prac¬ 
tice, [tion: 

Is all his soldiership. But he, Sir, had the elec- 
And I,—of whom his eyes bad seen the pi oof. 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen,—must be be-lee'd and 
calm'd 

By debitor and creditor; this counter-caster, || 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 


* Certainly. 

allude to the 
iu when all 
Throrr. 

fr Ruler* of"tbe state. ' I It wai anciently the 

practice to reckon «p iudi with counters. 


• Certainly. 

t For telfe tome read l\fe, supposing it to al 
denunciation in the Gospel. •' Woe antoyoi 
men shall speak well of you.” . t 

»r tl 


Saluted- 


\ Circumlocution. 
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And 1, (God bless tlic mark I) his Moorship's an¬ 
cient. 

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his 
hangman. 

Iago. But there’s no remedy; 'tis the curse of 
service ; 

Preferment goe6 by letter and affection. 

Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, Sir, be judge 
yourself. 

Whether I in any just term am aflin’d * 

To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

Iago. O Sir, content you ; 

I follow him to serve my turn upon him: 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage. 
Wears out Ids time, much like life .master's ass. 
For nought but provender ; anrf, wttAhe’s old, 
cashier’d; jk 

Whip me such honest knaves: there are, 

Who, ttimtn'd m forms and visages of duty. 

Keep yet their hearts atteudiug on themselves; 
Aud, thi owing but shows of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive h> them; ajyj, when they have 
lin'd their coats, 

Do themselves homage : tbci^rflovvs have some 
soul; 

And such a one do I profess myself. 

For, Sir, 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, 1 would not be Iago: 

In following him, I follow but myself; 

Heaven is my judge, not 1 for love and duty. 

But seeming so, for my peculiat end ; 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figuie of my heart 
In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at: I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips 
If lu* tan cairy’t thus I [owet 

Jugo. Call up her father. 

Rouse him ; make after lum, poison his delight. 
Proclaim him in the streets; incense her kins¬ 
men. 

And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flies ; though that his joy be joy, 
Ytt throw such changes of vexation on't, 

Aji it may lose some colour. “ i 

Rod . Here is her. father's house: I’ll call | 
aloud. ! 

Iago. Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire 
yell. 

As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

Rod. What, ho! Brabantio I signior Braban- 
tio, ho! 

Iago. Vwake I what, ho I Brabantio l thieves 
thieves I thieves 1 [bags l 

Look to your house, your daughter, aud your 
Thieves ! tmeves I 

Brabantio, above, at a Window . 

lira. What is the reason of this terrible sum- 
What is the matter there f _ _ [inons ? 

Rod. Signior, is ail your family within f 
Iago. Are your doors lock'd ? 

Rra. Why? wherefore ask you this? 

Iago. 'Zounds, Sir, you aie robb'd; for shame, 
put on your gowu ; [soul; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your 
Even now, very now, an old black ram * 

Is tuppmg your white ewe. Arise, arise; 

Awake the snoiliug citizens with the bell; 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you: 
Anse, I say. 

lira . Wnat, have you lost yonr witst 
Rod. Most reverend signior, do yoii know my 
voice ? 

Mr a. Not 1; What are you? 


[doors; 
my 


* Related 


t PsiKlli 


Rod. My name is—Roderigo. 

Bra. The worse welcome : 

I have charg’d thee, not to haunt about 
In holiest plainness thou hast heard me say 
My daughter is not lor thee; and now, in mad¬ 
ness, 

Being full of supper and distenipeinig draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir, Sir,- 

Bra. But thou must needs be sure. 

My spirit and my place have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good Sir. 

Bra. What teil'st thou me of robbing? this is 
< Venice; 

My nouse is not a grange. • 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

Iago. 'Zounds, Sir, you are oue of these that 
will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Be¬ 
cause we come to do you service, you think we 
are ruffians: You'll have your daughter covered 
with a Barbary hoise ; you'll have your nephews t 
neigh to you : you'll have course! s for cousius, 
and genuets J for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 

Iago. I ain one, Sir, that conus to tell you 
your daughter and the Moor are now making the 
beast with two backs. 

Bra . Thou ait a villain. 

Iago. You are—a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer: I know thee 
Rodeugo. 

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I be¬ 
seech you, 

IPt be your pleasure, and most wise consent, 

(As partly, I find, it is,) that your fair daughter. 
At this odd-even and dull watch o’the night. 
Transported—with no worse noi better guard. 
But with a knave of common line, a gondolier, 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,— 

If this be known to you, and your allowance. 

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs: 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the sense of all civility, [cnee: 

If thus would play and tnile with your revci- 
Your daughter,— if you have not given her 
leave,— 

I say again, hath made a gross revolt; 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagaut $ and wheeling stranger, [self; 
Of here and every whe»e : Straight satisfy yoiu- 
lf she be in her chambci, or your house, 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike oil the tinder, ho f 
Give me a taper ;—call up all my people :— 

This accident is not unlike my dream. 

Belief of it oppresses me alieady :— 

Light, I sayl light! [Exit from above . 

Iago. Farewell; for I must leave you : 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place. 
To be produc’d (as, if I stay, I shall,) 

Against the Moor: For, I do kuow, the state. 
However tins may gall him with some chock, 
Cannot with safety cast|| him; foi he’s embark'd 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars, 
(Which even now stand in act,) that, for theii 
souls, 

Another of his fathom they have not. 

To lead their business; in winch regard, 

Though I do hate him as I do hell pains. 

Yet, lor necessity of piesent life, 

I must show out a flag aud sign of love. 

Which is indeed but sign. That you shail surely 
find him. 

Lead to the Sagittal y the rais'd search ; 

Aud there will 1 be with hnn. So, farewell. 

[Exit. 

• 

• A lone farm house. ? Nephews, here means graid* 
sons. t A .Spanish 1 iotsl. 

Waudcruig. I Dismiss. 



206 OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. Act I. 


Enter below, Brabantio, and Servants with 

Torches. 


Bra . It is too true an evil: gone die is: 

And what's to come of my desiused time. 

Is nought but bitterness.—Now, Roderigo, 

Where didst thou see her 1—0 unhappy girl!— 
With the Moor, say's* thou 1—Who would be a 
father T— 

How didst'thou know 'twas she ! o thou de- 
ceiv'st me 

Past thought!—What said she to you 1—Get more 
tapers; [you T 

Raise all my kindred.—Are they married think 
Bod. Truly, I think, they are. 

Bra. O heaven I—How got she ont I—0 trea¬ 
son of the blood l— * 

Fathers, from hence trust not yonr daughters* 
minds 

By what you see them act.—Are there not charms 
By which the property of youth and maidbood 
May be abus'd T Have you not read, Roderigo, 

Of some such thing 1 
Rod. Yes, Sir; I have indeed. 

Bra. Call np my brother.—O that yog had 
had her t— 

Some one way, some another.—Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moorl 
Rod. I think, I can discover him, if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead ou. At every house 1*11 
cali; 

l may com maud at most:—Get weapons, no! 
And raise some special officers of night.— 1 
Ou, good Roderigo ;—-I’ll deserve your pains. . 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same.—Another Street. 

Eater Othello, Iago, and Attendants . 

logo. Though in the trade of war 1 have slain 
men. 

Yet do I hold it very stuff o*the conscience. 

To do no contriv'd murder; 1 lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to me do service : Nine or ten times 
1 had thought to have yerk'd him here under the 
ribs. 

Oth. Tis better as It is. 

Jago. Nay, but be prated. 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour. 

That, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray. Sir, 

Are you fast married 1 for be sure of this,— 

That the magnificent * is much beloved ; 

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke's ; he will divorce you ; 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with ail bis might, to enforce it on,) 
Will give him cable. 

Oth. Let him do his spite : 

My services, which I have done (fee signiory, 

Shall out-tongue bis complaints. 'Tis yet to 
know, [our, 

(Which, when I know that boasting is an hon- 
1 shall promulgate,) 1 fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege, -t and my demerits £ 
May speak, unbonnetted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that 1 have reach'd: For know, Iago, 

But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

1 would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumspection and confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look 1 what lights come 
yonder t 

Enter Cassio, at a distance , and certain 
Officers with Torches . 

Iago. These are the raised father and his 
You were best to go in. [friends : 

Oth. Not 1: 1 must be found ; 

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul, 

SJjall manifest me rightly. Is it they 1 

• The title of a Senator. ^ Men who hare rat 

upon royal throne*. $ Demerits ku the rams 

meaning in bhakafrcare u mcrlftfe 

* * . 


Iago. By Janus, I think no. 

Oth. The servants of the duke/ and my lieu¬ 
tenant. 

The goodness of the night upon you, friends! 
What is the news 1 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general; 

And he requires your haste^post-haste appearance,* 
Even on the instant. ' 

Oth. What is the matter, think you 1 
Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 

It is a business of some heat: The gallies 
Have seut a dozen sequent * messengers 
This very night at one another's heels ; 

And many of the consuls, rais'd, and met. 

Are at the duke's already: You have been hotly - 
call'd for; 

When, being not at your lodging to be found, 

The senate hath sent about three several quests, 
To search yon out . 

Oth. 'Tis well I am found by yon. 

I will bMffcpend a word here in the house. 

And go with gpu. [Exit. 

Cas . Ambient, what makes me here 1 
Jago. 'Faith, be to-night hath boarded a land 
carack, f 

If it prove lawful priae, he's made for ever. 

Cas . I do not understand. 

Iago. He's maned. 

Cas. To who V* 

Re-enter Othello. 

Iago. Marry, to—Come, captain, will you go 1 
Oth. Have with you. 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

j Enter Brabantjo, Roderigo, and Officers of 
Night with Torches and Weapons. 

Iago. It is Brabantio general, be advised ; 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla! staud there ! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Dowu with him, thief! 

[They draw on both sides. 
Jago. Yon, Roderigo! come, Sir, lam for you, 
Oth. Keep up your bright swords, foi the dew 
will rust them.— [years. 

Good signior, you shall more command with 
Thau with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow’d 
my daughter 1 

Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her: 

For I'll refer me to all things of sense. 

If she in chains of magic were not bound. 

Whether a maid so tender, fair and happv. 

So opposite to marriage, that 6be shunn’d 
The wealthy corled darlings of our nation. 

Would evei^-bave, to incur a general mock. 

Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing a6 thou : to fear not to delight. 
Judge me the world, if'tis not gross in sense. 

That thou hast practis’d on her with foul charms ; 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or min- | 
erals, 4 

That waken motion : I’ll have it disputed on ; 

'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprebeud and do attach thee, 

For an abuser of the world, a practises 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant :— 

Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist. 

Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth. Hold your hands, ‘ 

Both you of my inclining, and the rest: 

Were it my cue to fight, 1 should have known It l 
Without a prompter.—Where will you that 1 go 
To answer this yooi charge 1 
Bra. To prison : till fit time 
Of law, and course of direct scssiou. 

Call thee to answer. 

Oth. What if I do obey 1 
How may the duke be therewith satisfied; 

Whose messengers arc here about my 6ide, 

Upon some present business of the state. 

To bring me to him 1 

♦ Following. t A rich vessel. 

X To itrrlfy.. 



Scene TIL OTHELLO, THE MOOR OP VENICE. 


Off. ’Tis true, most worthy signior. 

The duke’s in cottucH ; and your noble self, 

1 am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How! the duke in council] . 

In this time of tlie night I—filing him away: 
Mine’s not an idle cause: the duke himself. 

Or any of my brothers of the state. 

Cannot but feel this wrong as 'twere their own : 
Foi if such actions may have passage free. 

Bond-slaves aud pagans • shall our statesmen be. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.—A Council Chamber . 

The Dunn and Senator 6, sitting at a Table ; 
Officers attending. 

Duke. There is no composition t in these 
That cives them credit. [news, 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion’d; 

My letters say, a hundred aud seven gallies. 

Duke. Aud mine, a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine two hundred; 

But though they jump not on a just account, 

(As in these cases, where the aim reports, 

’Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judg¬ 
ment ; 

I do not sc secure me in the error. 

But the mam article I do appiove. 

In fearful sense. 

Sailor. [ Within.] What ho! what ho! what 
hoi 

Fitter an Officer, with a Sailor. 

Off. A messenger from the gallies. 

Duke. Now t the business ? 

Sailor. The Turkish preparation makes for 
Rhodes; 

So was 1 bid report here to the state. 

By signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say yon by this change? 

1 Sin. This cannot be, 

B> no assay of reason; ’tis pageaut, 

To keep us in false gaze: When we consider 
The iuiportancy of Cyprus to the Turk; 

And let ourselves agaiu but understand. 

That, a« it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile question J bear it, 
Foi that it stands not in sach warlike brace, $ 
But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dress’d in4f we make thought 
of this, 

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful, 

'i o leave that latest which concerns him first; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease aud gain, 

To wake ; and wage a danger profitless. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for 
Rhodes. 

Off. Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 
Steering with due course toward the isle ,of 
Rhodes, 

Have there injointed them with ap after fleet. 

1 Sen. Ay, so I thought:—How many as you 
guess ? 

. Mess. Of thirty sgU : and now do they restem 
"heir backward course, bearing with frank ap¬ 
pearance [tauo, 

heir purposes toward Cyprus.—Signior Mon- 
Air trusty and most valiant servitor, 
til his free duty recommends you thus, 

1 prays you to believe him. 

\ikr. ’Tis certain then for Cyprus*— 
his Lucchesl, is he not in townf 
ten. He’s now in Florence. 
ke. Write from us; wish him poat-pogt- 
• haste: despatch. 

n. Here comes Brabantio, with the valiant 
\ Moor. 

’*'Our office* of !t«te wiU be filled by the pa- 
\ boud-slaves of Africa. t Coucordancy. 

position. § State of defence. 


20 ? 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Ugo, Roderigo, 
and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight em¬ 
ploy you 

Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

I did not see you; welcome, gentle signior; 

[To Brmivntio 
We lack’d your counsel and your help to-uuht. 
Bra. So did I youi’s : Good your grace, paidon 
me; 'ness 

Neither my place, nor aught I beaid of'busi. 
Hath rais’d me from my bed ; nor doth the ge¬ 
neral care 

Take hold on me; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and overbearing nature. 

That it engiuts and swallows other soirows,^ 

And it is still itself, 
i Duke. Why, what’s the matter t 
Bra. My daughter! O my daughter I 
Sen. Deadf 
Bra. Ay, to me; 

She is abus’d, stolen from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks ; 
For nature so preposterously to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense. 

Sans • witchcraft cou)d*nofi<- 

Duke. Whoe’er he be, that in this foul pro¬ 
ceeding. 

Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of her6?If, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You sha^l yourself read in the bitter letter, 

After your own sense ; yea, though our proper 
sou 

Stood in your action. + 

Bra. Humbly 1 thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this' Moor; whom now it 
seems. 

Your special mandate, for the state affairs. 

Hath hither brought. 

Duke A Sen. We are very sorry for it. 

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say 
to this ? [To Othello. 

Bra. Nothing but this is so. 

Oth. Most potent, grave, and reverend se¬ 
niors. 

My very noble and approv’d good masters. 

That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter, 
It is most true; true, 1 have mai ried liei ; 

The very head and frout of my offending . 

Hath this extent, uo more. Rude aui I in my 
speech, 

And little bless’d with the set phrase of peace; 
For since these arms of mine had seven yeais* 
pith, [iis-’d 

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have 
Their dearest action t in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can I speak, 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 
And therefore little shall ] grace my cause. 

In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious 
patience, 

I will a round unvarnish’d tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, wnat 
charms, 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

(For such proceeding I am charg’d withal,) 

I won bis daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden never bold; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion • 
Blush’d at herself; Aud she,—in spite of na¬ 
ture. 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing.— 

To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on I 
It is a judgment maim’d and most imperieu, « 
That will confess—perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature; and must be duveu 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again, 

That with some mixtures powerful o’er tin 
blood, 

Or with some dram conjur’d to this effect. 

He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof; 


Without. 


t Accusation. 
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* Without more certain and more overt-test, * 
Than these thin habits, and j»oor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming, + do prefer agaiust him. 

1 Sen. But, Othello, speak;— 

Did you by indirect and foiced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affec¬ 
tions ? 

Or came it by request, and 6uch fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth? 

Oth. 1 do beseech you. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, t 
And let her speak of me before her father: 

If you do find me foul in her report. 

The trust, the office, I do hold of you. 

Not only take away, hut Jet your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdernoua hither. 

Oth . Ancient, couduct them; you best know 
the place.— 

[Exeunt Iaco and Attendants. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 

So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How 1 did thrive iu this fair lady's love. 

And she iu mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oth. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me; 
Snll question’d me the story of my life, 

Troin year to year: the battles, sieges, fortunes. 
That I have pass’d. v 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days. 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances. 

Of moving accidents, by flood, and field ; 

Of hair-breadth scapes i’the imminent deadly 
Of being taken by the insolent foe, [breach ; 
And sold to slavery'; of my redemption tbeuce. 
And portance§ in my travel’s history: 

Wherein of antres || vast, and desarts idle, 
Hough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads 
touch heaven. 

It was my hint to speak, such was the process 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. These tilings 
to hear. 

Would Desdernoua seriously incline: [thence ; 
but still the house affairs would draw her 
Winch ever as she could with haste despatch, 
She’d come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse: Which I observing, 
i Took once a pliant hour, and found good 
means 

To draw fiom her a prayer of earnest heart. 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

W'hereof by parcels she had something heard, 
but not iutentivcly :** I did consent; 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke, 
That my youth suffer'd. My story being done. 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs ; 

She swore,-— In faith, 'twas strange, Twas pass¬ 
ing strange; 

•Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful; 

She wish'd 6be had not heard it; yet she 
wish’d 

That heaven had made her such a man; she 
thank'd me; 

And bade me if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I should but teach him bow to tell my stoiy. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I 
She lov'd me for the dangers 1 had pass'd,[spake: 
And 1 lov'd her that she did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have us’d ; 

Here comes the lady, let her witness it. 

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants. 

Duke. I think this tale would, win my daugh¬ 
ter too.— 

- * Proof. t We*k tbow. 

t The *ipu of the fictitious creature so called. 

4 Wj behaviour. {j Caves. ^ Mentioned 

by Ma.(Seville, and also l»v Sir Walter Raleigh. 

•• Attentively 


Good Brabuntio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best: 

Men do their broken weapons rather use, \ 

Than their bare hands. ’ 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak; 

If she coufess that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head, if my bail blame 
Light on the mau!—Come lather, gentle uns¬ 
tress ; 

Do you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where most you owe obedience T 
Des. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 

To you, 1 am bound for life ami education ; 

My life and education both do learn me 
How to respect you: you are the lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter: But lieie’s my 
husband ; 

And so much duty as my mother sliow'd 
To you, preferring you before her father. 

So much 1 challenge that 1 may profess 
Due to the Moor my lord. 

Bra. God be with you !—I have done :— 
Please it your grace, on to the state affairs ; 

1 had rather to adopt a child, than get it.— 
Come hither, Moor: ' 

I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, hut thou bast aiieady, with all mv 
heart • [jewel, 

I would keep from thee.—For your sake, 

1 am clad at soul 1 have no other child; 

For thy escape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on them.—I have done, my loid. 
Duke. Let me speak like >ourself; * and lay 
a sentence, [loveix 

Which as a grise, t or step, may help these 

Into your favours. 

Wheu remedies are past, the griefs aie ended. 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes de¬ 
pended. 

To mourn a mischief that is past and gone, . 

Is the next way to draw new mischief on. ' 
What cannot be preserv’d when fortune takes. 
Patience her injury a mocker} makea. 

The robb’d, that smiles, steals something from 
the thief; 

He robs himself, that spends a bootless guef. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 

He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the tree comfoit which Iroin thence he 
hears : 

But he bears both the sentence and the soirou. 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience bor¬ 


row. 

These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 

Being strong oil both sides, are equivocal : 

But words are words; 1 never yet did hear. 

That the bruis’d heart was pieiced lliioiigh the 
ear. £ 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of 
state. 

Duke. The Turk with a mo^gkhty prepar- 
atio% makes for Cyprus forti¬ 
tude of tbe place is bfigt : And 

though we have therqMDsubsHHpPK most al- 
lowed sufficiency, yet opinion, aroveieign mis¬ 
tress of effects, throws a more safer voice on 
)ou: you must therefore be content to slubber $ 
the glojft of your uew fortunes with this more 
stubbfip and boisterous expedition. 1 

Oth. The tyiant custom, most grave senators. 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My ihrice-driveii bed of down : I do agnize U 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 

I And in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 

Most humbly therefore bend mg to your state, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife. 

Due reference of place, and exhibition. 


• At you vonrtelf would speak. + Grise, r rom degree* 
t i. e. That wounds of sorrow were tier cured bj 
words of consolation. 

| Obtcure. I Acknowledge. 
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With such accommodation and besort, 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke . If you please, 

Be’t at her tathei’s. 
lira, 1*11 not have it so. 

Ot/i. Nor I. 

Des. Nor I; I would not there reside. 

To put my lather m impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 

To my unfolding lend a gracious ear; 

And let me find a charter in your voice. 

To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What would you, Desdemona t 
Des. That I did love the Moor to live with 
him. 

My dowuright violence and storm of fortunes 
May tiumpet to the world; my heart’s sub¬ 
dued 

Even to the very quality * of my lord : 

I saw Othello’s visage in his mind ; 

And to bis honours, and his valiant parts. 

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if 1 be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 

The rights for which I love him, are bereft me. 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence: Let me go with him. 

Oth. Your voices, lords:—’beseech you, let 
her will 
Have a free way. 

Vouch uTth me, heaven ; I therefore beg it not 
To please the palate of my appetite; 

Nor to comply with heat, the youug affects, 

In my distinct and proper satisfaction; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 

And heaven defeud t jour good souls, that you 
think 

I will your serious and great business scant, 
Fort she is with me: No, when ligbt-wing’d 
toys 

Of feather’d Cupid seel § with wanton dulness 
My speculative and active instruments, 

That my dispoits corrupt and taint my business, 
Let housewives make a skillet j| ot my helm, IT 
And all uidign and base adversities 
Make bead against my estimation 1 * 

Duke. Be it a* you shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay or going: the affair cries, 
haste. 

And speed must answer it: you must hence 
to-night. 

De\. To-night, my lord ! 

Duke. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i’tlie morning here we’ll meet 
again. 

Othello, leave some o/licer behind, 

And he shall our commission bring to vou ; 

With such things else of quality and respect. 

As doth import you. 

Oth. Please jour grace, my ancient; 

A man lie is of honesty and trust: 

To his conveyance I assign my wife, [think 
With what else needful your good gracf shall 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so.— 

Good night to every one.—And, noble Sign lor, 

[7b Bbabantio. 

If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 

Your son-in-law is fitr more fair than black. 

1 .Jen. Adieu, brave Moor 1 use Desdemona 
well. 

Sr a. Look to her. Moor; have a quick eye to 
see ; 

She has deceiv’d her father, and may thee. 
[Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, 4 .c. 
Oth. My life upon her faith.—Honest lago, 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee; 

I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her; 

And bring them after iu the best advantage.— 
Come, Desdemona ; 1 have but an hour 

• Quality meant profession ; i. e. the life of a soldier, 
t Forbid. J Becaute. $ Blind. 

| A tmnll kettle. Y Helmet* 
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Of love, of worldly matters, and direction, 

To spend with thee, we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and D£susuona 

Rod. lago. 

Jugo. Wbat say'st tbou, noble heart? 

Rod* What will 1 do, thinkest thou? 

lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently * drown myself. 

lago. Well, if thou dost; I shall never love 
thee after it. Why, tbou silly gentlemau ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live, wheu to live is a 
torment: and then have we a prescription to 
die, when death is our physician. 

Jugo. O villainous! I iiave looked upon the 
world for four times seven years; and since I 
could distinguish between a benefit and an in¬ 
jury, I never found a man that knew how to 
love himself. Ere I would say, I would drown 
myself for the love of a Guinea-ben, t I would 
change my humanity with a baboon. 

Rod. What should I do? 1 confess it is my 
6hame to be so fond ; but it is not in virtue to 
amend it. 

lago. Virtue? a fig! ’tis in ouiselves, that we 
are thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; 
to the which our wills are gardeners: so that 
if we will plant nettles, or sow lettuce; set 
hyssop, and weed up thyme: supply it with 
one gender of herbs, or distiact it with many; 
either to have it* steril with idleness, or man¬ 
ured with industry; why, the power and cor¬ 
rigible authority of this lies iu our wills. If 
the balance of our lives had not one scale of 
teason to poise another of sensuality, the blood 
and baseness of our natures would conduct u a 
to most preposterous conclusions : But we have 
reason to cool our raging motions, our carnal 
snugs, our linbittedi lusts : whereof I take this, 
that jou call—love, to be a sect, j or scion. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

lago. It is merelj a lust of the blood, and a 
permission of the will. Come, be a man; 
Drown thyself? drown cats and blind puppies. 
1 have professed me thy friend, and I confess 
me knit to thy deserving with cables of per¬ 
durable toughness; I could never better stead 
thee than now. Put mouey in thy purse; fel¬ 
low these wars; defeat thy favour with an 
usurped beard; |{ I say, put money in thy 
purse. It cannot be, that Desdemoua should 
long continue her love to the Moor,—put 
money in thy pmse nor be his to her: it was 
a violent commencement, and thou sbalt see 
an answerable sequestration ;—put but money 
in thy purse.—These Moors are changeable in 
their wills;—fill thy purse with money: the 
food that to bun now is as luscious as locusts, 
shall be to bim shortly as bitter as coioqumiid.i. 
She must change for youth: when 6be is s^ed 
with bis body, she will fiud the error of her 
choice.—She must have change, she must: 
therefore put money in thy puise.—If thou 
wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate 
way than drowniug. Make all the money thou 
canst: If sanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt 
an erring H barbarian and a supersuhtle Vene¬ 
tian, be not too hard for ciy wits, and all the tube 
of hell, thou sbalt enjoy her; therefore make 
mouey. A pox of drowning thyself I it is clean 
out of the way : seek thou rather to be hanged 
in compassing thy joy, tbau to be drowned 
and go without her. 

Rod . Wilt thou be fast to my hopes. If I de¬ 
pend on the issue? 

lago. Thoii art sure of me;—Go, make 
money :—I have told thee often, and J re-tell 
tbee again and again, I hate the Moor: My 
cause is hearted :. thiue hath no less reason: 
Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against 
bun: if thou canst cuckold him, thou do6t thy- 

• 

• Immediately. 1 The cant term for a prostitute. 

1 Unbridled J A »ect la what the gardener* call » 
cutting. I /. fi Alter your effeminate usage, by 

putting on a heard. Y Wandering. 
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welf a pleasure, and me a apart. There are many 
. events in tbe womb of time, which will be de¬ 
livered. Traverse; * go; provide thy money. 
We will have more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 
Rod. Where shall we meet i'Ute morning ? 
Jago. At my lodging. 

Bod. I'll be with thee betimes. 

Jago, Go to; farewell. Do you bear. Rode- 
rigol 

Bod . What say yon t 
Jago.' No more of drowning, do you bear. 
Bod, I am changed. HI sell all my land. 
Jago . Go to ; farewell: pnt money enough in 
your purse. [JErit Rogerigo. 

Thus do I ever make my fool my purse : 

Tor I mine own gain’d knowledge should pro¬ 
fane. 

If I would time expend with such a snipe. 

But for my sport and profit. 1 bate the Moor; 
yAnd it is thought abroad, that ’twixt tny sheets 
He has done m> office : 1 know not ift he true; 
But 1, for mere suspicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for surety. He holds t me well; 
Tbe better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio’s a proper man : Let me see now; 

To get bis place, aud to plume up my will; 

In double knavery,—How ? bowl—Let me 
see:— 

After some time, to abuse Othello’s eaT, 

That be is too familiar with his wife 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose. 

To be suspected; fram’d to make woman false. 
Tbe Moor is of a free and open nature, [so ; 
That thinks men honest, that but seem to be 
• Aud will as tenderly be led by the nose. 

As asses are. 

I have’tit is engender’d Hell and night 
Must briug this monstrous birth to the world’s 
light. [Exit. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I,—A Sea-port Town in Cyprus.— 
A Platform, 

Enter Montano and Two Gentlemen. 

Mon, Wbat from the cape can yon discern at 
sea ? 

4 1 Gent. Nothing at all : it is a bigb-WTought 
flood ; 

I cannot, ’twixt tbe heaven and the main, 
Descry a sail. 

Mon. Methinks, tbe wiud hath 6poke aloud at 
land : 

A fuller blast ne’er shook onr battlements: 
iyt hath ruffian’d so upon the sea, 

ITOat Hbs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the mortise f what shall we hear of 
this? —*■ 

2 Gent. A segregation t of tbe Turkish fleet: 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore. 

The chiding billow seems to pelt tbe cloud*; 
The wind-shak’d surge, with %igh and mon¬ 
strous main. 

Seems to cast water on the burning bear $ 

Aud quench tbe guards of tbe ever-fixed pole : 

I ne*rer did like molestation view 
On th' encbafed flood. 

Mon. If that tbe Turkish fleet 
Be not inshelter’d and embay’d, they are 
drown’d; 

It is impossible they bear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent News, Lords! our wars are done; 

The despeEtte tempest bath so bang’d the Turks, 
That theft-designment halts: a nobleohip of 

Venice. 

Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

* A military word of eeumaad. t Bttsems. 

3 Separation. | The oonattUaUoc ArowpbyUtt. 


Mon. How 1 is this true T 
3 Gent. The ship is here put in, 

A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to tbe warlike Moor, Othello, 

Is come on shore : tbe Moor himsclfs at sea. 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 
Mon. I tan glad on’t; ’tis a worthy governor 
3 Gent. Bat this same Cassio, though he speak 
of comfort. 

Touching the Turkish loss, yet be looks sadly. 
And prays the Moor be safe; for they were 
parted 

With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. ’Pray heaven he be; 

For I have serv’d him, and the man commands 
Like a full • soldier. Let's to the sea-side, ho l 
As wull to see the vessel that’s come in, 

As throw out our eyes for brave OtbeHo; 

Even til! we make the main, and the aerial blue. 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let’s do so; 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cas, Thanks to the valiant of this warlike 
isle, 

That so approve tbe Moor; O let tbe heavens 
Give bun defence agaiust the elements, 

For 1 have lost him on a dangerous sea! 

Mon. Is he well shipp’d 1 
Cas. His bark is stoutly Umber’d, and his 
pilot 

Of very expert and approv’d allowance ; + 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 

Staud in bold cure. * 

[ Within.] A sail, a sail, a sail 1 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Cas. What noise ? 

4 Gent. The town is empty: on the brow o’the 

sea 

Stand ranks of people, and they cry—a sail. 

Cas. My hopes do shape bun tor the gover¬ 
nor. 

2 Gent.* They do discharge their shot of cour 
tesy : [Guu.s heard 

Onr friends, at least. 

Cas. 1 pray you, Sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who 'us that is aniv’d. 

2 Gent. I shall. [Exit. 

Mon . But, good lieutenant, is your general 
wiv’d 1 

Cas. Most unfortunately : he Ijatb achiev’d a 
maid 

That paragons description and wild fame : 

One that excels tbe quirka of blazoning pens, 

And in the essential vesture of creation, 

Does bear all excellency.—How now ? who lias 
put in ? 

Re-enter second Gentleman. 

2 Gent. *T» one lago, ancient to tbe general. 
C(M He has had most favourable and liappy 
speed: 

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling 
winds, 

The gutter’d rocks, and congregated 6ands,— 
Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel,— 

As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal t natures, letting go safely by 
Tbe divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she ? 

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain's 
captain. 

Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 

A se’enight’s speed*—Great Jove, Othello guard. 
And swell bis sail with tbiue own poweifui 
breath; 

That lie may bless this bay with his tall ship, 
Make love's quick pants in Desdeniona's anus, 

* Complete. t Allowed and approved export- 

seat. | Destructive. 
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Give renew'd Are to our extincted spirit*, 

And bring all C>prus comfort 1—0 behold. 

Enter Desdrmona, Emilia, Iaoo, Rodeeioo, 
and Attendant «. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore f 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees;— 
Hail to thee, lady I and the grace of heaven. 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwheel thee round- 
Des. 1 thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord f 
Cas. He is not yet arriv’d; nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be shortly here. 
Des. O but 1 fear;—How lost you company t 
Cas. The great contention of the sea and 
skies 

Parted our fellowship : But, hark! a sail. 

[ Cry within , A sail, a sail 1 Then Guns 
heard. 

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel: 
This likewise is a friend. 

Cas. See for the news. [Exit Gentleman. 
Good ancient, yon are welcomeWelcome, 
mistress[7b Emilia. 
Let it not gall your patience, good I ago, 

That 1 extend my manners: 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. 

[Kissing her. 

Jago. Sir, would she give you so much of her 
lips. 

As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 

You'd have enough. 

Des. Alas! she has no speech. 

Jago. In faith, too much ; 

1 find it still, when 1 have list 9 to sleep: 

Marry, before your ladyship, 1 grant 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 

,And chides with thinking. 

S Emtl. You have little cause to say so. 

logo. Come on, come on: you are pictures 
out of doors, 

: Bells m >cur parlours, wild cats in your kit¬ 
chens, 

, Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 
Players in your housewifery, aud housewives in 
5 our beds. 

Des. o tie upon thee, slanderer l 
logo. Xaj, it is true, or else 1 am a Turk; 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

Emil . You shall not write my praise. 

Jago. No, let me not. 

Des. What wouldxt thon write of me, if thou 
sliouldst praise me ? 

Jago. O gentle lady, do not put me to’t: 
yrFoi I am nothing, if not critical, t 
' Des. Come on, assay There’s one gone to 
the harbour. 

Jago. Ay, madam. 

Des. i am not merry; but I do beguile 
The tiling I am, by seeming otherwise.— 

Come, how wouldst thou praise me ? 

Jago. I am about it; but, indeed, my inven¬ 
tion t [fnze, 

Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from 
It plucks out brains and all: But my muse la¬ 
bours, 

And thus she is deliver'd. 

If she he fair and wise,—fairness and wit,— 

The one’s for use, the other useth it. 

Des. Well prais'd 1 How if she be black and 
witty ? 

Jago. If she be black, and thereto have a 
wit, 

Sbe’M flud a white that shall her blackness fit. 
Des. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How, if fair and foolish t 
Jago . She never yet was foolish that was 
fair ; 

For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 

Des . These are old fond \ paradoxes, to make 
fools laugh I’the alehouse. What miserable 
praise bast thou for her that's foul and foolish 1 

* Desire. t CrusoriouA t Foolish. 
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Jago. There's none so foul, and foolish there¬ 
unto, [do. 

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones. 

Des. O heavy ignorance !—thou praisest the 
worst best. But what praise couldst thou beslow 
on a deserving woman indeed I one, that, in the 
authority of her merit, did justly put on the 
vouch of very malice itself 1 
Jago. She that was ever fair, and never 
proud; 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay ; 

Fled from her wish, and yet said,— now J may ; 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being 
nigh. 

Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure Ay; 
She, that in wisdom never was so frail. 

To change the cod's head for the salmon’s tail; 
She that could think, and ue'er disclose her 
mind. 

See suitors following, and not look behind ; 

She was a wight,—it ever such wight wore,— 
Des. To do what ? 

Jago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small 
beer. 

Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion ! 
—Do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy 
hosband.—How say you, Cassio 1 is he not a 
most profane and liberal * counsellor 1 
Cas. He speaks home, madam; you may re¬ 
lish him more in the soldier, than m the 
scholar. 

Jago. [Aside.] He takes her by the palm : 
Ay, well said, whisper : with as little a web as 
this, will 1 ensnare as great a Ay as Cassio. av, 
smile upon her, do ; I will gyve+ thee in thim* 
owu courtship. You say true ; 'tis so indeed : 
if such tricks as these strip you out of your 
lieutenantry, it had been better you lrad not 
kissed your three Angers so oft, which now again 
you are most apt to play the Sir in. X Very good, 
well kissed 1 an excellent courtesy! § 'tis so, in¬ 
deed. Yet again your Angers to your lips ? would 
they were clyster-pipes for your sake 1 -[ Trum¬ 

pet.] The Moor, I know his trumpet. 

Cas. Tis truly so. 

Des. Let’s meet him, and receive him. 

Cas. Lo, where he comes ! 

Enter Othello, and Attendants . 

Oth. O my fair warrior I 
Des. My dear Othello J 
Oth. It gives me wonder great as my con¬ 
tent, 

To see you here before me. O my soul’s joy ! 

If after every tempest come such calms. 

May the winds blow till they have waken'd 
death! 

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olympns-higb, and duck again as low 
As hell’s from heaven 1 If it were now to die, 
’Twere now to be most happy; for, I fear. 

My soul hath her content so absolute, 

That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des. The heavens forbid. 

But that our loves and comforts should increase. 
Even as our days do grow f 
Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers !— 

I cannot speak enough of this content, 

.It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 

And this, and this, the greatest discords be, 

[ATmiNg her. 

That e'er our hearts shall make f 
Jago. O you are well tun’d now! 

But I'll set down the pegs that make this music. 
As honest as I am. [A*ufr. 

Oth. Come, let's to the castle.— 

News, friends: our wars are done, the Turks 
are drown'd. 


• Grow and licentious. f Shackle, 

t To shew'your good breeding and gallantry. 

I Spoken when Cassio kuses his hand, and Deede. 
mona eurtsies. 
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How do our old acquaintances of this Isle T— 
Honey, you shall he well desir'd * in Cyprus, 

1 have found great lovi amongst them. O my 
sweet, 

I prattle out of fashion, f and I dote 

In mine own comforts.—1 pr’ythce, good lago. 

Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 

Brins thou the master to the citadel; 

He is a good one, and his worthiuess 
Does challenge much respect.—Come, Desde- 
Once more well met at Cyprus. [niona, 

[ Exeunt Othello, Desdemona, and At¬ 
tendants. 

logo. Do thou meet me presently at the liar- 
boui. Come hither. If thou be’st valiant,—as 
(they say) base men, being in love, have then a 
nobility in their natures more than is native to 
them,—list me. x The lieutenant to-night 
watches on the court of guard : $ First, I must 
tell thee this—Desdemona is directly iu love 
with hun. 

Rod. With him 7 why, 'tis not possible. 

I a go. Lay thy huger—thus, and let thy soul 
be instructed. Mark me with what violence she 
first loved the Moor, but for bragging, and tell¬ 
ing her fantastical lies : And will she love him still 
for prating 7 let not thy discieet heart think it. 
Her eje must be fed; and what delight shall she 
have to look ou the devil 7 When the blood is 
made dull with the act of sport, there should be, 
—again to inflame it, and to give satiety a fresh 
appetite,—loveliness in favour; sympathy in 
years, maimers, and beauties; all which the 
Moor is defective in: Now, for want of these 
required conveniences, her delicate tenderness 
will Hud itself abused, begin to heave the gorge, 
disrelish and abhor the Moor; very nature will 
instruct her in it, and compel her to some secoud 
choice. Now, Sir, this granted, (as it is a most 
pregnant and unforced position,) who stands so 
eminently in the degree of this fortune, as 
Cassio does 7 a knave very voluble ; no further 
con5cionable than in putting oil the mere form 
of civil and humane seeming, for the better 
compassing of his salt and most hidden loose 
affection 7 why, none; why, none: A slippery 
and subtle knave ; a finder out of occasions; 
that has an eye can stamp and counterfeit advan¬ 
tages, though true advantage never present itself: 
a devilish knave 1 Besides, the knave is band- 
some, young, and hath all those requisites in 
him, that folly and green mindB || look after: 
A pestilent complete knave : and the wouiau 
hath found him alread}. 

Rod. 1 cannot believe that in her ; she is full 
of most blessed condition, f 

/ago. Blessed fig’s end ! the wine she drinks 
is made of grapes : if she bad been blessed, she 
would never have loved the Moor: Blessed pud¬ 
ding I Didst thou not see her paddle with the 
palm of his hand 7 didst not mark that 7 

Rod. Yes, that 1 did; but that was but 
courtesy. 

I ago. Lechery, by this band; an index, and 
obscure prologue to the history of lust and foul 
thoughts. They met so near with their lips, 
that tiieir breaths embraced together. Villain¬ 
ous thoughts, Roderigo, when these mutu¬ 
alities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes 
the blaster and main exercise, and incorporate 
conclusion : Pish !—But, Sir, be you ruled by 
urtfc I have brought you from Venice. Watch 
Irjtf to-night; for the command, 1*11 lay’t upon 
vsu: Cassio knows you not;—I'll not be far 
from you : Do you find some occasion to. auger 
Cassio, either by speaking too loud, or tainting •• 
his discipline; or from what other course you 
please, which the time shall more favourably 
minister. 

Rod. well. 

/ago. sir, be is rash, and very sodden in 

• 

• ‘Much solicited by invitation. f Without method. 
S I-isteu to me. 4 The place where the guard 

master*. I Minds unnpe. ^ 'Qualities. 

• • Throw'ug a slur upon bit discipline. 


choler; and, haply, • with bis truncheon may 
strike at you : Provoke him, that he may : foi’, 
even out of that, will 1 cause these of Cyprus 
to mutiny ; whose qualification shall come iulo 
uo true taste again, hut by the displaiiiing ot 
Cassio. So shall you have a shorter journey to 
your desires, by the means I shall then have to 
prefer t them ; and the impediment most piollt- 
ably removed, without the which there weie no 
expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. 1 will do this, if I can bring it to any 
opportunity. 

/ago. 1 warrant thee. Meet me by and by at 
the citadel: I must fetch bis necessaries ashore. 
Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. [Exit, 

/ago. That Cassio loves her, I do well be* 
lieve it; 

That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit: 
The Moor—bowbeit that 1 endure him not,— 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 

And, I dare think, he’ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear faitsbaud. Now I do love her too ; 
Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradveulure, 

I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 

But partly led to diet iny revenge, x 
For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap’d into my seat; the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw mv in¬ 
wards ; 

And nothing can or shall coutent ray soul, 

Till I am even with him, wile for wife; 

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to 
do,— 

If this poor trash of Vehice, whom I trash ; 

For his quick limiting, stand the putting ou, 

I’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hip; 

Abuse linn to the Moor m the tank garb, §— 

(ror I fear Cassio with my mght-cap too) 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and re¬ 
ward me, 

For making hun egregiously an ass, 

And practising upon lus peace aud quiet 
Even to madness. ’Tis here, hut yet confus’d ; 
Knavery’s plain face is never seen, till us’d. 

IEi it. 

SCENE //.-A Street. 

Enter a Herald, u ith a Proclamation ; 
People following. 

Her . It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and 
valiant general, that, upou certain tidiugs now 
arrived, importing the mere|| perdition of the 
Turkish fleet, every man put himself into 
triumph ; some to dance, some to make bon¬ 
fires, each man to what sport and revel lus ad¬ 
diction leads him; for, besides these beneficial 
news, it is the celebration of his nuptials : So 
much was his pleasure should be proclaimed. 
All offices V are open ; and there is full liberty 
of feasting, from this present hour of five, till 
the hell hath told eleven. Heaven bless the isle 
of Cyprus, and our noble general, Othello I 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE ///.—A Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassjo, and 
Attendants. 

Oth . Good Michael, look you to the guard 
to-night: 

Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 

Not to out'sporl discretion. 

Cas. lago hath direction wha$ to do; 

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eje 
Will I look to’t. 

Oth. lago is most honest, 

* Perhaps. t To advance them. 

X To trash uas to put a stone on a hound's neck o 
hinder him outstripping his companions. 

| lu the grossest manner. 

|1 Entire. H Booms m the castle 
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Mkhael, good night: To-morrow, with your 
earliest, * 

Let me have speech with you.—Come, my dear 
love. 

The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 

[7b Dekukmona. 

That profits yet to come 'twist me and you.— 
Good night. 

{Exeunt Oth. Des. and Attend . 
Enter Iago. 

Cos. Welcome, Iago: We must to the watch. 
Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant; ’tis not yet 
ten o'clock: Our geueral cast • us thus early, 
for the love of his De&demoua; whom let us 
not therefore blame; he bath not yet made wan¬ 
ton the night with her; and she is sport for 
Jove. 

Cas . She’s a most exquisite lady. 

Iago. And, I’ll warrant her, full of game. 

Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate 
creature. 

Iago. What an eye she has 1 methinks it sounds 
,t a parley of piovocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye; and yet,methinks,right 
modest. 

Iago. And, when she speaks, is it not an alarm 
to love ? 

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets! Come, 
lieutenant, I have a 6toup of wine ; and here 
without are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would 
fain have a measure to the health of the black 
Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night,good tago ; I have very poor 
^and unhappy brains for drinking: I could well 
wish couitesy would invent some other custom 
of entertainment. 

Iago. O they are our friends; but one cup; 
I’ll drink for you. 

Cas. 1 have drunk but one cup to-night, and 
that was craftily qualified f too, and behold what 
innovation it makes here: 1 am unfortunate in 
the infirmity, and dare not task my weakness 
with any more. 

logo. What, man! ’tis a night of revels; the 
gallants desire it. 

Cat. Where are they T 

Iago. Here at the door; I pray you, call 
them in. 

Cas. 1*11 do’t; but it dislikes me. 

[Exit Cassio. 

Iago. If I can fasten but one cup upou him, 
With that which lie hath drunk to-night al¬ 
ready, 

He’ll be as full of quarrel and offence 
As in) young mistress’ dog. Now, my sick 
fool, Koderigo, 

Whom love lias turn’d almost the wrong side 
outward, 

To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d 
Potations pottle deep; and he’s to watch: 

Three lads of Cyprus,—noble swelling spirits. 
That hold their honours in a wary distance. 

The very elements of this warlike isle, 

Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups. 

And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock of 
drunkards. 

Am I to put our Cassio in some action 

That may offend the isleBut here they come: 

If consequence do but approve my dream, $ 

^ My boat sails freely, both with wind and 
stream. 

Re-enter Cassio, with him Montamo and 
Gentlemen . 

Cas. 'Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse $ 
already. 

Mon. Good faith, a little one; not past a pint, 
as I am a soldier. 

• Dismissed. + Silly mixed with water. 

* Any scheme existing only in the iosegtuetien may 
Lc catted e dream. 

I More then enough. 


logo. Some wine, ho 1 

[Siugs 

And let me the canakin clink clink t 
And let me the canakin clink : 

A soldier's a man; 

A life's but a span ; 

Why then , let a soldier drink . 

Some wine, boys I [ Wine brought in. 

Cas. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song. 

Iago. I learned it in England, where, indeed, 
they are most potent iu potting : your Dane,)our 
German, and your swag-bellied Hollander,— 
Drink, bo I—are nothing to your English. 

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his 
drinking t 

Iago. Why, be drinks you, with facility, your 
Dane dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow 
your Aliiiain ; he gives your Hollander a vomit 
ere the next pottle can be filled. 

Cas. To tlte health of our general. 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant; and I’ll do you 
justice. • 

Iago. O sweet England 1 

King Stephen was a u or thy peer, 

Hi r breeches cost him but a crown ; 

He held them sixpence all too dear, 

With that he cull'd the tailor — town. 

He was a wight of high renown. 

And thou art but oj low degree : 

'Tis pride that pulls the country down , 
Then tak ’ thine auld cloak about thee, t 

Sonfe wine, ho! 

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than 
the other. 

Iago. Will you hear it again! 

Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his 
place, that does those things.—Well,—Heaven’s 
above all: and there be souls that must be *avid, 
and there be souls must not be saved. 

Iago . It's true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. For mine own pait,—no offence to the 
general, or any man of quality,—I hope to l* 
saved. ’ 

Iago. And so do I too, lieutenant. 

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before mp; 
the lieutenant is to be saved before the an¬ 
cient. Let’s have no more of this ; let’s to our 
affairs.—Forgive us our sms!—Gentlemen, let’s 
look to our business. Do not think, gentlemen, 
I am drunk : this is my ancientthis is my 
right hand, and this is my lett hand :—I am not 
drnuk now; I can stand well enough, aud speak 
well euougb. 

All. Excellent well. 

Cas. Why, very well, then : you must not think 
tbeu that I am drunk. [Eut. 

Mon. To the platform, masters; come, let’s 
set the watch. 

Iago. You see this fellow, that is gone be¬ 
fore :— 

He is a soldier, fit to stand by Cesar, 

And give direction: and do but see bis vice; 

'Tis to liis virtue a just equinox, 

Thfc one as long as tl.e other: ’tis pity of him. 

I fear, the trust Othello puts him iu. 

On some odd time of his infirmity 
Will shake this island. 

Mon. Blit is lie often thus T 

Iago. 'Tis evermore the prologue to bis sleep : 
He'll watch the horologe a double set, { 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well, 

The geneial were put in mind of it. 

Perhaps, be sees it uqt; or his good nature 

Prizes the virtue that appears iu Cassio, 

Aud looks not on his evils: Is not this true T 

• 

■ 

• Drink as much as you do. 

f For the whole of this song, see Percy’s Relics of 
Ancient Poetry. 

* While the clock strikes two rounds, ».<. four-*nil- 
twenty hours. 
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Enter Rodkrioo. 

Iago. How now, Roderigo t [Aside. 

I pray you, after the lieutenant; go.. 

[Exit Roderigo. 
Mon. And *ti» great pity, that the noble 
Moor [coud, 

Should hazard such a place, as his own se- 
Witb one of an ingraft * infirmity: 

It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor. 

Iago. Not I, for this fair island: 

I do love Cassio well; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark I what noise t 

[Cry within,—Help ! help 1 

Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo. 

Cas. Yon rogue! you rascal! 

Mon. What's the matter, lieutenant? 

Cas. A knave .'—teach me my duty I 
I'll beat the knave into a twiggen f bottle. 

Rod. Beat me I 

Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue f 

[Striking Roderigo. 
Mon. Nay, good lieutenant, [Staying him • 
1 pray >ou, Sir, hold your hand. 

Cas. Let me go, Sir, 

Or I'll knock you o’er the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 

Cas. Drunk! [Theyfight, 

la go. Away, I say! go out, and cry—a mu- 
tiu> ! [Aside to Rod. who goes out. 
Nay, good lieutenant,—alas, gentlemen,— 

Htlp, ho! — Lieutenant, — Sir, — Montano, — 
Sir;— 

Help, masters!—Here's a goodly watch, in¬ 
deed 1 [Bell rings. 

Who’s that that rings the bell?—Diablo, ho! 

The town will rise, God's will, lieutenant 1 hold ; 
Aou will be sham'd for ever. 

v 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Oth. What is the matter here ? 

Mon. I bleed still, lam hurt to the death ;— 
he dies. 

Oth. Hold, for your lives, 
logo. Hold, hold, lieutenant, Sir, Montano,— 
gentlemen,— 

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 
Hold, hold! the general speaks to you; bold, 
for shame! 

Oth. Why, how now, ho 1 from whence ariseth 
this? 

Are we turn’d Turks; and to ourselves do that. 
Which heaven bath forbid the Ottomites 1 
For Christian shame, put by this barbarons 
brawl: 

He that stirs next to carve for his own rage. 
Holds his soul light; he dies upon his motion.— 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety. X —What is the matter, mas - 
ters ?— 

Honest Iago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I charge 
thee. 

Iago. I do not knowfriends all hot now, 
even now. 

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed: and then, but now, 

(As if some planet had unwitted rnenj 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast, 

.10 opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds; 

Jmd 'would in action glorious I bad lost 
T»se legs, that brought roe to a part of HI 
Oth. How comes it, Michael, yon are thus for¬ 
got $ 

Cas. 1 pray you, pardon me, 1 cannot speak. 
Oth. Worthy Montano, yon we» wont be 
e civil; 

^Tne gravity and stilness of your youth 
The world bath noted, and your name b great 

* Rooted. f A wicker tide. 

1 From her regular and p roper MO. 

1 /.«.?•■ b»»* thus forgot tea yea r — If . 


In mouths of wisest censure : what's the matter 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 

And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? Give me answer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hart to danger; 
Your officer, Iago, cau inform you— 

While I spare speech, which something now 
offends me;— 

Of all that 1 do know: nor know I aught 
By me that's said or done amiss this night; 

Unless self-charity* be sometime a vice; 

And to defend ourselves it be a sm, 

When violence assails us. 

Oth. Now, by heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule; 

Assays to lead the way : If once I stir t 
And passion, having my best judgment eollied. 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall siuk in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How tins foul rout began, who set it on; 

And he that is approv'd i in this offence. 

Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a 
birth. 

Shall lose me.—What! in a town of war. 

Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear, 

To manage private and domestic quarrel. 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 

'Tis monstrous.—Iago, who began it ? 

A/v-*- If partially attlii'd, § or leagued in office, 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth. 

Thou art no 9oldier. 

Iago. Touch me not so near: I 

I bad rather have this tongue cut from my 
mouth, 

Than it should do offence to Michael Ca<*io; 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothiug wrong him.—Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself being in speech, * 

There comes a fellow, crying out for help; 

And Cassio followiug him with determin'd 
i sword, 

To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
'Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause; 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 

Lest Jfy his clamour, (as it so fell out,) 

The town might fall in fright: be, swiff of foot, % 
Outran my purpose ; and I return'd the lathei 
For that 1 heard the clink and fall of swords, 

And Cassio high in oath; which, till to-night, % 

I ne'er might say before : when I came back, 

(For this was brief,) I found them close together 
At blow and thrust; even as again they were, 

When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report:— 

But men are men ; the best sometimes forget 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him,— 

As men in rage strike those that wish them 
best,— 

Yet surely Cassio, I believe, receiv'd, 

From him that Bed, some strange indignity. 

Which patience could not pass. 

Oth. I know, Iago, 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, ^ 
Making it light to Cassio:—Cassio, I love thee; 

But never more be officer of miue.— 

Enter Dbsdbxona, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not rais’d op ;— 

I'll make thee au example. 

Dee. What's the matter, dear? 

Oth. All's well now, sweeting; Come away 
to bed. 

Sir, for your diurts. 

Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him off. 

[To Montano who is led off. 
Iago, look with care about the town ; 

And silence those whom this vile brawl dis¬ 
tracted.— 

Come, Desdemona; 'tis the soldier’s life, 

To have their balmy situnbers wait'd with strife. 

[Exeunt all but Iaoo and Cassio. 
Iago. What, are you hart, lieutenant ? 

• Cm of one'* self. ? Darkened. 

| Cowriete<l by proof. § Related by atemeu of office- 
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Cos, Ay, past all surgery. Cas. Good night honest Iago. [Exit Cassio. 

I a go. Marry, heaven forbid l logo. Aud what's he then, that says 1 play the 

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation 10 1 ylllaiu ? 

have lost iny reputation l 1 have .lost the im When this advice is free l give, and honest, 
mortal part, Sir, of myself; aud what remains is Probal to thinking, aud (indeed) the course 
bestial.—My reputation, lago, my reputation. To win the Moot again ? For 'tis most easy 
Iago. As lam .an honest man, 1 thought you The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
had received 6 oeie bodily wound; there is more In any honest suit; she's fram’d as fruitful * 
offence in that, than in reputation. Reputation As the free elements. And then lor her 
is an idle and most false imposition; oft got To win the Moor, were't to rcumiuce his bap- 
without merit, and lust without deserving: You tism, 

have lost no reputation at all, unless you repute All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, 
yourself such a loser. What, man I there are His sonl is so enfetter'd to her love, 
ways to recover the general again: You are That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 
but now cast in bis mood; • a punishment more Even as her appetite shall play the god 
in policy than in malice; even so as one would With his weak function. How am I then a 
beat liis offenceless dog, to affright an imperious villain, 

lion : sue to him again, and he's yours. To counsel Cassio to this parallel t course, 

Cas. I will rather sue to be despis'd, than to Directly to his good f Divinity of hell ! 
deceive so good a commander, with so slight, so » " ben devils will their blackest sius put on, 
druaken, aud so indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? , They do suggest j at first with heavenly shows, 
and speak parrot ? t and squabble ? swagger ? As I do now : For while this honest fool 
^ swear ? and discourse fustian with one’s own Plies Desdemona to repair bis fortunes. 


shadow?—O thou invisible spirit of wine, if 
thou hast no nam e to be known by, let us call 
thee—devil 1 

Id go. What was he that you followed with your 
sword? What had he done to )ou? 

Cas. 1 know not. 

Iago. Is it possible ? 

Cas. I remember a mass of things, but nothing 
distinctly; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.— 
. O that men should put au enemy in their mouths, 
■ to steal away their brains! that we should with 
joy, revel, pleasure, and applause, transform our¬ 
selves into beasts 1 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough : 
How came you thus recovered ? 

Cas. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, 
to give place to the devil, wrath : one uuperfect- 
uess shows me auother, to make me frankly 
•despise myself. 

Iago. Come, you are too severe a moraler: 
As the time, the'place, and the condition of tins 
country stands, ! could heartily wish this had not 
befallen; but, since it is as it is mend it for 
your own good. 

Cas. 1 will ask him for my place again; he 
shall tell me, I am a drunkard ! Had I as many 
mouths as Hydra, such an answer would stop 
them all. To be uow a sensible man, by and by 
a tool, aud presently a beast 1 O strange 1 —Every 
inordinate cup is unblessed, and the ingredient 
is a devil. 

Iago. Come, come, good wine is a good fami¬ 
liar creature, if it be well used; exclaim no 
more against it. Aud, good lieutenant, I thiuk 
you thiuk 1 love you. 

Cas. I have well approved it. Sir,—I drunk I 

Iago. You, or any man living, may be drunk 
at some time, man. I'll tell you what you shall 
do. Our geueial’s wife is now the general;—I 
may s.iy so iu this respect, for that he hath de¬ 
voted and given up bimselfto the contemplation, 
mark, and denotement of her parts and graces: 
—confess yourself freely to her; importune her; 
she'll help to put you in your place again: she is 
of so free, so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, 
that she holds it a vice in her goodness, not to do 
more than she is requested: Tbh broken joint 
I between you and her husband, entreat her to 
splinter; and, my fortunes against any layj 
worth naming, this crack of your love sha ft grow 
stronger than was before. 

Cas. .You advise me well. 

Iago . I protest in the sincerity of love, and 
honest kindness. 

Cas. I think it freely, and, betimes fat the 
morning, I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona 
to undertake for me: 1 am desperate of my for¬ 
tunes, if they check me here. 

logo. Yon are in the light. Good night, lieu¬ 
tenant ; I must to the watch. 

* Ditnuased in anger. t Talk fa rfU hly. J Bet. 


Aud she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I'll pour this pestilence into his ear,— 

That she repeals $ him for her body's lust; 

And by how much she strives to do him good. 
She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will 1 turn her virtue into pitch; 

And out of her own goodness make the net, 

That shall euruesb them all.—How now, Ro- 
derigo. 

Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a 
hound that bunts, but one that fills up the cry. 
My money is almost spent; I have been to-night 
exceedingly well cudgelled; and, I think, the 
issue will be—I shall have so much experience 
for my pains: and so, with no money at all, 
and a little more wit, return to Venice. 

Iago. How poor are they, that have not pa¬ 
tience 1 —* 

What wound (lid ever heal, but by degrees ? 

Tbou know'st we work by wit, aud not by 
u itchcraft; 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Does't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee, 

And thou, by that small huit, hath cashier'd 
Cassio : 

Though othei tilings grow fair against the sun, 
Yet fruits that blossom first, will lust be ripe: 
Content thyself awhile. — By the mass, 'tis» 
morning; 

Pleasure and action make the hoars seem short. 
Retire thee; go where tbon ait billeted: 

Away, I say ; thou shalt know morfbereafter; 
Nay, get thee gone. [ActAHLod.] Two things arc 
to be done,— 

My wife must move for 04 do to her mistiest; 
I'll set her on ; 

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 

And nring him jump U when be may Cassio find 
Soliciting bis wife ;—Ay, that's the way ; 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Exit* 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—Before the Castle 

Enter Cassio, and some Musicians. 

Cas. Masters, play here, I wifi content your 
pains, 

Something that's brief; and bid—good-morrow 
general. [JHssNc* 

Enter Cb»WH. 

do* Why, masters, have yonr testramenta 
been at Naples, that they speak l’tbe nose thus f 
1 Hus. How, Sir, how! 

• Liberal. t Even. % Tempt. 

I Recall* 4 Jest ok the Owe. 
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Clo • Are these, I pray 70 a, called wind instru* 
men to T 

1 Mus. Ay, marry, are they. Sir. 

Clo. Ob! thereby hangs a tail. 

1 Mus. Whereby hangs a tale. Sir t 
Clo. Marry, Sir, by many a wind instrument 
that 1 know. But, masters, here's money for 
you : and the general so likes your mask, that 
he desires you, of all lores to make no more 
noise with it. 

1 Mus. Well, Sir, we will not 
Clo. If you have any music that may not be 
beard, to't again : but, as they say, to hear music, 
the general does not greatly care. 

1 Mus. We have none such. Sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in yonr bag, for 
I'll away : Go; vanish into air; away. 

Musicians. 

Cos. Dost tboo hear, my honest friend t 
Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend. 1 
hear you. 

Cas. Pr'ytbee, keep up thy quillets. • There's 
a poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewo¬ 
man that attends the general's wife be stirring, 
tell her, there's one Cassio entreats her a Utile 
favour of speech : Wilt thou do this Y 
Clo. She is stirring, Sir: if she will stir hither, 
1 shall seem to notify unto her. [Exit. 

Enter Iago. 

Cos. Do, good my friend.—In happy time, 
lago. 

Iago. You have not been a-bed then t 
Cos. Why, no ; the day bad broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, lago. 

To send in to your wife : My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

Iago. I'll send her to yon presently; 

And 1*11 devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and busi¬ 
ness ’ * 

May be more free. [JErif 

Cas. I humbly thank you for*c. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind aud honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Good morrow, good lientenaut: I am 
sorry 

For your displeasure f t bnt all will soon be well. 
The general and his wife are talking of It, 

And she speaks for you stoutly: The Moor re¬ 
plies, 

That he yon hurt is of great fame In Cyprus, 

And great afliuity ; and that, in wholesome wis¬ 
dom. 

He might not bnt refuse you : but, he protests 
be loves yon; 

And needs no other suitor, but his likings. 

To take tbe sif'st occasion by the front. 

To bring you in again. 

Cas. Yet, 1 beseech you,— 

If >00 think fit, or that it may be done. 

Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emil. Pray you, come In ; 

I will bestow yon where you shall have time ■ 

To speak your bosom freely. , 

Cat. 1 am snnrh bound to you. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—A Boom in the Castle . 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gbmtl*meit. 

Of A. Thead*!etters give, Iago, to the pilot 5 
And, by him, do my doties to the state : 

That done, I will be walking on the works. 

Repair there to me. 

Iago. Well, my good lord, I'll d©*t. 

Oth. This fortification, gentlemen,—shall we 
•ee'tT 

Cent. We'll wait upon your lordship. 

[Exemnt. 

•* 

• Nice distinction* 

t The dtapknm you h»*« is caned frrti Ofl wlwi 

*v/ ■* 


SCENE III.—Before the Castle. 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Dts. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, l will <lo 
All my abilities lu thy behalf. 

Endi. Good madam do ; 1 know It grieves 
my husband. 

As If the case were his. 

Dts. O that's an honest feHow.—Do not 
doubt, Cassio, 

But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cas. Bounteous madam. 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassia, 

He's never any thing but your true sen ant. 

Det. O Sir, I thank you: You do love my 
lord: 

Yon have known him long; and be you well 
assur'd. 

He shall iu strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politic distance. 

Cas. Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may either last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and waterisb diet. 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 

That, 1 being absent, and my place supplied. 

My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that; before Emilia line, 

I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee, 

If I do vow a friendship, I’ll perform it 
To the last article: my lord shall never rest; 

I'll watch him tame, * and talk him out ot pa¬ 
tience ; 

His bed shall seem a school, his boaid a shriit; y 
I’ll intermingle every thing be does 
With Cassio's suit: Therefore be merry, Cassia; 
For thy sclidtor shall rattier die. 

Than give thy cause awaj. 

Enter Othello, and Iago, at a distance. 

Emil. Madam, here comes 
My lord. 

Cas. Madam, I’ll take my leave. 

Des. Why, stay, 

And hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at eaif. 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, well. 

Do your discretion. [Esit Cassio. 

Iago. Ha 1 I like not that. 

Oth. What dost thou say f 
Iago. Nothing, my lord : or if—I know not 
what. 

O/A. Was not that Cassio, parted from my 
wifet 

Iago. Cassio, my lord T No, sure, I cannot 
think it, 

That he would steal away so guilty-llkr. 

Seeing you coming. 

Oth. I do believe 'twas he. 

Des. How now, my lord T 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 

A man that languishes In your displeasure. 

Oth . Who is'l >ou mean t 
Des. Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my 
lord, 

If I have any grace, or power to move you. 

His present reconciliation take ; t 
For, If be be not one that truly loves von, 

That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 

1 have no judgment in an honest face : 

1 pr^ythee, call him back. 

Oth. Went he hence now ? 

Des. Ay, sooth , so humbled, 

That be bath left part of bis grief with me ; 

I suffer with him. Good love, call him hack. 

Oth. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other 
time. 

Det. Bnt shall *t be shortly Y 
Oth. Tbe sooner, sweet, lor you. 

Det. Shall'! be to-night at supper Y 
Oth. No, not to-night. 

• Hawks are tamed by kerpinjr lhei« from sleep. 

1 Accept bn swbttiifttioii. 
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Des. To-tnonow dinner then t 
Oth. I Khali not dine at home; 

I meet (be captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or Toesday 
morn; [mom 

Or Tuesday noon, or night; or Wednesday 
I pray thee, name the time; bat let it not 
Exceed three days; in faith, he’s penitent; 

And yet his trespass, in our common reason, 
(Save that, they say, the wars must make ex¬ 
amples 

Out of their best •) Is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check: When shall be comet 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul. 

What yon could ask me, that 1 should deny. 

Or staud so mammeriug f on. What! Michael 
Cassio, 

That came a wooing with yon; and many a time. 
When J have spoke of yoti dispraisingly. 

Hath ta'en your put; to have so much to do 
To bring him in 1 Trust me, I could do much,- 
Oth. Prithee, no more: let him come when 
he will: 

1 will denv thee nothing. 

lies. Why, this is not a boon ; 

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves. 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep yon 
warm; 

Or sue to you to do peculiar profit 

To your own persou : Nay, when I have a suit. 

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed. 

It shall be full of poize t and dilliculty. 

And fearful to he granted. 

Oth. I will deuy thee nothing: 

Whereon, 1 do beseech thee, grant me this. 

To leave me but a little to myself. 

Vts. Shall I deny you t no: Farewell, my 
lord. 

Oth. Farewell, tny Desdemoua : I will come 
to thee straight. 

Dcs. Emilia, comeBe it as your fancies 
teach you ; 

Whatever you be, I am obedient. 

[Aatl, with F.milia. 
Oth. Evcellrut wretch 1 Perdition catch my 
son I, 

But I do love thee! and, when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. 

Jago. My noble lord,- 

Oth. What dost thou say, lagoT 
Jago. Did Michael Cassio, when yon woo'd 
my lady. 

Know of yonr love T 

Oth. He did, from first to last: Why dost 
thou ask f 

I a go. But for a satisfaction of my thought; 

No further barm. 

Oth. Why of thy thought, lago? 
lugo. I did not think, he had been acquainted 
with her. 

Oth. O yes; and went between ns very oft. 
/ago. Indeed t 

Oth. ludeed 1 ay, indeed Discern'st thou 
aught in that t 
Is he uot honest t 
la go. Honest, my lord T 
Oth. Ay, honest. 

/ ago. My lord, for aught I know, 

Oth. What dost thou think t 
Jago. Think, my lord 1 
Oth. Think, my lord I 
By heaven, he echoes me. 

As if there were some monster In his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean 
something: 

I heard thee say but now,—Thon Uk’dst not that. 
When Cassio left my wife.—What didst not 
likef 

And, when 1 told thee he was of my counsel 
lu my whole course ol wooing, thon criedst. 
Indeed T 

And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 

• Best men. _ , . t Hesiutiug. 

2 Weight* 
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As if thon then had'st shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit: if thou dost love ine. 
Show me thy thought. 

Jago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. I think, thou dost; 

And,—for 1 know thou art full of love aud 
honesty. 

And weigh'st thy words before thou giv’&t them 
breathy— [mure: 

Therefore these stops of thine fright me the 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave. 

Are tricks of custom; but, in a man that's just. 
They are close denotements, working from the 
heart. 

That passion cannot rnle. 

logo. Fof Michael Cassio,— 

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 

Oth. 1 think so too. 

Jago. Men should be what they seem ; 

Or, those that be cot, 'would they might seem 
none! 

Oth. Certain, men should be what they seem. 
Jago. Why, theu, 

I think that Cassio is an honest man. 

Oth. Nay. yet there's more in this: 

I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 

As thou dost ruminate; aud give thy worst of 
thoughts 

The worst of words. 

Jago. Good my lord, pardon me ; 

Though I aui tiouiid to every act of duty, 

I am not bound to that all slaves aic tree to. 
Utter my thoughts ! \VU>, say, the) are vile and 
false; 

As where's that palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not f who has a breast so pure, 
But some uncleanly apprehensious 
Keep leets • and law-da) s, aud hi session sit 
With meditatious lawful ? 

Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, 
lago. 

If thou but thiuk’sf him wrong'd, aud raak'st 
bis ear 

A stranger to thy thoughts. 

Jago. I do beseech you,— 

Though I, perchance, ain vicious in my cues?. 
As, 1 confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses ; and, oft, my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not,—1 entreat you then. 
From one that so imperfectly conjects.t 
You'd take no notice; nor build yourself a Uou- 
ble 

Oat of bis scattering and unsure observance :— 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 

Nor for my manhood, houesty, or wisdom. 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What dost thou mean 1 
logo. Good name, in man and woman, dear 
my lord. 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 

Who steals my purse, steals trash : 'tis some¬ 
thing, nothing; 

*Twas miue, 'tis his, and has been slave to 
thousands; 

But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that which uot enriches bun. 

And makes me poor indeed. 

Oth. By heaven, I’ll know thy thought. 

Jago. You cannot, if my heart were in your 
hand; 

Nor shall not, whilst *tls in my custody. 

Oth. Hal 

Jago. O beware, my lord, of jealousy; 

It is the green-ey*d monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds ou: That cuckold lives in 
bliss. 

Who, certain of bis fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But oh 1 what damned minutes tells be o'er. 
Who dotes, yet doubts; suspects, yet strongly 
loves! 

Oth. O misery! 

Jago. Poor, aud content, is rich, and ricL 
enough; 

• Contt of Eagoiry. t Conjectures. 
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But riches, fine less, • is as poor as winter. 

To bun that ever fears be shall be poor:— 

Good heaven, the souls of ill my tribe defend 
From jealousy! 

Oth. Why! why Is this! 

Tbink’st thou. I'd make a life of jealousy. 

To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions! No: to be once in 
doubt, [goat, 

Is—once to be resolv’d: Exchange me lor a 
w ben I shall turn the business of iny soul 
To such exsufiiicate + and blowu surmises. 
Matching thy inference. 'Tts not to make me 
jealous, [pany, 

Tosaj— my wife is fair, feeds well, loves com- 
3s free of speech, slugs, plays, aud dances well; 
■Where virtue is, these are more virtuous: 

Nor from mute own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt; 

For she had e>es, and chose me: No, lago ; 

1*11 see, before 1 doubt; when 1 doubt, prove ; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this,— 
Awaj at once with love, or jealousy. 
lago. l aui glad of tins, for uow 1 shall have 
reason 

To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With (ranker spirit: therefore, as 1 am bound. 
Receive it fiotu me:—1 speak nut jet of proof. 
Look to >uiir wife ; observe her well with Cas- 
sio ; 

Wear jour e>e thus, not jealous, nor secure: 

1 would not have jour free and noble nature. 
Out of self-lwunty, be abus'd ; look to’t: 

1 know our country disposition well ; 

In Venice the) do let heaven sec the pranks 
Thev dare not show their husbands; their best 
conscience 

Js —not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 

Oth. Dost thou say so ? 

Jago. She did deceive her father, marrying 
>ou; 

And, when she seem'd to shake, aud fear your 
looks. 

She lov'd them most. 

Oth . And so she did. 
lago. Why, go to, then ; 

She that, so young, could give out such a scem- 
l 


Foh I one may smell, in such, a will most rank. 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural.— 

But pardon me; I do not, in position. 

Distinctly speak of her; though 1 may fear 
Her wiU, recoiling to her better judgment, 

Nay fall to match yon with her country forms, 
Aud (happily) repent. 

Oth. Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know’ more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe: Leave me, lago. 
Jago. My lord, I take my leave. [Going. 
Oth . Why did 1 marry ?—This honest crea¬ 
ture, doubtless, {folds. 

Sees and knows more, nntcb more, than he un- 
Jago. My lord, 1 would 1 might entreat jour 
honour 

To scau this thing no further: leave it to time : 
And though it be fit that Cassto have his place, 
(For, sure, be tills it up with great ahilitj,) 

Yet if jou please to bold him olf awhile. 

Yon shall by that perceive him and his means: 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment • 
With any strong or vehement opportunist ; 

Much will be seen in that. lu the meantime, 
Let me be thought too busy tu my fears 
(As worthy cause 1 luive to fear 1 am,) 

And hold her free, 1 do beseech your honour. 
Oth. Fear not my government. 
logo. 1 once more take my leave. [ Exit. 

Oth. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty. 

And kuows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealing* : If 1 do prove her haggaid,- 
Though iliac her jesses { wete my deai hrait- 
striugs, 

I'd whistle her off, and let her duwn the wind. 
To prey at fortune. Haplv, for 1 am black. 

And have not those soft paits of conversation 
That cbambercj* j have;—Or, for 1 am de¬ 
clin’d 

Into the vale of jears:—jet that’s not much ;— 
She's gone ; 1 am abus’d ; and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage, 
That we can call these delicate creatures ouis, 
Aud not their appetites! 1 had rather be a 
toad, 

And live upou the vapour of a dungeon. 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 

For others' uses. Yet, 'Us (he plague of groat 


To seel ) her father’s eyes up, cluse as oak,— 
lie thought *twas witchcraft .—But 1 ant much 
to blame; 

1 humbly do beseech yon of your pardon. 

Fur too much loving you. 

Oth. 1 am bound to thee for ever. 

Jago. 1 see, this hath a liule dash'd your 
spirits. 

Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. 
lago. Trust me, I fear it has. 

1 hope, jou will consider what is spoke 
Comes from iny love;—But, 1 do see yon are 
mov'd:— 

I am to prav you, not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues,g uor to larger reach. 

Than to suspicion. 

Oth. I wHI not. 

lago. Should you do so, my lord. 

My speech should fall into such vile mren 
As my thoughts aim not aL Cassto’smy worthy 
friend:— 

My lord, J see you are mov'd. 

Oth. No, not much mov'd:— 

I do not think hut Desdemona’s honest. 
lago. Long Hue she sol aud kmc Uveyou to 
think sol ^^ 

Oth. And yet, how nature erring tins It¬ 
self,— 

lagfi. Ay, there's the points As, to he held 
.rtrilb you, 

Not Staffed many proposed WMhet, 

Of her own clime, complexion, an' 

Tr to * we see, iu ail things natare tends : 

Ea4ie*s. . t Strained, or Mown, t Appearance, 
.pi Au fspreiun.1 from UU-oary * *» *hawk is to 
wrtf 99 **» o\ e-**d». I CmaNot— 


ones ; 

Prerogative are they less than tbe base ; 

*Tis destiuj uiishuuiiable, like death ; 

Even then this forked plague is fated to ns, 

When vve do quicken. § Dvsdemoiia comes : 

Enter Desuemona, and Emilia. 

If sbe lie false, O then heaven mocks itself!— 
I’ll not believe it. 

lies. How uow, my dear Othello 7 
Your dinner, and the generous islanders. 

By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Oth. 1 tin to blame. 

Des. Wbj- is your speech so faiut t sre you 
not well 1 

Oth. 1 have a pain upou my forehead here. 
Des. Faith, that’s with watching; Twill away 
again : 

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
it will be well. 

Oth. Your napkin IT Is too little; 

[He puls the hankerchlejfrom him and it 
drops. 

| Let It alone. Come, I'll go In with you. 

Des. 1 sun very sorry that yon sre not well. 

[Exeunt Oth. and Des. 
Emil. 1 am glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her first rem em brance from tbe Moor: 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it: tout she so hives the 
token. 


this term 


* Pmm hurt liU iwtontU* *•< 

1 A term of reproach. 
t Strops sf leather by which a hawk t* halo on tha fiat. 

I Intriguer*. 1 Whoa wa togaa to two. 

T in the north of Eh* fa mi and M: 
for a handkerchief ia atul uaad 
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(For he conjur’d her, she would ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 

To kiss and talk to. I'll have the workta’en out. 
And (five it Iago: 

What lie’ll do with it, heaven knows, not I; 

I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iago. 

Iago. How now I wbai do you here alone T 
Emil. Do not you chide; 1 have a thing for 
you. 

Iago. A thing for met—It is a common 
thing,— 

Emil. Ha I 

Iago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O is that all t What will you give me 
now 

For that same handkerchief t 
Iago. \\ bat handkerchief T 
Emil. What handkerchief t 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Deademona ; 
That which >ou so often did bid me steal. 
logo. Hast stolen it from her 1 
Emil. No, faith; she let it drop by negli¬ 
gence ; 

And, to the advantage, I being here, took’t up. 
Look, here it is. 

Iago. A good wench: give it me. 

Emil. What will you do with it, that you have 
been so earnest 
To have me tilcb it ? 
logo. Wb), what's that to you? 

[Snatching it. 

Etntl. If it be not for some purpose of im¬ 
port, 

Give it me again : Poor lady 1 she’ll run mad, 

\N hen she shall lack it. 

Iago. Be not >ou known oft;* I have use 
for it. 

On, leave me. [Exit Emilia. 

1 will in Caseio’s lodging lose this napkin. 

And Itt bun find it: Trifles, light as air, 

Aie, to the jealous, couilroiatiou strong 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do some¬ 
thing. 

The Moor already changes with my poison 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poi¬ 
sons, 

W Inch, at the first, are scarce found to distaste; 
Bui, with a little act upon the blood, 

Burn like the mines ol sulphur.—1 did say so:— 

Enter Othello. 

Look where he comes! Not poppy, nor man- 
dragora, t 

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which Hum ow’dst j yesterday. 

()th. Ha 1 ha 1 false to me T 
To me? 

Iago. Why, bow now, general? no more of 
that. 

Oth. Avaunt 1 begone 1 thou hast set me on 
the rack:— 

I swear, ’its better to be much abus’d. 

Than but to know't a little.. 

Iago. How now, my lord f 
Oth. What sense had l of her stolen hours of 
lust? 

I saw It notj thought it not, it harm’d not me : 

I slept the neat night well, was free and 
merry; 

I found not Casslo'a kisses on her lips: 

He that is robb’d, not wanting-what la stolen. 
Let him not know It, and ha’s not robb’d at ail. 
logo. I am sorry to bear this. 

Oth. I had been happy. If the gf e mU camp, 
Pioneers $ and all, had tasted her sweet body, 

8o I had nothing known: O now, for ever, 

* Bern u ir YOU knew nothing of the matter. 

1 The mandrake, or mandragoia, waa an opiate of the 
■oat powerful kiad. _ 

tPoueuedit. 

| Pioneers were generally degraded soldiers. 


Farewell the tranquil mind 1 farewell content I 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars. 
That make ambition virtue I o farewell 1 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill 
tmuip. 

The spirit-stirring dram, the ear-piercing fife. 
The royal banner; and ail quality, [war! 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious 
And, O you mortal eugiues, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counter¬ 
feit, 

Farewell 1 Othello’s occupation’s gone! 

Iago. Is it possible!—My lord,- 

Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a 
whore; 

Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof; 

[Taking him by the Throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 

Tbou hadst been better have been bora a dog. 
Than answer my wuk’d wrath. 

Iago. is it come to this? 

Oth. Make me to see it; or (at the least) so 
prove it. 

That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop. 

To hang a doubt on : or, woe upon thy life 1 

Iago. My uoble lord,- 

Oth. If tbou dost slauder her, and torture me. 
Never pray more : abandon all remorse; * 

On horror’s head horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds to make heaven wetp, all earth 
amaz’d, 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add. 

Greater tbau that. 

Iago. O grace! O heaven defend me! 

Are you a man? have you a soul, or sense 7— 
God be wi* you : take mine oftice.—0 wretched 
fool. 

That liv’st to make thine honesty a vice!— 

O monstrous world 1 Take note, take note, O 
world. 

To be direct and honest, is not safe.— 

I thank you for this profit; and, from hence. 

I’ll love no friend, since love breeds such of¬ 
fence. 

Oth . Nay, stay Thou shouldst be honest. 
Iago. I should be wise; for houesiy’s a fool. 
And loses that it works for. 

Oth. By the world, [uot, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is 
I think that tbou are just, and think thou ait 
not; [fresh 

I’ll have some proof: Her name, that wj* as 
As Diau’s visage, is now begrim’d aud black 
As mine own face.—If there be cords, or 
knives, 

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 

1*11 not endure it.—Would, I were satisfied ! 

Iago. I see. Sir, you are eaten up with pas- 
1 do repent me that 1 put it to you. [sion ; 
You would be satisfied ? 

Oth. Would ? nay, I will. 

Iago. And may : but, bow ? how satisfied, my 
lord ? 

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on ? 
Behold her tupp’d ? 

Oth. Death and damnation 1 01 
Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, 1 think. 

To bring them to that prospect: Damn them 
then. 

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster, 

More than their own 1 What then f how then t 
What shall I say ? Where’s satisfaction ? 

It is imposible, yon should 6ce this. 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys,f 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As Ignorance made drunk. But, yet, I say. 

If imputation and strong circumstances. 

Which lead directly to the door of tnilk. 

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 

• All ptty. 

t It wen to bo wished the* tin and may of the suc¬ 
ceeding passages coaid be expunged* hat the facts 
which are addnt-ed a* proofs of adultery, are necessarily 
of sa ch a notate as cannot bo ax pr e ss ed iu terms of per¬ 
fect delicacy- 
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Oth. Give me a living reason she** disloyal. 
logo. I do not like the office : 

But, sith l am entered in this canse so far,— 
Pick’d to it by foolish honesty and love,— 

1 will gu on. 1 lay with Cassio lately; 

And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not sleep. 

There are a hind of men so loose of soul, 

That in their sleeps will mutter their alTairs; 
One of this kind is Cassio : 

In sleep I beard him say,— Siceet Desdemona , 
Xrt us be wary , let us hide our loves ! [band. 
And then. Sir, would he gripe, aud wriug my 
Cry,—O iueet creature; and then kiss me 
As if be pluck'd up kisses by the roots, [hard. 
That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, aud sigh'd, and kiss'd; and 
then [Moor! 

Cried,— Cursed fate! that gave thee to the 
Oth. O monstrous 1 monstrous I 
I a go. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Oth. But this denoted a foregone conclusion; 
'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

logo. And this may help to thicken other 
That do demonstrate thinly. [proofs, 

Oth. 1*11 tear her all to pieces. 
logo. Kay, but be wise: yet we see nothing 
done: 

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this,— 
Have you not sometimes seen a hand kerchief, 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand! 
Oth. 1 gave her such a oue; *twas my Hist 
gilt. 

logo. 1 know not that: but such a handker¬ 
chief, 

(l am sure it was your wife’s,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If it be that,— 

logo. If it be that, or any that w-as her's. 

It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

Oth. O that the slave had forty thousand 
lives; 

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge f 
Now do I see 'Us true.—Look here, lago; 

All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven: 

'Tis gone.— 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell I 
Yield up, O love, t by crown, and hearted 
throne; [fraugut. 

To tyrannous hate! swell, bosom, with thy 
For 'tis of aspic's tongues 1 
logo. Pray, be content. 

Oth. O blood, lago, blood I 
logo. Patience, 1 say; your mind, perhaps, 
may cfaauge. 

Oth. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propoutk and the Hellespont; 

L\en so my bloody thoughts, with violent 
pace, [love, 

Shall ne'er look hack, ne'er ebb to bumble 
Till that a capable aud wide revenge 
Swallow them up.—Now, by yond’ marble 
heaven. 

In the due reverence of a sacred vow [Kneels. 

1 here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet.— [Kneels. 

Witness, you ever-burning lights above 1 
You elements that dip * <i§ round about 1 
Witness, that here lago doth give up 
The necuttlB of bis wit, bands, heart. 

To wroiygS Othello's service 1 let him com- 


And to fljbey shall be to me remorse, f 
What Woody work soever. 

Oth. I greet thy love, 

NjSt with vain thanks, but with acceptance 
^fv bounteous. 

And will upon the instant put thee to*tt 
Withiu these three days let me bear thee say. 
That fiastio’s not alive. 


'Or 



Moody soever tbo act, I will So it 
for him. 


•f phj 


/ago. My friend is dead; *tis done, at your 
But let her live. [request t 

Oth. Damu her, lewd minx I O damn her 1 
Come, go with me apart; 1 will withdraw. 

To turuUb me with some swift means of death 
For the totr devil. Now art thou my lieuten¬ 
ant. 

lago. I am your own for ever. [Ecru*/. 

SC EXE IK—The same. 

Enter Dssdbhona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Des • Do you know. Sirrah, where lieutenant 
Cassio lies T 

t 'to. 1 dare not say, be lies any where. 

Des. Why, man f 

Clo. He is a soldier; and tor me to say a 
soldier lies, is stabbing. 

Des. Go to; Where lodges be f 

Clo. To tell you wheie he lodges. Is to tell 
you where I lie. 

Des. Can any thing be made of this f 

Clo. I snow not where he lodges; and for 
me to devise a lodging, and say, he lies heie, 
or be lies there, were to lie in my owu throat. 

Des. Can you inquire him out, aud be edi¬ 
fied by report! 

Clo. I will catechise the world for him; that 
is, make queslious, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid hhu come halier; tell 
him 1 have moved my lord in his behalf, and 
hope all will be well. 

Clo. To do this U within the compass of 
mau's wit; aud therefore 1 will attempt the 
doing it. [Euit. 

Des. Where should I lose that haudkeichief, 
Emilia 7 

Emil. I know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my 
purse 

Full of crutadocs. * And but my noble Moor 
la true of uand, and made of uo such tomtit ss 
As jealous creatures ate, it were enough 
To put him to ill-tbiuking. 

Emil. Is be not jealous ! 

Des. Who, be 1 1 Uuuk the sun where he 
was born. 

Drew all such humours flora him. 

Emil. Look, where he coiues. 

Des. 1 will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be call'd to him.—How is’i with you, my lord '■ 

Enter Othello. 

O/A. Well, my good lady.— [Aside.] () 
hardness to dissemble 1— 

How do you do, Desdcuiona t 

Des. Well, my good loid. 

O/A. Give me your baud: This hand is moist, 
my lady. 

Des. It yet has felt no age, nor kuoun uo 
sorrow. 

Oth. This m goes fruitfulucss, aud liberal 
beait;— [mures 

Hot, hot, and moist: This baud of yours re- 
A sequester from liberty, fasting aud prayer. 
Much castigation, f exercise devout; 

For here's a young and sweaiiug devil here. 

That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good baud, 

A frank one. 

Des. You may, indeed, say so ; 

For 'twas that baud that gave away my heart. 

Oth* A liberal baud: The to am of old gave 
hands; 

But our new heraldry is—hands, not hearts. 

Des. I cauuot speak of this. Come now, your 
promise. 

Oth. What promise, chuck t 
Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak 
with you. 

Oth. I have a salt aud sullen rheum oOcnds 
Lend me thy haudkei chief* [me. 

Des. Here, my'lot d. 

Oth. That which i gave you. 

• A Fonuguaw coin, 2*. t Pcnaucc, diaciuhn*. 
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Des. I have It not about me. 

Of A. Not ? 

JJes. No, indeed, my lord. 

Ottu Thai is a fault: 

That handkerchief 

Did au Egyptian to my mother give; 

She was a charmer, • and could almost read 
The thoughts of people: she told her, while 
she kept It, [ther 

Twoald make her amiable, aod subdue my fa- 
Entirely to her love; but if she lost U, 

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye [hunt 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should 
After new fancies: She, dying, gave it me ; 

And bid me, when my fate would hate me 
wive, 

To give it her. I did so; and take heed of*t. 
Make it a darling like your precious eye; 

To lose or give't away, were such perdition. 

As nothing else could match. 

JJes. Is it possible ? 

Of A. ’Til true, there's magic in the web of it: 
A sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses. 

In her prophetic fury sew'd the work ; 

The worms were hallow'd, that did breed, the 
silk; 

And it was died In mummy, t which the skilful 
Conserv'd of maidens’ hearts. 

Dei. Indeed! is't truet 
Of A. Most veritable ; therefore look to't well. 
Des. Then 'would to beaveo that 1 had never 
seen it. 

Oth. Ha l wherefore ? 

D(.s. Why do yon speak so startingly and 
rash ? 

Oth. Is't lost! is’t gone? speak, is it out of 
the way ? 

JJes. Heaven bless us I 
Oth. Say vouf 

Des. It i> not lost; But what au if it were ? 
Oth. Ha I 

JJes. I say, it is not lost. 

Oth. Fetch’t, let me see it. 

JJes. Why, so I can. Sir, but I will not now; 
This i> a trick, to put ine from my suit* 

Ipra>, let Cassio be receiv'd again. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchief; my mind 
misgives. 

Des. Come, come ; 

You’ll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oth. The handkerchief,- 

JJes. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

O/A. The handkerchief,- 

JJes. A man that, all his time. 

Hath fonnded his good fortune on your love; 

Shar'd dangers with you ;- 

Oth. The handkerchief,- 

Des. In sooth, 

You arc to blame. 

Oth. Away I [Exit Othello. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. 1 ne’er saw tins before. 

Sure, there's some wonder in this handker¬ 
chief : 

1 am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emit. 'Th nut a year or tWG shows ns a man : 
They are all hut stomachs, and we all but food; 
They eat us huugerly, and when tuev are full, 

T hey belch us. Look you 1 Cassio, aud my hus¬ 
band. 

Enter Ugo and Cassio. 

Togo. There is no other way; 'tls she must 
d-*’t; 

And, lo, the happiness 1 go, and ImpdrUine her. 
JJes . How now, good Cassio T what's the news 
with you ? 

Cas. Madam, my former suit: 1 do beseech 
you, 

That, by your virtuous means, 1 may again 

• Enchantress. 

A The bilttmir liquor effused from mummies, was. 
formerly lumuus fur Us 3Hti*epUepti* quandsi. 


Exist, and he a member of his love. 

Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 

Entirely honour; 1 would not be delay'd : 

If my offence be of such mortal kind,* 

That neither service past, nor present sorrows. 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity. 

Can ransom me into his love again, 

But to know so must be my benefit; 
i So shall 1 clothe me in a forc'd content. 

And shut myself up in some other course, 

To fortune's alms. 

Des. Alas ! thnee-gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now m tone; 

My lord is not my lord ; nor should 1 know him, 
Were be In favour, • as in humour, alter'd. 

So help me, every spirit sanctified, 

As f have spoken for you all my best; 

Aod stood within the blank t of bis displeasure. 
For my free speech! You must awhile be 
patient: 

What I can do, I will; and more I will. 

Than for myself I dare: let that suffice you. 

Jago. Is my lord angry ? 

Emit. He went hence hilt now. 

And certainly in 6trange unquietness. 

Jago. Can be be angry ? 1 have seen the can- 
uou, 

When It hath blown his ranks into the air. 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff'd his own brother;—Aud can he be an¬ 
gry ? 

Something of moment, then : I will go meet 
him ; 

There's matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 

JJes. 1 pr’ytliee, do so.—Something, sure, of 
state,— [Exit Iago. 

Either from \eiuce ; or some unhatch’d prac¬ 
tice, t 

Made lidmoiisirahle here in Cyprus to him,— 

Hath puddled his clear spirit; and, in such 
cases, 

Men's natures wrangle with inferior tiiinss, 

T hough great ones are their object. 'Tis even 
For let our finger ache, and it endues [so ; 
Our other healthful members ev'u to that 
sense 

Of pain: Nay, we must think, men aie not 
Nor of them look for such observances [gods ; 
As fit the bridal. ?—Beshrew me much, Emilia, 

I was (unhandsome warrior as I am,) 

Arraigning bis unkiudness with my soul; 

But now i find, I had suborn'd the witness. 

And he’s indited falsely. 

Emit. Pray heaven, it be state matters, as 
yon think; 

And no conception, nor no jealous toy. 

Concerning you. 

JJes. Alas, the day! I never gave him cause. 
Emit. But jealous sonls will not be an¬ 
swered so; 

They are not ever jealous for the cause. 

Bet jealous for they are jealous monster. 

Begot upon itself, born on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monstef from Othel¬ 
lo's miud t 
Emil. Lady, amen. 

Des. 1 will go seek him.—Cassio walk here¬ 
about : 

If I do And him fit, 1*11 move your suit. 

And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cas. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[/Sretmf Dksdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Bunca. 

* Burn. Save you, friend Cassio ! 

*Cas . What make you from home? 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 

(’faith, sweet love, I was coming to your 
house. 

Ilian. And I was going to your lodging, 
Cassio. [nights f 

What! keep a week away? seven days and ' 

* Id conntenanee. t Within the shot of hit anger. 
j l Treated. | The nuptial feast. 
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Eight score eight boors t and lovers* absent 
hoars. 

More tedious than the dial1 eight score times! 

O weary reckoning! 

Cas. Pardon me, Blanca ; * 

I have this while with leaden thoughts been 
press'd; 

But 1 shall, in a more coutiauate time,'* 

Strike off tills score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 
[Girin# her Dcsdbxoma's Handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. t 
Bian. O Cassio, whence came this T 
This Is some token from a newer friend. 

To the felt absence now 1 feel a cause: 

Is it oome to this f Well, well. 

Cas. Woman, go to ! 

Throw your vile guesses in the deviPs teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous 
now, [brance: 

That this is from some mistress, some remem- 
No, in good troth* Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it T 
Cas. I know not, sweet: I found it in my 
chamber. 

1 like the work well; ere it be demanded, 

(As like enough, it will,) I'd have it copied : 
Take it, and do’t; and leave me for this time. 
Bian . Leave you ! wherefore T 
Cas. I do attend here on the general; 

And think it no addition, uor my wish 
To have him Bee me womau’d. 

Bian. Why, 1 pray you 1 
Cas. Not that 1 love you not. 

Bian. But that sou do not love me. 

1 pray yon, bring me on the way a jittle. 

And say if I shall see yon soon at night. 

Cas. *Tis but a little way that 1 can bring yon. 
For I attend here: but 1*11 see you soon. 

Bian. *Tis very good: I must be circum¬ 
stanced. x [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—The same. 

Enter Othbllo and laoo. 

logo. Will yon think so ? 

Oth. Think so, lago 7 
/ago. What, 

To kiss in private? 

Oth. An unauthorized kiss. 

/ago. Or to be naked with her friend abed, 

An hour, nr more, not meaning any harm f 
Oth. Naked abed, lago, and not mean harm? 
It is hypocrisy against the devil: 

They that mean virtuonsly, and yet do so, 

The devil tbeir virtue tempts, and they tempt 
heaven. 

lago. So they do nothing, 'Us a venial slip: 

But if I give my wife a handkerchief,- 

Oth. Wbai then ? 

logo. Why then, 'tis her's, my lord; and be¬ 
ing heris. 

She may, 1 think, bestow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is protectress of her honour too ; 
May she give that ? 

Jagr. Her honour is an essence that's not 

Very oft, that have It not: 

But3or the handkerchief,— 

Oth. By heaven, I would most gladly have 
2. forgot it:— 

Tbon said'st,—O it comes o’er ray memory, 
hi doth the raven o’er the infected boose. 

Boding to all,<5 he bad my handkerchief. 

> lago. Ay, what of that ? 

Oth. That's not so good, now. 

> ■ * Time les* interrupted. J The meaning Is 

aet, pick out of the work, hut cop? it in auoihrr bsnd- 
, Ir* 1 * • . t Give wuy tn circumstances 

y Tie raven was tno*Rti« to be a constant attendant on 
• honse infected with tbs plagno. m 


lago. What, if I had said, I had seen him do 
you wrong? 

Ot heard him say,—As knaves be such abroad 
Who having, by tbeir own importunate suit. 

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress. 

Convinced or supplied • them, cannot choose 
But they mast blab— 

Oth. Hath he said any thing! 

/ago. He hath, my lord; bat be you welt 
assur'd. 

No more than he'll mtswe&r. 

Oth. What bath be said ! 

/ago. 'Faith, that he did,—I know not wbai 
he did. 

Oth. Whitt what! 

/ago. Lie - - 
oth. With her! 

/ago. With her, on her; what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her 1 lie on her 1—We say, lie 
on her, when they belie her: Lie «ah her: 
that's fulsome.— Handkerchief, — confessions,— 
handkerchief.—To confess, and be hanged for In-* 
labour, t—First to be hanged, and then to con¬ 
fess :—1 tremble at it. Nature would not nurst 
berself in such shadowing passion, without some 
instruction. It is not words, that shake me thn> : 
—Pish I—Noses, ears, and lips l*. it possible f 
—Confess 1—Handkerchief I—O devil I— 

[Faffs tn a Trance. 

/ago. Work on, 

My medicine, work 1 Thus credulous fools arc 
caught; 

And many worthy and chaste dames, even thn-. 
All guiltless meet reproach.—What, ho! m> 
lord 1 

Enter Cassio. 

My lord, I say t Othello 1—How now, Cassio Z 
Cas. What is the matter? 

/ago. Mj lord is fallen into an epilepsv ; 

This is his second fit; he had one yesteiday. 

Cas. Rub him about the temples. 
lago. No, forbear: 

The lethargy must have his quiet conrse: 

If not, be foams at mouth: and, by and by, 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he >tirs : 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while. 

He will recover straight; when be is cone, 

I would ou great occasion speak with you.— 

[Lxit Cas»io. 

How is it general? have yon not hurt your 
head ? 

Oth. Dost thou mock me ? 

/ago. I mock you f uo, by heaven : 

'Would you would bear your fortunes like a man. 
Oth. A homed man's a monstei, and a bea-l. 
/ago. There’s mauy a beast then iu a |wpu- 
lous city, 

Aud many a civil monster. 

Oth. Did he confess it? 

/ago. Good Sir, he a man; 

Think every bearded fellow, that's but yok’d, 

May draw with you: there's millions now alive. 
That nightly lie In those unproper ; beds. 

Which they dare swear peculiar; youi case is 
better. 

O *tts the spke of bell, the fiend's arch-mock. 

To lip a wanton In a secure conch, 

And to snppose her chaste! No, let me know; 
And, knowing what 1 am, 1 know what she 
shall be. 

Oth. o thou art wise ; 'tis certain. 

/ago. Stand yon awhile apait; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. $ 

Whilst you were here, ere while mad with 
your grief, 

(A passion most unsniting such a man.) 

Cassio came hither: I shifted him away. 

And laid good 'sense upon your ecstasy; 

Bade him anon return, and here speak with 
me; [&cir. 

The which be promis'd. Do but cncavc fl your. 

, * Old spell tac ef suppled. 

♦ A proverbial MftoK. t Common. 

S Within the bouuds ofpstieure. I Hide, 
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And mark the fleen a the gibes, and notable 
acorns. 

That dwell in every region of hU face: 

For I will make him tell the tale anew,— 
Where, how, how oft, bow long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife ; 

I say, bat mark bis gesture. Marry, patience ; 
Or I shall say, yon are all in all in spleen. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dost thou hear, lago ? 

J will be found most cunning hi my patience; 
But (dost thou heart) most bloody. 

/ago. That's not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in all. Will yoti withdraw; 

[Othello withdraws. 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife, that, by selling her desires. 

Buys herself bread and clothes: it is a creature, 
That dotes on Cassio,—as Tis the strumpet’s 
plague. 

To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one; 

He, when he hears of her, canuot refrain 
From the excess of laughter Here he comes 

Re-enter Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad; 

And his unbookish • jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassia's smiles, gestures, and light be¬ 
haviour [tenant 7 

Quite in the wrong.—How do you now, lieu- 
Cat. The worser, that you give me the adili- 
Wbose want even kills me. [tiout 

/ago. Ply Dcsdemooa well, and you are 
sure oft. 

Now, if this suit lay in Bianca’s power, 

[Speaking lower . 
How quickly should you speed 1 
('as. Alas, poor caitiff I 

Oth. Look, how he laughs already I [Aside, 
logo. I never knew a woman love man so. 

Cas. Alas, poor rogue I I think i'faith she 
loves me. [Aside. 

Oth . Now he denies It faintly, and laughs it 
out. [Aside, 

/ago. Do you hear, Cassio t 
Oth. Now he importunes him 
To tHl it o'er ; Go to; well said, well said. 

[Aside. 

logo. She gives it out, that you shall marry 
Do you intend it 7 [her : 

Cas. Ha, ha, ha I 

Oth. Do you triumph, Roman f do yon tri¬ 
umph 7 [Aside. 

Cas. I marry her!—What 7 a customer 11 I 
pr’vthee bear some charity, to my wit; do not 
think it so unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha 1 
t Oth. So, so, so, so: They laugh that win. 

[Aside. 

Togo. 'Faith, the cry goes that you shall 
marry her. 

Cas. Pr'ythee say true. 

/ago. l ain a very villain else. 

Oth. Have you scored me! Well. [Aside. 
Cas. This is the monkey's own giving out: 
she is persuaded 1 will marry her, out of her 
own love and flattery, not ont of my promise. 

Oth. lago beckons me; now be begins the 
story. [Aside. 

Cas. She was here even now; she haunts me 
In every place. I was, the other day, talking on 
the sea-bank with certain Venetians; and thither 
comes this bauble; by this band, she falls thus 
about my neck;- 

Oth. Crying, O dear Cassio 1 as it were: his 
gesture imports it. [Aside. 

Cas. So bangs, and lolls, and weepa upon me; 
so hales and pulls me ; ha, ha, ba I— 

Oth. Now be tells, how she pluck'd him to 
xny chamber: O I see that nose, of yours, but 
not that dog I shall throw it to. [Aside. 

Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 

• Ignorant. * Title of llemuau*. 

$ A common woman. 


lags. Before me! look where she comes. 

Rater Bianca. 

Cas. 'Tis such another fitchew f* marry, a 

K rfumed one.—What do you mean by tills 
unting of me 7 

Bian. Let the devil and bis dam haunt yon 7 
What did you meaa by that same handkerchief 
yon gave me even now7 I was a fine fool to 
take it. I most take out the whole work !—a 
likely piece of work, that yon should find it m 
your chamber, and not know who left it there! 
This is some minx's token, and I must take out 
the work 7 There,—give it your hobby-horse : 
wheresoever you had it, Pil take out no workou't. 

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca 7 bow now 7 
how now! 

Oth. By heaven, that should be my handker¬ 
chief I [Aside. 

Bian. And you'll come to sapper to-night, you 
may: an you will not, come when you are next 
prepared for. [Exit, 

lago . After her, after her. 

Cas. 'Faith 1 must, she'll rail in the streets 
else. 

lago. Will you sup there 7 
Cas. 'Faith, I intend so. 
lago. Well, I may chance to see you ; for I 
would very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Pr'ythee, come; Will you! 

/ago. Go to : say no more. f.£rif Cassio. 
Oth. How shall I murder him, lago ? 
lago. Did you perceive how he Kiughed at 
his uce 7 

Oth. O lago! 

/ago. And did yon see the handkerchief? 

Oth. Was that mine 7 

lago. Your's by this hand: and to see how lie 
prizes the foolish woman, your wife! she ga»e 
it to him, and he hath given it bis whore. 

Oth. 1 would have hun nine years a kill¬ 
ing :—A fine woman I a fair woman ! a sweet 
woman! 

lago. Nav, you most forget that. 

Oth. Ay,* let her rot, and perish, and he 
damned to-night; for she shall not live: No, my 
heart is turned to stone; I strike it, and u hum 
my hand. O the world hath not a sweeter crea¬ 
ture ; she might lie by an emperor's side, and 
command him tasks. « 

/ago. Nay, that's not your way. 

Oth. Hang her I 1 do but say wliat she is :— 

So delicate with her ueedle 1—Ail admirable 
musician 1 O she will sing the savaseuess out \ 
of a bear!—Of so high and plenteous wit and 
invention 1 

/ago. She's the worse for all this. 

Oth. O a thousand, a tbousaud times :—And 
then, of so gentle a condition !f 
/ago. Ay, too geutle. 

Oth. Nay , that's certain : But yet the pity of 
it, lago 1—0 lago, the pity of it, lago 1 
/ago. If you are so loud over her iniquity; 
give her patent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, 
it comes near nobody. 

Oth. 1 will chop her into messesCuckold 
me 1 

/ago. O 'tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer I 
/ago. That's fouler. 

Oth. Get me some poison, lago; this night 
—I'll not expostulate with her, lest her body 
and beauty unprovide my mind agaiu : this night* 
lago. . 

/ago. Do it not with poison, strangle her m 
her bed, eveu the bed she hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good: the justice of it pleases; 
very good. 

/ago. And for Cassio,—let me be his under¬ 
taker : You shall hear more by midnight. 

[A Trumpet within.. 
Oth. Excellent good.—What trumpet is that 
same 7 


J* A pole-cat. 


t Of to sweet a dispothioa. 
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Jago. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis 
Lodovico, 

Come from the duke: and, see, your wife is 
with him* 


Enter Lodovico,Desdemona, and Attendants. 

Lod. ’Save yon, worthy general I 
Oth. With all my heart. Sir. 

JA>d. The duke aud senators of Venice greet 
•you. [Gives Mm a Packet, 

Oth, 1 kiss the iostrumeut of their pleasures. 

[Opens the Packet and reads. 
Des, Aud whai'a the news, good cousin Lo- 
dovico f 

Jago. I am very glad to see you, signior; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Led. 1 thank you: How does lieutenant 
Cassio 1 

Jago. Lives, Sir. 

Des. Cousin, there's fallen between him and 
my lord 

An unkind* breach : but you shall make all well. 
Oth. Are you sure of that! 

De*. My lord T 

Oth. This full you not to do, as you will— 

[Reads. 

Lod. He did not call; he’s busy in the paper. 
1* there division ’twi\t my lord and Cassic t 
Des. A most unhappy one! I would do much 
To atone * them, for tbe love i bear to Cassio. 
Oth. Fire and brimstone l 
Des. My lord! 

Oth. Are you wise T 
JJex. What, is he angry ! 

Lod. May be, the letter mov’d him ; 

For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Casaio in bis government. 

Des. By ray troth, 1 am glad on’t. 


Oth. Indeed. 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. 1 am glad to see yon mad. 

Des. How, sweet Othello Y 

Oth. Devil. [Striking her. 

Des. I have not deserv’d this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ’d in 
Venice, 

Though I should swear I saw it: ’Tis very much; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

Oth. O deni, devil l 

If that thq earth could teem with woman's tears 
Each drrp she falls woald prove a crocodile:— 
Out of my sight ! 

Des. I will not stay to offend yon. [Going. 
Lod. Truly, an obedient lady 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

Oth. Mistress,- 

Des. My lord i 

Oth. What would yoo with her, Sir? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? 

Oth, Ay, you did wish, that I would make her 
turn: 

Sir, she can turn and turn, and yet go on, 

Aud turn again : and she can weep, Sir, weep; 
And sbe’s obedient, as yon say,—obedient,— 
Very obedientProceed you in your tears.— 
Concerning tbit. Sir,—O well-painted passion 1 
1 aio commanded borneGet yoo away; 

I’H send for you anon.—Sir, I obey the man¬ 
date. 

And wfflTetnrn to VeniceHenceavaunt I 

[Exit Desdehoba. 
Cassio shall have my place. And*—Sir, to- 

nfcbt, _ 

I do entreat that we may asp together. 

You are welcome. Sir, to Cyprus.—Goats, and 
monkies I {Exit* 

L&. 1% this the noble Moor whom our full 

% senate [tor* 

Cartf*all-in-all sufficient ?—This the noble na- 

Whotn passion could not shake 1 whose solid 
virtue 

•hot of accident, nor dart of chance, 

‘ neither graze nor pierce t 

• Reconcile. 



Jago, He is much chang'd. 

Lod. Are bis wits safel is be not light of 
brain t 

Jago. He is tint he is; I may not breathe my 
censure. 

What he might be, if what he might, he is not,— 
1 would to heaven, be were. 

Lod, What, strike his wife! 

Jago. ’Faith, that was not so well; Yet ’would 
That styoke wonld prove tbe worst. [1 knew, 
Lod. Is it bis use T 
Or did the letters work upon his blood, 

Aud new-c reate this fault l 
Jago. Alas, alas! 

It is not honesty in me to speak 
What 1 have seen and knowu. You shall oh 
serve him; 

And his owu courses will denote hint so, 

That 1 may eave my speech: Do hut go after, 
Aud mark bow he continues. 

Lod. | am sorry that I am deceiv’d in him. 

[Ex emit . 

SCEXE II.—A Room in the Cast It. 
Enter Othello and Emilia. 

Oth. You have seen nothing then ? 

Emil. Nor ever heard; nor ever did suspect. 
Oth. Yes, yon have seen Cassio and she to¬ 
gether. 

Emil. But then 1 saw no harm, and then I 
heard. [them. 

Each syllable that breath made up between 
Oth. What, did they uever whisper? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oth. Nor seud you out o’tbc way f 
Emil. Never. 

Oth. To fetch her fan* her glo\cs, licr mask, 
nor nothing ? 

Emil . Never, my lord. 

Oth. That’s strange. 

Emil. I durst, ni) lord, to wager she is ho¬ 
nest, [otlici, 

Lay down iny soul at stake: if you tiutik 
Remove your thought; it doth abuse vojt 
bosom. 

If any wretch hath put tliis in your head, 

Let heaven requite it with the serpents cuih. ’ 
For if she be not honest; chaste, aud true, 
There’s no man happy ; the purest ol tin h 
I s foul as slander. [wives 

Oth, Bid bei come hithergo— 

[Exit F.viii.m. 

She says enough yet she’s a simple bawd, 

That cannot say as much. This is a subtle 
whore, 

A closet-lock-and-key of villanous secrets : 

And yet she’ll kneel and pray; 1 have seen 
her uo’t. 

Re-enter Emilia with Desdemona. 

Des. My lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ! 

Oth, Let roe see your eyes; 

Look in my face. 

Des. What horrible fancy’s this ? 

Oth. Some of yonr function, mistress; 

[7Y> Ewilm 

Leave procreants alone, and shut the door; 
Cough, or cry hem. If aiiy body come : 

Yonr mystery, your mystery nay, di spatch. 

[Exit Kmilm. 

Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speed*, 
import ? 

I understand a fury in your words, 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 

Des. Your wile, my lord ; your true 
And loyal wife. 

Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils them 
selves 

Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double- 
I Sweat thou art honest. [damn'd* 


) 
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Dc*. Heaven doth truly know it. 

Oth. Heaven truly Wuows, that thou art false 
as hell. 

Des . To whom, my lord t with whom I How 
ain 1 false ? 

Oth. O Desdemona!—away I away I away 1 
Des. Alas, the heavy day I—Why do yon 
weep 1 

Am I the occasiou of these tears, my lord f 
If, haply, you my father do suspect, 

Au instrument of this your calling back. 

Lav not your blame on me; if you have lost him. 
Win, 1 have lost him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heaven 
To try int* with affliction; had be rain*d 
Ail kinds of sores and shames on my bare 
head ; 

Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips; 

Given to captivity ine and my utmost hopes; 

I should have found in some part of mv soul 
A drop of patience : but (alas !) to male toe 
A fixed figure for the hand of scorn 
To point his slow uumoving finger at,— 

O! o ! 

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well: 

But there, where 1 have garner’d * up my heart. 
Where either l must live, or bear no life. 

The fountain from the which my current runs. 
Or else dries up; to he discarded thence I 
Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in!—turn thy complexion 
there ! 

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp’d cherubim ; 
Ay, there, look grim as hell! 

Vcs. I hope, tny noble lord esteems me ho* 
nest. 

Oth. O av ; as summer flies arc in the sham¬ 
ble's, 

That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed. 
Who art so lovely fair, and smell’st so sweet. 
That the sense athes at thee.—'Would, thou 
had’st ne’er been born! 

Dei. Alas ! what ignorant sin have I commit¬ 
ted ? 

Oth. Was this fair paper, this most goodly 
book, 

Made to write whore upon ? What committed 1 
Committed I—O thou public commoner 1 
I I should make very forges of iny cheeks. 

That would to cinders burn up modesty, 

Did I but speak tby deeds.—What committed! 
lleavcu stops the nose at it, and the moon 
winks ; 

The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 
b hush’d within the hollow miue of earth. 

And will not hear it: What committed I— 
Impudent strumpet! 

Pcs. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

Oth. Arc not you a strumpet? 

Des. No, as 1 am a Christian : 

If to preserve this vessel for iny lord, 

I-rom any other foul unlawful touch. 

Be—not to he a strumpet, I am noue. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

JJr .\. No, as I shall be saved. 

Oth. Is it possible 1 

Pec. O heaven, forgive us I 

Oth. I cry you mercy, then : 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
Th.it married with Othello.—You, mistress. 

Re-enter Emilia. 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 

And keep the gate of hell; You 1 you 1 ay, you I 
We have done our course; there's money for 
your paiiis ; 

1 pray you turu the key, and keep our connsel. 

[Krif. 

Emil. Alas, what does this gentlemen con¬ 
ceive ? 

How do von, madam? how do yon, my good 
lady ? 

Des. 'Faith, half asleep. 

• Tr'Murci! up- 


Emil. Good madam, what's the matter with 
;ny lord ? 

Des. With who? 

Emil. Why, with my lord, madam. 

Des. Who is thy lord f 

EmU. He that is your's, sweet lady. 

Des. 1 have none: Do uot talk to me, Emi¬ 
lia ; 

I cannot weep; nor answer I have non**. 

But what should go by water. Pi’ythee, to¬ 
night 

Lay on my bed my wedding sheets,—remem¬ 
ber ;— 

And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here is a change, indeed! [Ent. 
Des. Tis meet 1 should be us’d so, vtr> 
meet. 

How have 1 been behav'd, that he might stick 
The small'st opinion on my great’st abuse ? 

Re-enter Emilia, with Iaco. 

la go. Wbat is your pleasure, madam ? How 
is it with you? 

Des. I cannot tell. Those, that do teach 
young babes, 

Do it with gentle means and easy tasks : 

He might have chid me so; for, m good faith, 

I am a child to chiding. 

Jago. W bat’s tbe matter, lady ? 

Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewbor'd 
her, 

Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her, 
As true hearts cannot bear. 

Jhs. Am I that name, lago ? 
la go. What name, fair lady? 

Des. Such as, she says, my lord did say 1 
was. 

Emil. He call'd her, whore ; a beggar, in his 
drink, 

Could not have laid such terms upon hiscallet.* 
/ago. Why did be so ? 

Des. I do not know; I am sure 1 am noue 
such. 

logo. Do uot weep, do not weep; Alas, the 
day 1 

Emil. Has she forsook so many noble matches. 
Her father, and her country, and* her fi.emb. 

To be call’d—whore? would it uot make oue 
weep t 

Des. It is my wretched fortune. 
logo. Be&hrew him for it / 

How comes this trick upou him ? 

Des. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. 1 will be iuug’d, if some eternal villaiu. 
Some busy and insinuating rogue, 

Some cogging cozening slave, to get some of¬ 
fice, [else. 

Hath not devis'd this slauder; I'll be lung'd 
Jago. Fie, there is no such man : it is impos¬ 
sible. 

Des. If any such there be, heavcu pardon 
him 1 

Emil. A halter pardon him* and hell gnaw bis 
bones 1 w 

Why should be call her, whore ? who keeps he 
company ? 

What place f what Ume ? what form ? wh\ 
likelihood ? [ k uuv e, 

The Moor's abus'd by some most viilauous 
Some base notorious knave, some scuivy fel¬ 
low :— lunfoid, 

O heaven, that such companions t thou'dst 
And put iu every honest hand a whip, 

To lash the rascal naked through the world. 
Even from the east to the west I 
Jago. Speak within door. 

Emil. O tie upon him 1 some such squire he 
was. 

That turn'd your wit tbe seamy side * without, 
Aud made you to suspect me with the Moor. 
Jago. You are a fool; go to. , 

Des. O good Iago, 

What shall 1 do to win my lord again? 

• His drab. t Felloira. 1 Inside out. 

Q 
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Good friend, go to hhn; for, by this light of 
heaven, 

I know not how I lost him. Hera I kneel:— 

If e'er my will did trespass 'gaiu&t hit love. 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense. 
Delighted them in auy other form; 

Or that 1 do not yet, and ever did, 

.And ever wilt,—though he do shake me off 
To beggar!? divorcement,—love him dearly. 
Comfort forswear me! Unkindnes may do 
much; 

And his nnkindness may defeat my life. 

Bat never taint my love. 1 cannot say, whore; 
Ifdoes abhor me, now I speak the word; 

To do the act that might the addition • earn. 

Not the world's mass of vanity could make me. 
la go, 1 pray you, be conteut: *tis but his hn- 
mour; 

The busine»s of the state does him ofleuce. 

And he does chide with you. 

Des. If 'twere no other,— 

I a go. It is but so, I warrant you. 

[Trumpets, 

Hark, how these instruments summon to sup¬ 
per 1 

And the great messengers of Venice stay: 
oo in, aud weep not; all things shall be well. 

[Exeunt Desdemona mud Emilia. 

Enter Rgozrioo. 

How now, Roderigo t 

Rod. 1 do uot And that thou deal's* justly with 
uie t 

logo. What in the contrary t 
Rod, Every day thou dofTstf me with some 
device, lago : aud rather (as it seems to me now) 
keep'st from me all conveniency, than sup- 
pliest me with the least advantage of hope. 1 
will, iudeed, no longer endure it: Nor am 1 yet 
persuaded to put up in peace what already I hat e 
foolishly suffered. 

Jago. Will you hear me, Roderigo t 
Rod. 'Faith, I have beard too ranch; far 
your words and performances are no kiu to¬ 
gether. 

Jago, You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. 1 have wasted 
myself out of my'means. The jewels you ha\e 
had from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would 
half have corrupted a \otarist: Yon have told 
me—she has received them, and returned me 
e\[>ectations and comforts of sudden respect aud 
acquittance,* but I find none. 

Jago. Well ; go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well 1 go to 1 I cannot go to man ; 
nor 'ua not very well: By this hand, I say it 
is very scurvy; and begin to find myself fobbed 
in it. 

Jago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, *tis not very well. I will 
make mysrjh knmrn to Desdemona: If she 
will retard me n$ Jewels, I will give over my 
suit, araf repent my unlawful solicitation: if 
not, assure yourself, I will seek satisfaction of 
you. 

Jago. Yon have said now. 

Jlod. Ay, and I have said nothing, but what 1 
protest intendment of dping. 

Jago. Why, now 1 see there's mettle In thee ; 
and even, from this instant, do build ou thee a 
letter opinion than ever before. Give me thy 
hand, Roderigo: Thou bast taken against me a 
most jast exception; but yet I protest i hare 
dealt, most directly in tliy affair. 

Rod * |t hath not appeved* 

Jugtfri grant indeed, it bath not appeared ; 
and your suspicion is not without wit and judg¬ 
ment. But, Roderigo, if thou bast that within 
thee indeed, which f have greater reason to 
believe now thaft ever,—1 mean, purpose, courage, 
add valour,—this might show its if thou the 
next night following enjoyest not Desdemona, 

• This, ♦ P»t*u BN eff. t Reqmital. 


take me fiom this world with treachery, and de¬ 
vise eugines for ray life. • 

Rod. Well, what is itf is it within reason, and 
compass f 

Jago. Sir, there is especial commission come 
from Venice, to depute Cas&io in Othello's 
place. 

Rod. Is that truef why, then Othello aud 
Desdemona return again to Yeuice. 

Jago. O no; he goes iuto Mauritania, and 
takes away with him the fair Desdemona, unless 
his abode be lingered here by some accident; 
wherein none can be so determinate, as the 

r moving ot Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean—removing of him? 
Jago. Why, by making biin incapable of 
Otheiio's place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me do ? 

Jago. Ay; if you dare do yourself a profit, 
and a light. He saps to-night with a harlot, and 
thither i#U i go to him he knows not yet of 
his honourable fortune : if you will watch Ins 
going thence, (which I will fashion to fall out be¬ 
tween twelve and one,) you may take him at 
your pleasure: 1 will be near to second youi at¬ 
tempt, aud he shall fall betweeu us. Come, 
stand uot amazed at it, but go along with me; 
I will show you such a necessity m his death, 
that you shall think yourself bound to put it op 
him. It is now high supper-time, and the night 
grows to waste ; about it. 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 

Jago. Aud you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt. 

SC EXE IJI.—Another Room in the Castle . 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, 
Emilia, and Attendants. 

Lod . 1 do beseech you, Sir, trouble yourself 
no further. 

Oth. O pardon me ; 'twill do me good to 
walk. 

Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank 
your ladyship. 

Dcs. Your honour is mo*t welcome. 

Oth. Will you walk. Sir ?— 

Oh !—Desdemona,- 

JJes. My lord 1 

Oth. Get you to bed on the instant, 1 will 
be returned forthwith : dismiss your attendant 
there : look, it be done. 

Des. 1 will, my lord. 

[Exeunt Othello, Lodovico, and 
Atti ndants. 

Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than 
he did. 

Des. He says, he will return Incontinent; t 
He hath commanded me to go to bed. 

And hade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me! 

Dcs. It was his bidding; therefore, good 
Emilia, 

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 

We must not now displease him. 

Emil. 1 would, you had never seen him f 
Des. So would not 1: my love doth so approve 
him. [frown*— 

That even nis stubbornness, his checks, ami 
(Pr’ythee nnpm me)—have grace and favour in 
them. 

Emil. 1 have laid those sheets ycu bade me 
on the l»ed. 

Dcs. Ail's one:—Good father! bow fool Mi are 
our minds !— 

If I do die before thee, pr*>thee shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk. 

JJes. My mother had a maid called Barbara; 
She was in love; aud he she lov'd prov’d mad, ♦ 
And did forsake her: she had a song of—willow. 
An old tbHig *twas, but it express'd her for¬ 
tune, 

• Contrive means to destroy me. 
t Iiametllateljr. 2 Inconstant. 
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EmiL Yes, a dozen; and an dm* 

To the vantage, as would store the world they 
play'd for. 


And she died singing it: That song, to-night, 
Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at oue side. 

And siug it Jdte poor Barbara. Pr*ytbee des¬ 
patch. 

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown 1 

JJcs. No, unpin me here.— 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handsome mao* 

JJes. And be speaks well* 

Emil. 1 know a lady in Venice, who would 
have walked barefoot to Palestine, for a loach of 
hut nether lip. 

I. 

Des. The poor soul sat sighing by a syca¬ 
more tree, 

Sing all a green willow ; [Singing. 

Tier hand on her bosom, her head on her 
knee, 

Sing willow, willow, willow : 

The fresh streams ran by her, and mur¬ 
mur'd her moans; 

Stng willow, Ac. 

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften’d 
the stones ; 

Lay by these : 

Sing willow , willow, willow ; 

Pr'ytbee, hie thee ; he'll come anon.— 

Sing all a green willow must be my gar¬ 
land. 

II. 

Let nobody blame him, his s co rn I ap¬ 
prove,— 

Nay, that’s not next.—Haikl who is it that 
knocks t 

Emil, it is the wind. 

JJes. I call'd my love, false love ; but what 
said he then f 

Sing utlloir , 4c- 

If I court mo • women, you’ll couch with 

mo men. 

So, get thee gone ; good night. Mine eyes do 
Doth that bode weeping? [itch; 

Emil. Tis neither here nor there. 

JJcs. I have beard it said so.—O these men, 
these men 1 [lia,— 

Dost thou in conscience think,—tell me, Lnu- 
Th.it there lie women who abuse their husbands 
in stub gnis* kind ? 

Emit. Ttiere be some such, no question. 

Woiildxt tbou do such a deed for alt the 
world t 

Emil. Why, would not you? 

JJes. No, iiy this heavenly light I 

Emil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light; 
l might do’t as well i'the dark. 

Dis. ttoulilst tbou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

Emil. The world Is a huge thing: Tis a 
Tor a small \ice. threat price 

JJes. Good troth, I think thou wouldst not. 

Emil. By my troth, I think 1 should; and 
limlo’t, when 1 had done. Marry, I would not 
do such a tiling for a joint-ring ; nor for mea¬ 
sures of lawn; nor for gowus, petticoats, nor 
caps, nor any petty exhibition: but, for the 
whole world,—Why, who would not make her 
husband a cuckold, to make him a monarch? 1 
should venture purgatory for’t. 

I>( k. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
foi the whole world. 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong I’the 
world ; and, having the world for your labour, 
’tis a wioug in your own world* and yon might 
quickly make it light. 

JJcs. I do not think there is any such woman. 


But, I do think. It is their husbands’ faults. 

If wives do fads Bay, that they slack their 
duties. 

And pour our treasures into foreign laps ; 

Or else break out in peevish jealousies. 

Throwing restraint upon ns; or, say, they 
strike ns. 

Or scant oar former having • in despite: 

Why, we have galls ; and, though we have some 
grace. 

Yet we have some revenge. Let husbands know. 
Their wsvea have sense? like them: they see, 
and smell, 

And have their palates both for sweet and sour. 
As husbands have. What is it that ikey do 
When they change us for others? Is it sport? 

I thiuk it is; And doth affection breed it f 
1 thiuk, it doth. !s*t frailty, that thus errs f 
it is so too : Aud have not we affections ? 
Desires for sport? and frailty, as men have? 
Then, let them use us well: else, let them 
know. 

The ills we do, their ills Instruct ub to. 

JJes. Good night, good night: Heaven me such 
usage send. 

Not to pick bad from bad; but, by bad, mend f 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—Jl Street. 

Enter Iago and Rodbrico. 

Jago. Here, stand behind this bulk; straight 
will be come: 

Wear thy good rapier bare, } and put it borne; 
Quick, quick; fear nothing; I’ll he at thy el¬ 
bow : 

It makes us, or it mans us; tfcisk on that. 

And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in’t. 
Jago. Here, at thy hand ; he bold, and take 
thy sword. 

[Retires to a little jJi stance. 
Rod. t have no great devotion to the deed; 

And yet he has given me satisfying reasons:— 
Tis but a man gone :—forth, my sword ; be dies. 

[Goes to his stand . 
Jago. I have rubb’d this young quat almost to 
the sense, § 

And lie grows augry. Now, whether he kill Cas- 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, [sio. 
Every way makes my gain: Live Rodengo, 

He calls me to a restitution large 

Of gold aud jewels, that I bobb’d jj from him. 

As gifts to Desdemona; 

It must not be. If Cassio do remain. 

He hath a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me ugly; aud, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there stand 1 in much 
peril: 

No, he must dieBut so, I bear him coming. 
Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait, ’tis heVillain, tbou 
die&t. 

[Rushes from his post, and makes a pass 
at Cassio. 

Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy in¬ 
deed. 

But that my coat is better than thou tbink'st, 

I will make proof of tliine. 

[Draws, and wounds Rodehico. 
Rod. O I am slain 1 

[Iaco rushes from his post, cuts Cassio 
behind in the Iaq , T and exit . 

• Abridge ou* pin-money in • net. ? Sensation. 
t Unsheathed. 1 To the quirk. | Fished* 

Because he hears him say he hat armour under 
his (eat. 


• Mo for more. 
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Cas. I am maim’d for everHelp, bo! mur¬ 
der 1 murder I [Falls. 

Enter Othello, at a distance. 

Oth. Tbe \ofcce of Cas&iolago keeps bis 
word. \ 

Rod. O villain that I am I 
Oth. Hark I Jtis even so. 

Cas. O help ! ho I light! a surgeon! 

Oth. Tis he:—O brave lago,honest,and just. 
That hast such noble sense of thy friend’s 
wrong 1 

Thou teachest ine,—Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your fate hies apace Struuipet, I come : 
1'oiib,* of my heart those charms, thine eyes, 
are blotted; 

Thy bed, lust-ataiu’d, shall with lost’s blood be 
spotted. [Exit Otusllo. 

Enter Lodotico and Gkatiano, at a 
distance. 

Cas. What, bo! no watch f no passage ft mur¬ 
der ! murder! 

Gra. *Tis some mischance; tbe cry is very 
direful. 

Cat. O help I 
Lod. Hark! 

Rod. o wretched villain I 
Lod. Two or three groans;—U is a heavy $ 
night: 

These may be coonterfeits ; let’s think*! unsafe 
To come in to the cry, without more help. 

Rod . No body comet then shall i bleed to 
death. 

Enter I ago, uith a Light. 

Lod. Hark! 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his shirt, with light 
and weapons. 

lago. Who’s there? whose noise is tins, that 
cries on murder f 
Jjod. We do not kuow. 
lago. Did you not hear a cry t 
Cas. Here, here ; for heaven’s sake, help me. 
logo. What’s the matter 1 
Gra. This is Othello’s ancient, as 1 take it. 
Lod. Tbe same, indeed ; a very valiaut fel¬ 
low. 

lago. JVhat are yon here that cry so griev¬ 
ously ? 

Cas. lago ? O lam spoil’d, undone by villains 1 
Gite me some help. 

lago. O me, lieuteuant! what villains have done 
this ? 

Cas. 1 think, that one of them is hereabout. 
And cannot make away. 

lago. O treacherous villains !—■ 

What are you theret come In, and give some 
help. [To Ludovico and Gkatiand. 
Rod. O help me here. 

Cas. That’s ooe of them. 

lago. O murderous slave ! O villain 1 

[Uoo stake Roomco. 
Rod . O damn’d lago! O inhuman dog I— 

O! OS O! 

lago. Kill men i’the dark f—Where be these 
Moody thieves! 

How silent is this town 1—Ho I murder ( murder! 
What‘may you bet are yon of good, or evilt 
Lod. As yon shall prove os, praise ns. 
logo. Sign for Lodovicot , 

J^od. He, Sir. 

Ja-o. I cry yon mercy; Here* Cassio hurt 
By villains. 

Gra. Cassio? 
lago. How is it, bother 1 
Cas. My leg is cut in two. 
lago. Marry, heaven forbid T— 

Light, gentlemen; I’ll bind it with my shirt* 

Enter Biamca* 

Sian. What h the matter, hot who 1st Chat 
cried t 

•Out. t Nopa*wn#rrt. X Thick, closdjr. 

.V 


lago. Who is’t that cried f 
Rmn. O iny dear Cassio I my sweet Cassio f 
O Cassio I Cassio 1 Cswio! 
lago . O notable strumpet!—Cassio, may >uu 
suspect 

Wlio they should be, that have thus mangled you? 
Cas. No. 

Gra. 1 am sorry to find you thus: 1 have been 
to seek you. 

Ergo. Lend me a.garter: So.—O for a chair, 
To l>ear him easily hence 1 
Bum. Alas, be faints:—O Cassio 1 Cassio' 
Cassio i - 

lago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To lie a party in this injury.— 

Patience awhile, good Cassio.—Come, come ; 
Lend me a light.—Kuow we this face, or no? 
Alas! my friend, and my dear countryman, 
Roderigof no:—Yes, sure: O heaven. Rod* 
erigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice I 

lago. Even be. Sir; did yon know him ? 

Gra. Know him f ay. 

logo. Siguior Gmtlanof I cry you gentle par 
don; [lien*. 

These Woody accidents must excuse my man- 
That so neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to see you. 
lago . How do you, Cassio ?—0 a chair, a 
chair 1 

Gra. Roderlgo! 

lago. He, he, ’tis he:—O that’s well said 

the chair:— [A Chair brought at. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
l’Ji fetch tbe general’s surgeon.—For you, nut- 
tress, [To Bianca. 

Save you your labour. He that lies slam here, 
Cassio, 

Was my dear friend : What malice was between 
you? 

Cas. Nooe in the world ; nor do 1 kuow the 
mau. 

lago. [To Bian.] What, look you pale !— 

O bear him out o’tbe air. 

[Cas. and Rod. arc borne ojf. 
Stay yon, good geuUeuicn:—Look you pale, 
mistress ? 

Do you perceive tbe fastness of her eye ?— 

Nay, if you stare, we shall bear more anon 
Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her ; 

Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness nil! 
Though tongues were out of use. [speak. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. 'Las, what’s tbe matter; what’s ilir 
matter, husbsud T 

lago. Cassio bath here been set on in the 
dark, 

By Roderigo, and fellows that are scap’d ; 

He’s almost slain, aud Roderlgo dead. 

Emil. Alas, good geuileniaii! alas, fowl 
Cassio! 

logo. This is the fruit of whoring.— Pr’ytber, 
Emilia, 

Go know of Cassio where be supp’d to¬ 
night :— 

What, do you shake at thatf 
Bian. He supp’d at my house, but 1 there¬ 
fore shake not. 

/ 'ago* 0 did he so? I charge you, go with n.e. 
Emit. Fie, fit upon thee, strumpet! 

Bian. I am no strumpet; but of life as honest. 
As yon that thus abuse me. 

Emil. As I ? fob I de upon thee! 
lago. Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor Cas¬ 
sio dress’d 

Come, mistress, you must tell ds another tale,— 
.Emilia, run you to the citadel. 

And tell my lord and lady what has happ'd,— 
Will you go on, I pray?—This is tbe night, 

[ Aside . 

That either makes me, or fordoes # me unite. 

[Euu nf. 

• VuAom. 
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SCENE II.— A Bedchamber; Dlsdbmoni <« 
Bed asleep.—A Light burning. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, my 
soul,— 

Let me not uamc it to you, you chaste stars !— 
It is tiie cause. Yet I'll not shed her blood ; 

Nor scar that whiter skin of her'* than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster, 

[Takes ojf his Sword. 

Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light: * 
it I quench ih**c, thou flaming minister, 

I can aram thy former light restore, 

.Should I repeut mebut once put out thine. 
Thou cuniiiiig'kt pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat. 

That can thy light relume. When 1 have 
pluck’d thy rose, 

I cannot give it vital life again, 
it needs must wither: I’ll smell it on the 
tree.— [Kissing her . 

O balmy breath, that dost almost persnade 
Justice to break her sword 1—One mote, one 
more.— 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill 
thee, 

And love thee afterOne more, and this the 
last: • 

So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep, 
lint they are cruel tears: Thu sorrow's hea¬ 
venly ; 

it strikes, where it doth love.—She wakes— 
lies. Who’s there Y Othello 1 
Oth. Ay, Detdeniona. 
lies. Will you come to bed, my lord? 

Oth. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona t 
lies. Ay, my lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime, 
L'mecnncil’d as yet lo heaven aud grace, 

Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Ala>, my lord, what may yon mean by 
that Y 

Oth . Weil, do it, and be brief; I will walk 

by: 

I would not kill tby unprepared spirit: 

ISo,—Heaven forfeud 11 I would not kill thy 
soul. 

Des. Talk you of killing Y 
Oth. Ay, I do. + 

l)e%. Then, heaven 
Have mercy on me I 
Oth. Amen, with all my heart I 
Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill 
me. 

Oth. Humph! 

Des. And yet I fear yon: for yon are Altai 
then, 

When your eyes roll so: Why I should fear, I 
know not, 

Since guiltiness I know not; but yet, I feel 
I fear. 

Oth . Think on tby sins. 

lies. They are loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des. That death’s unnatural, that kills for 
loving.— 

Alas, why gnaw you so your nether Up Y 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame: 
These are portents; but yet I nope, I hope, 

They do not point on me. 

( ih. Peace aud be still I 
Des. I will so : What’s the matter t 
Oth. That handkerchief, which 1 so lov*d, and 
gave thee, 

Tbon gav’st to Casslo. 

Des. No, by my life and soul; 

Send fur Uie man, and ask him. 

Oth. Sweet soul, lake heed, [bed. 

Take heed of perjury; ihou’rt on Ihjr death- 
Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth , Yes, presently : 

• Z.e. The hrbe of Ilfs. 


Therefore confess thee freely of thy sic; 

For to deny each article wnh oath, [lion. 

Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong coucep 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Des. Then, Lord have mercy oa me! 

Oth. 1 say, auieu. 

Des. And have you mercy ton!—1 never did 
Offend you in my life ; never l#v’d Cassio, 

Out with such general warranty ( of heaven 
As 1 might love: i never gaveWm token. 

Oth. By heaveu, I saw my handkerchief i*i 
his baud. 

O perjur’d woman! tbon dost stone my heart, 
Aud makfst me call, wbat I intend to do, 

A murder which I thought a sacrifice: • 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He found it then ; ; 

I never gave it himSend fi»r bun hither. 

And let him confess a truth. * 

Oth. He bath confess’d. 

Des. Wbat, tny lord f 
Oth. That he bath—us’d thee 
Des How ? unlawfully t 
Oth. Ay. 

Des. He’ll not say so. 

Oth. No, his month is stopp’d; 

Honest lago hath ta’en order for’t. f 
Des. My fear interprets then,—What, is he 
dead Y 

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great 
revenge 

Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas I be is betray'd, and I undone. 

Oth. Out, strumpet! Wnep’st thou for linn 
to my face Y 

Des. 0 banish me, my lord, but kill me 
not. 

Oth . Down, strumpet! 

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night. 

Oth. Nay, if you strive,- 

Des. But half an hour. 

Oth. Beiug done. 

There is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer. 

Oth. It is too late. J [He smothers her. 
Emil. [Within.] My lord, my lord! wbat, 
ho! my lord ! tny lord I 
Oth. What uoise is this Y—Not dead I not yet 
quite dead Y 

I, that am cruel, and yflt merciful ; 

1 would not have thee linger iu thy pain.— 

So, so.6 

Emil. [Within.] What ho! my lord, my 
lord! 

Oth. Who’s there T . 

Emil. [Within.] O good my lord, I would 
speak a word with you. 

Oth . Yes’Us Emilia :—by and by.—She’s 
dead. 

’Tis like she comes to ag»eak of Casslo’s death: 
The noise was high.—Ha 1 no more moving Y 
Still as the grave. Shall she come in Y Were’t 
good! 

I think she sUrs again:—No.—What’s the 
best t 

If she come in, she’ll wire speak to my wife: 

My wife I my wife! what wifeY— 1 have no 
wife: 

0 insupportable! O heavy hour! 

Methiuks it should ip now a huge eclipse 
Of suit and mnou ; and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

• A stalling For thy crime. 

1 Hu taken measure*. 

t In the old copie*, after (hi* •peach, there to aa Invo¬ 
cation from DnUemoaa, rnnsitting ouly of (he sacred 
name thrice related i can it ted in consequence of (he 
Stat. S. Janie* I. e. *1, impOemg a pcualtv oa the profit* 
u«e of God's name in stage-plays, etc. I ua passage ot 
supererogatory horror, being altered whilst she is 
Struggling with death. 

t It i* supposed that some theatrical direction hu 
I we u omitti-rt, aud that when Othello says, “ As, m.” he 
then stabs her. After the repetition ot wounds, Davie- 
■tons might speak apt* with propriety, and yet very 
soau expire 


t Forbid. 
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■Emil. fJnAm.] I do beseech yen 1 may 
speak with yon, 

O good my lord 1 

Oth. 1 had Argot thee: O come la, Emi¬ 
lia 

Soft,—by and by t :—Let me the curtains draw.— 
Where art thonjh What's the mailer with thee 
aowt ;• [Unlock* the door, 

'Enter Emilia. 

Emil. O«good my lord, yonder’s teal nutrder 

done. 

nth. What t now 1 
Emil. But nomy lord. 

Oth. It is the airy error of the moon ; 

She comes more near the earth than she was 
And makes men Had. [moot; 

Emil. Cassio, my lord, has kill’d a young 
Venetian,* 

Call’d—Rodeneo. 

Oth. Roderiso kill’d ! 

And Cassio kill’d ( 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d. 

Oth. Not Cassio kill’d 1 Then sunder** out 
of tune. 

And sweet revenge grows harsh* 

Des. O falsely, fhftaety murder'd 1 
Emil. Alas I what cry is that t 
Oth. That l wbatt 

Emil. Out, and alas! that was my lady’s 
voice :— 

Help ! help, ho ! help!—O lady, speak again 1 
Sweet Desdemona i O sweet mistress, speak J 
Des. A guiltless death I die. 

Emil. O oho hath done 
This deed 1 

Des. Nobody; I myself; farewell: 

Commend me to my kind lord ; O farewell. 

f Dies. 

Oth. Why, how should she be murder’d ? 
Emil. Alas, w bo knows ? 

Oth. Von be.ird her say herself, it was not I. 
Emil. She said so; I must needs report the 
truth. 

Oth. She’s like a liar, gone to banting hell; 
r fwas 1 that kill’d her. 

Emil. O the more angel she, 

And you the blacker deal ? 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and she was a 
whore. 

Emil. Thou dost bftte her, and thou act a 
devil. 

Oth. She was false as water* 

Emil. Thou art rash as fire to say 
That she was false ; O she was heavenly true! 

Oth. Cassio did tup her ; ask thy husband else. 
O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed agon just grounds 
To this extremity: Thy husband knew it all. 
Emil. My hatband ? 

Oth. Tby hatband* 

Emil. That she was fidse to wedfeckf 
Oth. Ay, with Cassio. 

Nay, bad she been true. 

If heaven would make me such another woild 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite * 

I’d ael have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband ? 

Oth. Ay, ’twas be that,told me 
An honest man be is, an* Jiatc* the slims 
That sticks on filthy deeds* 

Emil. My husband 1 

Oth , What needs this iterance,! woman? I 
i • say, thy husband., 

Ertfc . O mistress, vittfigy hath made mocks 
with love!— 

My hubsnd ay, that sfew«a» Abet 

Oth. He, woman ; - V 

1 say, thy husband: Do*4nderstaad the wordl 
My fneud, thy husband, honest lags. 

Emil, if he say so, may his peroidons seal 
Mat half a grain a day 1 he llos to the heart; 
Jfet was too fond at bar mast flttby bargain* 


Oth. Hal 

Emil. Do tby worst; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven. 
Than thou wast worthy her* 

Oth. Peace, yon were best. 

Emil. Thou bast not half the power to do 
me barm, 

As I have to be hart. O gull 1 0 dolt f 
As ignorant as dirt I thou hast done a deed,— 

1 care not for tby sword; I’ll make thet 
known. 

Though I lost twenty lives:—Help! help, ho? 
help I 

The Moor has kill’d my mistress; Murder! 
murder 1 

Enter Moktako, Gaatiano, and Iaco. 

Mom. What is the matter?—How now, ge¬ 
neral? 

Emil. O are you come, lagof you have done 
well. 

That men most lay their murders on your 
neck. 

Gra. What is me matter? 

EmU. Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a 
man : 

He says, thou told'st him that his wife was 
false: 

1 know thou did’st not, thon’rt not such a vil- 
Speak, for my heart is full. [lam ; 

logo. I told him what I thought; and told 
no more 

Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

Emil. But did you ever tell him, & he was 
false ? 

logo, i did. 

EmU , Vou told a lie ; an odious damned lie; 
Upon iny soul, a fie ; a wicked lie :— 

She false with Cassio 1— Did you sa>, with 
Casern ? 

Jago. With Cassio, mistress ; Go to, charm 
your tongue. 

Emil. 1 will not charm my tongue; I am 
bound to speak; 

My mistress here lies murder’d in her bed. 

All. O heavens for feud ! * 

EmU. And your report* have set the murder on. 

Oth. Nay, stare not, masters; it is true, in. 
deed. 

Gra. Tis a strange truth* 

Mon. 0 iJioiistgtoJS act i 

Emil. Villany, tlllany, villany!— 

I think upon’i,—1 think,—l smell'tO vil¬ 
lany 1 

I thonght so then ;—I’ll kill myself for grief.— 
O villany, viitany! 

/ago. What, are you mau f I charge you, t 
you hotne. 

Emil. Good geutiemeu, let me have leave to 
speak; 

’Tis proper 1 obey him, but not now:— 

Pei chance, lago, 1 will ne’er go home. 

Oth. O! 01 O! [Hanging oirr his uif?. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee down, and roar ; 

For thou bait kill’d the sweetest innocent, 

That e’er did lift up eye. 

Oth. O she was louli [Rising. 

I scarce did know you, uncle: there lies your 
niece, 

Whose breath, indeed, these bauds have new¬ 
ly stopp'd: 

I know, this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Desdeiuonal I am glad thy father's 
dead; 

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did be live now 
This sight would make him do a desperate Utot» 
Yea, curse his better angel from bis side. 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. Tis pitiful: But yet lago knows, 

Ibat she with Cassio bath the act of' shame 
A thousand tunes committed; Cassio con¬ 
fess'd it: 


• A prsciuu* Apn«. 


• Forbid* 


t Freely. 
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And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which i first gave her : I saw it in bis hand ; 

It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
Sly father gave my mother. 

Emil. O heaven ! O heavenly powers! 

Jago. Come, bold your peace. 

Emil. 'Twill out, 'twill outI bold my peace, 
Sirf no; 

No, I will speak as liberal * as the air; 

Let heaven, aud men, and devils, let them all. 
All, all, cry shame against me, yet I’ll speak. 
Jago. lie wise, aud get yon home. 

Emil. 1 will not. 

[Isoo offers to stab hit Wife. 

Gra. Fie 1 

Your 6word upon a woman T 
Emil. 0 thou dull Moot I that handkerchief 
thou speak’st of, 

! found by fortune, and did give my husband; 
For often with a solemn earnestness, 

(More than indeed belong'd to such a trifle,) 

He btgg’d of me to steal it. 

Jago. Yillanous whore I 
Emil. She gave it Cassio I no, alas; I found it, 
And 1 did giv't my husband. 

Jago. Filth, thou liest. 

Emil. By heaven, 1 do not; 1 do not, gen¬ 
tlemen 

O murd’ruus coxcomb ! what should such a 
fool 

Do with so good a wife 1 

[lioo stabs Emii-ia, then runs out. 
Oth. Are there no stones m heaven 
But what serve for the thunder t — Precious 
\ illaiii! 

Cra. The woman falls; sure, he has kill'd 
his wife. 

Emil. Ay, ay ; O lay me by my mistress' 
side! 

(Ira. He’s gone, bnt his wife's kill'd. 

Mon. ’I ls a notorious villain. Take you this 
weapon. 

Which I have here recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, enard the door without; let him not pass, 
But kill buu rather; I'll after that same villain, 
For 'tis a damned slave. 

(£jej/wf Montano and Gratiano. 
Oth. I am not valiant neither. 

But every pimy whipster gets my sword :— 

But v.hv should honour outlive honesty f 
Let it go ail. 

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady ? 

Hark, tanst thou bear me? 1 will play the 
swan, 

Aud die in music ;—I Villoir, willow, uillotr .— 
Moor, was chaste; she lov’d thee, cruel 
Moor ; 

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true; 
bo speaking as 1 think, 1 die, 1 die. [Pies. 

Oth. 1 have another weapon in this chamber, 

It !*• a swoid of bpain, the ice-brook's tem¬ 
pi 1 rt— 

0 here it is:—Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. [Within.] If thou attempt it, it will 
cost thee dear; 

Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 
Oth. Look in upon me then, and speak with 
me. 

Or, naked as I am, I will assault tbcet 

Re-enter Gratia xo. 

Gra. What’s the matter ? 

Oth. Behold I 1 have a weapon; 

A better never did itself sustain 

Upon a soldiei’s thigh: 1 have «een the day, 

That with this little arm, and this good sword, 

I have made my way through more impedi¬ 
ments 

Than twenty times your stop:—But, O vain 
boast ( 

Who can control his fate ? Mis not so now.— 

% 

• Freely. 1 Steel it hardened by being put red 

hoi into »er> cold water 


Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon’d 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt. 

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

Do you go back dismay'd ? Mis a lost fear: 

Man but a rush agaiust Othello's breast, 

And be retiresWhere should Othello go ?— 
Now, how dost thou look now? 0 ill-starrd 
wench! 

Pale as tby smock! when we shall meet at 
compt • [ven, 

This look of thine will burl my soul from bea- 
Aud fiends will 'natch at it. Cold, cold, my 
glrlt 

Even like tby chastity*— 

O cursed, cursed slave 1—Whip me ye devils, 
From the possession of this heavenly sight 1 
Blow me about in winds 1 roast me iu sulphur l 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid Are !— 

O Desdemona 1 Desdemona i dead 1 
Dead? 01 01 01 

Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio, carried 
in a Chair , and Officers with 1ago prisoner. 

JjOd. Where is this rash and most unfortunate 
man f 

Oth. That's he, that was Othello; here I am. 
Jjod. Where is that viper 1 bring the villain 
forth. 

Oth. 1 look down towards his feet; t—bet 
that's a fable: 

If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[Othklio uounds Iago. 
Cod. Wrench bis sword from lum. 

Jago. 1 bleed, Sir; but not kill’d. 

Oth. I am not sorry neither; l*d have thee 
live; 

For, in my sense, Mis happiness to die. 

ljod. O thou Othello, that wast once so good, 
Fall’ll in the practice ; of a cursed slave. 

What shall be said to thee f 
Oth. Why, any thing. 

An honourable murderer, if yon will; 

For nought 1 did in hate, but all hi honour. 

Jjod. This wretch hath in part confess’d his 
viilany: 

Did you and be consent in Cassio's death ? 

Oth. Ay. 

Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cause. 
Oth. ! do believe it, and ( ask your pardon. 
Will you, 1 pray you demand that demi-devil. 
Why he hath thus ensnar’d my soul aud body ? 
Jago. Demand me nothing: \\ hat you kuuw, 
you know; 

From this tune forth I never will speak word. 
l*ad. What ? not to pray ? 

Gra. Toiments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou dost best. * 

Jjod. Sir, you shall understand what hath 
befall'n, 

Which, as 1 think, you know not: Here is a 
letter. 

Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo, 

And here, another : the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undeitook 
By Roderigo. 

Oth. O villain I 

Cas. Most heathenish, and most gross! 

Jjod. Now here’s another discontented paper. 
Found iu bis pocket too: aud this it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned vil¬ 
lain ; 

But that belike, Iago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernicious caitiff!— 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife’s I 
Cas. I found it in my chamber: 

And lie himself confess’d, but tveu now 
That there be dropp’d it, for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Oth. O fool 1 fool I fool 1 

Cas. There is, besides, In Roderigo’s letter,—' 

t To »ee if bit feet be c oreu. 
t By ihe stratagem 


* Account. 
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How be upbraids lago, (bat be made him 
Brave me on tbe watch; wbereou it cauie 
That 1 was cast; aud even but now be spake, 
Alter long seeming dead,—lago hurt biui, 
lago set him on. 

Lod . Yoa must forsake this room, and go 
with us; 

Your power and your command is taken off, 
And Caasio rules iu Cyprus. For this slave,— 
If there be any cuuning cruelty, 

That can tonneut him much, and hold him 
long, 

It shall be bis: You shall close prisoner rest. 
Till that the nature of yuur fault be known 
To tbe Venetian stateCome, bring him 
away. 

Oth. Soft you; a word or two, before you go. 
I havi done tbe state some service, aud they 
know it; 

No more of (bat:—I pray you. In your letters. 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aught in malice: then must you 
speak 

Of one that lov'd not wisely, but too well; 

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought. 
Perplex’d iu tbe extreme; of one, whose band. 
Like tbe base Judean, threw a pearl away, 
Richer than all his tribe ; of oue, whose subdu’d 
eyes. 

Albeit unused to tbe melting mood. 

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian ti ees 


MOOR OF VENICE. Act V. 

Their medicinal gum : Set you down this: 

Aud say, besides,—that iu Aleppo once. 

Where a malignant aud a turbau'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian, aud tradhe’d tbe state, 

I took by tbe throat the circumcised dog. 

And smote him—thus. [Stabs himself. 

Lod. O bloody period I 
Gro. All, that's spoke, is marr’d. 

Oth. I kiss'd thee, ere I kill'd thee No way 
but this, 

[Falling upon Dbsdemona. 
Rilling myself, to die upou a kiss. 

[Dies 

Cas. This did I fear, but thought be had n«> 
weapon ; 

For .be was great of heart 
Jjod. O Spartan dog, 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea! 

Look on tbe tragic loading of tbit bed ; 

[To Iaco. 

This is thv work ; the object poisons sight 
Let it be hid.—Gratiano, keep the house. 

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

For they succeed to you.—To you, lord gover¬ 
nor. 

Remains the censure * of tills hellish villain ; 
The time, tbe place, the torture,—O enforce it! 
Myself will straight aboard ; aud, to tbe state. 
This heavy act with heavy bean relate. 

[Exeunt 

• Sentence 


THE reader will frequently be at a lota to reconcile the eider end pasngas of Othello, as given in tbe present 
edition, with their accustomed delivery ou tbe stage j but it is considered a trifling inconvenience, when coun¬ 
teracted by the pleasure of possessing (as nearly as tbe mast aathenfic resources can afford than,) the actual 
language and construction of the drama, as given by Shakspeare. Jn the authorised copies of tbe prompters’ 
books, aud in many editions reprinted from (lien, the beanty nf the original has been somewhat obscured by 
green-room critics, of conflicting taste, and obsequious managers, more penny-wise than poetical. The scene 
with the musicians, which introduces Act II.—that incongruous nuisance, the clown—and that equally trouble¬ 
some cxcretrence, Bianca tbe prostitute—are however, with real jedgment, omitted in tbe representation ; and 
man> of the less important passages, such as occur iu tbe scene before the senate—in the soliloquies ef lago—in 
the dialogues between Montane and a gentleman of Cypres, on the tempest of the prereding night, and between 
Dcsdemooa and Emilia, ou tbe temptations to adultery, era very considerably abridged. The order of the scenes 
is also perpetually varied ; each theatrical copartnership retaining its peculiar programme of Richard or Othello, 
in common with its wardrobe, thunder, side-scenes, end mould-candles. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

IN lift Mr. Arthur Brooke published a poem on “The Tragical 1 Histone of Romcits and Julieti }" the aiUriih 
fur which he chiefly obtained from a French translation (by Boislean) of an Italiau novel by I.digi da I'orto, 
a Venetian gentleman, who died 10 1529. A prose translation of Bornean's work, was also published 1576, bj 
Paister, in bis Palace if Pleasure , tol. 11. t and upon the incidents of these two works, especially of the poem, 
Malone decides that Shakspeare constructed bis entertaining tragedy.^^Dr. Johnson has declared this play to be 
" one of the most pleasing of bkakspeare's performances j M but it cOVtaius some breaches of irregularity- 
many superfluities, tumid conceits, and bombastic ideas, inexcusable even in n lover ; with a continued recur* 
mice of jingling periods end trifling quibbles, which obscure the sense, nrdisgust the reader. Severs! of the 
characters are, however, charmingly designed, end uot less happily executed ; the catastrophe is intensely 
affecting ; the incidents various aud expressive ; nod aa the passion which it delineates is one of universal ac* 
ceprauce in the catalogue of human wishes, the ttuder*liae character of the lady, and the notable constancy 
of the gentleman, are forgotten tu tbe dengers and the calamities of both. The numerous rh} nies .* bich occur, 
ure prohibit seedlings from Arthur Brooke's stock plant. “ The nurse (says Dr. Johnson)is one of the characters 
in which Shakspeare delighted i he has, with greet subulty of distinction, drawn her at ouce loquacious and 
secret, obsequious and insolent, trusty and dishonest." 


DRAMATIS PLR&X*. 


Escu.us, Prince of Ferona. 

Paris, a young Soblcman, Kinsman to the 
Prince, 

Montag uk, \ Heads of two Houses at tart* 
Capulet, | ance with each other . 

An Old Man, Uncle to (Uspulet. 

Ron to, Son to Atoningue. 

Mekcltio, Kinsman to the Prince,and Friend 
to Romeo. 

Bbn t olio, Nephew to Montague, and Friend 
to Romeo. 

Tybalt, Nephew to Lady Capulet. 

Friar Lawrence, a Franciscan. 

Friar John, of the same Order. 

Balthaaar, Servant to Romeo. 

gV."ou!,V, | Sfrramt to Capulet. 


Abram, Servant to Montague. 

An Apothecary. 

Three Musicians. 

Chorus.— Bor, Page to Paris.— Peter, on 
Officer. 

Lady Montague, Wife to Montague . 

Lady Capulet, Wife to Capulet. 

Juliet, Daughter to Capulet. 

Nurse to Juliet. 

Citizens of Ferona; several Men and 
Women , relations to both Houses : 
Maskers Guards, Watchmen, and At¬ 
tendants. 


Scene, dm lug tbe greater part of tbe Play, iu Verona: once. In the fifth Act, at Mantua. 


PROLOGUE 


Tw» households, both aWke in dignity, 

In tair Vnoua, where we lay our scene, 

Trotn ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 

Where civil blood makes civil bands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A pair of star-cioss’d lovers take their life; 
Whose mi tart ventur'd piteous overthrows 
Do, with their death, bury their parents' strife. 


The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love, 
And the continuance of their parents' rage, 
Which, but their children's end, uougnt could re¬ 
move, 

Is now tbe two hours' traffic of our stage; 

The which if you with patient ears attend 
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to 
mend. 


ACT I. 

SCENE /.—A public Place . 

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with 
Suords and Bucklers. 

Sam. Gregory, o'my word, ue'll not carry 

coals. • 

Ore. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sum. I mean, au we be m choler, we'll draw. 

• A pliraie formcrl* in to Minify the Searing iu 
in mi. 


Gre. Ay, while yon live, draw yoar neck oat 
of tbe collar. 

Sam. I strike quickly, bciug moved. 

Gre. But thou art not quickiy moved to 
strike. 

Sam . A dog of the bouse of Bfontagne mores 
me. 

Gre . To move. Is—to stir; and to.be valianL 
Is—to stand to it: therefore, if thou art mov'd, 
thou ruii'st away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to 
stand i t will take the wall of any man or maid 
of Montague's. 
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Gre. That shows thee a weak slave; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. 

Sam. True ; and therefore women, being the 
weaker assets, are ever thrust to the wall:— 
therefore I will push Moutague’s men from the 
wall, and thrust his maids to the wall. 

Gie. The quarrel is between our masters, aid 
us their men. 

Sam. Tis all one, 1 will show myself a tyrant: 
when 1 have fought with the men, I will be 
cruel with the maids; 1 will cut off their 
heads. 

Gre . The beads of the maids t 
Saui. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their 
maidenheads; take it iu what seuse thou wilL 
Gre. They must take it m sense, that feel 
it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to 
stand: and *us known 1 am a pretty piece of 
flesh. m 

Gre. Tis well, thon art not fish : if tbon 
hadst, thou hadst been poor John. • Draw thy 
tool; here comes two f of the house of the Mon¬ 
tagues. 

Enter Abram and Baltbaxrr. 

Sam. My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I will 
back tnre. 

Gre. How ? turn thy back, and run f 
Sam. Fear me not. 

Gre. No, marry : l fear thee 1 
Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let 
them begin. 

Gre. I will frown as 1 pass by : and let them 
take it as they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite ray thumb 
at iliein ; which is a disgrace to them, if they 
bear it. 

Abr. Do you bite yonr thumb at us, Sirt 
Sam. 1 do bite icy thumb. Sir. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us. Sir? 

Sam. Is the law oil our sioe, if J ^y,—ay ? 
Gre. No. 

Sam. No, Sir, 1 do not bite my thumb at you. 
Sir; but 1 bite my thumb. Sir. 

Gre. Do you quaircl, Sir? 

A br. Quarrel, Sir ? uo. Sir. 

Sam. If you do. Sir, I am for yon ; I serve as 
good a man as you. 

Abr, No better. 

Sam. Well, Sir 

Enter Een'tolio, at a Distance. 

Gre. Say—better ; here comes oue of my 
master's kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better. Sir. 

Abr. You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if you be men.—Ciegory, re¬ 
member thy smashing blow. 

[They fight. 

Ben. Part, fools; put up yonr swords ; you 
know not what you do. 

[Beats down their Suwrds. 

Enter Tybiit. 

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these 
heartless hinds? 

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keep the peace ; put up thy 
sword. 

Or manage it to part these men with me. 

Tyb. What, drawn, aud talk of peace ? I hate 
the word. 

As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee: 

Have at thee, coward. 

[They fight. 

Eutrr several Partisans of both Houses , who 
join the Fray: then enter Citizen* with 
Clubs. 

1 Cit. Clubs,* bills, and parttzansJ strike 1 
beat them down 1 

* Poor John u Hoke, dried and —trod. 

4 Tbt diarejfunl of concord is In character, 
t debit was equivalent to th« modern cry of Wmd 1 


[Act ] 

Down with the Capulets 1 down with the Mon¬ 
tagues 1 

Enter Capulet, in his Gown : and Lady 
Capulet. 

Cap. What noise is this?—Cue me uiy lung 
sword, bo 1 

La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch !—Why call yon 
for a sword ? 

Cap. My sword, 1 say!—Old Montague in 
come 

And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter Montag ub, and Lady Montague. 

Mon. Thou villaiu, Capulet,—Hold me not, 
let me go. 

La. 3fon. Thou 6ba)l not stir one foot to seek 
a foe. 

Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profkuers of this neighbour-staiued steel,— 

Will they not heart—what ho! you men, you 
beasts,— 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins 
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mb temper'd • weapons to the 
ground. 

And bear the sentence of your moved prince.— 
Three civil brawls, bred of an any woid. 

By thee, old Capulet and Montague, 

Have thrice disturb'd llie quiet oi our streets; 
And made Verona’s ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments, 

To wield old panizaus, iu hands a> old. 

Canker’d with peace to part your caukei'd hate: 
If ever you distitib our stieets again, 

Your lives shall pay the forfeit ol (he peace. 

For this tune, all the rest dr pail away : 

You, Capulet, shall go along with me ; 

And, Montague, come you this aliriiiomi, 

To know our fuitber pleasure in this case. 

To old Free-town, our common jiulgnuni-pla-e. 
Once more, ou pain of death, all tutu dep.tii. 
[Exeunt Prince and Attendants . Ctri- 
LfcT, Lady Capulet, Tybalt, C»ii- 
ZLN5, and Servants. 

Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new 
abroach ? 

Speak, nephew, were you by wli-n it began ? 

Ben. Here woe the servants of your ad¬ 
versary. 

And your’s, close lighting ere 1 did approach : 
l drew to part them; in the instant came 
The fleiy Tybalt, with Ins sword pirpai'd; 

Which, as he breath’d defiance to my fat". 

He swung about Ins head, and cut the winds. 
Who, nothing hurt withal, Invs'd him in srorn : 
While we were iuterchangiiig tin lists and blow* 
Came more and more aud fought on pait ami 
part, 

Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La. Mon. O where is Romeo!—saw you hurt 
to day ? 

Right glad 1 am, be was not at his fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before tlie vvorshipp’d 
ami. 

Peer'd through the golden window of the east, 

A troubled inuid diave me to v.ulk ahioud; v 
Where,—underneath the grove ot sycamore. 

That westward rooteth from the city's side,— 

So early walking did I see your soli: 

Towards him i made; but he was ’ware of me. 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 

I, measuring Ins affections by my own. 

That most are busied when they are most alone. 
Pursu’d my humour, not pursuing his, 

And gladly shunn’d who gladly fled from me. 

Mon . Many a morning hath he theie been 
seen, 

With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew. 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep 
sighs: 
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• Angry 
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But ali so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora** bed. 

Away from light steals home my heavy son. 

And private in his chamber pens himselt; 

Shuts up bis windows, locks fair day-light out* 
And makes himself an artificial night: 

Black and porteutous must this humour prove* 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 
lien. My noble uncle, do you kuow the cause? 
Mon. 1 neither kuow it, nor can learn of hhn. 
Ben. Hare you impoi tim'd buu by any means? 
Mott. Both by myself, and many other friends: 
But lie, his own affections* counsellor. 

Is to himself—1 will not say, bow true,— 

But to Imnsetf so secret and so close. 

So far from sound mg and discovery. 

As is the bud bit with anemious worm. 

Ere he can spread Ins sweet leaves to the air. 

Or dedicate ins beauty to the son. 

Could we hut learu from whence his sorrows 
grow. 

We would as willingly give cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo, at a distance. 

Ben. See, where be conies : So please you, 
step aside : 

1*11 know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Mon. I would thou weit so happy b> thy stay. 
To hear true shrift,—Coin**, madam, let’s away. 

[Exeunt Montague and Lady. 
Jten . Good morrow, cousin. 

Bam. Is the day so young ? 

Ben. lint new -truck nine. 

Bom. Ah me! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast ? 
Bcn.lt was:—What sadness lengthens Ro¬ 
meo’** hours ? 

Bom. Not having that, which having, makes 
them shun. 

Ben. In love? 

Bom. Out— 

Btn. Of love ? 

Bom. Out of her favour, where 1 am in love. 
Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view. 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proot ! 

Bom. Alas, tliut love, whose view is muffled still. 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to bis will! 
VV here shall we dine ?— O me !—What fray 
was here ? 

Yet tell not, for I have heard it all. [love :— 

Here’s much to do with hate, bnt more with 
Why, then, O brawling love 1 O loving hate I 
O anv thing, of nothing first create! 

O heavy lightness ! serious vanity! 

Mi* shapen chaos of well-seeming forms! 
readier of lead, bright smoke, cold Are, sick 
heal ih ! 

Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is?— 

This love teel 1, that feel no love iu this. 

Dost thou not laugh? 

Ben. No, cot, I rather weep. 

Rom. Good heart, at what? 

Ben. At thy good heart’s oppression. 

Bom. Why, such is love’s transgression.— 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy iu my breast; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it press*d 
With more of thine: this love, that thou hast 
" shown. 

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke rais’d with the futne of sighs; 
Being purg’d, a Are sparkling iu a lover's eyes ; 
Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d with lovers* tears: 
W hat is it el»e ? a madness most discreet, 

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 

Farewell, ruy coe. [Going. 

Ben. Soft, 1 will go along; 

And if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rum , Tut, 1 have lost myself; lam not 
here; 

This is not Romeo, he’s some other where. 

Ben. Tell uie In saduecs,* who she is you 
love. 

• Is NriauMu. 


Rom. Wbat, shall 1 groan, and tell Ibce ! 

Ben. Groan ? why, no ; 

But sadly tell rue, who. 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his 
will:— 

Ah word ill urg'd to one that is so ill I— 

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. 1 aim’d so near, when 1 suppos’d you 
lov’d. 

Rom . A right good marksman!—And she’s 
fair 1 love. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest 
hit. 

Rom. Well, In that hit, you miss: she’ll uoi 
be hit 

With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian’s wit; 

And, in strong proof of chastity well arm’d. 

From love’s weak childish bow 6he lives 
harm’d. * 

She will not stay the siege of loving terms. 

Nor bide th* encounter of assailing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold: 

O she is rich ill beauty; only poor. 

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her storcs~~_ 
Ben. Then she hath sworn, that she will still 
live chaste? 

Rom. She bath, and in that sparing makes 
huge waste ; 

For beauty, starv’d with her severity. 

Cuts beauty off from -.ill posterity. 

She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair. 

To merit bliss by making me despair : 

She hath forsworn to love ; and, iu that vow, 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thiuk of her. 

1tom. O teach me bow 1 should forget iu 
thiuk. 

Ren. By giving liberty unto thine eyes : 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom. *Tis the way 

To call her*s exquisite, in question more : 

These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brow*;. 
Being black, put us iu mind they hide Die 
fair; 

He, that is struckeu blind, cannot forget 
Hie precious treasure of his eyesight lost: 

Show me a mistress that is passtug fair, 

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd that passing 
lair ? 

Farewell; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben . I’ll pay that dot time, or else die m 
debt. [Exeunt. 

SCENE JJ.—A Street . 

Enter Capolet, Paris, and Servant. 

Cap. Aud Montague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike; and 'tis not bard, 1 think, 

Foi men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par . Of honourable reckoning are you both ; 
Aud pity 'tis, you liv'd at odds so long. 

But uow, my lord, what say you to my suit T 
Cap . But saying o'er what I have said be- * 
fore: 

My child is yet a stranger In the world. 

She hath not seen the change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride. 

Ere we may think her ripe to be a biide. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers 
made. 

Cap. And too soon mur'd are those so early 
made. 

The earth hath swallow’d all my hopes hot she ; 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth: 

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart* 

My will to hei consent is but a pait; 

An she agree, within her scope of choice ‘ 

Lies iny consent, aud fair according voice* 

This mght I hold an old accustom'd feast* 

\\ hereto 1 have invited many a guest. 


• A compliment to Qoeon Elizabeth, in mheae relgo 
the play waa Ural rvpicatiiuC. 
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Such ns I love; and you, among the store, [more. 
Once more, most welcome, makes my number 
At m> poor bouse, took to behold tins night 
Earth-treading stars, Uiat make dark heaven 
light: 

Such comlort, as do lusty young men feel 
When well-appaneU'd A pill on the lieel 
Of limping winter treads, even such delight 
Among fresh female buds shall )ou tills uigbt 
Inherit* at tuy house; here all, all see. 

And like her most, whose merit most shall be: 
Such, amongst view of many, mine being one. 
May stand in uuuiher, though in reckouiugt 
none. 

Come, go with me;—Go, Sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona; hnd those persons out. 
Whose names are written there, [Gives a Paper.] 
and to them sav. 

My bouse and welcome oil their pleasure stay. 

[tUevnt Capulet and Paris. 
Serv. Find them out, whose names are wiii- 
teu here? It is writteu—that the shoemaker 
should meddle with his yard, and the tailor with 
lus last, the fisher with his iwncil, and the 
painter with Ins nets; but I am sent to And 
those persous, whose names are here writ, and 
can never rind what names the writing person 
haili here writ. 1 must to the learnedIn 
good tune. 

Enter Bentolio and Rosco. 

Be*. Tut, man I one tire bums out another*# 
burniug. 

One pain is lessen’d by another’s anguish; 
Turn giddy, and lie liolp by backward turning : 
One desperate grief cures with another's lan¬ 
guish : 

Take thou some new infection to thy eye. 

And the rauk poison of ih* old will die. 

Bom. Your plamtaiu leaf is excellent for 
that. 

Ben. For what, I pray thee ? 

Bom. For your broken shin. 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Bom. Not mad, but bound more than • mad¬ 
man is; 

Shut np in prison, kept without my food, 
Whipp'd, aud tormented, and—Good-e’eu, good 
fellow. 

Serv. God gi’ good e’en.—I pray. Sir, can you 
read? 

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 
Serv. Perhaps you have team'd it wiLbout 
book: 

But ! pray, can yon read any thing you see? 
Bom. Ay, if 1 know the letters, and the Ian* 
gnage. 

Serv. Ye say honestly; Rest you merry l 
Bom. Stay, fellow; I can read. [Beads. 

Siguier Martino, and his fotfe and daugh¬ 
ters ; County Anselme, and Ms beauteous 
tisters s The lady widow of Vitruvio ; Sfguior 
Placentia , and his lovely nieces ; Mercutto, 
and his brother Valentine; Mine uncle 
Capulet, his wife, and daughters ; My Jair 
niece' Rosaline; I A via ; Signior Vatentio, 
and his camel* Tybalt ; JLucio , and the lively 
Helena. 

A fair assembly ; [Gives back the Note.] Whither 
should they come! 

Serv. Up. 

Bom. Whither! 

Serv. To supper ; to out house. 

Bom. Whose boose! 

Serv, My master's. 

Bom. ludeed, I should have asked yon that 
before. 

Serv. Now i’ll tell yon without asking: My 
master is the great rich Capnlet; and If yon be 

• To Mer it. In (ho Uogvogs of fbakspsars. Is Is 

fWNII> 

t Estimation. 


not of the house of Montagues, I pray, come 
aud crush a cup of wiuc. * Rest your uieiry 1 

[Biit. 

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capidet’s 
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom ihmi so lov'st; 

With aU the admired beauties of Verona: 

Go thither; and, with unaitaimed eye. 

Compare her face with some that 1 shall show, 
Aud 1 wiU make thee think thy swan a crow. 
Bom. When me devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to 
fires! 

And these,—who often drown'd could never die,— 
Transparent heretics, be bum: for liars ! 

One fairer than my love l th* all-seeing sun 
Ne'er saw her match, since first the woild 
begun. 

Ben. Tull you saw her fair, none else be¬ 
ing by. 

Herself pois'd t with herself iu either eye: 

But in those crystal scales let there be weigh'd 
tour lady's love against some other maid 
That 1 will show you, shining at this least. 

And she shall scum; show well, tltai now shows 
best. 

Bom. Ill go along, no such sight In be shown. 
But to rejoice iu splendour of mine own. 

[Eieunt. 

SCENE 111.—A Room in Cafu let's 11 oust . 

Enter Lady Capli.et and Nurse. 

La. Cap. Nurse, where's my daughter ? call 
her forth to me. 

Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead, at twelve 
year old,— [bird !— 

I bade her come.—What, lamb t what, lady- 
God forbid I—where's this girl T—what, Juliet I* 

Enter Juliet. 

Jut. How now, who calls ! 

Nurse. Your mother. 

Jul. Madam, I am here. 

What is your will! 

Ea. Cap. This is the matterNurse, give 
leave awhile. 

We must talk in secret.—Nurse, come back again ; 
I have remember'd me, thou shait hear om 
counsel. 

Tbon know'st, my daughter's of a pretty o?e. 
Nurse. 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an 
hour. 

Jjt. Cap She's not fourteen. 

Nurse. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth. 

And yet, to my teen § be it spoken, I have but 
four,— 

She Is not fourteen: How long is it now 
To Lammas tide ? 

/vfl. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurse. Even or odd, of ail days in the year. 
Come Lamnias-eve at night, shall she be four¬ 
teen. 

Susan and she,—God rest all Christian souls!— 
Were of an age.—Well, Susan is with God ; 

She was too good for me: But, as I said, 

On Lam mas-eve at night shall she he fumteen ; 
That shall she, marry; I remember it well. 

*Ti§ since'the earthquake now eleven years ; 

And she was wean'd,—! never shall forget 
it,— 

Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 

For I had then laid wormwood to my dug. 
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall. 

My lord and you were then at Mantua :— 

Nay, 1 do bear a brain : ||—but, as I said. 

When it did tasie the wormwood on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt U bitter, pretty fool I 
To see It teteby, aud fall out with the dug. 
Shake, quoth the dove-house: 'twas no need, 
I trow, 

To b*d me trudge. 

* To craek a betilo, Is still a cant phraas. 
t Weighed. 2 Scarcely. 5 To my sorrow. 

|| I .X have a par loot recollection. 
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And since that time it is eleven years: 

Tor then she could stand alone; nay, by the 
rood * 

She could have run and waddled all about. 

For even the day before, she broke ber brow ? 
And then uiy husband—God be with bis soul I 
*A was a merry man took up the child : 

Yea, quoth he, dost thou fall upon thy face T 
Thou wilt fall backward , when thou hast more 
wit; 

Wilt thou not , Jute T and by my holy dam, t 
The prvtty wretch left crying, and said—Ay .* 

To see now, how a jest shall come about 1 
I warrant, an 1 should live a thousand years, 

I never should forget it; Wilt thou not, Julci 
quoth he: 

And, pretty fool, it stinted, J and said—Ay. 

La. Cup. Enough of this; 1 pray thee, hold 
thy peace. 

Nurse, Yes, madam ; Yet I cannot choose but 
laugh, 

To think tt should leave crying,and say—Ay; 
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel’s stone; 

A parlous knock; and it cried bitterly. 

Yea, quoth my husband, fall*it upon thy facet 
Thou wilt Jail buckuard , when thou com*st 
to age ; 

Wilt thou not , Julet it stinted, and said—Ay. 
Jul. And stiut thou too, 1 pray thee, nurse, 
say I. 

.Ysrjf. Peace, 1 have done. God mark thee 
to his grace ! y 

Thou wasi the prettiest babe that e’er I nurs’d: 
An I might live to see thee warned oucc, 

I have my wish. 

La. ('up. Marry, that marry Is the very 
theme 

I came to talk ofTell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be-married t 
Jut. It is an honour that I dream not of. 
Nurse. An liouonr! were not I thine ouly nurse, 
I'd say, tbou hadst suck’d wisdom from thy teat. 
J.a. Cap. >N ell, think oi marriage now; 
younger than yon. 

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem. 

Are made already mothers : by my connt, 

I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid- Thus then, in 
brief;— 

The valiant Paris seeks you for bis love. 

Nut sc, A mau, young lady 1 lady, such a 
man, 

As all the world—why, he's a man of wax. H 
La. Cap. Verona'a summer hath not such a 
flower. 

Nurse. Nay, he’s a flower; in faith, a very 
flower. 

La. Cap. What say you? can you love the 
gentleman ? 

This night you shall behold him at our feast: 
Read o’er the volume of young Pans’ face. 

And find delight writ there with beauty's pen ; 
Examine every married lineament, 

And see how one another lends content; * 

And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies, 

Find writteu in the margin of his eyes. ^ 

Tins precious book of love, tins unbound lover. 
To beautify him, only lacks a cover: 

The fish lives in the sea; *• and 'tis much 
pride, 

For fair without the fair within to bide : 

That book in many's eyes doth share the glory. 
That in gold clasps k'cks in the goldeu story; 

So shall you share all that he doth possess, 

Uy having him, making yourself no less. 

Nurse. No less? nay, bigger; women grow by 
men. 


• The cross. 


1 Holy dame. ( e. the blessed virgin* 

t Favour. 


t It slopped crying * favour. 

I As well mode ns il he had been modelled in wax. 
Tho com incuts on nucieut books were alwaj s printed 
In Ibe margin. , , « 

•• /. t. Is not r*t caught, whose skin was wonted to 
bind lum. 


La. Cap. Speak briefly, can yon like of Paris 
love ? 

Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking move: 
But no more deep-wili I endart mine eye. 

Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Madam, the guests are come, supper 
served up,>ou called, my young lady asked tor, 
the nurse cursed in the pautry, and every thing 
in extremity. I must hence to wait; I beseech 
you, follow straight. 

La. Cap. We follow thee.—Joliet, the county 
stays. 

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy 
days. [ Eseuni 

SCENE IV.—A Street. 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, tilth 
Jive or six Maskers, Torch-bearer±, anil 
others. 

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our 
excuse ? 

Or shall we on without apology ? 

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity : • 

We'li have no Copid bood-wink'd with a scarf. 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath. 

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper; + 

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, tor our entrance: 

But, let them measure us by what they will. 
We’ll measure them a measure, £ and be gone. 
Rum. Give me a torch, y—I am not for this 
ambling ; 

Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you 
dance. 

Rom. Not I, believe me: you have dancing 
shoes. 

With nimble soles: I have a soul of lead 
So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. Yon are a lover; borrow Cupid’s wings. 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom . I am too sore enpierced with bis sbait. 
To soar with his light feathers ; and so bouud, 

I cannot bouud a pitch above dull woe : 

Under love's heavy burdeu do I sink. 

Mer. And, to siuk iu it, should you burden 
love ; 

Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tendei thing? it is too rough/ 
Too rude, too boist’rous; and it pucks like 
thorn. 

Mer . If love be rough with you, be'rough 
with love ; # [down.— 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love 
Give me a case to put my visage in : 

[Putting on a Mask. 
A visor for a visor I—what care I, 

What curious eye doth quote{) deformities? 

Here are the beetle-biows, shall blush for me. 

Ren. Come, knock, and enter; and uo sooner 
But every man betake him to bis legs. [ 111 , 
Rom, A torch for me: let wantons, light of 
heart, 

Tickle the senseless rushes IT with their heels ; 
For [ am proveib’d with a grand si re phrase,— 
I’ll be a caudle-holder, and look on,— 

The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done. •• 
Mer. Tut I dun’s the mouse, the constable's 
own word : 

If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou 
stick'st. 

Up to the ears.—Come, we burn day-light, ho. 

• / e. I.nnp speeches are out of fashion. 

1 A scare-cron, o figure marie up tu frighten crow*. 

J A duucr. 

\ A torch-henrer wit * constant appendage to cter> 
troop of maskers. | Observe. 

^ II en in the reign of Charlet, the flouts of the test 
house* were strewed with rushes. 

This i*e<jimaleiit to phrases in common use — lum 
for, it la over with mo. 
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Bom. Nay, that's not so. 

Mer. 1 mean, Sir, in delay 
VTe waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. i 
Take oMr good meaning; for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, ere once in our live wits. 

Bom. And we mean well, in going to this mask; 
But *tis no wit to go. 

Mer. Why, may one ask ? 

Bom. I dreamt a dream tonight. • 

Mer. And so did I. 

Bom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lie. 

Bom. In bed, asleep, while they do dream 
, things true. 

Met. O then, I see, queen Mab bath been with 
you. 

She is the fairies* midwife; and she comes 
lu shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-huger of an alderman, 

Drawn with a team of little atomies • 

Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep : 

Her wajjzon-spokes made of long spinners* legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers; 

The traces, of the smallest spider's web; 

The collars, of the mooushtue’* wat’ry beams: 
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lash of him: 
Her waggoner, a small grey-ccated gnat. 

Not half so big as a round little worm 
Prick’d from the lazy finger of a maid : 

Hei chariot is an empty hazel-nut. 

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub. 

Time out of mind the fairies* coach-makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers* brains, and tbeu they dream 
of love: 

On courtiers* knees, that dream on court'sies 
straight: 

O’er law>ers* fingers, who straight dream on 
fees : 

O f er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream. 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted 
are. 

Sometime she gallops o’er a courtier’s nose. 

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit: f 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's 
tail, 

Tickling a parson’s nose as *a lies asleep, 

Then dreams be of another benefice: 

Sometime she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck. 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats. 
Of breaches, atnbnscadoes, Spanish blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear; at which be starts, and 
wakes, 

And, beiug thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 

That plats the manes of bors^ in the night. 

And bakes the eJf-Jocks X foui sluggish hairs. 
Which, once nnunlged, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the bag, when maids lie ou their backs. 
That presses them, and iearus them fii&t to 
bear, /• 

Making them women of good carriage. 

This, this is she— 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace; 

Tboo talk’st of nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams; 

IMttqh are the children of an idle brain, 

IWfcot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 

Which is as thin of substance as the air; 

And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bosom of tlw north, 

And, being anger’d, puffs away fr*m thence. 
Turning his face to the dew-dropping sooth. 
Ben. This wind yon talk of Mows us from 
ourselves ; 

Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 
Bom. I fear, too early: for my mind mis¬ 
gives 

Some consequence, yet banging In the stars, 

• Atom,. A place In court. 

J i.f. lairylocks, locks of hair clotted and tangled 
fnuiemgbt. 


Act I. 

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 

With this night’s revels; and expire the term 

Of a despised life, clos’d iu my breast, 

By some vile forfeit of uuuniely death : 

But He, that bath the steerage of my course. 
Direct my sail!—On, lusty gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike, drum. [. Exeunt . 

SCENE f.-i HaU i* Care let's House. 

Musicians waiting . Eater Servants. 

1 Serv. Where’s Potpan, that he helps not 
to take away f he shift a trencher 1 be sciape a 
trencher I 

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all in 
one or two men’s hands, and they nuwashed too, 
*tis a foul tbiug. 

1 Sert. Away with the joiut-stools, remove 
the court-cupboaid, • look to the plate good 
thou, save me a piece of marchpane : t and, a* 
thou lovest me, let the porter let in Susan 
Grindstone and Nell.—Antony ! and Potpau I 

2 Serv. Ay, boy; ready. 

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, 
asked for, and sought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there ;oo.— 

Cbcerly, boys ; be brisk a while, and the longer 
liver take all. [They retire behind. 

Enter Capclet, <$r. with the Guests and the 

Maskers. 

Cap. Gentlemen, welcome 1 ladies, that have 
their toes [you .— 

Unplagu’d with cortis, will have a bout with 
Ah bal my mistresses 1 which of you all 
\\ ill now deny to dance t site that makes dainty, 
she, 

I’ll swear, hath corns ; Am 1 come near you now T 
You are welcome, gentlemen l I have* seen the 
day. 

That I have worn a visor, aad could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady’s car. 

Such as would please ’tis gone, *us goue, 'Us 
gone: [play. 

You are welcome, gentlcmeti!—Come, muMuju*., 
A ball! a hall I j give room, and foot it, guls. 

[Music plays, and the v dunce. 
More light, ye knaves; and turn the table*, up. 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too 
hot.— 

Ah 1 Sirrah, this unlook’d-for sport comes well. 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capnlet; 

For you and I arc past oui dancing days : 

How long ia’t now, since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask T 
2 Cap. By’r lady, thirty years. 

* 1 Cap. Wbat, man I ’us not so orach ; ’tis not 

so much: 

’Tis since the nuptial of Lncentio, 

Come pentecost as quickly as it will, 

Some five and twenty years; md then we 
mask’d. 

2 Cap. Tis more, *tis more : his son is elder, 
His son is thirty. [Sir : 

1 Cap. Will yon tell me that? 

His son was but a ward two years ago. 

Bom. What lady’s that, which doth enrich the 
band 

Of yonder knight? 

I Serv. I know not, Sir. * 

Rom. O she doth teach the torches to bum 
bright I 

Her beauty hangs npon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel iu an Ethiop’s § ear : 

Beauty too rich for use, lor earth too dear! 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows. 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows. 

The measure jj done, 1*11 watch her place of 
stand. 

And, touching ber’s, make happy my rude hand. 

• A cophoard set In ■ corner like a beaufet on which 
the plate waa placed. 

Almoml-cakr. 2 A clear hull, nr make rooay 4 

Ao P.tmopiau. S llicdauct. 
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Did Di) heart love till now ? forswear it, sight! 
For I nt V i saw true beauty till this night. 

Tyb. This, by bis voice, should be a Mon¬ 
tague :— [slave 

Fetch me my rapier, boy'What 1 dares the 
Come hither, cover'd with an antic face. 

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity 1 
Now, h> tiie siock and honour of my kin. 

To mi ike hiui dead I hold it not a sin. 

1 Cap. Why, how now kinsman! wherefore 
storm you sot 

Tub. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 

A villain, that is hither come in spite, 

*lo scorn ai our solemnity this night. 

1 ( up. Young Romeo is't ? 

Tyb. Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone. 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him, 

1 o lie a virtuous and well-goveru'd youth: 

I would not, tor the wealth of all this town, 
lb re in my house do blui disparagement: 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 

It is my will; the which if thou respect, 

Show a fail pieseuce, and put off these frowns. 
And ill-heoeeiiung semblance for a feast. 

Tyb. It ms, uheu such a villain is a guest; 
DI not endure luiu. ' 

I Cap. He shall be endur’d: [to;— 

What, goodm,in hoy I—1 say, he shallGo 
Am l the master here, or yon! go to. [soul— 
You'll not endure him !—God shall meud my 
Y oil’ll make a mutiny amoug my guests ! 

You will s»*t cock-a-hoop! you’ll hie the man I 
Tyb. Why, uncle, ’tis a shame. 

1 Cup. Go to, go to. 

You are saucy, boy;—Is’t so, indeed!— [what. 
This trick may chance to scalh * you 1 know 
Y'ou must contrary me! marry, 'tis time— 

Weil said, uiy hearts:—You are a pnucox ; f 
go :— 

Be quiet, or—More light, more light, for shame 1— 
I'll make you quiet; What 1—Cheerly, my 
heaits. 

Tyb. patience perforce with wilful cboler 
meeting, [mg. 

Makes my flesh tremble In their different greet- 
1 will aithdiaw: but this intrusion shall) 

Now sreiiung sweet, convert to bitter gall. 

[Exit. 

Rom. If 1 profane with my unworthy hand 

[7b Joliet. 

This holy slirine, the gentle floe is this,— 
Sly lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready etaud 

lo smooth that rough touch with a tender 
kiss. 

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand 
too much. 

Which ivaiiiierly devotion shows in this ; 

For saints have hands that pilgrims' bauds do 
touch, 

And palm to palm is holy palmers' Kiss. 
Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers 

too T 

Jul. A), pilgrim, lips that they must use in 
prayer. 

Horn, o ilu n, dear saint, let lips do wbat 

hand;) do ; 

1 hey pray, graut thou, lest faith turn to des- 
pan. 

Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for 
pi ayers* sake. 

flam. I hen move not, while my prayer's ef¬ 
fect 1 take. 

Thus fioni my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd. 

[Kissing her. I 
Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have 
took. 

Horn. Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly 
Give me m> mu again. [urg’d! 

Jul. You kiss by the book. 

* Do -on in iiMurv. t A roxcomb. 

t In ow pwi't time, a salute in a public assembly 
uni be esteemed mUecorout. 


Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word 
with you. 

Rom. What is her mother t 
Nurse. Marry, bachelor. 

Her mother is the lady of the house, 

And a good lady, and a wise, and wrtnous : 

1 nurs’d her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 

1 tell you,—be, that can lay hold of her, 

Shall have the chinks. 

Rom. Is she a Capulet? 

O dear account t my life is my foe’s debt. 

Ben . Away, begone ; the sport is at the best. 
Horn. Ay, so 1 tear; the more is uiy unrest. 

1 Cap . Nay, gentlemen, prepare uot to be 
gone; 

We have a trifling foolish banquet * towards.— 
Is it e'en so! Why, then I thauk you at;; 

1 thank you, houesi gentlemen ; good night:— 
More torches here I—Come on, then let’s to 
bed. [late; 

Ab, Sirrah, [To 2 Cap.] by my fay,t it waxes 
I'll to my rest. 

[Exeunt all but Juliet and Nurse. 
Jul. Come hither, nurse : What is yon gen¬ 
tleman l 

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul. Wbat’s he, that now is going out of 
door 1 

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Pe- 
truclno. 

Jul. Wbat’s be, that follows there, that would 
not dance ? 

Nurse. I know not. 

Jul. Go, ask his name:—if he be married. 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague; 
The ou!y sou of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only 
hate! 

Too early seen unknown, and knows too late I 
Prodigious birth of love it is to ine. 

That I must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What’s tins? what’s this? 

Jul. A ihyme 1 learn'd even now 
Of oue I danc’d withal. 

[One calls uithin , Juliet! 
Nurse. Anon, anon :— 

Come, let's away; the strangers all are gone. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Cbokus. 

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie. 

And young affection gapes to be his heir; 

That fair, which love groan’d fon and would die 
With tender Juliet match’d, is now not lair. 
New Romeo is belov'd, and loves agaitL 
Alike bewitched by the charm of looks; 

But to his foe suppos’d be must complain. 

And she steals love's sweet bait from fearful 
hooks: 

Being held a foe, he may not have access 
To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear ; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 
To meet her new-beloved any wheie : 

But passion lends them power, time means to 
meet, 

Temp’nug extremities with extreme sweet. 

[£ri*. 


ACT If. 

SCENE I.—An open Place , adjoining 
Capplet's Garden. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart la 
here ? 

Turn back, dull earth, ♦ and find tby centre out. 
[He climbs the Walt , and leaps dote A 
■within it. 

• A collation of frail, wine, kt. t Faith. 

i 1.9. Il;iaqelf. 
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Enter Binvolio, and Meecctio. 

Sen . Romeo! my cousin Romeo! 

Mer. He is wise 

Ami, on my life, hath 6tolcn him home to bed. 
Ben. He ran-this way, and leap'd this orchard 
wall: 

Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, 1*11 conjure too.— 

Romeo 1 humours ! madman! passion ! Io\er! 
Appear thou iu the likeness of a sub. 

Speak but oue rhyme, and I am salistird ; 

Cry but—Ah me! couple but— lore aud doie ; 
Sp**ak to my gossip Venus one fair word, 

Oue nick-name for her purblind son and heir. 
Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so triin. 

When king Copbetua lov'd the beggarinaid. *— 
He beareth not, stiirelh not, he luovelh nut; 
The ape t is dead, and I must conjure him.— 

1 conjure thee by Rosaliue’s bright eyes. 

By her high forehead, aud her scarlet lip. 

By her hue foot, straight leg, aud quivering 
thigh, 

Aud the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 

That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt auger 
him. 

Mer . This cannot anger him : ’(would anger 
To raise a spirit in bis mistress’ circle [him 
Of some strange uature, letting It there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur’d it down; 

That were some spite: my invocation 

Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress’ name, 

I conjure ouly but to raise up him. 

Ben. Come, he bath hid himself among those 
trees. 

To be consorted with the humorous ; night: 
Blind is his love, aud best beAts the dark. 

Mer . If love be blind, Jove cannot hit the 
mark. 

Now will he sit under a medlar tree. 

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit. 

As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone.— 
Romeo, good night;—I’ll to my truckle-bed; 
This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep: 

Come, shall we go ? 

Bin. Go, then ; for ’tis in vain 
To seek him here, that means not to be found. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE II .—C a ft let’s Garden . 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a 
wound.— 

[Juliet appears above at a Window. 
But, soft! what light through yonder window 
breaks! 

It is the east, and Joliet is the sun !— 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moou. 

Who is already sick and pale with grief. 

That thou her maid art far more lair than she: 
Be not her maid, $ since she is envious ; 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it; cast it off.— 

It is ray lady ; O it is my love : 

O that sbe'knew sbe were !— 

She speaks, yet sbe says nothing ; What of that 1 
Her eye discourses, I will answer It.— 

I am too bold, *tia not to me she speaks: 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 

Having some bnsineas, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those 
stars. 

As daylight doth a lamp; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright. 
That birds would slug, and think it were not 
night. 

See, how t he leans her cheek npon her hand! 

* Alluding to tht old ballad of the King and lbs 
IWgrar. t Thu phraa« In Shakapeara** *md* was 

UJCA .Man expretMon tendarney*. 1 Humid, 

i A »wi*ry to tha moan, to Diana. 


O that I were a glove upon that baud. 

That I might touch that check 1 
Jul. Ah mel 
Bom . She speaks:— 

O speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head. 

As ts a winged messetigei of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned woud’nng eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to ga/e on linn, 

When he bestrides the lazy-pucing clouds, 

Aud sails upon the bosom of (he air. 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo I wbeieforc art thou 
Romeo t 

Deny thy father, and refuse thy name: 

Or, if tbou wilt not, be but sworn my love. 

And I’ll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at 
this! [Asrr/e. 

Jul. ’Tis but tby name, that is my enemy ;— 
Tbon art thyself though, not a Montague. 

What's Moutaguet it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O be some other name ! 
What's in a name I that which we call a rose. 
By any other name would smell us sweet: 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d : 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes. * 
Without that title :—Romeo, doQ ♦ thy name ; 
And for that uame, which is no part of thee. 
Take all myself. 

Rom. 1 take thee at thy word ; 

Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptiz'd : 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jut. What man art tbou, that, thus be screen’d 
in uight, 

So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Rom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am; 

My uame, dear saint, is hateful to myself. 
Because it is an enemy to thee; 

Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred 
words 

Of that tongue’s ujjerance, yet I know the 
sound: 

Art tbou not Romeo, and a Montague! 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee di> 
like. 

Jul. How cam’st thou hither, tell me ? and 
wherefore T 

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art. 
If any of my kinsmen And thee here. 

Rom. With love’s light wings did I o’erperch 
these walls; 

For stony limits cannot bold love out: 

And what love cau do, that dares love atten.pt ; 
Therefore tby kinsmen are no let; to me. 

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder 
thee. 

Rom. Alack 1 there lies more peril in thine 
eye, [sweet. 

Than twenty of their swords: look thou but 
Aud I am proof agaiu&t their enmity. 

Jul. 1 would not, for the world, they saw Hire 
here. 

Rom, I have night’s cloak to hide me from 
their sight; 

And, hut thou love me, $ let them And me here : 
My life were better ended by their hate, 

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whose direction lound'st thou out this 
place f 

Rom . By love, who ftist did prompt me to iu* 
quire; 

He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no pilot: yet, wert thou as far 

As that vast shore wash’d with the furthest sea, 

I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul. Thou know’st the mask of night is on my 
face; , , 

Else would a maiden blush bepaint ray cheek, 

• OwDS. + t-«V 

I Hindcranc*. i Unless thuu luve me. 



S$eur II. 

For that winch thou hast heard me speak to¬ 
night. 

Tam would I dwell on foiin; fain, fain deny 
'Vh.it 1 have spoke ; But l.uewell compliment! 
Do.«t thou love me? 1 know thou wilt say 

Ay ; 

And I will take thy word : yet, If thou swear’st, 

'J hou may’at piove false; af lovers’ perjuries. 
They say Jove laughs, o gentle Komeo, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou thmk’st 1 am too quickly won, 

HI fiowu and he perverse, and eay thee nay, 

So thou wilt woo : hut, else, got lor the world, 
lo until, fur Montague, I nut too fond; 

And thiietoie thou inay’st think my haviour 
light: 

B *t trust me, gentleman. I’ll prove more true 
‘iii.m tuose that have more cunning to be 
strange. • ffiess, 

1 should have been more strange, I must cou- 
Uut that thou ovei-heaid’st, etc 1 was wait, 

Mv true 1 love’s passion: therefore pardon pie; 
And nor impute this yielding to light love, 

"huh th. daik night hath so discoveied. 

Hum. Lady, hv yonder blessed moon I swear, 
That tips vvuli silver all these fruit-tree tops,— 
Jul. () Mvear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon, 

1 hat monthly changes in her dieted orb, 

Le-t that thy love prove likewise variable. 
limn. W I/at shall I swear by l 
Jul. Do ntit swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, .sweat by thv gracious self, 

\\ Inch is the cod of my idolatry. 

And I’ll Ik-Iicvc thee. 

Horn. II my head’s deal love— 

Jut. Well, do uot swear : although I joy in 
thee, 

I have no joy of tin? contract to-night: 

It is too i«»h, too uiudvis’d, too sudden; 
row like I he lightning, which doth cea^e to be, 
lire one can say—It lightens. Sweet, good 
night ! 

Thu bud ot love, by summer’s ripening bretth. 
May prove a beauteous flower when nex* we 
meet. 

tiood night, good night! as sweet repose and 
rest 

Come to thv lic.ut, a-> that within my breast! 
Horn. O wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 
Jul. What satisfaction cuust thou have to¬ 
night ? 

Rom. The exchange of thy love’s faithful vow 
foi mine. 

Jul. 1 gave thee mine before thon didst te- 
que s t it ; 

And yet I w< uld it were to give agaid. 

Horn. Woub -t thou witbdiavv it ? for what pur¬ 
pose, h»\c ? 

Jul. But to he frank, t and give it thee again. 
A ml yet I wish hut tor the thing I have: 

My bounty is a* boundless as the sea. 

My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 

The mote 1 have, for both are inlniie. 

[Nuns'lccr/fe tc it Ain. 

1 heai some noise within ; Dear live, adieu i 
Auo good nurse !—Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay hut a little, I will come agaip. * [/ft it. 

Horn. O blessed blessed night I 1 am afeard. 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 

Too tlattei iug-bweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Joliet, above. 

Jul. Tbn- • words, dear Romeo, and good 
night indeed. 

If that thy bent t of l° v * be honourable. 

Thy puipose marriage, send me word to-morrow. 
By one that I’ll procure to come to thee, 

" here and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my foi tunes at thy foot I’ll lay. 

And follow tiiee, my lord, throughout the 
world : 

• J. t. Mure artfully assume coldness, 
f Trei. t Inclination. 
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Nurse. [ Within .] Madam. 

Jul. I come, anon ;—But it thou mcau’st not 
I do beseech thee,— [well. 

Nurse. [Within.] Madam. 

Jul. By and by, I corue 
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 

To-moi row will 1 send. 

Rom. So thrive my soul,— 

Jul. A thousand times good night! [fait. 
Rom. A thousand times the tvoi^e to want thy 
light.— 

Love goes toward love, as schoolboys fiom thur 
books; 

But love iruiti love, toward school with heavy 
looks. [ Retiring slouly. 

Re-enter Juliet, aboie. 

Jul . Hist! Romeo, hist!—0 tor a falconer’s 
voice. 

To lure this tassel-gentle * back again 1 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else uouM 1 tear tbe cave where Echo lies. 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than 
mine 

With repetition of my Romeo’s name. 

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by uigLr, 
Like softest music to aiteudiug ears 1 
Jul. Romeo ! 

Rom. My sweet! 

Jul. At what o’clock to-morrow 
Shall I send to tbee 1 
Rom. At the bour of nine. 

Jul. 1 will not fail; *tis twenty years till 
then. 

I bave forgot why 1 did call tbec bark. 

Rom Let rue staud here till thou remember 
it. 

Jul. I shall foi get, to have thee still stand 
there, 

Rt-memb’ring bow I love thy company. 

Rom. Aud I’ll still stay, to have thqe still 
forget 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. ’lis almost morning, i would have thee 
Houe: 

And yet no further than a wanton’s bird; 

Who lets it hop a little from her baud, 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted ewes, f 
And with a silk thread plucks it black ogam. 

So loving-jealous ot his liberty. 

Rom. 1 would 1 were thy bud. 

Jul . Sweet, so would I: 

Yet I should kill tbee with much chciisbir.g. 
Good night, good night 1 Paruug is such sweet 
sorrow. 

That I shall say—good night, till it be morrow. 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thiue eyes, peace in 
tby breast!— 

’Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest! 
Hence will l to my ghostly fathei’s cell: 

His help to ciave, aud my dear hap j to tell. 

[£irif. 

SCENE HI.—Friar Laurence’s Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence, uith a Basket. 

Fri. Tbe grey-ey’d morn smiles on the frown- 
iug night, [light; 

Checkering tbe eastern clouds with streaks of 
And flecked $ darkuess like a drunkard leels 
From forth day’s path-way, made by Titan’s | 
wheels: 

Now ere the sun advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheer, and night’s dauk dew to dry ( 
I must All up this osier cage of ours, 

With baleful weeds, aud precious-juiced flowers 
The eaitb, that’s nature’s mother, is her tomb; 
What is her burying grav*, that is her womb: 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
W r e sucking on her natural bosom flud; 

• The male of the coahawk. ^ Ft-tter*. 

t Chaiice. § KpottJ, strenkod. | The tuo 
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Many for many virtues excellent. 

None but for some, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerful grace • that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities; 
For nought so vile that on the earth doth live. 
But to the earth some special good doth give; 
Nor aught so good, bat strain'd from that fair 
use. 

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse: 
"Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 

And vice sometime’s by actiou dignified. 

"Withm the infaut rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence, and med’eine power : 

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers 
each part; 

Being tasted, slay 6 all senses with the heart. 

Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as weU as herbs—grace and rude will; 
And, wheie the worser is predominant. 

Full soon the canker death eats up that plaut. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Good morrow, father ; 

Fri. Benedicite ! 

What early tongue so 6weet saluteth me ?— 
"Young sou, it argues a distemper’d head. 

So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed; 

Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye. 
And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ; 

But where unbruised youth with unstuff’d brain 
Doth couch bis limbs, there golden sleep doth 
reign : 

Therefore thy earliness doth me assure, 

Thou art up-rous’d by some distemp’ratuie ; 

Oi, if not so, theu here I hit it right— 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to uight. 

Rom. That last is true, the sweeter rest was 
mine. 

Fri. God pardon sin! wast thou with Rosa¬ 
line ? 

Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father ? no ; 

I bave/orgot that name, and that name’s woe. 
Fn. That’s my good son: But where hast 
thou been then ? 

Rom. I’ll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 

I have been feasting with mine enemy; 

Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies : 

1 bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo. 

My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

Fri. Be plain, good son, aud homely in thy 
drift; 

Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 
Rom. Then plainly know, my heart’s dear love 
is set 

Oil the fair daughter of rich Capnlet: 

As mme on ber’s, so her*s is set oil mine ; 

And all combin’d save what thou must com¬ 
bine i , 

By holy marriage : When, and where, and bow. 
We met, we woo’d, and ratfe exchange of vow. 
I’ll tell thee as we pass this 1 pray, 

That thou consent to manhs this day. 

Fri. Holy Saint Franefir! what a change is 
here r 

Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear. 

So' soofl forsaken ? young men’s love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Jesu, Maria l what a deal of brine 
Hath wash’d thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline! 
How much salt water thrown away in waste. 

To season love, that of it doth not taste I 
The sun not yet toy sighs from heaven clears, 
Tby old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 

I>o» here upou thg cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash’d off yet: 

If e’er thon wast thyself, and these woes thine. 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline; 

And art tbou chang’d 1 pronounce this sentence 
then— [men. 

women may fall, when there’s no strength in 

• VktM. 


Rom. Thou chid’st me oft for loving Rosaline, 
Fn. For doting, not for loMtig, pupil mine. 
Rom. And bad'&l me bury lo>e. 

Fri . Not iu a grave. 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom. I pray thee, chide uoi: she, whom t 
love now. 

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ; 

The other did not so. 

Fri. O she knew well. 

Thy love did read by rote, and conld not spell. 
But come, young waverer, come go with me, 

In one respect I’ll thy assistant be; 

For this alliance may so happy prove. 

To turn your households' rancour to pnre love. 
Rom. O let us hence ; I stand on sudden 
haste. * 

Fri. Wisely and slow; they stumble that run. 
fast. [£rcu«f. 

SCENE IV.—A Street. 

‘Enter Benvolio and Mbrcltio. 

Mcr. Where the devil should this Rornco be 1 
—Came he not home to-night Y 
Ben. Not to his father’s ; 1 spoke with his 
man. 

Mcr. Ah! that same pale hard-hearted wend:," 
that Hotline, 

Torments Inin so, that he will sure run nud. 

Ben. Tybalt, the kiusmau of old Capukt, 

Hath sent* a 'viler to his father’s home. 

Mer. A cl Jlenge, ou my life. 

Ben. Romeo Hill answer it. 

Mcr. Any man, that can write, may answer a 
letter. 

Ben. Nay, be will answer the letter’s master, 
hoit hr dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead ; 
stabbed wnh a white wench’s black tie; •‘hot 
thorough the rar with a love-song; the very 
pm of his heart cleft with the blind how-boy’s 
butt-shaft: t Aud is he a mau lo encounter 
Tybalt? 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt? 

Mcr. More than prince of cats, i I can tell 
you. O he is the courageous captain of tompii- 
nieuts. He fights as you sm« prick-^ong, s 
Keeps time, distance, and proportion ; rests me 
Ins minim rest, one, two, and the third in youi 
bosom : the very butcher of a silk button, a 
duellist, a duellist; a gentlman of the very nr^t 
house,—of the fiist and second cause : All. the 
immoital passado! the punto reverso ! the li.iy ! 
Ben. The what? 

Mer. Ihe pox of such antic, lisping, affecting, 
fantasticoes ; these new tnuers of accents !—By 
Jesu, a very good blade !—a very tall man !— 
a wry good uhore !—Why, is not this a lamen¬ 
table thing, grandsire, that we should be thus 
afflicted with these strange flies, these fashion- 
mongers, these pardonnez-moys, Who stand so 
much on the. new form, that they can sit at 
case on the ‘ Id bench? O their tons , tbei r 

4 "' / T fij 

■>?< Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Hereomes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 
Mer. Without his roe, like a dried berumr: 
—O flesh, flesh, bow art tbou flshifled !-—Now 
I is he for the numbers that Petrarch flowed in : 

! Laura, to bis lady, was but a kitchen-wench; 
—marry, she bad a better love to be-rhyme her: 
Dido, a dowdy ; Cleopatra, a gipsy; Helen and 
Hero, hlldings and harlots; Thisbe, a grey eye 
or so, bnt not to the purpose.—Signior Romeo, 
bon jour! there's a French salutation to your 
French slop. •• You gave us the counterfeit 
fairly last night. 

* J . e . It is of the utmost consequence for me to be best/, 
f Arrow. i See the story of Reynard the Fox. 

S By notes pricked down. | Terms of the fenc¬ 
ing school. 5 * n ridicule of Frenchified cox¬ 
combs. •* Trows*rs or pantaloons, s Ffvuch 

fashion la Bhakspearn’s time. 



Scene IV. 

Horn. Good-morrow to yon both. What coon- 
terfeit did i give you f 

Mer. The slip, Sir, the slip; • Can you not 

conceive ? 

Horn. Pardon, good Mcrcutio, my besiness was 
great; and in such a case as mine, a man may 
straiu courtesy. 

Mer. That's as nincb as to say—such a case 
as yonr's constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Horn. Meaning—to court'sy. 

Mer. Thoo hast most kindly bit it. 

Horn. A most courteous exposition. t 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of coartesy. 

Rom. Pink for flower. 

Mer. Bight. 

Rom. Why, then is my pnmpt well-flowered. 

Mer. Well .said : Follow me this jest now, 
tilt thou hast worn out thy pump; that, when 
the single sole of it is worn, the jest may re¬ 
main, after the wearing, solely singular. 

Horn, u single-soled; jest, solely siugular for 
the singleness 1 

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio; my 
wits fail. 

Horn. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ; or 
I'll cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose 
chace, § I have done; for thou bast more of 
the wild-goose in one of tby wits, than, I am 
sure, I have in my whole five : Was I with you 
there for I he goose 7 

Rom. TIioii vast never with me for any thing, 
when thou w.ist not there for the goose. 

Mer. f will lute thee by the ear for that jest. 

Rom. Nay, gTOd goose, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting;|J it 
is a most sharp sauce. - 

Rom • Aud is it not well served m to a sweet 
goose ? 

Afer. O here’s a wit of cbeverel,«T that 
stretches from an inch narrow to an ell broad 1 

Horn. I Mi etch it out for that word—broad ; 
which added to the goose, proves thee l»r and 
wide a broad goose. 

Met . \\ hy, is not this better now than groan¬ 
ing fm lo\c ! now art thou sociable, now art 
thou Koiiu-d , now art thou what thou art, by 
a>t ;iv well as by nature : for this drivelling lote 
is like i\ great natural, that luns killing up and 
down i'» hide his bauble in a bole. 

Ren. .Stop there, stop there. 

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale 
against the hair. 

R( //. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large. 

Mt r. O thon art deceived, I would have made 
it short: tor 1 was come to the whole depth of 
my tale; and meant, indeed, to occupy the 
argument no longer. 

Rom. Here's goodly geer I 

Enter Nursk and Petzr. 

M(r. A sail, a sail, a sail I 

Ren. Two, two ; a shirt aud a smock. 

Kursc. Peter! 

Peter. Anon 7 

Nurse. My fau, Peter. •• 

Mer. Pr’ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her 
face ; for her fan’s the fairer of the two. 

Nurse. God ye good-morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den, Xt fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Is it good den 7 

Mer. 'Tis no less, 1 tell you; tor the bawdy 
hand of the dial is now upon the prick +t of noon. 

Nurse. Out upon you l what a man are yon ? 

Rum. one, gentlewoman, that God bath made 
himself to mar. 

Nurse. By my troth. It is well said ;—For 
himself to mar, qnoth'a 1—Gentlemen, can any of 
you tell me where I may find the young Romeo 7 

* A pan on counterfeit money celled slips, 
t Shoe. t Slight, thin. 

IA none race in any direction the leader chooses to take. 

I An apple. H Soft stretching leather. 

•• I bis was formerly the practice, though ridiculous 
KO modern ideas. It Good even. tt Point. 
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Rom. I can tell you; but young Romeo will 
be older when you have found him, than he was 
when you sought bun: I am the youngest of 
that name, for ’fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst well 1 very well took, 
i'faith ; wisely, wisely. 

Nurse. If you be he, Sir, I desire some con¬ 
fidence with you. 

Ben. She will indite him to some supper. 

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So bo ! 

Rom. What bast thou found 7 

Mer. No hare, Sir; unless a hare, Sir, in a 
lenten pie, that is something stale and hoar ere 
it be spent. 

An old hare hoar, • 

And an old hare hoar, 

Js very good meat in lent -• 

But a hare that is hoar, 

Js too much jor a score. 

When it hoars ere it be spent .— 

Romeo, will you come to your father's 7 we'il 
to dinner thither. 

Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, lady, 
lady, t lady. 

[. Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Nurse. Marry farewell!—I pray you. Sir, 
what saucy meichaut J was this, that was so full 
of his ropery 7 $ 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that lo\es to hear 
himself talk : and will speak more in a minute, 
than he will stand to iu a month. 

Nurse . An 'a speak any thing against me, I’ll 
take him down au 'a were lustier than he is, aud 
twenty such Jacks; and if I cannot. I’ll find 
those that shall. Scurvy knave I 1 am none 
of his flirt-gills ; I am none of his skaiusmates : ,| 
—And thou must stand by too, and suffer every 
knave to use me at his pleasure 7 

Pet. I saw no man use you at his pleasure ; 
if I had, my weapon should quickly have been 
out, 1 warrant you: I dare draw as soon as 
another man, if I see occasion in a good quarrel, 
and the law on my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that 
every part about me quiveis. Scurvy knave l — 
Pray you, Sn, a word ; and, as I told you, my 
young lady bade me inquire you out; wbat she 
bade me say, I will keep to myself: but fiist 
let me tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool's 
paradise, as they say, it were a very gross kind of 
behaviour, as they say: tor the gentlewoman, is 
youug; and, therefore, if you should deal double 
with her, tiuly, it were an Ul thing to be offered 
to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady aud 
mistress. 1 protest unto thee,— 

Nurse. Good heart I and i'faith, I will tell 
her as mach: Lord, lord, the will be a joyful 
woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou 
dost not mark me. 

Nurse. 1 will tell her. Sir,—that you do pro¬ 
test ; which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer. 

Rom . Bid her devise some means to come 
This afternoon ; [to thrift \ 

And there she shall, at friar Laurence' cell, 

Be shriv'd aud married. Here is for thy pains. 

Nurse. No, truly, Sir; not a penny. 

Rom. Go to ; 1 say you shall. 

Nurse. This afternoon. Sir ? well, she shall 
be there. 

Rom. And stay, good nnrse, behind the ab¬ 
bey-wall : * •• v * 

Within this hour my man shall be with thee: 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair; 
Which to the high top-gallant •• of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 

* Hoary, mouldy. 7 The burden of on old song" 

t A term iu contradistinction to gentleman. 

| Roguery. I Not one of those that wore a ikeio 
or abort sword K Confession. •• The 

highest extremity oft ship's most. 
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Farewell!—Be trusty, and I’ll quit* thy pains. 
Fair well I—Commend me to tl»y mistress. 
Nurse. Now God iu, heaven bless thee!—Ilark 
>ou. Sir. 

Fom. What say'st thou, mv dear nurse 7 
Nurse . Is your mau secret 7 Did you ne’er 
hear say— 

Two may keep counsel, putting one away 7 
Rom. 1 warrant thee; my man’s as lute as 
steel. 

Nurse. Well, Sir ; my mistress is the sweet¬ 
est lady—Lord, lord 1—when ’twas a little prat¬ 
ing thing,—O,— there's a nobleman in town, 
one Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard ; 
but she, good soul, had as lieve see a toad, a 
very toad, as see him. I anger her sometimes, 
and tell her that Pans is the properer man; but 
I’ll warrant you, when I say so, she looks as 
pale as any clout m the tarsal world. Doth 
not rosemary and Romeo begin both with a 
letter 1 

Horn. Ay, nurse; What of that7 both with 
an R. 

Nurse. Ah, mocker! that’s the dog's name, 
li is for the dog. No; I know it begins with 
some other letter: and she hath the prettiest 
sententious of it, of you and rosemary, that it 
would do you good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. [Exit. 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times.—Peter! 

Pet. Anou. 

Nune- Peter, take my fan, and go before. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE V.— Capulet's Garden. 

Enter Juliet. 

Jut. The clock struck nine, when I did send 
the nurse; 

In half au hour she promis’d to return. 
Perchance, she cauuot meet him: that’s not 
so.— 

O *I:e is lame! love’s heralds should be thoughts. 
Which ten limes faster glide than the sun's 
beams, 

Timing back shadows over lowering hills : 
Therefore do uinible-piniou’d doves draw love, 
.And therefore hath the wind swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the higlnnust hill 
Of tnis day's journey; and from nine till 
twelve 

Is three long hours,—yet she is not come. 

Had she affections, and warm youthful blood. 
She’d be as swift m motion as a ball; 

My words would bajriy t her to my sweet love. 
And his to me : 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead ; 
L’nwieldy, slow, heavy, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurse and Peter. 

O God, she comes! — O honey nurse, what 
news 7 

Ha«t thou met with him 7 Send thy man away. 
Nurse. Peter, slay at thg gate. 

[Exit Peter. 

Jul. Now, good sweet nurse,—O lord I why 
look’s! thon sad 7 

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 

If good, thou sbam’st the music of sweet news, 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse. I am weary, give me leave a while 
lie, how my bones ache! TV'hat a jaunt have 
1 had! 

Jul. 1 would thon hadot my bones, and 1 
thy news: 

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak;—good, good 
nurse, speak. 

Nurse. Je*o t What baste 7 can yon Dot stay 
awhile 7 

Do you not see, that I am out of breath ? 

Jut. How art thou out of breath, when thou 
hast breath 


Act II. 

To t.u to inc (hat thou art out of hi eat h I 
I he tx.usc that thou dost nuke lu ti<i> d«l.iy. 

Is lougei than the tale tiiou dust excuse. 

I> thy utws good or bad i auswer to that; 

Say eiihei, and I’ll s:ay the iitcutmtaucc 
Let me be SdlHlied, I’»t good oi bad < 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice , 
you know not how to clioo&e a man : Romeo > 
no, not he ; though Lis face he belli r than am 
man’s, yet his leg excels all men’s ; and lui u 
band, and a foot, and a body,—though they be not 
to be Uilged oil, yet they are part compare : lie 
is not the (lower ol couite»y,—but. Til wai- 
rant him, as gentle as a Iamb.—Go thy ways, 
wench; serve God.—What, have you dined ai 
home i 

Jut. No, no; But all this did I know before , 
What say» he to our uiairiagc? what ol that 7 
Nurst. Lord, how my head aches! what - 
bead have I ? 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My hack o’l’oilier side,—O my back, my back!— 
Beshiew • your heart, for sending me about, 

To catch my death with jaunting up and down 
Jut. I'laith, 1 aui sol ry that thou art uor 
well: 

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, t«*ll me, what ,\ay-> 
my love l 

Nurse. Your love says like an hunt si gtu. 
tiemau. 

And a courteous and a kind, and a hand^nnr. 
And, I warrant, a vnluous:—Wheie »■> vum 
mother l 

Jul. Wheie is my motherJ— why, ^ln i« 
within ; “ 

Where should she be l How oddly thou n 
ply's!! 

Your hue says like an hontst g* /itteniun 
ft hire i» your mother t 
Nurse. 6 God’s lady dear ! 

Are you so hot? Many, come up, I trow ; 

Is this the poultice lor my aching bums? 

H«uccforwaid do your messagis your-tlf. 

Jul. Here’s such a cell, •—come, what : 
Romeo 7 

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to sliiilt 
to-day l 
Jul. I have. 

Nurse. Then hie you htucc to Inai Lau 
rence* cell. 

There stays a husband to make von a wife . 

Now comes the wanton blood up in you 
cheeks, 

They’ll be in scarlet straight at any new?. 

Hie you lo chinch : I must another way. 

To letch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird’s nest stum wluu it is d.uk : 

I am the drudge, and toil in your d< light; 

But you shall bear the burden soon at insist. 

Go, I’ll to dinner; hie you to the cell. 

Jut. Hit to high loiluue! honest nur-e, fare¬ 
well. [Euiunt. 

‘SCENE VI.—Friar LsuiiENcr’a (\ It. 
Enter Friar Lavhlnch and Romeo. 

« 

Fri . So entile the heavens upon this holy act, 
That after-houre with sorrow chide us not \ 

Horn. Amen, arncnl hut come what sorrow 
can. 

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in lit i sight: 

Do thou but close our hands with liolv words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he date. 

It Is enough I may but call her iniur 
Fri. These violent delights have violent end*, 
And in then triumph die; like lire and powriei. 
Which, as they kiss, consume: the sweete-l 
honey 

la loathsome In lua own dclicioiuness, 

Anri hi the t..ste confounds the apptlilc: 
Therefore, loVe moderately ; long love doth so; 
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

1 A pet, or JolurUitict, 
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f onrs be*, »• « ball *truik wiih a fcmdjr or battledore. 


HI betide. 



Scene I. 


ROMEO 

Enter Jr lift. 

Here comes the ladyO so light a foot 
Will ne’er wear out the everlasting flint: • 

A lover may besti hie the gossamers t 
That idle m the wanton summer air. 

And yet not fall; so light is vanity. 

Jut. G od even to my ghoatly confessor. 

Erl. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, /or ns 
both. 

Jut. As much to him, else are his thanks too 
mneh. 

/fom. Ah * Juliet, If the measure of thy joy 
I5c heap’d like mine, and that thy skill be 
more 

To bla7oni it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This ueignhotir air, and let rich music's longue 
I'nfold the imagined happiness that both 
Receive in either by this drar encounter. 

Jut. Conceit,, moie rich in matter than m 
weirds, 

Brags of hit substance, not of ornament: 

They arc but beggars that ran Count their 
worth ; 

But my true love i* grown to such etccss, 
l cannot miid up half my sum of wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make 
short work ; 

lor, b) )niir leaves, you shall not Slav alone, 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. 

[Ilj cunt. 


ac r m. 

SCL'XE /.—.4 Public Place. 

Enttr M.rcltio, Br.vvoi.io, Page, and tier- 

t ants. 

Tien. I prav you, good Mermlio, let's retire ; 
The d.iv is hot, the Capulets abroad. 

And, it sc inrct, we shall uot ’scape a brawl; 
lor now, these hot days, is tiie mail blood 
Stirling. 

Wr. Thou art like one of those fellows, 
that, when he enter* the coniines of a tavern, 
< laps me ins sword upon the table, and s.ivs, 
<iod st nd tnc no nerd of thee ' and, by the opei- 
a'lon of the second tup, draws it on the dniw- 
ti, when, indeed, tlure is no need. 

lit n. Am I like such a fellow f 

Mu. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in 
tli) mood as any its Italy ; and as soon moved 
to he mood), and as soon mooch to he moved. 

JUn. Ami what to? 

Mt r. Nay, and there were too such, wc 
“hould have none shortly, for one would kill 
the other. Thou! why thou wilt quarrel with 
a man th it hath a hair more or a hair less in 
Ins heal (I Hull thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel with 
a man foi cracking nuts, having no other 
reason but because thou hast hazel eyes; 
What eye, but such an eye, would spy out such 
a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels, as 
an egg is full of meat; and yet thy head hath 
been beaten as addled a* an egg, for quarrelling. 
TIioii ha-t quarrelled with a man for coughing 
in the street, because he hath wakened thy 
dog that hath lam asleep in the sun. Didst 
thou not fall out with a tailor for wearing his 
new doublet before Easter? with another, lor 
lung his new shoes with old ribband? and yet 
thou wilt tut r me fioin quarrelling I 

Pen. A:i 1 w« re so apt to quairel as thou 
art, auy man should buy the fee-simple of my 
Jue for an liom and a quarter. 

Mer. 1 he fee-simple ? O simple! 

Enttr Tybalt, and others. 

lien. By my head here come the Capnlets 

Mtr. By my heel, I care nut. 

• How arertiutinf flint could lw warn out, l» doubtful. 

t 'Ihf lou* while hi mum: which flirv in tho sir. 

4 Pain I, di«|U\. i Imagination. 
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Tyb, follow me close, for I will speak to 
them.—Gentlemen, good den ; a word with one 
of you. 

Mer. And hut one word with one of us? 
Couple it with somethin;; make it a wom* 
and a blow. 

Tyb. You will find me apt enough to that. 
Sir, if you will give me occasion. 

Mer. Could you uot take some occasion 
without giving? 

Tyb. Jlercutio, thou consortest with Ito. 
meo,— 

Mer. Consort ? what, dost thou make us 
miustreU ? an thou make minstrel* of its, look 
to bear uothmg but discords: here’s my fiddle¬ 
stick ; here’s that shall make you dance. 
’Zounds, consort J 

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt cf 
men: 

Either withdraw into some private place. 

Or reason coldly of your grievances. 

Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. M u’s eyes were made to look, and lei 
them gaze ; 

1 will uot budge for no man’s pleasure, I. 

Enter Romko. 

Tyb. Well, jUfdce be with you. Sir! be.c 
comes my man. 

Mer. But Til lie hanged. Sir, if It** wear 
your hviry : 

Marry, go beloie to field, he’ll bejonr followir ; 
Your worship, in that sense, may call bun— 
man. 

Tyb. Romeo, the hate 1 bear thee can Mi¬ 
lord 

\o better term than this—Thou art a villain. 

Bom. Tybalt, the reason that 1 have to love 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage [thee 
To such a greetingVillain am 1 none; tin*;. 
Therefore farewell ; I sec, thou kuow’&l me 
■ Tyb. Bov, this shall not excuse the injunes 
That thou hast done me; therefoie turn, and 
draw. 

Bom. 1 do protest I never injur’d thee; 

But love thee bitter than thou caiist devise. 

Till thou shall know the reason of my love : 

Aud to, good Capulel,—whitli name 1 teuder 
As dearly as mine own,—he satisfied. 

Mtr. o culm, dishonourable, vile submis¬ 
sion ! 

A la stoccatu * carries it away. [Dr oils. 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk? 

Tyb. What would st thou have with uie ? 

Mtr. Good ktug of cats, nothing but one of 
your nine lives; that I mean to make hold 
withal, and, as you shall use me hereafter, 
dry-heat the rest of the eight. Will you pluck 
your sw'ord out of hio pilchert by the ears? 
make baste, lest miue he about your ears ere 
it be out. 

Tyb. I am for you. [Drairing. 

Bom. Gentle Meicutlo, put thy tapier up. 

Tijb. Come, Sii, your passado. [They fight. 
Bom. Draw, Beuvolio ; [slume 

Beat down their weaponsGentlemen, for 
Forbear this outrage ;—Ty halt—Mcrcutio— 

The priuce expressly hath tot hid this bandying 
lu Verona streetshold, Tybalt;—good Mer- 
cutio. 

[Exeunt Tybalt and his Partisans. 
Mer. I am hurt 

A plague o’tootb the houses!—I am sped 
Is he gone, and bath uothmg ? 

Ben, What, ait thou hurt? 

Mer. Ay, ay, a suatcb, a scratch; marry, 
*u» enough.— . [geon. 

Where is my page l— go, villain, fetch a sur- 

[fiait Page. 

Rom. Courage, man: the hurt cauuot be 
much. 

Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so 

* The Italiau term for a thrust or stsk with a rnpur. 
t Cut* or scabbard. 



2*15 ROMEO AND JULIET. Act III. 


wide as a church door \ bat *tu enough, twill 
serve: ask tor me to-morrow, aud you shall 
find me a grave man. I am peppered, l war¬ 
rant, lor this world 5 —A plague o’both your 
bouses!—Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, cat, 
to .-cratch a man to death! a braggart, a 
rogue, a 1 illaia, that fights by tfae book of arith¬ 
metic !—Why the devil came you between 
us f 1 was hart under your arm. 

Bam. I thought all lor the best. 

Mer. Help me into some bouse, Benvolio, 

Or I shall.faint — A plague o'botli your houses! 
Tbe> have made worm's meat of me : 

1 have it, aud soundly too 'Your bouses! 

[Extant Mekcctio and Benvolio. 

Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally. 
My very friend, bath got bis mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation stain'd 
W ith Tybalt’s slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman: O sweet Juliet, 

Tii) beaut) bath made me eflemiuaie. 

And in my temper soften’d valour's steel. 

Re-enter Benvolio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutlo's 
dead ; 

That gallant spirit bath aspir'd the clouds, 
Which too untune!) here did sedfn the earth 

liom. This day's black fate on more days doth 
depend ; 

This but begins the woe, others must end. 

Re-enter Tiba.lt* 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back 
again. 

Rom. Alive ! in triumph ! and Mercutio slain! 
Away to heaven, respective • lenity. 

And ftre-ey'd fury be my conduct t now I— 

Now, Tybalt, take tbe villain back again. 

That late ibou gav'st me ; for MercuUo’s soul 
Is but a little way above our beads. 

Staying for thine to keep him company; 

Either thou, or 1, or both, must go with him. 

Tyb. Tbon, wretched boy, that didst con¬ 
sort ; him here, 

Shalt with him hence. 

Bom. This shall determine that. 

[They Jight; Ttbalt falls. 

Ben . Romeo, away, be gone I 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain : [death. 
Stand not amaz’d the prince will doom thee 
If thou art taken :—hence!—be gone 1—away ! 

Rom. O l I am fortune's fool! 

Ben. Why dost thou stay t [Exit Romeo. 


Enter Citizens, $c. 

1 Cit. Which way ran be, that kill’t^ Mer¬ 
cutio f 

Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran be 1 
Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

1 Cit. Up, Sir, go with me; 

I charge thee in the prince's name, obey. 

Enter Fumes, attended; Moktaock, Cam¬ 
let, their Wives and others , 

Prin. Where are the vik beginners of this 
fray f 

Ben. O noWe prince, 1 can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl: 

There lies the man slain by young Romeo, 

That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

La. cousin 1—0 my brother's 

Unhappy tight'MBe* the blood is spili'd 
Of my dear l—Prince, as thou art 

tree, 1 

Tor blood or oan shed blood of Montague.— 

) cousin, constat I 

Prin. Benvolio, who began this Moody fray f 
Men. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's band 
did slay; 


t 


• CnL MMldema f— Ik——. 
fttflwrfNWr. S ' 

TpjMt mas upright* 


Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice* tbe quaircl was, and urg'd withal 
Your high diaplcaaureAll tills—uttered 
With, gentle breath, calm look, kuees humbly 
bow’d,— 

Could not take truce with tbe unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that be tills 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutlo’s breast; 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point. 
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beau 
Cold death aside, and with tbe other seuds 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 
Retorts R : Romeo he cries aloud. 

Hold, friends ! friends, part! and, swlfur 
than bis tongue. 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And 'twist them rushes; underneath whose 
arm 

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 

But by and by comes, back to Romeo, 

W bo bad but ue« ly entertain’d revenge. 

And lo’t they go like lightning; for, ere l 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt 
slain ; 

And, as be fell, did Romeo turn and fly: 

This is tbe truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap. He is a ktusuian to the Mnnlaeuc, 
Affection makes bun false, be speaks not tine : 
Some twenty of them (ought in this black suite. 
And all those twenty couid but kill one lilt- ; 

1 beg for jusuce, which thou, prince, mud 
g»'e; 

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prin. Romeo slew him, be slew Mercutio; 

W bo now tbe price of ht:> dear blood doth 
owe 1 

Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutlo's 
frrend ; [end. 

His fault concludes but wbat tbe law should 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And, lor that offence. 

Immediately we do exile him hence: 

I have an mlerest in your bates' proceeding. 

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a 
bleed iug; 

But I’ll amerce you with so strong a fine. 

That you shall all repent tbe loss of mine : 

I will be deaf to pleading and excusee : 

Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase nut 
abuses; 

Therefore use none: let Romeo hence in baste, 
Else, when be’s found, that hour is his last. 

Bear hence Ibis body and attend our will : 

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

[Ejit nut. 

SCENE II .— i Boom in Camlet's House. 
Enter Juliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, yon fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Pbtcbus' mansion ! such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the west. 

And hriug in cloudy night immediately.— 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing 
night I 

That ran-awiy's eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen 1— 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties; or, if love be blind, 

It best agrees with night.—Come, civil t night, 
Tbon sober-suited matron, aJI-in black, 

And learn me bow to lose a winning match. 
Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : 

Hood my unmans'd blood bating in my cheeks,! 
With thy black mantle; till Grange love, grown 
bold. 

Think true love acted, simple modesty. 

Come, night I—Come, Romeo I come, tbon day 
in night 1 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow on a wen's back.— 

* Slight, MiiasoruM. t Crave, ukom. 

X Thea« arm imu uf fUcaurr 
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Conic, gentle night; come, loving, btack-brow’d 
night. 

Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little start. 

And be will make tbe face of heaven to flue, 
Tiiat all the world will be in love with wight. 
Aim) pay no worship to the garish* sun.— 

O 1 have bought Ur* mansion of a love. 

Hut not possess'd it; and, though I am told. 

Not yet enjoy'd : So tedious is this day. 

As is the night before some festival 

To an impatient child, that bath new robes. 

And may not wear them. O here comes my 
nurse, 

Enter Nurse, with Cords . 

And the brings news ; and every tongue, that 
speaks [quence.— 

But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly elo- 
Nuw, nurse, what news? What bast tbou there, 
Die cords 

That Romeo bade thee fetch ? 

Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords. 

[Throws them don*. 
Jut. Ab me! what news ? wbydosttboa wring 
tby bands? 

Nurse. Ab weU-a-day! he's dead, he's dead, 
he’s dead I 

it c are undone, lady, we are uudone 1— 

Alack the day!—he's gone, he's kill'd, he’s 
dead I 

Jut. Cau heaven be so envious? 

Nurse. Romeo can. 

Though heaven caunot:—O Romeo ! Romeo !— 
Who ever would have thought it ?—Romeo I 
Jut. to hat dev il art thou, that dost torment 
rnt* thus ? 

This torture should be roar’d in dismal bell. 
Hath Romeo slain lumself ? say thou hat I, t 
Ami that bare vowel / shall poison inure 
Thau the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 

I am not 1, if there be such an 1; 

<>r those eves shut, that make thee answer, I. 

If be be slam, say—/; or if not, no : 

Brief souuds determine of my weal or woe, 

A urn. 1 saw the wound, I saw it with mine 
eyes,— 

God save tbe mark .'—here on bis manly breast: 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 

Pair, f>ale as ashes, all bedawb'd in blood. 

All in gore blood ; I swoouded at tbe sight. 

Jut. o break, my heart I—poor bankrupt, 
break at once I 

To prison, eyes I ne'er look on liberty 1 
Vile earth, to earth resign : end motion here : 
And thou and Romeo press one heavy bier 1 
Nurse. O Tvbalt, Tybalt, the best friend I 
bad! 

o court eon* Tybalt! honest gentleman ( 

That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

Jut. What storm is this, that blows so con¬ 
trary? 

Is Romeo slaughter'd ; and is Tybalt dead ? 

My dear-lov'd cousin, and my dearer lord If- 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general 
doom! 

For who is living, if those two are gone f 
Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, that kill'd him, he la banished. 

Jut. o God I—did Romeo's bond shed Tybalt's 
blood ? 

Nurse. U did. It did ; alas the day t it did. 
Jut. O serpent heart, hid with a Oow'ring 

face! 

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 

Beautiful tyrant I fiend angelical! 

Dovr-feather'd raven 1 wolvisb-ravcatof hwt | 
Despised substance of dfvineat show I 
Just opposite to what tbou jnstly seem'aft, 

A damned saint, an honourable villain!— 

O nature I what hadst thou to do iu bett, 

• Candy, tbowy. V In Sbdijpmk that 

tbe lAtrmiiif* particle ay was unit ally written i, ud 
here it is necessary (e retain the old spelling. 


When tbou didst bower tbe spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet fiesta ? 

Was ever book, containing such vile matter, 

So fairly bound f Ob 1 that deceit should dwell 
in such a gorgeous palace t 
Nurse . There's no trust. 

No faith, no honesty in men; all perjur'd. 

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.— 

Ab 1 where's my man ? give me some ‘ aqua- 
vita :— [old. 

These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

Jut. Blister'd be tby tongue. 

For such a wish! be was not born to shame: 
Upon bis brow shame is asham'd to sit; 

For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 

O what a beast was I to chide at him ! 

Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill'd 
your cousin ? 

Jut. Shall I speak ill of him that is my hus¬ 
band f 

Ab ! poor ray lord, what tongue shall smooth a 
thy name. 

When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled 
it ?— [sin ? 

But, wherefore, villain, didst tboa kill my cou- 
That villain cousin would have kill'd m> hus¬ 
band : 

Back, foolish tears, bark to your native spring *, 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

\\ Inch you, omtakme, offer up to joy 
My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; 
Aud Tybalt's dead, that would have slain mv 
husband: 

All this U comfort: Wherefore weep I then ? 
Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's, 
death, 

That murder'd me : I would forget it fain: 

But oh ! it pressen to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds to sinners* minds 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo—banished ; 

That— banished, that one word— banished , 

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts.t Tybalt's 
death 

Was woe enough, if it had ended there: 

Or,—if sour woe delights iu fellowship, 

And needly will be rank’d with other gnefs,— 

" h> follow’d not, when she said Tybalt's dead. 
Thy father, or tiiy mother, uay, or both, 

H Inch modern ; lamentation might have mov'd t 
But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 
Romeo is banished, —to speak that word. 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All slain, all dead :— Romeo is banished ,— 
There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 
in that word’s death ; no words can that woe 
sound.— 

Where it my father, and my mother* nurse ? 
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's 
corse ; 

Will you go to them : I will bring you thither. 
Jut. Wash they his wounds with tears 2 mine 
shall be spent. 

When their's are dry, for Romeo's banishment. 
Take up those cords Poor ropes, yon are be- 
guil'd ; 

Both yon and I, for Romeo is exil'd: 

He made you for a highway to my bed ; 

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 

Come, cords; come, nnrse; I'll to my weddin^ 
bed: 

And death, not Romeo, take my maiden bend I 
Nurse. Hie to your chamber: I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you I wot j well where be in, 

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at nights - > 
I'll to him; be is bid at Laurence* cell* 

Jut. O find him 1 give this ring to ay tree 
knight. 

And bid him come to take his fast farewell. 

-** i-ient tongnafie Till iRa li i i mm 

f 1. 1 . la wo ran than the loss often thnuaaud TvUlta- 
t Conun on. f Kui.w. 
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SCENE III.—Friar Ladrbnce's Cell, 

Enter Friar Laurencb and Romeo. 
fYi. Romeo, come forth; come forth, thou 
feat ful niau; 

Affliction is enamour'd of tliy parts. 

And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Horn. Father, what news l what is the prince's 
‘ doom T 

What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 
That I yet know not t 
Fri. Too familiar 

Is my dear son with snch sour company : 

I brio* thee tidings of the prince's doom. 

Rom, What less than doomsday is the prince's 
doom f 

Fil. A gentler judgment vanish'd from his 
lips. 

Not body's death, bnt body's banishment. 

Bom. Ha! banishment7 be merciful, say— 
death : 

For exile hath more terror in his look. 

Much more than death: do not say—banish¬ 
ment. 

Fri. Heuce from Verona art thou banished : 
Be patient, for the world ;s broad and wide. 
Bom. There is uo world without Veroua 
walls. 

But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
Hence-banished is banish'd from the world. 

And world's exile is death :—then banishment 
Is death misterm'd : calling death banishment, 
Thou cut'st my head off with a golden axe. 

And smil'st upon the stroke that niurdeis me. 

F/i. O deadly sin ! l) # rude u»tliaiikfulne>» 1 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind 
prince, 

Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law, 

Aud turn'd that black word death to banish¬ 
ment : 

This is dear mercy, and tbon sees! it not. 

Bom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is 
here. 

Where Juliet lives; and every cat, and dog, 

And little mouse, every unworthy thing. 

Live here in heaven, and may look on her. 

But Romeo may not.—More validity,* 

More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion Hies, than Romeo: they inaj seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand. 

And steal immortal blessing from her lips ; 

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty. 

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 

But Romeo may not; he is banished: 

1 -lies may do this, when I from this must fly; 
They are free men, but I am bauished. 

And sav'st tlion jet, that exile is not death ? 
Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground 
knife, 

\fM«ttddeu mean of death, though ne'er so mean, 
lint—banished—to «till me: banishedT 
O tnar, the damned use that word in bell; 
Hnuliiigs attend it: How bast thou the heart. 
Hems a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolver, and my friend protest’d. 

To mangle me, with that word—banishment T 
Fri, Thou fond mad man, bear me but speak 
a word. 

Ram Q tboa wilt speak again of banish¬ 
ment. . 

Fri. thee armour to keep off that 

Adversity's swell milk, philosophy. 

To comfort tbee, though tbou art banished. 

Bom. Yet banished t—Hang up philosophy I 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 

Displam a town, reverse a prince's doom; 

,Jt helps uor, it prevails not—Ik no more* 

Fri o then I see UuR-madmen have no 
ears. 

Rom. How should they, when that wise men 
have no eyes! 

Frl \ tyf" dispute with tbee of tby estate* 

* W anh Vklm. 


Rom. Thou ranst not speak of ulut thou do-t 
not icel: 

Weil thou as joting as I, Juliet tin love, 

An hour but married, I') ball nmulrml. 

Doling like me, and like me banished. 

Then lmght’st (iioa speak, then ini , t , ht*:t llmu tear 
thy hair. 

And fall upon the giound, as I do now. 

Taking the measure of an unmade erase 
Fn. Arise; one knocks; good Romm, hide 
thjself. [A'nackt»z uit/nn. 

Bom . Nut 1, unless the breath of heart- mi* 
groans, 

Misl-likc, infold me from the search uf ejes. 

{Knvckin s. 

Fri. H.uk, how thej knock!—Who's tin re f - 
Romeo, arise; 

Thon wilt be taken NLiy a while : stand up : 

[hmH'kiu*. 

Run to my study By and by :—(;od*> will! 
What wilfuliiess is this I—1 cuuir, 1 cmnr. 

k A nor a /»£. 

Who knocks so hard f whence conic you .’ ohat's 
your will f 

Nurse. [H'it/iin.] Let mo come in, and you 
shall know im criand ; 

I come from lady Juliet. 

Fri. Welcome tbeu. 

Euttr Nurse. 

Viiw. O holy friar, c> tell me, luilj fiiai. 
Where is my lady's lord, white's Romeo ' 

Fri . There on the giunnri, with In* own u..i* 
made drunk. 

Surge, O he Is even in my mtHre-s* ca.e. 
Just in her case! 

Fri. O woeful sympathy ! 

Piteous pudicatiifut! 

Nurse. Even s» li* s she. 

Blubbering aud weeping, weeping a id blnbl tr¬ 
ill? :— 

Stand up, stand up : stand, an you be a man: 
For Juliet's sake, for her sake, n*e and Hand; 
Why should you fall into so deep an O I 
Rom . Niii sc ! 

Nurse. Ah Sir * ah Sir!—Wei!, death’s the 
end of all. 

Rom. Spak’st thou of Juliet t lum is it with 
berf 

Doth she nut think me an old murder* r. 

Now I have stain'd the duldlmod oi our joy 
With blood removed but little (tom Inroiml 
Where is she ? and how doth she f and what s.ii- 
My conceal’d lady to our cauccli'd love ? 

Nurse. O she .-ays nothing. Sir, but tuepsaml 
weeps; 

And now tails on her bed ; and then start« up. 
And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cue?, 

Aud then down falls ajraiu. 

Rom. As If that name, 

Shot from the deadly level of a gnu. 

Did murder her ; us that name’* tinted hind 
Murder'd her kiusniau.—O tell me, triar, tell tut*. 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my uaine lodge 7 tell .me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. (Pruning his su'oYii - 
Fri. Hold thy desperate band : 

Art thou a man 7 thy form cues out tbou art; 
Thy tears are womanish: thy wild acts deuotc 
The unreasonable fury of a beast: 

Unseemly woman, in a seeming man I 
Or 111-beseeming beast, in seeming both! 

Tbou hast amaz’d me: by my holy order, 

I thought thy disposition better temper’d. 

Hast thou slain Tybalt 7 wilt thou slay thyself t 
And slay thy lady too that lives in thee. 

By doing damned hate upon thyself? 

Why raiPst thou on thy birth, the heaven, and 
earth? 

Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three da 
meet 

In thee at once; which thou at once wouldst lose. 
Fie, fle t thou fhain'st thy shape, thy love, tby 
wit; 

Which, like an usurer, a bound's! in all. 
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And usest none in that irur use indeed 



wit. 

Thy noble shape is hut a form of wax, 
l)i“ icasing from the valour of a man : 

Thy dear love, sworn, lint hollow purjury. 

Killing tlut love which thou hast vow'd to 
cherish : 

Thy wit, that urnauient to shape and love. 

Mis alupeii in the couriurt of iheni both, 

Like powder hi a skill-lee* soldier's flask. 

Is set ou fire by thine own ignorance, 

%nd thou dismember'd with thine own defence. • 
What, rouse* thee, man! thy Juliet is alive. 

For whose dear sake thou nast but lately dead; 
There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee. 
Out thou slew'st Tj halt; there art thou happy 
too : 

The law, that threaten'd death, becomes thy friend, 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy : 

A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness courts thee ill her best array ; 

But, like a mis-behav’d and sullen weuch. 

Thou iHiul’st upon thy fortune and thy love : 

Take heed, take heed, for such die tiiiserub'e. 

Co, g*t line to thy love, as was decreed, 

Ascend her chamber, hence aud comlort her ; 

But took thou stay not till the watch be set. 

For then thou c\m*t not pass to Mantua; 

Wlo*ie thou shait live, till we can liud a tone 
lo hla/e >»ur marriage, reconcile your Irieuil', 
Bee pardon of tbe prince, and call thee hack 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Thau thou wt nt’si forth in lameuiatiou.— 

<»n before, muse : inimnend me to thy lady ; 
And bid her hasten all tbe house to bed, 

Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto: 

Koiih ii < oiiting. 

Anrsc. O laird, I could have staid here all 
the night, 

To hear good rouiistd: Oh! what learning is! — 
My lord. I’ll tell my lady you will come. 

Hum . Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to 
chide. 

\ur*t. Here, Sir, a ring she bid n»c give you. 
Sir: 

Hi.* >on, make haste, for it grows very late. 

[Ejut Nurse. 

Horn. I low well my coir.fort is reviv’d l»v 
this ! 

/Vi. Co hence: Good night ; aud here stands 
all your state ; t 

Either be pone beiore the watrh he set. 

Or hy the break of dav disguis'd limn hence: 
Sojourn in Mantua; I'll find out your man. 

And he shall signify, from time to tune. 

Every good hap to you that chances here: 

Give me thy hand ; 'tis late: farewell; good 
night. 

Ham. Bin that a Joy past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief, so brief to part with thee: 
Farewell, {Exeunt. 

SOENE IV.—A Hoorn in Capo let's House. 

Bitter Capxtlkt, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 

Cap. Things have fallen ort, Sir, bo unluckily, 
That we have had no time # move oar daugh¬ 
ter j 

Lawk you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly. 
And so did 1Well, we were born to die.— 
Tis very late, she'll not come down to-idgbt: 

1 promise you, but for your company, 

1 would have beeu a-bed an hour ago. 

Pur. These times of woe afford no time to 
woo: 

Madam, good night: commend me to yoar 
daughter. 

La. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to¬ 
morrow ; 

To-night she's mew'd J up to her heaviness, 

* 

• Torn to piece* with ihine own weapon*, 
t 11»o whole ol' y nnr fortune depend* un ibis. 

' l >• >wl up. 


Cap. Sir Paris, 1 will make a desperate • 
tender 

Oi inv child's love: 1 think, she will be rul’d 
In all respects by me; iu> none, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go yon to her ere you go to bed ; 

Acquaint her here of my son P.m*.' love ; 

Aud bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday 
uext— 

But, soft; What day is this ? 

Par. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monday! ha! ha! -Well, Wednesday u 

too BOOll, 

O'Thursday let it be ©’Thursday, tell her. 

She shall be married to this noble earl 
Will you be ready ? do you tike this haste ? 

Ue'II keep no great ado a fiicud, or two 
For haik you, Tybalt being slam so late. 

It may be thought we ht|d him caielessly. 

Being our kinsmau. if wc revel much : 

'therefore we’ll have some half a dozen fin*m!«. 
And there an end. But what say you to liiuis- 
day l • 

Par. My loid, i would that Thui&day were to- 
nionow. 

Cap. Weil, get you gone O’Thursday be it 
then :— 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, a?a:ii<*t this wedtliug day.— 
Farewell, my loid.—Light to my chanibu, ho! 
Atuie me, it is so very late, that we 
May call it early by aiid by :—Good night. 

[Eieurt 

SCE\E V. — Juliet’s Chamber • 

Enter Romeo and Jci ilt. 

Jut. Wilt thou be gone? It is not vet n« r 
day : 

It was tbe uiiihtingale, and not the latk. 

That pieic’d the leartul hollow of thane* ear: 
Mildly she sinvs on yon pomegiauaie-tree : 
Believe me, love, it was tiie tiightiugale. 

Horn. It was the latk, the herald oi the mom. 
No mglktiugale : look, love, what envious stieaks 
Do lace the severiug clouds in votidei cast: 
Night's candles aie burnt out, aud jocund d.:y 
Stands tiptoe on Uie misty iiiountain-tops: 

I must he gone and live, or stay and di**. 

Jut. You light is not daylight, I know it, 1: 

It is some meteor that the sun c\halts, 

To be to thee this night a totch-beard, 

Aud light thee on tiiy way to Mautua: 

Tbeiciuie stay yet, thou ueed’ct not to he cone 
Ham. Let tue be ta’eu, let uie be put to death; 
I aiu content, so thou wilt have it so. 

I’ll say, you grey is not the morning’* eye, 

Tib but the pale reflex ol Cyuihia's brow ; + 

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above oui heads : 

1 have more care J lo stay, than will to go 
Come, death, aud welcome! Juint wills it 
so.— 

How is't, my soul ? let's talk, it is not day. 

Jut. It is, it is, hie heuce, be gone, away ; 

It is the lark that sings so out of tuue. 

Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps. 
Some say, the lark makes sweet division;} 

This doth not so. for she divide!h us : 

Some say, the lark aud loathed toad change 
eyes; 

O now 1 would they had chang’d voices tool 
Since arm from arm that voice doth us’aflray, ’ 
Hunting thee hence with hunca-up {{ to the day. 

O now be gone; more light and light it grows 
Horn . Nfoie light aud light I—more dark and 
dark our woes. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Madam I 
Jut . Nurse? 

* Bold. t Reflection or the noon, 

t Inclmntion. I Ditiiioii noi tht ucbaiell 

phr*«c lor niuticil composition. 

) A tune filmed to nuke hunter*, also ■ morning 
M«ng to • Hout«ii ih* day after marriage. 
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Xttrst. Yoor lady mother’s coming to your 
chamber: 

Hie day is broke; be wary, look abont. 

[Exit Nubse. 

Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life 

out. 

Horn. Farewell, farewell I one kiss, and I’ll 
descend. [Romeo descends. 

Jul. Art thou sone so t my love 1 my lord : 
my friend 1 

I must bear from thee every day i’the boor. 

For in a minute then* are many days: 

Oh I by this count I shall be much in years. 

Ere 1 strain behold ray Romeo. 

Ren. Farewell! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey ray greetings, love, to thee. 
Jul. b thmk’st tbow we shall ever meet 
asraiu ? • 

Rom. I doubt it not; and all these woes shall 
sene 

For sweet discourses in oar time to come. 

Jul. O God ! I bavi an ill-divining sou! : 
Methinks I see thee, now thou art below. 

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 

Either my eye-sight fails, or thon look’st pile. 
Rom. And trust me, love, iu my eve so do 
you: 

Dry sorrow drinks oar blood. Adien ! adieu ! 

[Exit Romeo. 

Jul. O fortune, fortune! all men call thee 
tickle : 

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown’d for faith 1 Be tickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long. 
But send him back. 

La. Cup. [H'Uhiu.] Ho, daughter 1 are you 
up ? 

Jul. Who is't that calls t is it ray lady mo¬ 
ther X 

Is she not down so late, or up so early 1 
What unaccustom’d cause procures * her hi¬ 
ther l 

Enter Ladt Capulet. 

La. Cap. Why, bow now, Juliet f 
Jul. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Cay. Evermore weeping for your consin’s 
death f [tears 1 

What, wilt thou wash him from bis grave with 
An if thou conldst, thou couldst not make him 
live; 

Therefore, have done : Some grief shows much 
of love ; 

Bat much of grief shows still some,want of wit. 
Jul. Yet let me weep for snch a feeling lots. 
La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not 
the friend 

Which you weep for. 

Jul. Feeling so the lots, 

I cannot choose bat ever weep the friend. 

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much 
for bis death, 

As that the villain lives which slaughter'd him. 
Jul. What villain, madam t 
La. Cap. That same villain, Romeo. 

Jul. Villain and be are many miles asunder. 
Cod pardon him I I do, with all my heart; 

And yet no man like be doth grieve my heart; 
La. Cap. That is, because the traitor mur¬ 
derer lives. 

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my 
■mds. [death i 

’Would, none bat I might veage my cousin’s 
La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear 
tboa not: . [tna,— 

Then weep no more. I’ll send to one in Man- 
Wbere that same banish’d runagate doth live,— 
That shall bestow on him so sore a draught, 

That he shall soon keep Tybalt company: 

£fid then, l hope, thou wilt be satiafled. 

J* 1 - Indeed I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till 1 behold hi m d ea d — 
h my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd*— 

• Brings 


Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To hear a poison, I would temper it. 

That Romeo should, opon teceipt thereof. 

Soon sleep in quiet.—1», bow my heart abhors 
To lie.u bins nam’d,—and cauuut come to 
him,— 

To wreak tbe love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
tpon his body that hath slaughter'd Inm ! 

La. Cap. Find thou the means, ami I'll find 
such a mao. 

But now I'll tell thee joyfal tidings, gnl. 

Jul. Aud joy comes well in such a needful 
time: 

What are they, 1 beseech your ladyship X 
La. Cap. Well, well, thou ba>t a raieltil la¬ 
ther, child ; 

One, who, to put thee from thy heaviness, 

Hatii sorted out a sudden day of joy. 

That tliou expeci’st not, nor I look'd not for. 
Jul. Madam, in happy time what day is 
that T 

La. Cap. Marry, m> child, -early next Thurs¬ 
day morn. 

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman. 

The couutv Paris, at Saint Peter** church. 

Shall happily make thee there a joyful hude. 
Jul. Now, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter 
too, * 

He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 

1 wonder at this haste ; that I most w«d 
Ere he, that should be husband, comet- to woo. 

1 pray you, tell my lord aud father, madam, 

I will not marry yet; and, when 1 do, I swear 
It shall be Romeo, whom you know 1 hate, 

, Rather than Paris:—These are news indent ! 
La. Cap. Here comes your father: tell him 
so yourself. 

Aud see how he will take it at your ham!*-. 

Enter Cafulet and N't as a. 

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drir/Je 
But for the sunset of my brother’s son, t cu w , 
It rains downright.— 

How now l a conduit, girl ? what, still m Pars? 
Evermore showering? lu oue little body 
Thou counterfeit’st a bark, a sea, a wind : 

For still thy eyes, which 1 may call the sea. 

Do ebb and flow with tears ; llie fiaik Uiv ho ly »<• 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the wind*, thy -i-;lis. , 
Who,—raging with thy tears, and they witli 
them,— 

Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed body.—How now, wife T 
Have you delivered to her out decree X 
La. Cap. Ay, Sir; but she will none, she 
gives you thanks. 

I would, tbe fool were married to her grave! 
Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with 
you, wife. 

Howl will she nonet doth she not give us 
thanks t 

Is she not proud X doth she not count ber 
biess’d. 

Unworthy as she if, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom f 
Jul. Not proud, you have ; but thankful, that 
you have: * 

Proud can I never be of what I hate; 

But thankful even for bate, that is meant love. 
Cap. How now ! how uow, chop-logic ! What 
is this t 

Proud,—and, I thank you,—and, I thank you 
not 

And yet not proudMistress minion, yon. 
Thank me no thanking?, nor proud me no 
prouds, 

But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday neat 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church. 

Or 1 will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out, you green-sickness carrion1 out, you baggage. 
You tallow-face I 

La. Cap. Fie, fte! what, are yon mad 1 
Jul. Good father, I beseech you ou tny 
knees. 

Hear me with patience bat to speak a word. 
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Cep. Hang thee, young baggage ( disobedient 
wretch 1 (day, 

I tell thee wh;if,—get thee to church o'Thurs- 
Or never after link me In the face : 

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me : 

My Huger* Itch.—Wife, we scarce thought us 
Mess'd, 

That God had sent us bid this only child ; 

Uut now I sec this one Is one too much, 

And that we have a curse in haviug her: 

Out on her, btlding t • 

Auric. God iu heaven bless her l— 

You are to Maine, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom I hold yoar 
tongue. 

Good prudence ; smaller with your gossips, go. 
Nurse. I speak no treason. 

Cap. O I God ye good den! 

-Yurie. May not one speak f 
Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool! 

Viter your gratify o'er a gossip's bowl. 

For here we Meed it not. 

I at. Cap . You are too hot. 

Cap. God's bread I it makes me mad: Day, 
mgbf, late, early, 

At honir, abroad, alone, in company. 

Waking, or sleeping, still my care hath been 
To base her match'd: aud having now pro¬ 
vided 


Your first is dead; or *twere as good be were. 
As living here and you no use Of him. 

Jul. hpeakest thou from thy heart! 

Nurse. From uiy sou) too ; 

Or else be shrew them both. 

Jul. Ameu ! 

Nurse. To ivhat! 

Jul. Well, thou bast comforted me marvel¬ 
lous much. 

Go In ; and tell iny lady 1 am gone, 

Having displeas'd iny father, to Laurence’ cell. 
To make confession, and to be absolv'd. 

Nurse • Marry, 1 will; and this is wisely don-. 

[Ei it. 

Jul. Aocient damnation! O most wicked 
bend! 

Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn, 

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she bath prais'd him with above com¬ 
pare 

So many thousand times T— Go, counsellor ; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be 
twain.— 

I'll to the friar, to know his remedy ; 

If ail else fail, myself have power to die. 

[Exit. 


A gentleman of princely parentage, 

<>l f.tir demesnes, youthful, and nobly train’d, 
Stall’d (as wry say,) with honourable part*, 
Proportion'd as cue's heart could wish a nuu,— 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 

*!«» answer —VU not teed,—I cannot love, 

/ am too young, —/ pray you, pardon tne ,— 
Hut, au sou will not wed, I'll pardon you : 

Graze where you will, you shall not bouse with 
me ; 

Look to’!, think on't, 1 do not use to jest. 
Thursday i*> near; lay hand on heart, advise: 

An you he mine. I'll give you to my friend; 

Au you be not, bang, beg, starve, die t'the 
streets. 

For, by my soul. I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, 
Not what i» mine shall never do thee good: 
Trust to’t, bethink you, I’ll not be forsworn. 

[Exit. 

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds, 
That secs into the bottom of my grief! 

<> sweet my mother, east ine not away l 
Dclai this marriage for a month, a week ; 

Or, if \oii do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 
l*a. Cap. Talk not to me, for 1*11 not speak a 
word; 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I.—Friar Laurence's Cell. 


Enter Friar Laurence, and Paris. 


Fri. On Thursday, Sir? the time ts very 
short. 

Par. M\ father Capulet will have it so; 

And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Fri. You say you do not know the lady's 
mind: 

Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately 6be weeps for TybaJ.'s 
death, 

Aud therefore have I little talk'd of love ; 

For > enus smiles not in a bouse of tears. 


Now, Sir, her lather counts it dangerous. 

That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ; 
And, iu his wisdom bastes our marriage. 

To slop the inundation of 1i«t tears ; 

W h»ch, too much nnuded by herself aloflff 
May be put from her by society : 

Now do you know the leason oi this baste. 

Fri. I would I knew not why it should be 
slow'd, [Aside. 

Look, Sir, here comes the lady towards iny cell. 


Enter Juliet. 




Do as thou wilt, for 1 have done with thee. 

[Exit. 

Jut. O God l—O nurse I bow shall this be 
prevented T 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven; 
How shall that faith return again to earth. 

Unless that husband send tt me from heaven 
by leaving earth 1—Comfort me, counsel me.— 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stra¬ 
tagems * 

Upon so soft a subject as mywJfl— 

vn hat say'st thou ! bast thou not a word of joy ! 

Some comfort, nurse. 

Nurse. 'Faith, here tls: Romeo 
Is banished ; aud all the world to nothing. 

That be dares ne’er come back to challenge 
you; 

Or, if be do, It needs must be by stealth. 

Then, since the rase so stands as now U doth, 

I think it lie*t you married with the eoanty. 

Oh I he’s a lovely gentleman I 

Ronyeo's a disbclout to him; as mg le, madam. 

Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye. 

As Paris hath. Rethrew uiy very heart, 

1 think you happy in this second match. 

For it excels your first; or if it did not, 


Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife 1 

Jul. That may be, Su, when I may be a 
wife. 

Par. That may be, must be, love* on Thurs¬ 
day next. 

Jul. Wbat must be shall be. 

Fri. That's a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this 
father ! 

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you. 

Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 

Jul . 1 wiU confess to you, that I love him. 

Par. So will you, 1 am sore, that you love 
me. 

Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price. 

Being spoke behind your back, -than to yu«r‘ '* 
face. "* * 

Par . Poor soul, thy face is much abus'd with \ 
tears. / -‘* 

Jul. The tears have got small victory Bar 1 
that; 

For it was bad enough, before their spite. 

Par. Thou wrong's! it, more than tears, with 
that report. 

Jul. That is no slander, Sir, tbst is a troth * 
And what I spake, I spake it to my free. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast sland¬ 
er'd U. 


• Due vtmui 
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Jvl, It may be so, for It is not mine own.— 
Are von at leisure, holy father, now; 

Or shall I couie to you at eveulng mass ? 

/■>». My leisure senes me, pensive daughter, 
now:— 

My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par, God shield, I should disturb devo¬ 
tion I— 

Juliet, ou Thursday early will I rouse you: 

Till then, adieu 1 aud keep this holy kiss. 

[/ilrif Paris. 

Jul. O shut the door! and when thou hast 
do ue so, 

Come weep with m:; Past hope, past cure, 
past help I 

Pri. Ah 1 Juliet, I already know thy grief; 

It straius me past the compass of my wits: 

I bear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it. 
On Thursday neat be married to this couuty. 

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear’at of 
this, 

Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it: 

If, in tb) wisdom, thou caust give no help. 

Do tbou but call my resolution wise, 

And with this knife I’ll help it presently. 

God join'd my heait aud Kouieo’s, thou 
bands: 

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d. 

Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or uiy true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both : 
Therefore, out of thy loug-expenenc’d time. 

Give me some present counsel; or, behold, 
*Twi\t iny extremes aud me this bloody kmle 
Shall play the umpire; • arbitrating that 
Which the commission t of thy years aud art 
Could to tio i-sue of true honour bring. 

Be not so long to speak; I long to die. 

If wbat thou speak’st speak not of remedy. 

/Vi. Hold, daughter; I do spy a kind of 
Which craves as desperate ait execution [hope, 
As that is de.-peraie which a * would prevent. 

If, rather than to marry county Paris, 

Thou hadst the strength of will to slay thyself; 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame, 
That cop’st wiUi death huuself to scape from it; 
Aud, if thou dar’st, I’ll give thee remedy. 

Jul. O bid me leap, rather than marry Pari 8 , 
from off the battlements of youoer tower; 

Or walk iu thievish ways; or bid me lurk 
"here *erpeut* are; chain ine with roaring 
Or shut uie nightly in a charnel-house, [bears ; 
O’er-cover’d quite with dead incu’s rattling 
hones, 

With reeky shaius, and yellow chaplcss sculls; 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 

And hide in*; with a dead man iu bis shroud ; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me 
tremble : 

Aud I will do it without fear or doubt, 

Iu live an uustam’d wde to my sweet love. 

Frt . Hold, then; go home, be merry, give 
Consent 

To marry Paiis ; Wednesday Is to-morrow ; 

To morrow night look that thou lie alone, 
i>et not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
lake tbou this phial, being then in bed. 

And this distilled liquor drink thou off: 

When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall setae 
Each vital spirit; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but aurccase to beat: 

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st; 
IV ro»es m thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes; tby eyes’ windows fall, 

Like* death when he shuts up the day of life ; 

Each part, depriv’d of supple government, 
bhaii nitf, aud stark, and cold .appear like 
death: 

And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shall remain full two aud forty hours, 


And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 

Now when the bridegroom hi the morning 
• comes [diad: 

To rjiise thee from thy bed, there art thou 
Then fas the manner of our country »-,) 

In Hay bi*st robes nucover'tl on the l«er. 

Thou shait be borne to that same ancient vault. 
Where all the kindred of the Capulet*. lie. 

In the meantime, against thou shall awake. 

Shall Romeo by iny letters know our drill; 

And hither shall he come: and he and 1 
Will wratch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee lienee to Mantua. 

Aud this shall free thee Irom this present shame ; 
If uo cscoustaut toy, nor wouiauish fear. 

Abate thy valour Iu the acting it. 

Jut. Give me, O give me ! tell me not of fear. 
/Vi. Hold; get you goue, be strong and 
prosperous 

In this resolve: I’ll send a fiiar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy bud. 

Jul. Love, give me strvuglhJ and strength 
shall help afford. 

Farewell, dear father. [Kittint. 

SCKXE //.—A /loom in Capllit’s //mm. 

Enter Capulet, Lvur Carl-let, Xi r*»., and 

Servants. 

Cap. So many guests invite as line an* 
writ. — [Exit Suit am. 

Sirrah, go hire me tweuty cunning rook-. 

2 Serr. You shall have none ill, Sn ; *«»r I'll 
try if they cau lick their Augers. 

Cap. How catisl thou try them so? 

2 Serf. Mairy, Sir, ’Us au ill cook that c.iu- 
not lick bis own tingns. therefore In* that 
cannot lick bis lingers goes not with me. 

Cap. Go, begone.— [Krtt Simavt. 

We shall be much mi furnish'd lor this time.-- 
What is mv daughter gone to friai Luurru*-. 1 
Xurse. Ay, forsooth. 

Cap. Well", he may chance to do some goo* 
on her: 

A prevish self-wili’d harlotry it is. 


• Decide the ?trup*1e tteltteen me mad 


tf dlitrcM**. 


Enter Jl lict. 

Xurse. See, where she coin s fiom vlni.t* 
with merry look. 

Cup. How now, my headstrong * win.* have 
you been gaddimf ? 

Jut. Where 1 have team'd me to upeut the 
Of disobedient opposition [n.* 

To you aud your behests , ♦ and am enjoin'd 
By holy Laurcpce to fall prostrate here, 

Aud beg your pardon Paidou, 1 bc-r. • li 
li« nccforward I am ever rul’d by you. ; voi»! 

Cup. Send for the county ; go tell him of 
this; [rig. 

I’U have this knot knit up to-morrow umin- 
Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence’ 
cell; 

And gave him what becomcd * love l might. 

Not slrpplug oVr the bounds of mode-iv. 

('ap. Why, I am glad ou’t; this i*. well,— 
stand up: 

This is as’t should be.—Let me see the founts ; 
Ay, many, go, I sav, and fetch him lufliri.— 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy filar. 

All our whole city is much bourn! to him. 

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into iny 
closet. 

To he»p me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ? 

Iai. Cap. No, not till Thuisday ; tln ic 1* 
time enough. 

Cap. Go, nurse, go with her We'll to church 
to-morrow, 

[Exeunt Jui.ict and Nt r*f.. 
l.a. Cap. We shall be abort iu our piovi-iou; 
’Tin now near night. 

Cap. Tush! i will stir aboiff, [wif»*; 

And all things shall lie well, I warrant thee 


Coofrttiun. 


t Csmmsud*. t Stcbidii (. 



Seme III. ROMEO A! 

Go thou to Joliet, help to (leek up her ; 

I’ll not to bed to-night-let me alone ; [ho l— 
I’ll pl«i> the houM.uile for this once.—What, 
The) air all forth : well, 1 will walk myself 
To count) I’ans, to prepare him up [light, 
Against to-uioiiow: my heart is wondrous 
Since this same wa> ward girl is so reclaim’d. 

{Exeunt. 

SC EX*: ///.—Jlliet's Chamber . 

Enter Joliet and Klr*e. 

Jut. Ay, those attires are bestBut, geti- 
tie nurse, 

I pia> thee, leave me to myself to night; 

Foi 1 have need of many orisons * 

']« move tin* heavens to smile upon my state, 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross aud full of 
sin. 

Enter Lady Cavulet. 

I.a. Cup. What, are >ou busy T do you need 
ni> lx Ip I 

Jul. No, madam ; we have cull'd such neces* 
suites 

A» are lnliovefiil for our state to-morrow : 

So plea-e > 011 , let me now he left alone, 

And hi the nurse this night sit up with you; 
tor. I am >uit, you have )our hands full all 
lu tins so vuddtn business. 

I.a. Cay. Good night' 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou ha e t need. 

* Eut tint Lady Capi’lvt and Nlkm. 
Ji.l. 1 are»« II God know*, when we shall 
meet again. 

I have a fuiui cold ftui thrills through my 
v cm-, 

Inat .ilino't lice/rs up the heat of life : 

I'll (.ill thrill I mi k again to ruin foil me - 
Nune '-Uh.it should she do here ? 

Mv di-m.tl -re ue I needs must act alone.— 
i nine phial.— 

uiiat ti tin' mixture do not work at all ? 

Mu*t I of bore hr married to the count) ?— 

No, no .-tin-* shall forbid it ‘ —lie thou there. - 

[Laying donn a JJazxti. 
U hat if ii hr a pot.on, whu h the frur 
Siatitl\ hath numMei'd to have me dead, 

I.»*-t m thi:. muirugi* he slumld he dUhonotu’d, 
Ht<a"*e h»* nianud me In fore to Romeo! 

I tear, it is : -and vet lueihiitks it should not, 
l or h' 1 bath *ti'l been tried a holy uian : 

1 will not cntciiaiti so had a thought.— 

How if, when I am laid mto the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
< fiiue to redeem me ? there's a fearful point! 
^hall I not then be stilled in the vault, 

1 i whose foul tuoutb no healthsome air 
biiathrs in, 

\nd there die strangled ere tny Romeo comes 7 
nr, it I live, iv it not very like 
Ihr humble conceit of death aud night, 
logethu with the terror of the place,— 
in a vault, and ancient receptacle, 

U here, for these many hundred years, the 
hones 

Of all rrv Imried ancestors arc pack'd ; 
uheie bloody Tv bait, yet but green in earth. 
Lies (cst’rmg in bis shroud; where, as they 
say, 

At some hours in the night spirits resort 
Alack, alack ! is It not like that 1, 

So early waking,—what with loathsome smells; 
Aud feltri* ks like mandrakes* torn out of the 
earth, 

Thai living mortals, hearing them, ran mad ;t— 
Oil' if I wake, shall 1 not lie distraught,; 
Environed with all these hideous fearst 
And madly play with iny forefathers'jointsf 

• Prayer*. 

♦ The fabulous account a of the plant called a an< 
«fr«JrJ rite il a tlrprcr of nmnml life, and when it laturn 
from I tie ground u groan*, which i» fatal to Uloi that 
I'ulU it up. t Dxtraitad 
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And pluck the manulcd Tybalt from his shroud t 
Aud, in this rage, wall some great kinsman’s bone, 
As with a club, da-h out my denperate brain-7 
O look! niethinks, 1 s* e my coiimii’s ghost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did -pit In-, body 
Upon a rapier’s point:—.Stay, l>'..;lt, stay !— 
Kouieo, 1 come ! this do I dunk to thee. 

[She throus heisitj oh the lied 

SC EXE /r.—CAPU let’s Hull. 

Enter Lady Capllet and Nerve. 

La. Cay. Hold, take these keys, aud fetch 
mote spices, nur.-e. 

Xursc. They call for dales and quinces m the 
pastry. • 

Enter Capllet. 

Cap. Come, stir, sur, sUr! the second coA 
hath crow’d. 

The curfeii bell hath rung, 'tis three o’clock 
Look to the bak’d meats, good Angelica : 

Spate not for coat. 

Xursc. Go, go, you cot-quean, go, 

Get you to bed ; ’faith, you'll be sick to-oionovv 
For this night's watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit; What! 1 have watch’d 
ere uow 

All night for lesser cau<-e, and ne’er been sick. 

La. Cay. Ay, v«»u have been a mouse hunt* 
in your time : 

But l will watch you from such watching—now, 
[tin unt Lady CaPLI.st unit Ninsi 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jeaious-bood '.—Now, 
fellow, 

NS hat’s tbcie l 

Enter Servants v ith Spits , Li'gs, and 
Hash'd r. 

1 Sere. Things for the cook. Sir; but I know 
not what. 

Cap. Make baste, make haste. [tint 1 Sery.] 
Sirrah, fetch drier logs ; 

Call Prtir, lie wiU shew thee where they are. 

•J Sin. 1 have a head. Sir, that will mid o«’t 
logs. 

And never trouble Peter for the matter 

Et it. 

Cay. 'Mass, and well said; a inert > whoie- 
soii .* ha, 

Thou shall be logger-head.—Good faith 'us day : 
The county will lie hear with music straight, 

, {.1/mjic u i thin. 

For so lie sanl he would. 1 hear him near 
Nuise !—W lie ! what, bo !—what. Nurse, 1 say i 

Enter Nlrse. 

Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up; 

I'll go aud chat with Pans:—Hie, make haste. 
Make haste.' the bridegroom he is come al¬ 
ready : 

Make haste, i say ! [Exeunt, 

SCEXE r.—Ju list's Chamber ; Jlliet on 

the Bed. 

Enter Nurse. 

Xursc. Mistress ! — what, mistress !—Juliet! 
—fast, 1 warrant her, she 
Why, lamb '.—why, lady S—fle, you slug-a bed J— 
Why, love, 1 sayl —madam 1 sweetheart!— 
why, bride! 

\N hat, not a word 1 —you take your pennyworths 
now; [ram. 

Sleep for a weekfor the next night, I war* 
The county Pans hath Bet up his rest. 

That you shall rest but little.—God forgive roe, 
(Marry and amen !) how sound is she asleep! 

1 needs must wake her : — Madam, madam, 

madam! 

Ay, let the county, take you in your bed ; 

♦ Tbe room where pies were made. 

* hui term of (Muraeut to a woma. 
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He'll IHgbt you up, 1 faith.—WUl it not be I 
Whit, dress'd 1 aud in yoar clothes 1 and down 
again J 

J must needs "wake yoo : Lady I lady1 lady 1 
Alas! alas 1—Help! help! my lady's dead I— 

O weII-a-day, that ew I was born.!— 

Some aqua-vitae, bo)—my lord 1—my lady 1 

Enter Lady Cap oust. 

La. Cap* Wbat noise is here f 
Nurse. O lamentable day' 

La. Cap. What is the matter t 
Nurse. Look, look I O heavy day ! 

La. Cap . O me, O me! my child, my only 
life. 

Revive, look up, or I will die with thee 
Help, help!—call help. 

Enter Capo let. 

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord 
is come. 

Nurse. She's dead, deceas'd, she's dead ; 
alack the day ! 

La. Cap. Alack the day! she’s dead, she's 
dead, she’s dead. 

Cap. Ha ' let me see herOat, alas! she’s 
cold ; 

Her blood,is settled ; and her jonts are stiff; 

Life and these lips have long been separated : 
Death lies on her like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 
Accursed time *. unfortunate old roan ! 

Nurse. O lamentable day ! 

La* Cap. O woeful time I 
Cap. Death, that hath ta’en her hence to 
make me wail. 

Ties up my tongue, aud will not let me speak. 


Enter Friar Laurence and Paris, uith Mu¬ 
sicians. 

Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to 
church Y 

Cap. Ready to go, hut never to return : 

O son, the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath death lam with thy bride:—See, there she 
lies, 

Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 

Death is m> son-in-law, death is my heir; 

M) daughter he bath wedded ! I will die. 


And leave him all; life leaving, all is death's. 
Far. Have 1 thought long to see this morn¬ 
ing’s face. 

And doth it give me such a sight as this ? 

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hate¬ 
ful day! 

Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw 
In lasting labour of bis pilgrimage ! 

Rut one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
But one thing to rejoice and solace in. 

And cruel death hath caich'd it from my sight. 
Nurse. O woe 1 O woeful, woeful, woeful 
day! 

Most lamentable day Y most woeful day. 

That ever ever I did yet behold I 
O day ! O day 1 O day I O hateful day I 
Never was seen so black u day as this: 

O woeful day, O woeful dayl 
Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited, 
slain I 

Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd, 

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown I— 
o love! o life 1—not life, but love in death! 

Cap. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd, 
kill'd I— 

Uncomfortable time 1 why cam’s! thou now 
To murder murder our solemnity 1— 

O child 1 O child 1 —my soul, and net wsy 
v child I— 

;X>«ad art thou, dead I—alack! ay child is dead; 
■And, with my child, my toys are tented t 

***' to, for shame I cohfuaim's care 

lives not “ < 

to, these cob fusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part In this fair maid ; now heaven bath HI, 


And all the better is it for the maid : 

Your part in her you could not keep Ironi death ; 
But heaven keeps his part hi eternal life. 

The most you sought was—her pmnuitiou; 

For twas your heaven, she should be advanc’d: 
And weep ye now, seeiug she is advanc’d. 

Above the clouds, as high as heaven it>elt ? 

Oh ! la this love, you love your child so ill, 

Thai you run mad, seeing that she is well: 

She’s uot well married, that lives married lone; 
But she's best mairked, that dies warned 
young. 

Dry up your team, and stick yonr rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and as the custom is," 

In all her best array bear her to chuicb : 

For though fond nature bids us all lament. 

Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment. 

Cap. AM things, that we ordained festival. 
Turn from their oliicc to black funeral : 

Our lustnitneuts, to ntelaucholy bells; 

Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial least; 

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change ; 

Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse, 

And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, you go in,—aud, madam, go witn 
him 

And so, Sir Pans ;—every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave : 

The heavens do low’r upon you, lor some ill; 
Move them uo more, by crossing tluir I 114 I 1 uni 
[tlieurtt CArri.r.T, lady Csim 
LET, Paris, and I'uiau. 
1 Mus. 'Faith, we may put up our pip* 
be gone. 

Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah! put up, 
p«t up ; 

For, well you know, this is a pitiful ca-e. 

[Lilt \ l USE. 

1 Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be 
amended. 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Musicians, O musican*, Heart's ease, 
heart's ease ; O an you will have me live, play 
— heart's ease. 

1 Mus. Why heart's ease ? 

Pet. O musicians, because my heart itself 
plays— My heart is full of uor : (1 play uu 
some merry dump • to comfort me. 

2 Mus. Not a damp we; 'tis no time to 
play now. 

Pet. Yon will not then ? 

2 Mus. No. 

Fit. I will then give It you soundly. 

1 Mus. Wbat will yon give u»l 
Pet. No money,on my faith , but the sleek : > 
I will give yoo the minstrel. 

1 Mus. Then will 1 give you the serving- 
creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creatures 
dagger on your pate. 1 will carry uo crotrbeis : 
I’ll re you, I'D fa you : Do you note me 1 

1 Mus. An you re tie, and fa ns, you note ns. 

2 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put 
out your wit. 

Pet. Then have at yoa with my wit, 1 will 
dry-beat yoo with u iron wit, and put up ui> 
iron daggerAnswer me like meu : 

When griping grief the heart doth ri outtd. 
And doleful dumps the mind oppress, 
Then music, with her silver sound ; 

Why, silver sound T why music uith her sil¬ 
ver sound T 

What say you, Simon Cattling Y 
1 Mus. Marry, Sir, because sliver bath a 
sweet sound. 

iPct. Pretty I Wbat say yoa, Hugh Rebeck ?; 
t Mus. J say— silver sound , because tnusi- 
riaas sound for silver. 


_ _baavy 

ttoffMk u «# koO, Pud ■ rliUm tm »*l "«*««*■ mtasirtr. 
I M And (hi jocund rtUtks sewud." -hUltwn. 
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Pet. Pietty loo! — WUat say you, James 
SotmdpoM f 

3 l/io. ’Faith, I know not uhat to say. 

Pit. o I civ you mercy 1 you are the singer : 
1 Hilt *ay for you. U is music with her silver 
son mt t because such fellows at you have seldom 
gold loi sounding : — 

Then music, with her silver sound, 

H'ith speedy help doth lend redress. 

[£ai< singing. 

1 Vh i. \\ hat a pestilent knave is this same ? 

i Mu\. Hau$ biin. Jack I Come, we’li m here; 
tai i > tor the mourners, and stay dUiuer. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. • 

SC EXE I. — Mantua. — A Strcit. 

i 

Enter Romeo. 

Con:. It I may trust the flattering eye of 
>k»p, 

Mv «1 i*:iiiin presage some joyful news at hand : 

Mv I'o-imt's lord t Mis I mil tty in his throne; 

\n I, all lint day, an uuaccustom'd ‘•pint 
lil** me above the ground wuh cheeiful 
thoughts. 

I <li« amt rm laris came and found me dead; 
l**tianrlream ! that gives a dead man leave to 
Hiiuk , 

Ami l>r<.oil'd such life uith kisses m my lip*, 

11* a I i* vis’d, am) was an emperor. 

Air rm 1 how sttcrl is love Itself possess’d, 

all'll but love’s shadow, aie mi itch in jnv l 
1./iter B ii.TH war. 

V\v* fiosu tcioiia! —How now, Balthazar? 

I> «*' th'«.i not In mg me letters liom the friar? 

I low doth tn v lad) } 1> iiiv father well? 

How taro in) Juliet ? That I ask again; 

For nothing tail be ill, if she be well. 

t!<U. linn she is well, and nothing can be 
ill . 

Her body >lc« p-* iu Capcl’s monument. 

And In i immortal purl with minds lives; 

1 saw nei laid low in her kindred’s vault. 

And presently took post to fell it von: 
o pji'hiu me for bunging these ill news, 

.since you did leave it lor my office. Sir. 

Hum Is it even so ? then 1 defy you, stars !— 

I hou Know’at my lodging: get me ink and 
papci, 

And in*•- post-horses; I will hence to-night. 

Hal. Pal don uie. Sir, 1 will not leave you 
ll.ii>*: 

Youi looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Horn. Tush, thou ait deceiv’d ; 

Leave me, aud do the tbiug 1 bid thee do: 

Jfa*»t tliou no Idlers to me from the friar 1 
ilnl. No, my good lord. 

Horn. No matter : get thee gone. 

And hire those boises ; I’ll be with thee straight. 

[Alri/ Balthazar. 

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-uight. 

Let’s see for means: O mischief, thou art 
swift 

To cntei hi the thoughts of desperate men! 

I do remember an apothecary,— 

Aud hereabouts he dwells,—whom late 1 noted 
In tatter’d weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of simples ; J, meager were his looks, 

Sh.tip misery had worn him to U>e bones: 

And hi his needy shop a tortoise bung. 

An alligator stulPd, aud other skins 
Of tU^hap’d tishes; and about his shelves 

• This met It now introduced by o t u fa— tflrgt, sod 
u flMnJ MUKt. t *• *• Lovo* 

S Htrbf. 


A beggaily account of empty boxes, 

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Remnants o! packthread, and old cakes of robt.i 
Were thinly scatter'd, to make up a show. 

Noting this peuury, to myselt I said— 

And if a man did need a poison now, 

Whose sale is present death in Maniua, 

Here Jives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 

O tills sani" thought did hut forerun my 
need ; 

Aud this same needy man must sell it me. 

As ! remember, this should lie the hou**e : 

Being holiday, the beggar’s shop is shut.— 
What, bo 1 apothecary! 

Enter Apotiiscary. 

Ay. Who calls so loud? 
ltum. Come luiher, man.—i see that 
art poor ; 

Hold, there is forty dneats : let me have 
A dram of poison; such soon-speeding geei * 

As will disperse itself through ail the veins, 

That the life-weary taker may fall dead, 

And that the trunk may be disUuig'd cf 
breath 

As violently, as hasty powder fir’d 
Doth him) from the fatal cannon’s womb. * 
Ap. £tich mortal drugs 1 have; but Man¬ 
tua’s law 

Is death, to anv he that utters them. 

Hum. Art thou so baie, and full of wretch¬ 
edness. 

Mid fVar’st to die’ famine is in th> cheeks. 
Need ami oppression starvelb in thy eyes, 
l pmi tin back bangs ragged miseiv, 

I he vvoild 1 = not thy lucnd, nor the worn!-. 
Iju : 

Hie wuild affords no lav to make thee rich , 
Then be not poor but break it, and take 
this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, ca'i- 
MIltM 

Horn. I pav thy poverty, and not thy ivilL 
Ay. Put tin* in any liquid thing you will. 

And drink it off; aud, if you had the Mimgfn 
Of twenty men, it would despatch you 
straight. 

Horn. Theie is thy geld : worse poison to 
men’s souls, 

Doing more murders ill this loathsome world, 
Than these pool compounds that thou mav’.-t 
riot sell . ^ 

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. f 
Farewell ; buy food and get thyself in flesh.— 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Juliet’s grave, for there must I use tnee. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE II.—Friar Laurence's Cell. 
Enter Friar John. 

John. Holy Franciscan friar! brother, ho ? 

Enter Friar Laurence. 

Lav. This same should he the voice of frias 
John.— 

Welcome from Mantrra: What says Romeo? 

Or, if his tnind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Going to find a barefoot brother out. 

One of our older to associate me, 

Here iu this city visiting the sick, 

And finding him, the searchers of the town. 
Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign. 

Seal’d up the doors, and would not let tu 
forth ; 

So that my speed to Mantua there was 

stay'd. 

I mu. Who bare my letter then to Romeo 1 
John. 1 could not send it,—here it is 
again,— 

• ftnff. 
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Nor pet a messenger to bring it thee. 

So feai tul were the) of infection. 

Lav. Luh&ppy tortuue 1 by tny brotherhood. 
The letter was not nice,* but full of ctiaigc. 

Of dear import; add the neglecting it 
May do much danger: Friar John, go hence ; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
I nto my cell. 

John. Brother, 1*11 go and bring't thee. [Ent. 
Lau. Now intivt I to the monument alone ; 
Within thi> three hours will fair J diet wake ; 
She will beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidcuts: 

Bat I wifi write again to Mautiia, 

And keep her at my cell till Romeo come; 

Poor living cor»e, clos'd in a dead man's tomb! 

[Eiit. 

SCEXE III. -A Church-Yard ; in it, a Mo- 
nument belonging to the Cu-ilkt*. 

Enter Paris, and his Peer bearing Flowers 
and a Torch. 

Par. Give me thj torch. Boy : Hence and 
stand aioor 

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 

•Under >on yew-trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thiue ear close to,the lioUow ground ; 
So shall no foot npon the church yard triad, 
(Being loose, ui.firm, with digging up of graves,! 
But ih«tu shall hear it: whistle then to me. 

As signal that thou hear'st something approach. 
Give me those flowers.' Do as 1 bid thee, go. 

Page. I am almost afraid to stand -alone 
Here in the church-yard ; yet 1 will adventure. 

f Reims. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy 
biidal bed : 

Sweet tomb, that in thv^nreuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity ; 

Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain. 

Accept this latest favour at m> bauds ; 

That living honour'd thee, and, being dead, 

Midi fitueia! piaiscs do adorn thy tomb! 

A [7V ie boy ?t his ties. 

The boy gives warning, something doth ap¬ 
proach. 

M hat-cursed foot wanders this wray to-night, 

To cross my ob«cqiiies, and true-love’s rid - ? 

IVhat, with a torch /—muffle me, night, a while. 

[Retires. 

f nter Romeo and Balthvzar with a Torch , 

Mattock, 4 c. 

Horn. Give me that mattock, and the wrench¬ 
ing iron. 

Hold, take this letter ; early in tbe^norning 
S* e tbon deliver it to my lord aud father. 

Give me the light: I'pon thy life I charge tbec, 
W liate'er thou hear’st or scest, stand ail aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my com sc. 

" by I descend into this bed of death, 

Is partly, to behold my lady's face: 

But, chiefly, to take hence from her dead finger 
A precious ring; a ring that I most ose 
In dear employment: t therefore hence, be- 
But if thou, jealous, dost retorn to pry [gone 
In what WnrtbeT shall intend to do. 

By heaves, 1 will tear tbec ioint by joint. 

And strew tbk hungry church-yard with thy 
limbs; 

Th* time and my intents are savage-wild; 

Wore fierce, and more inexorable far, 

Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

Bui. i will he gone. Sir, and not trouble 
you. 

Rom. So shait thon show me friendship. — 
Take thou that: 

Lr.e and be prosperous, and farewell, good 
fellow. 

Eal. For all this same. I'll Wde me here¬ 
about ; 

• / f. One trivial *r fdfo subject, 
t i r. Acuo* of importance. 


His looks I fear, and his lutcnls I doubt. 

[R< tires, 

Rom. Thou detestable in.iv., ihou womb oi 
death 

Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of tin* caith. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open. 

[Breaking open the Poor oj tut Monun.t lit. 
And, in despite, 1*11 cram thee with lnuic loud! 
Par. This is that banish’d haughty Monta¬ 
gue, 

That murder'd my love's cousiu;—with nuich 
grief, 

It is supposed the fair creature died,— 

And liere i» come to do some viUamuts slumo 
To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him.— 

[A dt U.lCt 

Stop thy unhallnw'd toil, vile Moutague ; 

Can vengeance be pursu'd farther thau death : 
Condemned villain, 1 do apprehend tliee : 

Obey, and go with me ; for thou mu»t dn 
Rom. I must, indeed ; aud llicreiorc tame I 
hither.— 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a despciatr man, 
Fly hence and b-ave methink upon these 
gone ; 

Let them affnglit tbec.—I beseech thee, you;!', 
Heap not another sin upon my head. 

By iiigmg nit* to fury O he gone! 

By heaven, I love thee bcitei than myself. 

For 1 conic bithir arm'd against my sell : 

Slav not, hegone live, aud hereafter say — 

A madman's uiercy bade thee itm away. 

Par. 1 do defy thy conjuration**, • 

And do attach thee a& a ielon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me t thru have . t 
thee, boy. [ The>j JrJ t. 

Page. O lord ! they fight : I nil! go tail tin 
watch. [t.nt I'cgi. 

Par. O 1 am slam ! [Falls.]- If thou In 
meiciftil. 

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. f On s. 
Rom . In faith, I will Ltt me jwiiim- this* 
face ;— 

►Mercntio's kinsman, noble county I'an* 

What said my inau, when my beto-seu ,*oi:l 
Did u*»t attend him as ivc rode ? 1 think. 

He told me Paiis should have inarm <t Julwt: 
Said lie not co 1 or did I dieam H so ' 

Or am I mad, bearing him talk <>! Jul.it, 

To think it was so i —O give me thy li; ml. 

One writ with me in sour misfortune's Look ' 

I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave,— 

A grave? O no; a lantern,! aluugjiitr’d youth. 

For litre lies Juliet, and her benny makes 
This vault a feasting presence; full oi light. 
Death, lie tbou there, by a dead man mierr'd. 

[Laying Paris in the .Monunn nt . 
How oft when men are at thr point of death 
Have they been merry 1 which their keeper* 
call 

A lightning before death : Oh ! how may 1 
Call this a lightning I—O iny love! my wife I 
Death, that bath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensign yn 
Is crimaon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 

And death's pale flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, liest thou there iu thy bloody sheet r 
Oh i what more favour can I do to tliee, 

Thau with that band that cut thy youth in 
twain, 

To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 

Forgive ine, cousin I—Ah ! dear Juliet, 

Why art tbou yet so ftirl Shall I believe 
That iinsuhstautial Death is amorous; 

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to he bis paramour 7 
For fear of that, I will still stay with thee; 

Aud never from this palace of diin night 

Depart again ; here, here will I remain 

With worms that are iby chambermaids; O here - 

• I refuse to do u thou eonjmrtii me to do, »'. e. drpnrt 
t The allusion is to a louvre or turret full til uindw« 
by means of which ancient bolls, &c. are illuannatnl. 
t Presence chamber. 
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Will I set up my evei lasting rest; 

Ami shake Uie yoke of inauspicious stars 
from tins world wearied flebh.—Eyes, look your 
last 1 

Arms, take vour last embrace! and lips, O you 
The doors oi breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless baigaiu to engrossing death!— 

Come, biller conduct, * collie, unsavoury guide ! 
Hum desperate pilot, now at once rnn on 
The dashing rocks tby sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here’s to my lute!— [Drinks.] O true apolbc- 
car> i 

Tby drugs are quick.—Thus with a kiss 1 die. 

{Vies.4 

Juntcr at the other end of the Church-Yard , 
Iriar Laurence, with a Lantern, Crott, 
and Spade. ^ 

Fri. Saint Francis be my speed! how oft to¬ 
night 

H ive my old feet stumbled ai graves ?—Who's 
there ? . 

Who is it that consorts, so late, the deadf * 
Hal. Here's one, a friend, and one that kuows 
)on well. 

Fri. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good rov 
Irtend, 

'N hat torch is yond’, that vainly lends his light 
'Io grubs and eyelet sculls? as I discern, 
it burneth in the Capels’ monument. 

Hal. It doth so, holy Sir ; and there's my 
master. 

One that jou love. 

Fr>. \\ ho is it 1 
Hal. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath be been there? 
j Hal. Full half an hour. 

Frt. <»o with inr to the vault. 

Hal. 1 dare not, Sir: 

My master knows not, but I am goue hence; 
And fearfully did menace me with death, 
li 1 did stay to look on his intents. 

Fri. Stay then. I'll go alone :—Fear comes 
upon me : 

O much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 

Hal . As l did sleep uuder Ibis yew-tree here, 

1 dreamt my master and another fought. 

And that isiv master slew bun. 

Fri. Romeo T [Advances. 

Hack, alaik, what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre t— 

\t hat mean these masteries* and gory swords 
To lie discolour'd by this place of peace ? 

[Enters the Monument. 
Romeo! ob 1 pale I—Who else? what, Paris 
too ? 

Aud steep’d in blood ?—Ah! what an unkind 
hour 

Is guilty ot this lamentable chance !— 

The lady stirs. (Juliet nakes and stirs. 

Jul. O comfortable iriar! where is my lord ? 

I do remember well where I should be, 

And there I am Where is my Romeo? 

[Noise within. 

Fri. I hear some noise.—La^y, come from 
that nest 

of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep; 

A greater power thau we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, conic away: 
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 

And Paris too :—come, I'll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy uuns : 

Stay not to question, for the*watch Is coming; 
Come, go, good Juliet,—[A'oise again.] 1 dare 
stay no longer. (£rtt. 

Jul. Co, get thee hence, for I will not 
away,— 

What’s here T a cup, clos’d iu my trne love'l 
baud ? 

Poison, I see, hath heen his timeless end 
n churl! drink all; and leave no friendly drop, 
To help me after?—-1 will kiss thy lips; 

Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them, ‘ 


To make n»e die with a restorative. 

[Kisses him. 

Thy Ups are warm ! 

I Watch. [Within. j Lead, boy Which 

* way f 

Jut. Yea, noise?—then I’ll be brief.—O happy 
dagger I 

[Snatching Romeo’s Dagger. 
This is thy sheath ; [Stabs hcrselj .j thtic rust, 
and let uie die. 

[Falls on Romeo’s Body, and dies 

Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris. 

^ Page. This is the place ;'there, where the 
torch*doth horn. 

1 Watch. The ground is bloody ; Search* about 

* the church-yard: 

Co, some of you, whoe’er mh find,'attach.* 

. itUeuntisomc. 

Pitiful sight; here lift the cmiuly slain ;— 

Aud Juliet bleeding ; waim, and newly dead, 
‘Who Jit-re hath lain these two days buried.— ■' 

Go, W1J the priiro?,—,iin to the Capulets,— 

Raise up the Montagues,—some others st arch 

[Exeunt other Watchmen. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do he ; 
but the true ground all these piteous woes. 

We cannot without cmuinstance descry. 

Enter some of the Watch, uith Bilthazar. 

2 Watch. Here’s Romeo's man, we found him 

iu the church-yard. 

1 Watch. Hold lurn m safety, till the prince 
come hither. 

Enter another Watchman, with Friar 
Lit RENCC. 

3 Watch. Here is a fnar, that trembles, 

sighs, and weepst 

Wc took this mattock and this spade from him. 
As be was coming from this church-yard side. 

1 Watch. A great suspicion; Stay Ahd 1 fnar 
too. » 

Enter the Prince and Attendants. 

Prince . What misadventure is so early up„ 
That calls our person from our morning’s rest ? 

Enter Capulkt, Lady C applet, and others. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek 
abroad ? • 

La. Cap. The people in the street cry— 
Romeo, 

Some—Juliet, and some—Paris ; and all run, 
With open outcry toward our monument. 

Prince. What fear is this, winch startles in 
our ears ? 

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county 
Paris slaiu; 

And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before. 

Warm and new kill’d. 

Prince. Search, seek, and know liotv this foul 
murder comes. 

I Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter’d 
Romeo’s man,» 

With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men's tombs. 

Cap. O heavens! O wife! look how our daugh¬ 
ter bleeds 1 

This dagger hath mista’en,—for lo 1 his house • * 
Is empty on the back ut Montague,— 

And is mis-sheathed iu my daughter’s bosom* , 
La. Cap. O me I this sight of death is *k a 
bell. 

That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague andt others. 

Prince. Come, MonMfe ; for ttaa art early 
up, IW 

To see thy son aud nelr more early down. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to 
night. 


• Conductor 


* 1. t. The scakhard. 


5 
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Grief of tny son's ex&e hath stopp'd her breath: 
What further woe conspires against name age! 
Prince. Look, and thou shalt see. 

31 oh. O thou untaught 1 what maimers Is in 
this. 

To press before thy father to a grave t 
Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a 
while, 

'Till we cau clear these ambiguities. 

And know their 6pring, their head, their true 
descent; 

And then will I be general of your woes, 

Aud lead you even to death: Meantime for¬ 
bear. 

And let mischance be slave to patience.— 

Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

/Vi. 1 am the greatest, able to do least. 

Yet most su9pecte<^as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful mur¬ 
der; ♦ 

And here 1 stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned and myself accus’d. 

Prince. I hen say at onc£ what tho# dost 
know ill this. 

Fri. 1 will be brief, for my short date of 
breath 

Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo, there dead, wa# husband to that Ju 
bet; « 

Aud she, there dead, that Romeo’s faithful 
wife: 

1 married them; and their stolen-marriage- 
da> 

Mas T>bait’s doomsday, whose untimely death 
Banish’d the new-made bridegroom from this 
city ; 

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin’d. 
You—to remove that siege* of grief from her,— 
Betroth’d, and would have married her per¬ 
force. 

To county Paris :—Then comes she to me ; 

And, with wild looks, bid me dense some 
means 

To rid her from this second marriage, 

Or, in my cell there would she kill herseif. 

1 hen gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, 

A sleeping potion ; which so took effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The form of death : meantime 1 writ to Romeo, 
Tint he should hither come as this dire night. 
To help to take her from her borrow'd grave. 
Being the time the potion's force should 
cease. 

But he which bore my letter, friar John, 

M as staid by accident ; and yesternight 
Return'd my letter back : Then all aiowe, 

Ai the prefixed hour of her waking. 

Came 1 to take her from her kindred's vault; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell, 

Till! conveniently could send to Romeo : 

But when I came, ''some minute ere the time 
Of her awakening,) here untimely lay 
The noble Pans and trne Romeo, dead. 

She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth, 

A.*d hear this work of heaven with patience: 

Put then a noise did scare me from the tomb; 
And she too desperate, would not go with me. 
But (as it aeons,) did violence on herself. 

• Sent. 


All this I know; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught m this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrific'd some hour before his time, 
l/uto the i igotir of severest law. 

Prince. We still have known tiiee for a holy 
man.— 

Where’s Romeo's man? what can he sa> m 
thisf 

Bal . 1 brought my master news of Juliet's 
death; 

And then in post lie came from Mautua, 

To tins same place, to this same monument. 
This letter he early bid me give hi* father; 

Aud threaten'd me tvilh death, going m the 
vault, 

If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prince . Give me the letter, I will look ou 

it.— 

Where is the county’s page, that rais’d the 
watch T— 

Sirrah, what made yonr master ia this place ? 
Pti$e. He came with Dowers to strew his 
lady's crave; 

And bid me stand aloof, aud so 1 did : 

Anon, conies one with light to ope the tomb; 
And, by and by, my master drew ou him , 

And then 1 ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the 
friar's words. 

Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he wntes—that he did buy a put-on 
Of a poor 'pothecaiy, and therewithal 
Caine to this vault to die, and lie wuh Ju¬ 
liet.— 

Where be these enemies? Capulit! Monta¬ 
gue ! — 

See what a scourge is laid upon your hate, 

That heaven finds means to kill youi joys 
with love ! 

And I, for winking at your discords too. 

Have lost a brace of kinsmen : * all are pun¬ 
ish'd. 

Cap. o brother Montague, give me thy 
baud: 

This is my daughter’s jointure, for uo mote 
Can 1 demand. 

Mon. But ] can give Aiiee more: 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold; 

That, while \erotia by that name is known. 
There shall no figure at snch rate lie set, 

As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by lus lady lie , 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity l 

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with 
it brings; 

The sun for sorrow will not show his head : 
Go hence, to have more talk of tl»r*c sad 
things ; 

Some shall be pardon’d, and some pun¬ 
ished : 1 

Tor never «r» a story of more woe, 

Thau this of Juliet and her Romeo. 

[Preuni. 

• * Mercollo and Pant. 

t In the oripuil mot> (to ubirh ibis line refers) 
tho prince tortures Mii hang* the sp<<tb«.< ary j bnuishe* 
the ulil none ; pardoev Romeo's servant , aud ullovr 
l riar Laurence to retire la a hermitage tu the vutuilv 
«#f Verona. 


AS • piece for dramatic exhibition, this tragedy has been essentially improved by the celebrated Mr. Gnrrx L . 
not only in the etyie and language, by which the jingle and quibble of many of Ue passage* are eaponged, but aim 
l»v the transposition of several scenes, and by the following essential deviation from the original plot > As amended 
hy hup, and represented at present, no mention ta made of Rosaline, and the sudden and unnatural change of 
Romeo’s affection from her *o Juliet ts thereby avoided . Juliet also revives from her deaib-lihe slumber btjorr the 
potion has fully operated upon the framo of Romeo, and be dies in her arms, after attempting to carry her from 
the tomb. By this most judicimig alteration, the pathos of the scene is heightened to its highest pilch; for 
nothing can be more malting than the incidents and expression* which so highly-wrought a catastrophe affords. 
Mn the Italianstory upon which the play ia founded, such was actually the development of the plot i butSbakspenr • 
had certainly recourse to the English or French translation ; in which this addition tr> the tale was npon sumo 
account omitted. 



CYMBELINE. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

HAl.OVE »pp«MI that ShsiVipnre wrote Cymbeline In the vear 1603. The Bain incident* upon which the p ot 
turns occur in a novel ot Boccaccio’* ; but our poet obtained them in • different shape, from an old story¬ 
book entitled Ifeatwardfor .Smdti. Cymbeliuc, who fire* name to the play, bnt it a cipher of royalty, begau 
to reign over Britain in the 19th year of Augustus Ce«r. He filled the throne daring thirty-fire year*, leaving 
twn * mu, Gnidenu* and Arviragu*. The play commence* in the 16th year of the Christian era, winch nat 
the C4th year of Cjrmbeline'a reign, and the 42nd of Augustus’*. The subject of the piece is disjointed and much 
too < 11 U u »c : it exhibits some monstrous b re ache* of dramatic unity, anil saver*! very languid and make-shift 
scene*. But the part of Imogen is most delicately and delightfully drawn ; her ideas are remarkably luxuri¬ 
ant, vet restrained j ana the natural warmth of her affections i*, in many instance*, most beau’ifully expressed. 
Gluten is an incongruous animal, with some strong points about him | and a fine contrast to Postbumus, who 
i« sketched with great judgment, feeling, and consistency. 7 he Queen i* an unfinished character, desirous of 
producing mischief, but possessing neither enerey nor ability to accomplish her schemes ; and though 
tachimo'b cunning is portrayed with uncommon skill iu his first attempt upon Imogen’s virtue, yet his subse¬ 
quent peuitrnrr and candour (however conducive to tht moraU are uot consistent with the nsual hardihood of 
so thorough-paced a villain. Notwithstanding its fine passages and affecting incidents, this play was lost to the 
*ta fc -e until Garrick uudertook to revise it, b* the abridgment of some scenes, and the transposition of others, 
it was r« duccd within the compass of a night's performance ; and bat since continued a periodical favourite 
vi uh the public Iir. Johnson decide* the merits of (his historical drama in the following summary manner : 
** 1 o rein irk tfic folly of the fiction, the absurditv of the conduct, the confusion of the names and manners <>f 
difT< rent times, and the impossibility of the events in any system of life, were to waste criticism upon unresisting 
imbtcilitv, upon faults too ev .deul for detection, aud too gross for aggravation.” No one can denj the elrg*uic o 
or point of the Doctor's critical sentences, nor their murderous efficiency when meant to despatch an adver¬ 
ts r* at a single blow , but the greatest fault of our poet consists in his having christened some characters of the 
jir.t century with names wbirh belonged to the fifteenth ; aud in his having seasoned their antique Roman 
honesty vrub a smattering of modern Italian vi!|gap 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


< v MnF.i.iNB, King of Britain. 
ci.oiln, Son to the Queen 0;/ a former hus 
bund. 


It on ails Post h rail'll, a Gentleman, Hus¬ 
band to Imogen. 

Pi i. am i s, a banished Lord, disguised under 
the name of Morgan. 

r Sons to Cymbeline, disguised 
Gc limit's J under the names of Polu- 
Aiimsmci >, j dare and Cad teal, supposed 
\ Sons to Ildar iu^. 

Phi la rid, Friend to Post hunt us, ) 

Ia« hi vo, Friend to Philarto, j nalians - 
A l*iti win Gentleman, Friend to Phitario. 
Ct:u Llcids, General of the Roman Forces. 


A Roman Captain. T'wo British Captains. 
Pisa nio, Seri ant to Posthumus . 

Cornelius, a Physician. 

Two Gentlemen. 

Two Jailers. 

Queen, Wife to Cymbeline . 

Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former 
tQueen. 

Helen, Woman to Imogen. 

Lords , Ladies, Roman Senators , Tribunes 
Apparitions, a Soothsayer, a Dutch Gentle¬ 
man, a Spanish Gentleman, Musicians, Of- 
jiccrs, Captains, Soldiers, Messengers, and 
other Attendants. 


Scene, sometimes in Britain; sometimes in Italy. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I*—Britain.—The Garden behind 
Cva belikb’s Palace. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. You do not meet a man, but frowns: 

our bloods • 

No nime obej the heavens, than our courtiers ; 
Still seem, as docs the king’s. + 

2 Gent. But what's the matter? 

* Inclinations. 

I Many pages of controvciay have been watted rpon 
thi. passage, which Is very obscure, und must ever re* 
■lain as. 


1 Cent. His daughter, and the heir of his 

kingdom, whom 

He purpos’d to his wife’s sole son, (a widow 
That late be married.) hath referred herself 
(Jnto a poor hut worthy gentleman : She's wedded ; 
Her husband bauish’d; she imprison'd : aU 
Is outward sonow; though, 1 think, the Uag 
Be touch’d at very heart. 

2 Gent. None but the king 1 

1 Gent. He, that hath lost her, too : so Is the 
queen, [tier. 

That most desir'd the match : But not a cour- 
AI though they wear their faces to the hent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
i Glad at the thing they scowl at. 
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2 Cent. And why sot 

1 Cent. He that hath mist'd the princess, is s 

thin* 

Too bad fur bad report: and he that hath her, 
(I mean, that married her, alack, good man I 
And therefore banish’d) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the relgtoits of the earth 
For one his like, there would he something 
fatting 

In him that should compare. I do not think 
So fair an outward, aud such stuff within. 
Endows a man but be. 

2 Gent. You speak him far. * 

1 Cent. I do extend him, Sir, within himself; 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 

His measure duly. 

2 Cent. What’s his name, and birth f 

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the loot: H's 

father 

Was call’d $icilius, who did join bts honour 
Against the Romans, with Ca^ibelan; 

Rut had his titles by Tenantius, t whom 
He serv’d with glory and admir’d success; 

So gam’d the snr-addition, Leonatus : 

And had, besides this geutleinsu iu question. 

Two other sons, who, in the wars o’lhe time. 
Died with theur swords m hand ; for which their 
lather 

(Then old aud fond of issue,) took such son an . 
That he qua bring; and Air gentle lad). 

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas’d 
As he was boiu. The king, lie takes the babe 
To his protection; calls him Posthumus; 

Breeds him, and makes bun of his bed-chaiuber : 
Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he 
took. 

As we do air, fast as 'twas minister’d ; and 
lu his spring became a harvest: Liv’d iu court, 
(Which rare it is to do,) most prais'd, moat 
lov’d :i [lure, 

A sample to the youngest; to the more ma- 
A glass that feated $ them ; and to the graver, 

A child that guided dotards : to his mistress, 

For whom he now is banish’d,—her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtue ; 
By her election may be truly read. 

What kind of man be is. 

2 Gent. I honour him 

Even out of your report . But, ’pray you, tell me. 
Is she sole child to the king 7 

1 Gent. His only child. 

He had two sons, (if this be worth your bearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 
I’lhe swathing clothes the other; from their 
nursery [knowledge 

Were stolen: and, to this hour, no fuess in 
Which way they went. 

2 Gent. How long is this agof 

1 Gent. Some twenty years. 

2 Gent. That a king’s children should b« so 

convey’d! 

So slackly guarded! And the search so slow. 

That could not trace them 1 

1 Gent. Howsoe’er ’its strange. 

Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at. 

Yet is it true. Sir. 

2 Gent. I do well believe yon. 

I Gent. We roust forbear: Here coine the 
qoeeu and princess* Exeunt. 

SCEXE11.—The same . 

Enter the Queen, Posthduis, and Imogen. 

Queen. So, be assur’d, yon shall not find me, 
daughter. 

After the slander of most step-mothers, 

Evil-ey'd unto you; you are my prisoner, but 
Your jailer shall deliver you the keys [mas. 
That lock np your restraint. For yon, Posthd- 

• Yctb mrt la>ith m your cncMmums 
. - , t lb* faihrr of CymteUttr. 

3 io *>* at oner lotr.l and proved, it truly rorr. 

) * «-r»ned ibeir nianntn. 


Irt I. 

So soon as 1 can win the offended king, 

I wilt be known your advocate: marry, yet 
The tire of rage is iu him ; and Hwetc good 
You leaii’d unto his sciitcure, with what pa¬ 
tience 

Your wisdom may Inform von. 

Post. Please your bigbucs>, 

1 will from heuce to-day. 

Queen. You know the peril 
I’ll fetch a turn about the gaideu, pitying 
The pangs of barr’d affections; though the 
king 

Hath charg’d you should not speak together. 

[Exit Ql LLS. 

I MO. O 

Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds I—My than -t 
husband, [thing 

I something tear t»> lather’s wrath; but un- 
(Always reserv’d my holy dul),) what 
His rage can do on me : You mud he gone; 
And 1 shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; nor comforted to live. 

But that there is this jewel m this wuihl. 

That I may see again. 

Post. My queen 1 my mistress! 

O lady, weep no more; lett I cue cause 
To be suspected of more lender tic*s 
Than doth become a man! I will remain 
The loyal’st husband that did e’er plichi troth. 
Mv residence iu Rome at one IMnlario’i; 

Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter: thither write, my quciri, 
Aud with mine eyes I’ll dilnk the wuids you 
send, 

Though ink tie made of gall. 

Re-enter Qufe.n. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you : 

It the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of bis displeasureYet I'll in<»\ • 
him [A-wdt. 

To walk this way: I never do him wrong. 

But he docs buy my iujiiries, to be friends ; 

Pays dear for my offences. [Giit. 

Post. Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet wr have to live. 

The loathness to depart would grow . Ado u ! 

Into. Nay, stay a little : 

Here you but riding forth to air your«elf. 

Such parting were too petty. Look line, love ; 
Ibis diamoud was my mother’s: take it, Ju.m , 
But keep it till you woo another win-, 

U beu Imogen is dead. 

Post. Howl how I anothert— 

You gentle gods give me hut this I have, 

And sear tip* my embrarcnirnt* from a next 
With bonds of death I—Remain thou litre 

{Putting t>n the Ring. 
While sense t can keep it on! Aud ttveeieti, 
fairest, 

As I iny |»oor self did exchange for you. 

To your so infinite loss; so, in our trillr* 

I still win of yon : For iny sake, wear this ; 

It is a manacle of love: I'll place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

{Putting a Bracelet on her Ann* 
Imo. O the gods ! 

H hen shall we see again f 

Enter Cvmielins and Lords. 

Post. Alack, the king 1 

Gym. Thou basest thing, avoid ! lienee, from 
iny sight! • 

If, after this command, Hum fraught! the coutt 
With iby unworthiiiess, tliou diet!; Away I 
Thou art poison to my blood. 

Post. The gods protect you I 
And bless the good remainders of the court I 
I am gone. ( G\ it 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp tbuu QiU is. 

Cyui. O disloyal thing, 

• CIck up, | Sensation. } Kill 
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That shonld’st repair my youth ; thou beapest 
A year’s* age on me I 
Jmo. 1 beseech you, Sir, 

Harm not yourself with your vexation ; I 
Ain senseless of your wrath; a touch more 
rare • 

Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Past gr.re ? obedience 
Jmo. Past hope, and in despair: that way, 
past grave. 

Cym. Hint nngtit’st have had the sole son of 
my queen ! 

I mo. <> bless’J, tint I might not l 1 chose an 
eagle. 

And did avoid a put lock, t 
Cym. I bon took’at a beggar; would'st have 
made tny throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Jmo . Vo ; 1 rather added 
A lustre to it. 
f'ym. o thou vile one! 

Jmo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have lov'd Post hum ns : 
You bred him as my playfellow ; and lie is 
A man, worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum lie pays. 

Cym. What!—art thou mad T 
Jmo. Almost, Sir: Heaven restore me !— 
'Would I were 

A neat-herd's; daughter! and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd’s soil! 

Re-enter Qi'Kin. 

Cym. Thou foolish thing !— 

They were again together: you have done 

[7b the Qcezn. 

Not after onr command. Away with her. 

And pen her up. 

Queen. 'Beseech your patience Peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace ;—Sweet sovereigu. 
Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself some 
comfort 

Out of your best advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her lauguisb 
A drop of blood a day ; aud, being aged. 

Die ul Ibis folly 1 

[EUlt. 

Enter Piss mo. 

Queen. Fie !—you most give way : 

Here is your servant.—How now. Sir f What 
news f 

Pis. My lord, your aon drew on my master. 
Queen. Ha I 

No harm, I trust. Is done f 
Pis. There might have been. 

But th.«t my master rather play'd thau fought. 
And had no help of auger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. 1 am very glad on't. 

Jmo. Your sou's my father’s friend; be takes 
bis part.— 

To draw upon an exile !—O brave Sir l— 

I would they were in Afric both together; 

Myself by with a needle, that i might prick 
The goer back.—Why came you from your 
master t 

Pis. On bis command: He would not suffer 
me 

To bring him to the haven: left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 

Wbti: it pleas'd you to employ me. 

Queen. This bath been 

Your fn ( thful servant: I dare lay mine honour, 
He will remain so. 

Pis. I humbly thank yonr highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk awhile. 

Jmo. About some half hour hence. 

I pray you speak with me: you shall, at least* 

Co see my lord aboard: for this time leave 
me. 

(Xreiinf. 

* A mu iiqaiiite feeling. 1 A kite. 

I Cauls-keeper. 


SCESE III.-A Public Place. 

Enter Clotcn, and two Lords. 

1 fjord. Sir, I would ad\ i«e you to shift a 
shut; the violence of action hath made you* reek 
as a sacrifice: Where air comes out, air comes 
in: there's Hone abroad so wholesome as that 
you vent. 

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it 
—Have I bun him! 

3 Lord. No, faith; not so ranch as his pa¬ 
tience. [Aside. 

1 Lord. Hurt him T his body's a passable car¬ 
cass, if be be not hurt: it is a thoroughfare lor 
steel If it be not hurt. 

1 Jjord. His steel was in debt; it went o'the 
backside the town. [Aside. 

Clo. The villain would not stand roe. 

3 Jcord. No; but be Hed forward still, toward 
your face. [Aside. 

1 Lord. Stand you ! You had land enough of 
your own : but he added to your having; gave 
you some ground. 

2 Jjord. As many Inches as you have oceans : 

Puppies! [Aside. 

Clo. I would, they had not come between us. 

2 Lord. So would I, till you had measured 
how long a fool you were upon the ground. 

[Aside. 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and 
refuse me I 

2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, 
she is damned. [Aside. 

1 Jjord. Sir, as 1 told you always, bei beau¬ 
ty and her brain go not together :• She’s a 
good sign, but 1 have seen small reflection of 
her wit. t 

2 Jjord. She shines not upon fools, lest the 

reflection should hurt her. [Aside. 

Clo. Come, I'll to my chamber: 'Would there 
had been some hnrt done ! 

2 Lard. I wish not so ; unless it had been 
the fall of an ass, which is no great hart. 

[Aside. 

Clo. Yon'II go with us ? 

X Lord. I'll attend your lordship. 

Clo. Nay, come, let's go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [fixeunf. 

SCESE IF.—A Room in Ctisslirs’s . 

Palace. 

Enter Ixogkm and Pisano. 

Jmo . I would tbon grew'st unto the shores 
o'the haven. 

And qnestion'dst every sail: if he should write. 
And I not have it, 'tivere a paper lost 
As offertd mercy is. What was the last 
That be spake to thee T 

Pis. *Twas, Ills queen , his queen ! 

Jmo. Tbeu wav’d his handkerchief! 

Pis. And kiss'd it, madam. 

Jmo. Senseless Unen 1 happier therein than 
And that was all ? [1!— 

Pis. No, madam; for so long 
As be could make me with this eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, lie did keep 
The deck, with glove, oi hat, or handkerchief* 
Still waving, as the tits and stirs of his mihd 
Could best express how slow bis soul sail'd on* 
How swift his ship. 

Jmo. Thou should’st have made him 
Aa little as a crow, or leas, ere left 
To after-eve him. 

Pis . Madam, so I did. 

Jmo. > would have broke mine eye-strings ; 
crack'd them, but 

To look upon him; till the dlminnUoa 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my Medic: 
Nay, follow'd him, till be had mdte< from 
The smallness of a gnat to air; and IM 

• H*r knntr tad Mr nm m mi «sul. 

4 AmcmmU sluoit every sign bed mhc nuwp at a 
witlicisn «u4ern«aih U. 



262 


CYMBELINE. Act J. 


Have tam'd mine eye, and wept**—But, good 
Pisanio, 

When shall we hear from him f 
Pis. Be assur'd, madam. 

With iiis next vantage. * 

Jmo. 1 did not take my leave of him, but bad 
Most pretty things to say: ere 1 could tell him. 
How 1 would think on him, at certain hours. 
Such thoughts, and such; or 1 could make him 
swear 

The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest, and his honour; or have charg'd 
him, [night. 

At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at nud- 
To encounter me with orisons, t for then 
I am in heaven for him : or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my 
father. 

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the ninth. 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter a L\dt. 

Lad*. Tbe queen, madam. 

Desires jour higbuess’ company. 

Jmo- Those things 1 bid you do, get them 
desf latch'd.— 

I will attend the queen. 

Pis- Madam, 1 shall. 

[£rewt. 


for courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and 
yet pa> still. 

French. Sir, you o'er-rtue my poor kindness ; 
I was glad I did atone* my countrymau and 
you; il had been pity >ou should have beeu pur 
together with so mortal a purpose as then each 
bore, upon importance of so slight and trivial a 
nature. 

Post. By yoar pardon. Sir, I was then a 
young traveller: rather shunned to go even 
with what 1 beard, than in my every action to 
be guided by others' experiences: but, upon 
my mended judgment, (if I olfeiid not to say n 
is mended,) my quanel Was not altogether 
slight. 

French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to tbe arlmre- 
meul ot swords; aiul by such two, that would, 
by all likelihood, have coufounded f one the 
other, or have fallen both. 

Juch. Cau we, with manner*, ask wbat was 
tbe ditteieoce 1 

French. Safely, I think; 'twas a contention 
in public, which may, without contradiction, 
suffer the report, ft was much like an argu¬ 
ment that fell out last night, where each of us 
fell in praise of our country mistresses : ibis 
gentleman at that tune vouching, (and upou 
warrant of bloody animation,; his to l»e inon* 
fair, virtuous, wise, ihaste, cnuatant-qualitn d, 
and less auemplibie, than any the r«uc*t or oui 
ladies hi France. 


s» 


SCENE V . — Rome.—An Apartment in Pm- 

LARIO'S UOUSC. 

Enter Philario, Iachiho, a Frenchman, a 
Dutchman, and a Spaniard. ; 

lack. Believe it". Sir, I have seen him in Bri¬ 
tain : he was then of a crescent note, > expected 
to prove so worthy, as since be bath been al¬ 
lowed the name of: but I could theu have 
looked on him without the help of admiration ; 
though the catalogue of his endowments had 
been tabled by his side, and I to peruse him 
by items. 

Phi. Yon speak of him when he was less fur¬ 
nished, ff than now he is, with that which makes 
him both without and within. 

French. 1 have seen him ht France: we had 
very many there, could behold the shu with as 
tirm eyes as he. 

lack. This matter of marrying Ins king's 
daughter, (wbereiu be most be weighed, rather 
by her value than his own,) words him, 1 doubt 
not, a great deal from the matter. 

Fit rich. And then his banishment:- 

Jack. Ay, and tbe approbation of those that 
weep this lamentable div orcc, under her co¬ 
lour*, are wonderfully to extend If him: be it 
but to fortify ber judgment, which else an easy 
battery might lay flat, for taktug a beggar 
without more quality. Bot how comes it, he 
is to sojourn with you T How creeps acquaint¬ 
ance ? 

Phi. His father and 1 were soldiers together; 
to whom I have been often bound for no leu 
than my life :- : 

Enter Posrtfcvtf. 

t 

Here comes the Briton: Let him be so enter¬ 
tained among** you, as suits, with gentlemen of 
yoor knowing, to a stranger of quality.'—I be¬ 
seech you ail, be better known to this gentle¬ 
man ; whom I commend to yon as a noble friend 
of mine : How worthy be Is, I will leave to ap- 
jear^hereafter, rather than story him in his own 

1 ^/Ve wcft. Sir, we have known together In Or- 

Fost. Stare when l have been debtor to yow 


>•* Opportantty. f But me with redpraesl 

gAjpOMM. .. S Slukifnft he* peopled Bo w Wtth 
swhtl lulitaktl MrJZi, endihiDeeMMUcb*’ 
I IncnattnrinfuM. f 

% rreiM him. 


Jack. That lady is not now living; or thi> 
gentleman's opinion by this worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, aud J my 
mind. 

Jack. You must not so far piefer her 'fore 
cur's of Italy. 

Post. Beins so far provoked as 1 was m 
France, I would abate her nothing : though i [no- 
fox uivxeif her adorer, uot her Jiiend. 

Juch. As lair and as good (a kind of hand in¬ 
hand comparison,) had been .something too i.or 
and too good for any lady in Britan). It sin* 
went belore others 1 have seen, as that diamond 
of your's ouHustles many 1 have beheld, 1 could 
not but believe she excelled uiauy : but I have 
not seen the most piecious diamond that is, nor 
you (he lady. 

Post. 1 praised her, a> I rated he.*; to do I 
my stone. 

Jack. VV bat do you esteem it at ? 

Post. More than the world i njo. •*. 

Inch. Either your unpaiagoucd mi-tress is dead, 
or she's outpriz'd by a ti tile. 

I 3 ost. You are mistaken : tbe one may he 
*oid, or given ; if there were wealth enough 
lor the purchase, or merit for the gilt: the 
other is not a thuig for sale, aud ouly the gift 
of the gods. 

Jack. Which the gods have given yon? 

Post. Which by their graces, I will keep. 

lack. You may wear her in title yourS. but, 
you know, «trauge fowl light upou neighbour¬ 
ing ponds. Your ring may be tloleu too : m, 
of your brace of uupriraMe estimations, the 
one is but fiail, and the other casual; a cun¬ 
ning thief, or a that-way accomplished courtier, 
would hazard the winning both of Hist and 
last. 

Post. Your Italy contain* none so accom¬ 
plished a courtier, to convince x the honour of 
my mistress; if, in the holding or low of that, 
you term ber frail. I do nothing doubt you 
have store of’ thieves; notwithstanding I feat 
not my ring. 

Phi Let ns leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all heart. Thi* worthy sig- 
nior, I thank him, makes no stranger of me; we 
are familiar at drat. 

Jack. With fere times so orach conversation, l 
should get ground of your fair mistress; make 


• Hifnli, 

t DsstroyrA. * Of rrcvro*. 
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ber go back, even to the yieldin'*; bad I ad¬ 
mittance, and opportunity to friend. 

Post. No, no. 

Jack, 1 dare, tbereon, pawn the moiety of 
my estate to your ring; which, in my opinion, 
o’er-values it something; But I make my wager 
ratlu-r against your confidence, Hum her repu¬ 
tation : and, to bar your offence bereiu too, I 
durst attempt it against any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abased* la too 
bold a persuasion ; and 1 doubt not you sustain 
what you're worthy of, by your attempt. 

Inch. What’s that 1 

Post. 4 repulse: Though yonr attempt, as 
you call it, deserve more—a punismrnt too. 

P/n. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came iu 
too suddenly; let it die as it was born, and, I 
pray you, be belter acquainted. 

Jach. ’Would I bad put my estate and m> 
neighbour's on the approbation 4 of what 1 have 
spoke. 

Post. What lady would you choose to assail f 

Jach. YourS ; whom in constancy, you think, 
stands so safe. 1 will lay you ten thousand du¬ 
ra N to your ring, that, commend ine to the court 
where >onr lady is, with no more advantage 
than the opportunity of a second conference, and 
1 will bring from thence that honour of tier's, 
which von imagine so reserved. 

Cost. I will wage against your gold, gold to it: 
mv ring 1 Indd dear a> my linger ; 'Us part of it. 

Inch. U 11 are a friend, I and therein the 
ui«er. It >011 l»ii> ladles’ flesh at a million a 
dram, you cannot preserve it from tainting: 
But, I see, you have some religion m you, that 
><•11 tear. 

Post. TUi* is but a custom in your tongue ; 
you bear a graver purpose, I hope. 

J'icl. . 1 am the master of my speeches; and 
would undergo what’s spoken, I swear. 

I*oKt. Will you I— I shall but lend my dia¬ 
mond till your ieturn Let theic be covenants 
drawn between us: My mistress exceeds 111 
gnodnc«s the hugeness of yonr mu worthy think¬ 
ing * I dare you i<» this match : here’s my ring. 

Phi. I will have it no lay. 

Jach. the gods it is one :—If I bring you 
no Miilicieiit testimony that I have enjoyed the 
d«*.ir«-t hmlily part «l your mistress, riiy ten 
thousand dura is are your’s; so is your diamond 
t«»o. If I unite off, and leave her 111 Mich bon- 
oiu as you have trust in, she your jewel, this 
your Jewel, and my gold are jour’sprovided I 
have your commendation, y for my more free 
entertainment. 

Post. I embrace these conditions; let us have 
articles betwixt us:—only, thus far you shall 
answer. If yon make your voyage upon her, 
aud give me directly to understand you have 
prevailed, I am no further yonr enemy, she is 
not worth our debate: if she remain uiiac- 
dured, fyou not making it appear otherwise,) for 
your iii opinion, and the assault you have made 
to her chastity, you shall answer me with your 
sword. 

Jach. Your hand; a covenant: We will have 
these things set down by lawful counsel, and 
straight away for Britain, lest the bargain should 
catch cold, and starve: I will fetch my gold, 
and have two wagers recorded. 

Post. Agreed. 

[£ir»*f Posthvxcs and Uchimo. 

French* Will this bold, think yon 1 

Phi. Signlor lachimo will not from it. Pray, 
let us follow 'em. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VI•—Britain.—A Boom in Cyxbb- 
LiNE's Palace . 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and CoRiriun. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew's on ground, ga¬ 
ther those flowers; 

• Deceived. 4 Protf. f A fewer* 

f RrconmeuiUtiow. 


I 
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Make baste: Who has the note of them T 
1 Lady. 1, madam. 

Queen. Despatch.- 

[.Exeunt Ladies. 
Now, master doctor; have you brought those 
drugs 7 

Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they 
are, madam: 

[Presenting a small Box. 

Bnt 1 beseech yonr grace, (without offence ; 

My conscience bids me ask;) wbereiore you 
have 

Commanded of me these most poisonous com¬ 
pounds. 

Which are the movers of a languishing death; 
But, though slow, deadly f 
Queen . J do wonder, doctor. 

Thou ask'st me such a question: Have I not 
been 

Tbv pnpil longf Hast tboo not learn’d me how 
To make perfumesf distil t preserve! yea, so. 
That our great king himself doth woo me off 
For my confections ? Having thus far pro¬ 
ceeded, 

(Unless thou tbink’st me devilish,) is’t not meet 
That 1 did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions ? * 1 will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none 
human,) 

To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayineiils to their act; aud by them gather 
Their several virtues and effects. 

Cor. Your highness 

Shall from this practice bnt make bard your 
heart: 

Besides, the seeiug these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O content thee.— 

Enter Pisan 10 . 

Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him 
Will 1 lirst work: he’s for his master, 

[Aside. 

And enemy to my son.—How now, Pisaniol— 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 
Take your own way. 

Cor. I do suspect you, madam ; 

Bui you shall do no harm. [JjWc. 

Queen. Hark tbee, a word.— [To Pisamo. 

Cor. [Asidt.] 1 do not like her. She doth 
think she has 

Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust oue of her malice wub 
A drug of such damn’d nature : Those, sbe ha*. 
Will stupify aud dull the sen>e awhile : 

Winch nrst, perchance, she'll prove on cats 
aud dogs ; 

Then afterwaid up higher; but there is 
No danger 111 wbat show of death it makes. 

More thau the locking up the spmts a time. 

To he more fresb, reviviug. She is fool’d 
W itli a most false effect; and I the truer. 

So to be false with her. 

Queen. No further service, doctor, 

Until I send for tbee. 

Cor. \ humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

Queen. Weeps she still, say’st tboo! Dost 
thou think, in time 

She will not quench ; + and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses! Do tbou work; 
Wheu thou shadt bring me word she loves my 

I’ll tell tbeel on the instant, tbou art then 
As great as is tby master: greater ; for 
His fortunes all lie speechless, aud his 
Is at last gasp : Keturu he cannot, nor v 4 
Continue where he is: to shift his being*} 

Is to exchange one misery with another ; 

And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work iu him : Whit shall tbou expect. 
To be depeuder ou a thing that leans f 

* Experiment*. 4 Grew cool. 
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Who cannot be new built; nor has no friends, 
[Tne Qlsen drops a bos : Pisan to takes 
U up . 

So much as but to prop him 1—Thou tak'st up 
Thou know'®t not what ; but take it for thy 
labour: 

It is a thing I made, which bath the king 
Fixe times redeem'd from death: I do not 

know 

What is more cordialNay, I pr’ythee, take it; 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That 1 raeau to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her; du’c, as from thyself. 
Think what a chance thou changesi on; blit 
tbiuk 

Thou bast thy mistress still; to boot, my son. 
Who shall take uotice of thee: I'll move the 
To any shape of thy preferment, such* [king 
As tbou'it desire; and then myself, I chiefly. 
That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 
Tbiuk on iny words. [£ri/ Pisa.]— A sly and 
cousiant knave ; 

Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master ; 

And the renivUibraucei of her, to bold 
The band fast to her lord.—I have given him 
that. 

Which, If be take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers * fur her sweet; and which she, 
after. 

Except she bend -her humour, shall be assur’d 

Re-enter Pisanio, and Ladies. 

To taste of too.—So, so ;—well done, well done: 
The violets, cowslips, aud the primroses, 

Bear to my closet;—Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 
Think on m> words. 

[Extant Queen and Ladies. 
PI*. And shall do: 

But when to my goi»d lord I prove untrue, 

1*11 choke myself: there's ail Til do for you. 

[Exit. 

SCENE VII.—Another Room in the same. 
Enter Imogen. 

Imo . A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, [hand 1 
Thai bath her bos baud banish'd—O that bus¬ 
ily supreme crown of grief! and those re¬ 
pealed 

Vexations of it! Had I been thief-stolen. 

As my two brothers, happy! but most miser¬ 
able 

Is the desire that's glorious: Blessed be those. 
How mean soe’er, that bare their honest wills. 
Which seasons comfort.—Who may this bef 
Fie! 

Enter Pisanio and Iachixo. 

Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome 
Conies from my lord with letters. 

lack. Change you, madam t 
The worthy Leonatus is in safety. 

And greets your highness dearly. 

[Presents a Letter . 

Imo. Thanks, good Sir; 

You are kinily welcome* 
lack. All of her, that Is oat of door, most 
rich! [Aside. 

If sbe be furnish'd with a mind so rare, 

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Have foci the wager. Boldness be my friend I 
Arm me, audacity, from bead to foot! 

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying flght; 
Rather, directly fly. 

Imo. [Reads.]— He is one of the noblest note, 
to whose kind nets 7 dm most tirfnltely tied. 
Refect upon him accordingly as jam oalste 
poor truest Leonatus. 

•o for t read aloud : 

Bat even the very middle of my beert 


Act J. 

Is narm'd by the rest, aud takes it thankfully.— 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I 
Have words to bid you; aud shall llud U so 
In all that I cau do. 

loch. Thanks, fairest latlr.— 

What! are men madf (lath nature given them 
eyes 

To see tbis vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twiim’d sunie* 
Upon the number'd beach t and can we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
'Twixt fair and foul T 
Imo. What makes your admiration ? 
lack. It canuot be i'thc eye ; for apes and 
monkey s, 

Twixt two such sites, would chatter tbis way, ami 
Contemn with mows* the other: Nor" I’the 
judgment; 

For idiots, ill this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite: Nor i'the appetite ; 

Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos'd. 

Should make desire vomit emptiness. 

Not so allur'd to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter, trowt 
Inch. The cloyed will, 

(That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, 

That tub both fill'd aud running,) ravening fli»t 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Imo. What, dear Sir, 

Thus raps you T Are yon well T 
Jack . Thanks, madam ; well:—'Beseech you, 
Sir, desire [7b Pisanio. 

My man's abode where I did leave him : he 
Is strange and peevish, t 
Pis. I was going. Sir, 

To give him welcome. [Exit Tisanio. 

Imo. Continues well my lord: His health, 
'beseech you T 
lack. Weil, madam. 

Imo. Is be dispos'd to mirth! 1 hope he is. 
luck. Exceeding pleasant; none a stranger 
there 

So merry and so gamesome : he is call'd 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo . When be was here. 

He did Incline to saduess ; and oft-time* 

Not knowing why. 

lack. I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman bis companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, unch 
loves 

A Gillian girl at home: be furnaces 
The thick sighs from him; whiles the jolly 
Briton 

(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from's free lungs, 
cries, Of 

Can my sides hold , to think, that man,—uho 
knows 

By history , report , or his otm proof. 

What t toman is, yea, rehat she cannot choose 
But mutt be,—will his free hours languish 
for 

Assured bondage T 
Imo. WiU my lord say so T 
lack. Ay, madam 1 with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 

It is a recreation to be by. 

And hear him mock the Frenchman ; But hea¬ 
vens know. 

Some men are much to blame. 

Imo. Not be, 1 hope. 

loch. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towards 
him might 

Be us'd more thankfully. In himself, tls 
much: 

In you,—which I count his—beyond all ta¬ 
lents, : 

Whilst I am bound fo wonder, l am bound 
To pity too. 

Imo. What do you pUr, SirT 
Jack. Two creatures, heartily. 

hm. Am I one, flirt 
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You look on me: What wreck discern >ou in 
me. 

Deserves your pity f 
Inch. Lamentable 1 What! 

To hide me from the radiant snu, and solace 
1'the dungeon by a snuff f 
lino. I pray you, Sir, 

Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me 1 
lath. That others do, 

I was about to say, enjoy your-But 

It is an office ol the gods to venge it. 

Not mine to speak ou't. 

Jmo. You do seeui to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me : 'Pray 
you, 

(Since doubting things go ill, often hnrts more 
Than to be sure they do: for certainties 
lather are past remedies ; or, timely knowing, 
The remedy theu born,) discover to ine 
W hat both you spur and stop. * 
lack . llad I this check 

To bathe my lips upon ; this band, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler’s 
soul 

To the oath of loyalty ; tills object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye. 
Fixing it only here: should I (damn'd then,) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour;) then lie peeping in ait eye. 

Base and uulustrous as the smoky light 
That's fed with stinking Ullour; it were fit, 

That all the plagues of bell should at rue time 
Encounter such molt. 

Jmo. My lord, I fear, 
lias forgot Britain. 

Inch, And himself. Not 1, 

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of bis change; lint *tis your graces 
That, trout my mutest conscience, to uiy tongue, 
Charms this report out. 

Jmo. Let me hear no more. 

Jack. O dearest soul! your cause doth strike 
my heart 

With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten’d to an empery, t 
Would make the great's! king double! to be 
partner'd 

With tomboys, t hir'd with that self-exhibition i 
Which your own coders yield! with diseas'd 
ventures. 

That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature 1 .such boil'd 
stuff, 

As well might poison poison 1 Be reveng'd ; 

Or she that bore you was no queen, and you 
Recoil from yonr great stock. 

Jmo, Keveng’d I 

How should I be reveng'd t If this be true, 

(As I have sneb a heart, that both mine eats 
Must not In haste abuse,) if It be true. 

How should I be reveng'd Y 
Jack. Should lie make me 
Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets; 
whilst he It vaulting variable ramps, 

In your despite, upon yonr purse t Revenge it. 

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 

More noble than that runagate to your bed; 

And mil continue fast to your affection, 

SUII close, as sure, 

Jmo . What ho, Piaanlo I 
Jack. Let me my service tender on yonr ftps. 
Jmo. Away l—I do condemn mine ears, that 
have 

So long attended thee.—-If thou wert honour¬ 
able, 

Thou would'st have told this tale for virtue, not 
For snefa an end thou seek'st; as base as 
strange. 

• Whiii you Mem onxfoai (• eUir, esA pi withhold, 
t leifrrlra command. I “ 
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Thou wrong'ot a gentleman, who is as f.ir 
From thy repoit, a» thou tium honour; and 
Solicit'st here a tadv, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike.—What ho, PisaiiioJ-- 
Tbe kins iny father shall lie nude acquainted 
Of thy sufcault: if he shall think it tit, 

A saucy stranger, in bis court, to man 
As in a ftomith stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us ; he bath a court 
He little cares lor, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all.—What ho, Pisauiol— 
lack. O happy Leonatus! I may say : 

The credit, that thy lady hath ol thee. 

Deserves thy trust; and thy most perfect good, 
ness 

Her assur’d credit I—Blessed live you long! 

A lady to the worthiest Sir, that ever 
Country call'd his! and you his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit! Give me your par. 
d«n. 

I have spoke this, to know if yonr affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er: And he is one 
The truest maiiuer'd; such a holy witch. 

That he enchant* societies unto him : 

Half all men’s hearts are his. 

Jmo. You make amends. 

Jack. lie sits 'moiigst men, like a descended 
god : 

He hath a kind of honour sets him off. 

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry. 
Most mighty princess, that I have adventur’d 
To try yonr taking ol a false report; which hath 
Honour'd with continuation your great judg¬ 
ment 

In the election of a Sir so rare. 

Which you know, cannot eir : The love 1 bear 
him 

Made me to fan • you thus; but the gods made 
yon. 

Unlike all otliers, chaffless. Piay, your pardon. 
Jmo. All’s well. Sir: Take my power i*the 
court for your's. 

lack. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but ill a small request. 
And jet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord: myself, and other noble fricuds. 

Are partners in the business. 

Jmo . Pray, what is't f 

Jack. Some docen Homans of us, and yom 
lord, 

(The best feather of our wiug) have mingled 
sums. 

To buy a present for the emperor; 

Which I, the factor for the rest have done 
lu France: *Tts plate of rare device; and 
jewels. 

Of rich and exquisite form ; their value’s great; 
And 1 am something curious, being strange, t 
To hate them in safe stowage : May it please you 
To take them in protection Y 
Jmo. Willingly ; 

And pawu mine honour for their safety e since 
My lord hath interest in them, 1 will keep them 
In my I ted-chamber. 

Jack. They are in a trank, 

Attended by my meu : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night; 

I must aboard to-incrrow. 

Jmo. O no, no. 

Jack. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my 
word, 

By lengtb'uing my return. From Gallia 
I cross'd the seas on purpose, and on prom be 
To see yonr grace. « ■ 

Jmo. | thank you for your pains ; 1 \ ‘ 

Bat not away to-morrow t j&i* A 

Jock. O 1 must, madam : , *- ,*jk 

Therefore, 1 shall beseech you. If you plena* 

To greet your lord with writing, diA to-night * 

I have outstood my time ; which it material 
To the tender of our present. 

/mo. 1 will write. 

i 

• To fan, ii to mooow. t A wroofor. 
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Send your trunk to me; it shall safe be kept, 
Aud truly yielded yon: Yon are very welcome, 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE E—Court before Cymbelise’s 
Palace. 

Enter Clotsk and tu*o Lords. 

Clo. Was there ever man had such Inck I 
when K kissed the jack upon an np-cast, * to 
be hit away! 1 had a hundred pound on't: 
Aud then a whoreson jackanapes must take me 
up for swearing; as if 1 borrowed mine oaths 
of hun, aud might not spend them at my plea¬ 
sure. 


Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he*d make I The heavens hold 
firm 

The walls of thy dear honour; keep tnu. bak'd 
That temple, tby fair mind; that thou may*»t 
stand. 

To enjoy thy lianiah'd lord, and tins great land I 

[Exit. 

SCEXE II.—A lied chamber ; In one part of 
it a Trunk. 

Imogen reading in her Bed ; a Lady attend¬ 
ing, 

/mo. Who's there t my woman Helen f 
Lady. Please yon, madam. 

/mo. What hour is it f 
Lady. Almost midnight, madam. 

/mol 1 have read three hours then: mine 
eyes are weak :— 

Fold down the leaf where I hare left: To bed: 


1 Lord. What got be by that 7 You have broke 
his p.ite with your bowl. 

2 Lord. If bis wit had been like him that j Take not away the taper, leave it burmii" ; 
broke it, it would have rnu ail out. [Aside. | Aud If thou can'st awake by four o*Uie clock, 

rio. It ben a gentleman is disposed to swear, 11 pr'ythee call me. Sleep hath seiz'd me wholly, 
it is not for any staudtrs-by to curtail his oaths : { [Ej it Laoy. 

Ha ? j To your protection I commend me, gods 1 

2 Lord. Xo, my lord; nor [Aside.] crop the { From fairies, and the tempteis of the night, 
ears of them. i Guard me, beseech ye 1 


[Steep*. Iacuimo ,from the Trunk, 
/ach. The crickets slug, aud man's o'er-la¬ 
bour'd sense 

Repaiis itself by rest: Our Tarqniu thus 


Clo. Whoreson dog ! I give him satisfaction 1 
’Would he bad been one of my rank 1 
2 fx>rd. To ba\e smelt like a fool. [Aside. 

Clo. 1 am not more \e\ed at any thing in the 

earth,—A pox on’t! 1 had rather not be so! Did softly press the rushes, • ere he waken'd 
noble as 1 am ; they dare not fight with me, j The chastity be wounded.—Cythcm, 
because of the qneen my mother : every jack- How bravely thou becoiu’st thy bed l fresh 1th ! 
slave hath his belly full of fighting, and 1 must Aud whiter thau the sheets! That I might 
go tip and down like a cock that nobody can touch 1 

match. But kiss ; one Kiss 2—Rubies unparagon’il, 

2 Lord. You are a cock and capon too ; and How deailv they do't I—'Tis her Ineaibiitg that 
you crow, cock, with you* comb ou. [Aside. 1 Perfumes the chamber thus : The (lame o'ihe 


Clo. Sayest thou '? 

1 fjord’. It is not fit your lordship should un¬ 
dertake e*ery companion f that you give otleuce 
to. 

Clo. No, I know that: but it is fit I should 
commit offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it :s fit for your lordship only. 

(to. Why, so I say. 

1 /jord. Did you hear of a stranger that’s 
ccmc to court to-uight 7 

( to. A stranger l and I know not on't ? 

2 Ixrrd. He’s a strange fellow himself, and 

knows it not. [Aside. 

l Lord. There's an Italian come; aud, 'Us 
thought, one of Leonatas’ friends. 

Clo. LemtatusI a banished rascal: and he's 
another, whatsoever he be. Who told you of this 
manger 7 

1 Lord. One of your lordship's pages. 

(lu. Is it fit I went to look upon him Z Is 
there no derogation iu’t 7 

1 Lord. \ou cannot derogate, J my lord. 

(lo. Not easily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted; therefore 
your issues being foolish, do not derogate. 

[Aside. 

Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian: What I 
have lost to-day at bowls, 1*11 win to night of 
him. Come, go. 

2 Jxrrd. 1*11 attend your lordship. 

[Exeunt Clotkk and first Lord. 
That such « crafty devil as is his mother 
Should vi*»d the world this ass! a woman, that 
Bears ail down with her brain: and this her 
son 

Cannot take two from twenty for bis heart. 

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess. 

Thou divine Imogen, what then endur’st I 
Betwin a father by thy step-dame govern'd ; * 

A mother hourly coining plots; a wooer 
. More batfeful than the foul repulsion Is 


taper 

Bows toward her ; and would itndcrpn p lici 
lids, 

To see the euclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows : White and a/urr, hir'd 
With blue of heaven’s owu tmcl. t— but my 
design T 

To note the chamber:—! will write all down : — 
Such and such pictures;—There the win¬ 
dow :—Such 

The adornment of her bed ;—The arra^, * 
figures, (‘•lory,— 

Why, such aud suchAud the contmt* o'the 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body. 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory: 

O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her 1 
And be her sense but as a monument. 

Thus in a chapel lying 1—Come off, come off;— 

[Taking ojf her Bracelet. 
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard 1 
'Tis mine; aud this will witness outwardly. 

As strongly as the conscience does within. 

To the madding of tier lord. Ou her left 
brepst 

A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I'llie bottom of a cowslip : Here's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make: this se¬ 
cret [taVn 

Will force blip, think I have pick’d the lock, and 
The treasure of her honour. No more.—To 
what end T 

Why should I write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my memory I She hath been lead¬ 
ing late [down. 

The tale of Terens; here the leaf's turn'd 
U here Philomel gave up I have enough ; 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
Swift, swift, yon dragons of the night!—that 
dawning 

May bare the raven’s eye ; I lodge In fear; 

• It wasmetsoftlv tko t—tmm to stvow chombora with 
votbft. 1 i.f. Ills mhkm uhtn loss* mtk blue vela*. 

t Tapestry. 


• **• WA*»cr»Wn* bia fate at bowls, tbs jMshJte tbs 
•mall bowl at wbtrh tbc Mbmm alnsk t Fallow. 
1 Utgrmdm > s aosa if. 
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Though this a heavenly angel, bell is here. 

[Clock strikes. 

One, two, three,—Time, time! • 

[Coes into the Trunk. The Scene closes. 

SCENE III.—An Antechamber adjoining 
Imogen's Apartment . 

Enter Clgtkn and Lores. 

1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient 
man in loss, the most coldest that ever turned 

up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Ijord. But not every man patient, after the 
noble temper of your lordship ; you are most 
hot and furious whet, you aim 

(to. W inning would put any man Into cour> 
age ; If I could get (ins foolish Imogen, I should 
have aold enouxn : It's almost morning, b’t not ? 

1 /.ord. Day, my lord. 

Clo. I would this music would come: I am 
advised to give her music o' mornings; they 
sjv, u will peuetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 

Come on ; tune : If you can penetrate her with 
your fingering, so : we’ll try with toneue too * 
if none will d<>, let her remain : but I'll ne\er 
give o’er. I'm* a very excellent good-con¬ 
ceited thing ; after a wonderful sweet air, willi 
admirable nth words to it,—and then let her 
consider. 

Song. 

Hark! hark 1 the lark at heaven* t gate 
And Phcrbus * gins arise, [*ings. 
His steed « to uater at those springs 
On chat ic'd jioners that lies ; 

A fid u tubing Mary-hulls begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 

If ith eiery thing that pretty bin; 

Mu lady street, arise ; 

Ait , art si. 

So, get ion gone: If this penetrate, I will 
consider your inmic the better : I if it do not, 
it i*. a nee in her ears, which horse hairs, and 
cats-gui*, nor the voice of imputed eunuch to 
boot, can never amend. [Exeunt Musician*. 

l.nter Cyv relink and Queen. 

2 fjord. Heir comes the king. 

Cto. 1 am glad 1 was up so late ; for that's 
the reason 1 was up so early: He cannot 
choose hut lake this service 1 have done, 
fatherlv.—Good morrow to your majesty, and 
to inv gianou* mother. 

Cytn. Attend you here the door of oar stern 
Will ‘•lie not forth? [danghter? 

Clo. I have assailed her with music, but she 
vouchsafes no notice. 

Cut/:. The exile of her minion is too new ; 

8lie bath not yet foigot him ; some more tune 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out. 
And then she’s jour's. 

Queen. You are most bound to the king; 

II bo lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter : Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits ; and be friended 
With aptness of the season : J make denials 
Increase your services: so seem, as If 
You were iuspired to do those duties which 
Yon tender to her : that yon In all obey her, 
Save when command to your dismission tends. 
And therein you are senseless. 

Clo. Senseless f Not so. 


Enter * Messenger. 
like yaa, Ur, 


ambassadors from 


Mess. So 

Rome; 

The one is Csius Lucius. 

• Imoren’i maid ha» Juat tiiW her mittens tint It Is 
twelve o'clock, so that lAm bourn on d Upa Win d In ■ 
•winkliug I 

f Will wsy yon mom ft»r it. 

$ With MlfciutinBS not only proper Lot welWtimc*. 


Cytn . A worthy fellow. 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 

But that’s no fault ot his: We musk receive 
him 

According lo the hononr of his sender; 

And totvffda himself his goodness forespent 
oil us 

We must extend our notice.—Our dear son. 

When you have given good morning to your 
mistress, 

Attend the queen and us; we shall have need 
fo employ you towards this Roman.—Couie- 
onr queen. 

[Exeunt Cym. Queen, Lords, and Mess. 
Clo. If she be up, I’ll 6peak with her ; if not. 
Let her lie still, and dream.—By youi leave 
ho!— [Knocks. 

I know her women are about her ; What 
If I do hue one of their bands ? 'I is gold 
w hich buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and 
makes 

Diana’s rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer; and 'iis 
gold 

Which makes the true man kill’d, and save* 
the tli it 1 ; 

Xav, somdime, bangs both thief and true man : 
What 

Can it not do, aud undo? 1 will make 
Oue of her women lawyer, to me ; tor 
1 yet uol understand the case myself. 

By your leave. [AYiorAa. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady . Who’s there, that kuocks X 
Clo. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

Clo. \ e«, aud a gentlewoman’s sou. 

Lady. That’s more 

Than some, whose are tailors as dear as join's. 
Can juatlv boast of: What’s jour lord&bip’a 
pleasure 1 

Clo. Your lady’s person : Is she read) 1 
Lady. Ay, 

To Wetp her chamber. 

(Y<>. Then’» gold for you: sell me your coed 
report. 

Lady. How ! my good name? or to rcpoit of 
you 

What I shall think is good X —The piincess- 

Enter Imogen. 

Clo . Good-morrow, fullest sister: Your sweet 
hand. 

Imo. Good-morrow, Sir: You lay out too 
much pains 

For purchasing but tiouhle: the thanks I give, 
is telling you that i am pool of thanks 
And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. Still, l sweat 1 love you. 

/mo. It you but said so, 'tweie as deep with 
me : 

If you swear still, your recompense is still 
That I regard it uot. 

Clo. This is no answer. 

Imo. But that you shall not say 1 yield bciiur 
silent, 

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me; 
i’faith, 

I shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To yonr best kindness ; one of your great know¬ 
ing 

Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

Clo. To leave you In your madness, ’tween 
my slu: 

I will not. # 

Imo. Fools are not mad folks. 4V s 

Clo. Do you call me fool t 
Imo . As I am mad, I do: . 

If you’ll be patient, 1*11 no more be mad; 

That cures us both. I am much sorry, Sir 
Yon put me to forget a lady's maimers. 

By being so verbal i • and learn now, for all, 

•fc wr l wi, 
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That I, which Kuow my heart, do here pro- 
. uouuce. 

By the very ti uth of It, I care not for yon ; 

And ain so near the tack of charity, 

(To accuse myself) I hate you : which I bad 
rather * 

Yon felt, than xnake't my boast. 

Clo . Yon sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you preieud with that base wretch, 
(One, bred of alius, and foster’d with cold 
dishes. 

With scraps o’tbe court,) it is no contract, none: 
And though it he allow’d iu meaner parties, 

(Yet who, than be, more meant) to kuit their 
souls 

(On whom there is no more dependency 
Bat brats and beggary) in self-flgur’d knot; * 

Yet you are curb’d Iroui that enlargement by 
The cousequeuce o’lhe crown; and must not soil 
The precious note of it with a base slave, 

A hildiug t for a livery, a squire’s doth, . 

A pantier, not so eiuiuenl. 

/mo. Profaue fellow 1 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more 
But what tbou art, besides, thou wen too base 
To be bis groom: thou wert dignified enough. 
Even to the poiut of envy, if 'twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl’d 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and bated 
For being prefcrr’d so well. 

Clo. The south-fog rot him! 

/mo. He never can meet more mischance, 
than come 

To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever bath but clipp’d his body. Is dearer. 

In my respect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they all made such meu.—How now, 
Pisanio ! 

Enter Pisakio. 

Clo. His garment t Now, the devil— 

Jmo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee pre¬ 
sently :— 

Clo. His garment f 

/mo. I am spnghted Z with a fool; 

Frighted, and anger’d worse : —Go, bid by my 
woman 

Search for a jewel, that too casually 
Hath left mine arm; it was thy master’s: 
'shrew me. 

If I woald lose it for a revenue 
Of any kiug’s ku Europe. I do think, 

1 saw't this morning: confident I am, 

Last night Twas on my arm ; I kiss'd it: 

I hope it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but be. 

Pis. ’Twill not be lost. 

/mo. I hope so: go and search. 

[Exit Pi». 

Clo. You have abas'd me:— 

His meanest garment f 
Jmo. Ay ; I said so. Sir. 

If yon will mak't an action, call witness to’L 
lo. I will inform your father. 

Jmo. Your mother i> o; 

She’s my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope, 
Bat the worst of me. So I leave you. Sir, 

To the worst of discontent. [Exit. 

Clo. I'll he reveng'd 

His meanest garment t—Well. [Exit. 

SCENE. IV.—Borne—An Apartment in 
Fhiuiiu'i House. 

Enter Posthdmus and Pbiuiio. 

Post. Fear it not. Sir; I would 1 were so 

sure 

To win the king, as 1 am bold her honour . 

Will remain ber*s. 

Phi. What means do yoo make to him f 

• 

, . ,* IskMiirfilfirfVSldiif. 
t A low fstUw sol? At to mar * utery* 

I HimuA 


Post. Not any; but abide the change of 
time ; 

Quake Iu tbe present winter's state, and wUh 
That warmer days would come : Iu these ftar*d 
hopes, 

I barely amity your love; they failing, 

I must die much your debtor. 

Phi . Yoer very goodness, and your company, 
O’erpays all i can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus: Cains Lucius 
Will do his commission throughly: aud, 1 
think. 

He’ll grant the tribute, send the arrearges, 
or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post. 1 do believe, 

(Statist * though 1 am none, nor like to he,) ’ 
That this will prove a war; and you shall hear 
Tbe legions now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In our Dot-fearing Biitaiu, thau have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more ordered, Ilian when Julius Cesar 
Smil’d at their lack of skill, but found their 
courage 

Worthy his frowning at: Their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make 
known 

To their approvers t they ire people, such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enter Iackixo. 

Phi. See! taebimot 

Post. Tbe swiftest harts have posted you I y 
land: 

And winds of all tbe corners kiss’d your sails. 
To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi. Welcome, Sir. 

Post. I hope tbe briefness of your answer made 
Tbe ipeedioeM of your return. 

Jach. Your lady 

Is one the fairest that 1 have look'd upon. 

Post . Aud, therewithal, the best; or let her 
beauty 

Look through a casement to allure false hearts 
And be false with them. 

Jack. Here are letters for you. 

Post. Tlieir tenour good, I trust. 

Jack. Tli very like. 

Phi. Was Cains Lucius in the Britain court, 
Wbeo yoo were there; 

Jack. He was expected then. 

But not approach'd. 

Post. Ail is well yet.— 

Sparkles this stone as U was wont! or ist not 
Too doll for your good wearing t 
Jach. If I have lost It, 

I should have lost the worth of It In gold. 

1 # U make a journey twice as far to enjoy 
A second night of soch sweet shortness, which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 

Post . Tbe stone's too hard to come by. 

Jack. Not a whit. 

Your lady being so easy. 

Post . Make not. Sir, 

Your loss your sport: I hope yoa know that we 
Most not continue friends. 

Jack. Good Sir, we must. 

If yoo keep covenant: Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress botne, i grant 
We were to question further: but 1 now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour. 
Together with your ring ; and not the wrongei 
Of her, or yon, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post. If yon can make'! apparent 
That yon have lasted her la bed, my hand, 

And ring, is youi’s: If not, tbe foal opinion 
Yoa had of her pure honour, gains, or loses. 
Your sword or mine ; or masteriess leaves both 
To who shall And them. 

Jack. Sir, my circumstances, 

Bring so near tbe truth, as I will make them. 
Must Aral induce yon lo believe: whose strength 

• Imimu. t Ts Chase who try them. 
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I will confirm with oaili; which, 1 doubt not, 
You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall 
find 

You need it not. 

Post. Proceed. 

fach. First, her bed-chamber, 

/'Where, 1 confess, I slept not; but, profess, 

Had that was well worth watchingJ it was 
bang’d 

With tapestry of silk and silver! ihe story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 

And Cydnus swell’d above the banks, or for 
I he press of boats, or unde: A piece of wrork 
So bravely doue, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship and value; which, 1 wonder'd, 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought. 

Mure the true life on’t was- 

Post. This is true ; 

'»ml this yon might have beard of here, by me, 
or by some other. 

Inch. More particulars 
Must justify roy knowledge. 

Post. So they must. 

Or do your honour injury. 
lack. The chimney 

It south the chamber; and the cbimney-piece, 
Chaste Dun hath lag : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves: the cutter 
Mas as another nature, dumb; outweul her. 
Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing, 

Which you might from relation likewise reap ; 
being, as it is, much spoke of. 

Inch. The rucf o'the chamber 
With golden Cherubinis is fretted: Her audi- 
rons • 

(1 had forgot them,) were two winking Cupids 
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brauds* r 
Post. This u her honour!— 

Let it be granted, you have seen all this, {and 
praise 

Be given to yonr remembrance,) the description 
of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 

Juch. Then if you can, 

[Pulling out the Bracelet. 
Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel: 
See !— 

And now 'tls up again : It must be married 
io that your diamond; I'll keep them. 

Post. Jove I— 

Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which 1 left with her ! 

lack. Sir, (I thank herj that: 

She stripp’d It from her arm ; I see her yet; 

I ter pretty action did outsell her gift, 

A Lid yet enrich'd it too: She gave it me, and 
said, 

She pris’d it once. 

Post. May be, she pluck’d It off. 

To send It me. 

luck. She writes so to you! doth she? 

Post. O no, no, no; 'tis true. Here, take 
this too ; [Girt* the Ring. 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye, 

Kills me to look on’tLet there be no honour, 
Ulieie there is beauty; truth, where sem¬ 
blance ; love 

Where there's another man : The vows of 
women 

of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues; which is no¬ 
thing :— 

O above measure false! 

Phi. Have patience. Sir, 

And lake your ring again; 'tis not yet won; 

It itiav be probable, she lost it; or. 

Who knows if one of her women, being cor¬ 
rupted, 

Hath stolen U from her. 

Post. Very true ; 

• Ornamented iron but* which rapport wood horned 
in chimney*. t Torches in tbe hoods el CoouU. 


And so, 1 hope, he came by’t:—Back inv 
ring 

Render to me some corporal sign about ber. 

More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 
Jack. By Jupiter, I bad it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, be swears; by Jupiter he 
swears. 

Tis true ;—nay, keep tbe ring—’tis true: I am 
sure. 

She would not lose it: ber attendants are 
All sworn and honourable:—They induc’d to 
steal it! 

And by a stranger ?—No, be hath enjoy'd her: 
The cogutzance • of her incoutiuency 
is this,—she hath bought the name of trhoio 
thus dearly.— 

There, take thy hire : and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you! 

Phi. Sir, be patient: 

This is not strong enough to be believ’d 

Of cue persuaded well of- 

Post. Never talk on't; 

Sbe bath been eolted by him. 

Jack. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast’ 

(Worthy the pressing,; lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging: By my life, 

1 kiss’d it; and it gave ine present hunger 
To feed agaiu, though full. You do remember 
This stain upon liei 7 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another slam, as big as hell can bold. 

Were there uo more but it. 

Jack. Will you hear more? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic : never count the 
Once, aud a million ! [turns ; 

lack. I’ll be sworn,—— 

Post. So swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done’t, yon lie ; 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 

Juch. I will deny nothiug. 

Post . O that I had her here, to tear her limb- 
meal ! 

I will go there, and do’t; i’the court; before 
Her father :—I’ll do something— [Exit. 
Phi. Quite besides 

The government of patience !—You have won : 
Let’s follow luni. aud pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himself. 
lack. With all my heart. [Eicunt. 

SCEXE V.—The same.—Another Room in the 

same. 

Enter Posthumus. 

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but 
women 

Must be balf-w r orkers 7 We are bastards all; 

And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was 1 know not where 
When I was stamp’d; some coiner with his 
tools 

Made me a counterfeit: Yet my mother seem'd 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
The nouparcil of this.—O vengeance, venge¬ 
ance 1 

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d, 

Aud pray'd me, ott, forbearance : did it with 
A pudency ^ so rosy, the sweet view on’t 
Might well have warm’d old Saturn; that I 
thought her [devHsJ-— 

As chaste as unsunu’d snow O mll^, the 
This yellow lacbitno, iu an hour,—was’t mwt— 
Or less,—at first: Perchauce he spoke not;, 
but. 

Like a fuU-acorn'd boar, a German one, * 
Cried oh f and mounted : found no opposition 
But vvliat be look’d for should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guard. Could t find 
out (tioa 

The woman's part in me! For tliere*s no mo- 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 

• Tbe token. , f Modesty. 
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It is the woman s part: Be it lying, note it. 

The woman's; flattering, heris; deceiving, ber's; 
Ambitions, coverings, change of prides, disdain, 
Kite longiugs, slanders, mutability, [knows, 
All faults that mag be nam'd, nay, that hell 
Iv bj tier's in part, or all; but rather all: 

For even to vice 

They are not constant, bat are changing still 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Mot balf so old as that. /I'll write against them. 
Detest them, curse them :—Yet His greater skill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will: 
The very devils cannot plague them better. 

[Exit. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Britain.—A Boom of State in 
Cymbeline's» Palace. 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, and 
Lords, at one Door; and at another , 
Cails Llcius, and Attendants. 

Cum. Now say, what would Augustus Cesar 
with us t 

Luc. When Julius Cesar (whose remembrance 
>et 

Lives in men's ejes, and will to ears and 
tonaues. 

Be theme and bearing ever,) was iu this Britain, 
And conquer'd it, Cassibelau, thine unde, 
(Famous in Cesar’s praises, uo whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for him. 

And bis succession, granted Rome a tribute. 
Yearly three thousand pounds ; which by thee 
Is left uutender'd. [lately 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel. 

Shall be so ever. 

Clo. There be many Cesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Bntain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay. 

For wearing our own noses. 

Queen. That opportunity [some 

Which then they bad to take from ns, to re- 
We have again.—Remember, Sir, nit liege. 

The kings your ancestors: together with 
The natural bravery of your isle ; which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks nnscaleable, and roaring waters; 

With sands, that will not bear your enemies’ 
boats, [conquest 

But suck them np to the top-mast. A kind of 
Cesar made here; but made not here his brag 
Of came t and sau , and overcame: with shame 
(The first that ever touch'd him,) he was carried 

[ping* 

From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his sbip- 
(Poor ignorant baubles !) on onr terrible seas, 
Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd 
As easily ’gainst onr rocks: for joy whereof, 

The fam'd Cassibelan, who was once at point 
<0 giglot* fortune!) to master Cesar's sword. 
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright. 

And Britons strut with courage. 

Clo. Come, there’s no more tribute to be paid : 
Our kingdom is stronger than it was at that 
time; and, as I said, there ft no more such 
Cesars : other of them may have crooked noses; 
but, to owe such straight arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among ns can gripe : 
as hard as Cassibelan : 1 do not say, 1 run one; 
but i have a hand.—Why tribute? why should 
ye pay tribute? If Cesar can hide the sun 
from os with a blanket, or put the moon in his 
pocket, we will pay him tribute for light; else, 
•Ir, no more tribute, pray you now. 

You must know, 

jflV tbetojurioua Romans did extort 
*ha tribute from us, we were free: Cesar's 
^ *' ambition, 

• Strampett 


Art IJL 

(Which swell'd so much, that it did almost 
stretch 

The sides oHbe world,) against all colonr, here 
Did put the yoke upon us; which, to shake off. 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Cesar, 

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Oidarn’d our taws; (whose use the sword of 
Cesar 

Hath too much mangled; whose repair and 
franchise. 

Shall, by the power we hold, be onr good deed. 
Though Rome he therefore angry;) liiiliuutiub. 
Who was the first of Britain, which did put 
His blows within a golden crowu, and call’d 
Himself a king. 

Luc. 1 am sorry, Cymbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Augustas Cesar 
(Cesar, that hath more kiugs his servants, than 
Thyself domestic officers,) thine enemy : 

Receive u from me, then :—War and coufusion. 
lu Cedar's name pronounce I 'gaiust thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted Thus defied, 

1 thank thee for mjself. 

Cym. Thon art welcome, Cains. 

Tfav Cesar knighted me ; my louth I spent 
Much under bun ;• of him I gather'd honour; 

M hich be, to seek of me again, perforce, 
Behoves me keep at utterance; t I am pe:lcct,x 
That the Paniiouians aud Dalmatian-, lor 
1 heir liberties, are uow in arms : a precedent 
Which, not to read, would show the Briton* 
cold: 

So Cesar shall not find them. 

J.uc. Let proof speak. 

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make 
pastime with us a day or two longer : If >ow 
seek us afterwards iu other term*, you shall 
find us iu our salt-water girdle : if ></u beat us 
out of it, it is your's ; if yon fall ih the adven¬ 
ture, our crows shall fare the better for you ; 
and there's an cud. 

Luc. So, Sir. 

Cym. I kuotv your [master's pleasure, and I** 
mine : 

All the remain is, welcome. [Luunt. 

SCENE II.—Another Boom in the same. 
Enter Pisa mu. 

Pis. How l of adultery? Wherefore write 
you uot 

What monster’s her accuser ?—Leonatus! 

O master! what a strange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear f What false Italian $ 

(As poisonous totigu'd as handed,) hath 
prevail'd 

Ou thy too ready bearing 1—Disloyal f No : 

She's punish'd for her truth; and undergoes. 
More goddess-Uke than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in V some virtne.—O my master f 
Thy miud to her is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes.—How 1 that 1 should murder 
her? 

Upon the love and truth and vows, which 1 
Have made to thy command 1—I, her?—her 
blood ? 

If it be so to do good service, never 
Let me counted serviceable. How look I, 

That I should seem to lack humanity. 

So much as this fact couies to ? Do't • The 
Utter (Reading. 

That J have sent her , bu her men command 
Shall give thee opportunity .*—0 damn’d paper 1 
Black as the ink that's on thee 1 Senseless 
bauble. 

Art thou a feodary** for this act, and look’st 
So.virgin-like without? Lo, here she comes. 

* 

• “ Kymbeline (ssys Hollimbed) wt* brought up at 
Rome, nod there made knight by Aoguatua C'eanr." 

1 At the extremity of defiance. 1 Vi'» il-iniornird. 

$ About Khakeapeare’a time, pouuiung «oi i *ery 
common practice to Ilffy. 

H To take • town, i« to conquer it. 

*' Conftilctut. 
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Eater Ixockh. 

0 

I am ignorant In what I am commanded. 

Jmo. Hoff bow, PisauloT 
p,s. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 
Jmo. W*ol thy lord I that Is my lord t 
Leonatua t 

C leam’d indeed were that astronomer, 

Thai knew the stars, as I his characters ; 

He'd lay the future open.—Yon good gods, 

1 4*1 what is here contain'd relish of love, 
of in> lord's health, of his content,—yet not, 

'i iiat we two are asunder, let that grieve him,— 
(.Some gucfs are nicd'ciuable \) that is one of 
them. 

For it doth physic love;—of his content, 

All but in that I—Good wax, thy leave:— 
Blcss'd be fLovers, 

Yon bees, that make these locks of counsel 1 
And men in dangerous bonds pray not alike ; 
Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 
You clasp youug Cupid’s tables. Good uews, 
gods I [Reads. 

Justice, and your father '« wrath, should he 
take me in his dominion, could not be so cruel 
to me, as you , O the dearest of creatures, 
mould not even renew me with your eyes. 
Take notice, that 1 am in Cambria, at Mil- 
jord.Harea. What your own love will out 
of this mi vise you , follow. So, he wishes you 
all haypiness, that remains loyal to his tow, 
and your, increasing in love, 

Leonatus Postiicmus. 

O *'or a horse with wings!—Hear'st thou, 
Pisamo f 

lie is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far ’tis I hither. If one of mean affairs 
Mav plod it in a week, win may not 1 
Glide Umber in a da> f—Thieu, trne Pisamo, 
(Who lung’st, like me, to see thy lord; who 
h.ug'st,— 

O let me 'hate,—but not like me :—yet Iongs*t,— 
Rut in a faiuler kind :—O not like me ; 
for mine’s beyond, beyoud,) say and speak 
thick,* mg, 

( Love’s counsellor should HU the bores of hear* 
To the smothering of the sense,) bow far it is 
To this same blessed Milford: And, by the nay'. 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
1o Inherit such a haven : but, first of all. 

How- we may steal from hence; and, for the 
gap [going, 

That we shall make in time, from our hence- 
And our return, to excuse :—but first, bow get 
hence : 

Whv should excuse be born or e'er begot? 

We’ll talk of that hereafter. Pr’ythee, speak. 
How many score of milts may we well ude 
'fwixt hour and Uoui ? 

Pts. One score, *t\mt sun and sun, 

Madam’s enough for you; and too much too. 
Jmo. Why, one that lode to liis execution, 
man, 

Could never go to slow: I have beard of riding 
wage is, 

V here horses have been nimbler than the sands 

1 hat run i'tbe dock's behalf:-But this is 

foolery:— 

Go, hid my woman feign a sickness; say, 

-She’ll home to her father; and provide me, 
presently, 

A riding Milt ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin’s i housewife. 

J’n. Madam, you're best consider. 

Jmo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor 
here, 

Nor what ensues; but have a fog in them, 

That 1 cannot look through. Away, I pr’ythee ; 
Ho 1 hid thees There’s no more to say ; 
Accessible Is none but Milford way. [Exeunt, 

* Crowd on* word on another, ti foet n fonikli. 
f A lrcvbttlilrr« 


SCENE III .— Wales. — A mountainous Coun¬ 
try, with a Cave . 

Enter bELAMtVB,GviDEKivs, and Abviraccs. 
Bel. A goodly day not to keep bouse, with 
snch 

Whose roof's as low as oars r Stoop, boys: 
This gate 

Instructs you how to adore the heavens; and 
bows you 

To morning’s holy office : The gates of monarch® 
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet * through 
And keep their impious lurbands on, without 
Good morrow to the sun.—Hail, thou fair hea¬ 
ven 1 

We bouse 1 ’the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Gui. Hail, heaven I 
Arv. Hail, heaven 1 

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport: Up to 
yon hill, 

Your legs are young; i’ll tread these flats. 
Consider, 

When you above perceive me like a crow. 

That it is place which lessens, and sets off. 

And you may then revolve what laics l have 
told you. 

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 

Tins service is not service, so being done. 

But being so allow’d : To apprtheud thus, 

Diaws ns a piotit from all things we see: 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sbarded + beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing’d eagle. O this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ; 

Prouder, than rustling in uupaid-for silk : 

Such gam the cap of him, that makes them 
tine. 

Yet keeps his book uncross’d: no life to ours. * 
Gui. Out of your proof you speak: we, poor 
uufledg'd. 

Have never wing'd from view o’lhe nest: nor 
know not 

What air’s from home. Haply, this life is best. 
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you. 

That have a sharper known ; well corresponding 
With your stiff age ; but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. $ 

Art. What should we speak of. 

When we are old as you ? when we shall hear 
The ram and wind beat dark December, how. 

In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away t We have seen noth¬ 
ing : 

We aie beastly; subtle as the fox, for prey; 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 

Our valour is, to chase what flies; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the piison bird. 

And sing our bondage freely. 

JIcl. How you speak J 
Did you but know the city’s usuries. 

And felt them knowiugly; the art o'tbe court. 

As iiard to leave as keep; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 
The fear’s as bad as falling; the toil of the war 
A pain that only seems to seek oul danger 
I’tbe name of fame and honour, which dies i’tbe 
search. 

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph. 

As record of fair act; nay, many times, 

Doth ill deserve by doing well; what’s worse. 
Must court’sey at the censuie:—O boys, this 
story 

The world may read in me: My body's mark'd 
With Roman swords : and my report was once • 
First with the best of note: Cymbehne lov'd 
me; 

And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not tar off: Then was 1 as a tree, 

• Walk proudly. t Scaly-winye.1. 

tic. Compared vcith our*. I To eterpaw 1m boiadh 



) 



CYMBEL1NE. Act III 


Whose boughs did bend with fruit: but in one 
night, 

A storm, or robbery, call it what yon will, 

Snook down my mellow hangings, nay, my 
leaves. 

And left ine bare to weather. 

Gui. Uncertain favour ! 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as 1 have told 
yon oft,) 

But that two villaius, whose false oaths pre¬ 
vail’d 

Before ray perfect honour, swore to Cyrabeliuc, 

I was confederate with the Romans: so. 
Follow'd my banishment; and, this twenty 
years, 

This rock, and these demesnes, have been my 
world: 

Where I have liv'd at honest freedom; paid 
More pious debts to heaveu, than iu ail 
The ibre-eud of my time.—But, up to the moun¬ 
tains ; 

This is not hunters' language He, that strikes 
The venisou first, shall be the lord o’tht feast, 
To him the other too shall minister; 

And we will fear uo poison, which attends 
Iu place of greater state. I'll meet you. in the 
valleys. [Exeunt Gi’i. and Aav. 

How hard it is, to bide the sparks of nature I 
These boys know little, they are sous to the 
king ; 

Nor Cymbelme dreams that they are alive. 

They think they are mine : and, though train'd 
up thus meauly [bit 

I'the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts do 
The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them. 
In simple and low tbiugs to priuce it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,— 
The heir of Cymbeliue aud Britain, whom 
The king bis father call'd Guidenus,—Jove I 
When on my tliree-foot stool 1 sit, atid tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly 
out 

Into my 6tory : say ,—Thus mine enemy fell; 
Anti thus 1 set my foot on his neck; even 
then 

The priueeiy blood flows in bis cheek, be sweats. 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in 
posture [wal, 

That acts my words. The younger brother, Cad- 
'Once, Amragtis,) in as like a figure, 

Strikes life into my speech, and shows much 


more 

His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rous'd !— 
0 Cymbeiiue I heaveu, aud my conscience, 
knows, 

Thou didst unjustly banish me: whereon. 

At three and two years old, I stole these babes; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, us 
Thon reft’st me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thou wast their uurse; they took thee for their 
mother. 

And every day do honour to her grave: 

Myself, Belarius, that ain Morgan call'd. 

They take for natural father. The game Is op. 

[Kxit. 

IF.—Near Milford-Haien. 
JZnUf Pisan 10 and Imogen. 

Imo. Thon told'st me, when we came from 
horse, the place 

Was near at : Ne'er long'd mv mother so 
To see me first, as 1 have now :—Pisanio I 
Man I 


Where is l'ostbdmns T Wbat Is in thy mind. 
That makes thee stare thus 1 Wherefore breaks 


that sigh 

From the inward of thee T One, but painted thus. 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
•JKyotid self explication : Put thyself 
wto a 'baviour * of less fear* ere wildness 
Tfifignish my staider senses. Wbat's the mat¬ 
ter t 


Why tender's! thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender t If it be summer news. 

Smile to't before : If winterly, thou ueed’st 
But keep that countenance still.—My husband’s 
hand! 

That drug-damn’d Italy hath ont-craftied him, 
And he's at some hard point.—Speak, man ; thy 

tongue 

Ma\ take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be tven mortal to me. 

Pis. Please you, read ; 

Aud you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain'd of fortune. 

Imo. [Reads.) Thy mistress , Pisanio, hath 
played the strumpet in my bed; the tisti- 
monies whereof lie bleeding in me. I sptak 
not out of weak surmises ;/rom proof as strong 
as my grief, and ascertain as 1 expect my re¬ 
venge. That part, thou Pisanio, must ad for 
me , if thy J'aith be vot tainted with the breach 
of hers. Ect thine own hands take an ay her 
life : I shall give thee opportunities at Milford- 
; Haven: she hath my letter for the purport : 
Vi'here, if thou fear to strike , aud to make 
me certain it is done, thou art the pander to 
her dishonour,and equally to me disloyal. 
Pis. What shall I need to draw my swutd 7 
the paper 

Hath cut her throat already.—No, 'tls slander ; 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword; whose 
tongue [hit am 

Outvenoms all the worms of Nile; whose 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world : kings, qnecii*, and 
states. 

Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
ThU viperous slander euters.—What cheer, 
madam T 

Imo. False to his bed ! What is it, to he false 7 
To lie in watch there, and to think oil him T 
To weep 'twixt clock aud clock? if sleep chaise 
nature. 

To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry my self awake f that's false to his bed t 
is it T 

Pis. Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. I false? Thy conscience witness:—, 
laebimo. 

Than didst accuse him of imontiurucy ; 

Thou then look’dst like a villain ; now, nie- 
tbinks. 

Thy favour's good enough.—Some jay • of Italy, 
Whose mother was her paiutitig, t bath beiuy’d 
him : 

Poor I arn stale, a garment out of fashion : 

And, for I am richer thau to bang by the walls, 

I must be ripp'd to pieces with me !—oh I 
Men's vows are women’s traitors! Ail good 
seeming, 

By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany ; not born, whcic’t grows; 

But worn, a bait for ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, bear me. 

Imo. True holiest men beiug beard, like false 
A£neas, [weeping 

Were, in his time, thought false: and Si null's 
Did scandal many a holy tear; took pity 
From most true wretchedness: so thou, Pu^t- 
humus, 

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 

Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjur'd, 
Frdm thy great fail.—Come, fellow, be (lion 
honest: [him. 

Do thon thy master's bidding : when thou sce'st 
A little witness my obedience : Look ! 

I draw the sword myself: take it; aud lilt 
'The innocent mansion of my love, my heart: 
Fear not; .'tis empty of ail things, but grief: 

Thy master is not there; who was, indeed, 

The riches of it: Do his bidding ; strike. 

Thou mayst be valiant in n better cause; 

But now thou secm’tt a coward. 

* Pmlt*, iu Italian, tijpiiftet both s j«y ani a whorr. 
♦ LikcucM. 


For behaviour. 
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I lmo. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing: 

That Cloteu, whose love-suit hath beeu to me 


Scene IV. 

I*ls. Hence, vile Instrument! 

Thou shall not daunt my hand. 

Jmo. Why, I must die ; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master’s: Against self 
slaughter 

There is a prohibition so divine. 

That cravens* my weak hand. Come, here’s 
my heart; 

Somcthiuy's afore't:—Soft, soft; we'll do de¬ 
fence ; 

Obedient as the scabbard.—Wliat is here ? 

The scriptures t of the loyal Leonatus, 

AM turn’d to heresv 1 Away, away, 

Corrupters of my faith! >ou shall no more 
He stomachers to my heart! Thus may poor 
fools 

Believe false teachers: Though those that are 
betray’d 

1>« feel the tieason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stand* in ivoisp case of woe# 

And thou, Potthumus, thou that didst set up 
My disobedience ’gainst the king my father, 

And make me put into contempt the suits 
of princely fellows, shall hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, blit 
A htiniu of rareness: and I grieve nivsclf. 

To think, when thou sliult be disedg’d by her 
TJi.it now thou tir’^t £ on, bow thy memory 
Will then be pang’d by me.—Pr'ytlice, de¬ 
spatch : 

The lamb entreats the butcher: Where's thy 
kuife T 

Thou art too slow to do tli> master’s bidding, 

M lieu l desire it too. 

P/s. o graciou* lad). 

Since 1 receiv’d cominaiid to do ibis business, 

1 have not slept otic wtuk. 

Jmo. Do’t, and to lied then. 

I’ll wake imtie r)e-halls blind first. 

Jmo. W tincture then 
I)id>t undeitake it? Why hast thou abus’d 
So many miles with a pretence ? this plan* ? 
Mine action, and tlitue own ? our horses’ la- 
bom ? 

The tun*- muting thee? the perturb’d couit, 

Toi inv being absent: whereunto 1 never 
Puipose nliiru? Why hast thou gone so far. 

To be unbent when thou bast ta’tu (h> stand, 
The elected deer before thee? 

Pis . Hut to win tune 
To lo-<* so bad employment in the which 
I ha\e consider’d of a course: Good lady. 

Hear me with patience# 

Jmo. Talk thy tongue weary; speak : 

V have heard 1 am a strumpet; and mine ear. 
Therein talse struck, can take no greater 
wound. 

Nor tent to bottom that. Hilt speak. 

Pit. Then, madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

Jmo. Most like; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pit. Not so, neithet : 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prose well. It cannot be. 

But that my master is abus’d : 

Some \illain, ay, and singular in his ait. 

Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Jmo. Some Homan courtezan. 

Pis. No, on my life. 

I’ll give but notice you are dead, and send 
him 

Some bloody sign of it; for 'tis commanded 
1 should do so : You shall ire miss’d at court, 
And that will well coutlnn it. 

Jmo. Why, good fellow, 

AY hat shall I do the while t Where bidet How 
Hvet 

or In my life what comfort, when 1 am 
Dead to my husband ? 

JHs. If you’ll bac.t to the court,— 

* 

• CowanU. ♦ Tho letters. 

I Feedetl or preys on. 


As fearful as a siege. 

Pis . If not at court. 

Then not in Butain roust you bide. 

Jmo . Where then ? 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day. 
night, 

Are they not but in Britain ? l’lhe world's vo¬ 
lume 

Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it; 
lu a great pool, a swan’s nest; Pr'ythee, think 
There’s livers out of Brilaiu. 

Pis. I am most glad 

You think of other place. The ambassador, 
Lucius the Human, comes to Miiford-Haveu 
To-morrow : Now, if you cotdd wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is ; and but disguise 
That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be. 
But by self-danger ; you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthuinus; so nigh, at least. 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your car, 

As truly as he moves. 

Jmo.' O for such means I 
Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t, 

I would adventure. 

Pis. Well then, here’s the point: 

You must foiget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear and uiceuess, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more t'lily. 
Woman it’s pretty self,) to a waggish courage; 
Ready iu gibes, quick-auswei’d, saucy, and 
As quarreioiis as tbe weasel: nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek. 
Exposing it (but, oh ! the harder beait 1 
Alack uo remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of couinioii-kissiug Titan ; * and torget 
Your lahoursome and dainty turns, wherein 
You made great Juno augiy. 

Jmo. Nay, be brief: 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
| A man already. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 
Foie-thmkiug this, I have already lit, 

(•I is in my cloak-bag,) doublet, bat, liosr, Ml 
That answer to them : Would you, m their 
serving. 

And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, ’tore noble Lu¬ 
cius 

Present yourself, desire bis service, tell him 
Wherein you are happy, t (which you’ll make 
linn know, 

If that his head have eai in music,) doubtless. 
With joy lie will embrace you: for he’s hon¬ 
ourable, 

And, doubling that, most holy. Your means 
abroad 

You have met rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplyment. 

Jmo. Thou art all the comfort 
The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away: 
There’s more to be considei’d ; but we’ii even 
All that good time will give ns: This attempt 
I’m soldier to, $ and will abide it witb 
A prince’s courage. Away, I pr’ythee. 

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short fore- 
well: 

Lest, being miss’d, I be suspected of 
Your carriage fjoui the couit. My noble mis 
1 1 css. 

Here is a box ; I had it from the queen ^ 

What’s in’t is precious; if you are sick at «a, . 
Or stoiuach-qirilin’d at laud, a dram of Ihja ^ 
Will drive away distemper.—To some shade. 

And flt you to your manhood : —May tbe gods, f 
Direct yon to the best I 

Jmo. Arneu: I thank thee. [lurettiri. 

• The sun. 

t I. «. Wherein you or* accomylittof. 

X A« for your mbsmenrr abroad, you uiav rely on wo. 

t Lquat lu. <p 
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SCENE F.—A Room in C ykmlins'.j Palace. 

Eater Cthielinx, Gob* n, Clot in, Lucies, 

and Loii»< 

Cym. Thus fir; tad so farewell. 

Luc . Thanks, royal Sir. 

My emperor hath wrote, 1 most from hence; 
And am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My master's enemy. 

Cym, Onr subjects, Sir, 

'Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must 
needs 

Appear unkinglike. 

Luc. So, Sir, I desire of yon 
A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven.— 
Madam, all joy befall your grace, and yon 1 
Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that 
office; 

The due of honour in no point omit:— 

So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your band, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly: but from this time 
forth 

I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winuer; Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my 
lords. 

Till be have cioss'd the Severn.—Happiness! 

[Exeunt Lucius and Loans. 
Queen . He goes hence frowuing : but it 
honours us. 

That we have given him cause. 

Clo . Tis ail the better ; 

Your valiaat Britons have their wishes in it. 
Cym. Lucius bath wrote already to the em¬ 
peror 

How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our borsemeu be in readi¬ 
ness : 

The powers that he already bath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence be 
moves 

His war for Britain. 

Queen. Tis not sleepy business; 

But must be look'd to speedily and strongly. 

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus. 
Hath made ns forward. Bat, my geutle 
queen. 

Where is our daughter 1 She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to ns bath tender’d 
The duty of the day : She looks ns like 
A thing more made of malice than of duty: 

We have noted it.—Call her before ns; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

[Exit an Attendant. 

Queen. Royal Sir, 

Since the exile of Postbnmos, most retir'd 
Hath her life been; the cure whereof, my 
lord, 

'Tis time must do. v 'Beseech your majesty. 
Forbear sharp speeches to her: she's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes,' 
And strokes death to her. 

Re-enter an Attendant. 

Cym. Where is she. Sir t How 
Can her contempt be answer'd T 
Atten. Please yon, Sir, 

Her chambers are all lock'd; and there’s no 
answer 

That wiH be given to the loud’st of noise we 


«S 


Queen* My lord, when last I west to visit 
her, 

€he pray’d me to excuse her keeping closet 
W hereto constrain’d by her Infirmity, 

She should that duty leave unpaid to yon, 

WJrtfh daily she ws* bound to proffer: fhja 
fme wish'd me 'to make known; bat oar great 
court 

Made me to blame In memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock'd I 


Not seen of late ! Grant, heavens, that which l 
fear ’ 

Prove false 1 [Exit. 

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. 

Clo. That man of ber*s, Pisanio, her old 
servant, 

I have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after.— 

[Exit Cloten. 

Pisaaio, thou that stand'st so for Postbumus I— 
He bath a drug of mine . 1 pray his absence 
Pr<>cecd by swallowing that; for he believes 
It i* a thing most precious. But for her. 

Where is she gooef Haply, despair hath 
seiz'd her ; 

Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, site's down 
To her doir'd Posthduius: Gone she is 
To death, or to dishonour; and my eud 
Can make good use of either: Sbe being doun, 

I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 

How now, my son? 

Clo. Tis certain she is fled ! 

Go in, and cheer the kiug; be rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the belter: May 
Thu night forestall him of the coming da> ! 

[Extt Queen 

Clo. I love, and hate her; for she’s lair a:ia 
ro>aI: 

And that she bath all courtly pasts more ex¬ 
quisite 

Than lady, ladies, woman : • from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all eonipoiimkd. 
Outsells them all; I love her therefore; But, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthumous, slanders so her judgment. 
That h hat's else rare, is chok'd; and iu that 
point, 

1 will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 

To be reveug’d upon her. For, wbeu fools 

Enter Pisanio. 

Shall—Who is here? Wbat! are you packiu 
Sirrah 1 

Come hither : Ah 1 you precious puudtr! Vil 
lain. 

Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Pit. O good my lord I 
Clo. Where is tby lady ? or, by Jupiter, 

1 will not ask again. Close villain, 

I’ll have this secret from tby heart, or rip 
Tby heart to find 1L Is she with Posthftuius f 
From whose so many weights of baseness can- 
A dram of worth be drawn. [not 

Pis. AJas, iny lord, [m iss’d ? 

How can sbe be with him? When was she 
He is in Rome. 

Clo. Where Is she. Sir 1 Come nearer ; 

No further baiting : satisfy me home, 

What is become of her 1 
Pis. O my all-worthy lord I 
Clo. All-worthy villain I 
Discover where tby mistress Is, at once, 

At the next word,—No more of woithy lord,— 

6peak, or thy silence on the iustaut Is 
Tby condemnation and thy death. 

Pis. Then, Sir, 

This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

[Presenting a Letter. 
Clo. Let's see’t1 will pursue her 
Even to Augustus* throne. 

Pis. Or this, or perish, [by this, > 

She's far enough ; and wbat he learns > Aside. 
May prove his travel, not her danger. 3 
Clo. Hompb I 

Pis. I'll wiito to my lord she's dead, o 
Imogen 

Safe may'st thou wander, safe retain again I 

[Aside. 

• Than any ladg, than nil Ufin, than all womankind 
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Scene VI. 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true f 
Pis. Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Postbumus’ band; I know*L-> 
Sirrah, if thou would'st not be a viHaio, bat do 
me true service, undergo those employments, 
tv herein 1 should have cause to use thee, with a 
serious industry,—that is, what viiiany so'er I 
bid thee do, to perforin it, directly and truly,— 
1 would think thee an honest man: thou should¬ 
er neither want my means for thy relief, nor 
my voice for thy preferment. 
pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wiit thou serve met For since patiently 
and constantly thou hast stuck to the bare for¬ 
tune of that beggar Postbumus, thou eanst not 
in (be course of gratitude but be a diligent fid- 
lower of mine. Wilt thou serve met 
Pts. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand, here's my purse. 
Havt thou any of thy late master's garments in 

thy possession ? 

Pi'-. 1 have, my lord, at iny lodging, the same 
suit he wore when he took leave of my lady and 

unstress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch 
that suit hither : let it be thy first service ; go. 
Ph. I .shall, my lord. [£ii/. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-HavenI forgot 
to ask Iiiiii one thing; I'll remember't anon :— 
Even tli*'ie thou villain, Posthumus, will I kill 
thee.—I would these garments were come. She 
said upon a tune, (the bitterness of it I now 
belch from my heart,) that she held tbe very 
gaiment of Po«Uiumus In more respect than my 
nolde amt natural person, together with tbe 
adornment of my qualities. With that suit upon 
my luck, will 1 ravish her: First kill him, and 
in her ey cs; there shall she see my valour, 
which will then be a torment to her contempt. 
He on the ground, tn> speech of insulunent 
ended on his dead body,—and when my lust 
hath dined, (which, as 1 say, to vex her, I will 
execute m the clothes that she so praised,) to 
the court I’ll knock her back, foot her home 
again. She hath despised me rejoicingly, and 
IM be meiry iu my revenge. 

Re-enter Pisakio, with the Clothes. 

Be those tlie garments f 
Pi\. A ), my noble lord. 

C(o. How long is't since she went to Milford- 
Haven ? 

Pis. She can scarce be there yet. 

Cio. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that 
is th' second thing that I have commanded 
thee . the third is, that thou sbalt be a voluntary 
mute tv my design. Be but duteous, and true 
preferment shall tender itself to thee.—My 
revenge is now at Milford; 'Would I had wings 
to billow it I—Come, and be true. [Exit. 

]>is. Thou bidd’st me to my loss: for, true to 
thee, 

Were to prove false : which f will never be, 

To him that is most true. To Milford go, 

And find not her whom thou pursu'st. Flow, 
flow, [speed 

Yon heavenly blessings, on her! This fool's 
Be cross'd with slowness; labour be his meed I 

[Exit. 

SCEXE VI.—Before the Cave of Belari us. 
Enter Imogen, in Boy's Clothes. 

Tmo. i see a man's life Is a tedious one : 

I h.ive tir’d myself; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be 
sic k. 

But that my resolution helps me.—Milford, 

When from the mountain-top Ptsanio thow'd 
Jiee, 

Thou wast within a ken : O Jove I I think 
Foundations fly the wretched : such, I mean. 
Where they should be reliev'd. Two beggars 
told me, 

I could not miss my way: Will poor folks lie. 
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That have afflictions on them; knowing *tls 
A punishment or trialt Yes; no wonder. 

When neb ones scarce tell true; To lapse iu 
fulness 

Is sorer, than to lie for need; aud falsehood 
Is worse in kings than beggars.—My dear lord! 
Thou art one o'the false ones: Now l think on 
thee. 

My hunger's gone; but even before, l wag 
At poiut to siuk for food.—But what is this? 
Here is a path to k: Tia some savage hold : 

1 were best not call; 1 dare not call: yet fa- 
mi ue, 

Ere clean it o'ertbrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breeds cowards; hardness 
ever 

Of hardiness is mother.—Ho! who's here ? 

If any thing that's civii, speak; if savage, 

Take, or lend.—Ho I—No answer ? then I'll 
enter. 

Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear tbe 6word like me, he'll scarcely look 
Such a foe, good heavens I [ou't. 

[She goes into the Cave. 

Enter Belarius, Guidekius, and Akviraous. 

Bel. You, Polydore, have prov'd best wood- 
mau, # and 

Are master of the feast: Cadwal and 1 

Will play the cook aud senaut; 'us our match :t 

Tbe sweat of industry would dry and die. 

But lor the eud it works to. Come ; our stom¬ 
achs 

Will make what's homely, savoury: Weariness 
Can snore upon the fliut, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard.—Now, peace be 
Poor house, that keep’st thyself 1 [heie, 

Gul. I am throughly weary. 

Art. I am weak with toil, yet strong iu 
appetite. 

Gui. There’* cold meat l’tlie ca\e; we’ll 
browse on that. 

Whilst what we have kill’d be cook'd. 

Bel. Stay ; come uotin : [ Looking in. 

But that it eats our victuals, 1 should iiunk 
Here were a fairy. 

Gul. Wbal’o tlie matter. Sir? 

Bel. By Jupiter, an augei 1 or, if not. 

Ail eaithly paragon I—Behold diviueuess 
No eider than a boy 1 

Enter Imogen. 

I mo. Good masters, harm me not: 

Betore 1 enter'd here, 1 call’d; and thought 
To have begg’d, or bought, what 1 have took: 
Good troth, 

I have stolen nought ; uor would uot, though I 
had found [meat: 

Gold strew'd o’the floor. Here's money for my 
1 would have leu it on the board, so soon 
As I bad made my meal; and parted 
With prayers for the piovider. 

Gui. Money, youth ? 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirtl 
As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those 
Who worship duty gods. 

Jmo . 1 see you are angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, 1 should 
Have died, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

Jmo. To Milford-Haven, Sir. 

Bel. What is your name? 

Jmo. Fidele, Sir : I have a kinsman, who * 

Is bound for Italy : be embark’d at MilfoTd ; ': 
To whom being going, almost speut with hunger, 
I am fallen iu f this offence. 

Bel. Pr’ythee, fair youth. 

Think us no churls;, nor measure oar good 
minds . I 

By this rude place we live in. Well eocoun- 
Tis almost night: you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart; and thanks to stay and eat 

Boys, bid him welcome. [It.— 

* 

• Best hunter. t Agreement. % In, for fate. 
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Cui. Were you a woman, youth, [honesty, 
I should woo hard, but be your groom.—In 
1 bid lor you, is I’d buy. 

Arv. I’U imike’i my comfort, 

He is a man; Ptl love him as my brother :— 
And such a welcome as Pd gate to linn. 

After long absence, such as your's Most wel¬ 
come! 

Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends. 

Jmo. 'Moiigst friends! 

If brothers 1—'Would it bad been so, that they 
Hail been my father's sous! theu had lit) prize 
Been leas; auri so more equal ballastiu; 

To ibee, posthumus. [ Aside • 

Bel. He wrings at tome distress. 

Cui. 'Would,*1 could fiee*tl 
Arv. Or I; whate’er it be, * 

What pain it cost, what danger! Gods! 

Bel. Hark, buys. [ Whispering. 

Jmo. Great meu. 

That had a court no bigger than this cave. 

That did atleud themselves, and had (lie \irtue 
Which their own conscience seal'd them, (lay - 
in* by 

That notbiug gift of differing" multitudes,) 

Couid not out-pecr these twain. Pardon me, 
gods! 

Pd change my sex to be companion with them, 
Siuce Leouatus's false. 

Bel. It shall be so : 

Boys, we’ll go dress our bunt.— Fair youth, 
come in : [supp’d. 

Discourse is heavy, fasting; when we have 
We’ll mannerly demand thee of thy story. 

So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Gui. Pray, draw near. 

Arc. The night to the owl, and mum to the 
lark, less welcome. 

Jmo. Thanks, Sir. 

Arv . I pray, diaw near- [Eieunt. 

SCENE V11.—Rome. 

Enter tuo Senators and Tin bi nes. 

1 Sen. This is the ter.our of the emperor's 

writ; 

That siuce the common inen are now in action 
’Gainst the Paiinoiiians and Dalmatians ; 

Ami that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen-off Britons ; that we do incite 
The gentry to this business: He creates 
Lucius pro-consul: and to you the tribunes. 

For this immediate lev's, he commands 
His absolute commission. Long live Cesar ! 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces t 

2 Sen. Ay. 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia f 
1 Sen. With tliose legions 
Which 1 have spoke of, wbereunto your levy 
Must be supplyaut: The words of your com¬ 
mission 

Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tri • Wt wilt discharge our duty. [Exiunt 


ACT IV. 


SCENE /. —The Forest , near the Cave. 
Euler Clotes. 

* Clo . 1 am near to the place where they 

, ehould meet# if Pifanio have mapped it truly. 
How lit lus garments serve me! Why sliould 
StjA mistress, who was mkde by him that made 
;, yhc ta ilor, not be fit too t the rather (saving re- 
y; A 2E'* Bce ,l,e *«>*■»*) tort 'Us said, a woman’s 
comes by fits. Therein 1 must play the 
JIP™ m * 1 dar ® *P«*k it to myself, (for it is 


• Uaetttidjr. 


t It. B< ctou. 


not vaiu glory, for a roan and his glass to con- 
ter; in bis own chamber, 1 mean,) the lints of 
my body are as well diawu as his;.no le** 
young, more strong, not beneath him in for¬ 
tunes, beyond him in the advantage of the time, 
above him iu biith, alike conversant in gcuer.il 
services, and more remaikahle in single opposi¬ 
tions ; * yet this itnperseverunt thing loves him 
in my despite. What mortality is ! PosUiuinus, 
thy head, which is now growing upon iliy 
shoulders, shall within this hum Ire off; thy 
mistress enforced ; thy garments cut to pieces 
before thy face: and all tins done, spurn liei 
home to her father; who may, liaply, he a little 
angry for my so ( rough usage ; but my mother, 
having }>ower of bis tesliuess, shall turn all into 
my couiuiendjtiotts. My boise is tied up safe: 
Out, sword, and to a sore pin pose! Foitnue, 
put them into my hand! This is the veiy 
descuption of their meeliug-place ; and the 
fellow dares not deceive me. [£rJl. 

SCENE II.-Before the Cate. 

Enter, from the Cute , Hei.arils, Get d cm us, 
Arviracus, und Imogen- 

Bel. You are not well: [To Iviocl.n.' remain 
here in the cave ; 

We’ll coine to you after huntiug. 

Arv. Brother, stay here: [7b Imoc:n 

Are we not brothers’) 

Jmo. So man and man *>110111(1 l e; 

Rut clay and clay diffeis iu dignity, 

Whose dust is Iwth alike. I am very sick. 

Gui. Go you to hunting, I'll abide wuh him. 
Jmo. So sick I am not yet 1 aui uoi utii. 
But not so citizen a wanton, as 
'J o seem u> die, ere sick : So please * on I ai c me; 
Slick to your jouriul t coin sc: the bicuih of 
custom 

Is breach of all. I am ill; but your being by uie 
Cannot amend me: Society is no comiort 
lo one not sociable : I’m not very sick, [here: 
Siuce I can reason of it. Pray you, tia»i me 
I’ll rob nunc but myself; and let me die. 

Stealing so poorly. 

Gui. 1 love thee ; I have spoke it: 

How much the quantity, the weight as much, 

A» I do love iny father. 

Bel. W hat ? iiow ) how* T 
Arv. If it be sin to say so. Sir, I yoke me 
In iny good brother’s fault: I know not w by 
1 love this youth ; and 1 have heaid you say. 
Love’s reason’s without reason ; the but at 
door. 

And a demand who is't shall die. I’d say 
AJy father, not this youth. 

Bet. O noble straiul 

O worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 
Cowards father cowardi, and base things sire 
base: 

Nature hath meal and brau: contempt n;.d 
grace. 

I ain not their father; yet who thin should be. 
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me.— 

’Tis the uiuth hour of the morn. 

Arv. Brother, farewell. 

Jmo. I wish ye sport. 

Arv. You health.—So please you, Sir. 

Jmo. [Aside.] These are kind ciealures. 
Gods, what Ites 1 have heard I 
Our courtiers say, all’s savage but at court: 
Experience, oh ! thou disprov'ti report! 

The imperious J seas breed niousteis; for the dish. 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet dsb. 

I am sick still; heart-sick :—Pisauio, 

I'JI now taste of thy drug. 

Gui. I could not stir him: 

He said he w.is gentle, $ hut unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 

Arv. Thus did he answer me: yet said hcrc- 
I might know more. [alter 

• In ftitigte combat. 4 Keen \©cr «Ui!y count 1 . 

2 Imperial. | Well-Uim. 



Scene II. 

Bel . To the Belt', to the field : — 

We'll leave you for tills time; go In, and rest. • 
Arv. We'll not be long away. 

Bel . Pray, be not sick. 

For you must be our housewife. 

I mo. Well, or ill, 

I am bound to you. 

Bel. And so shall lie ever. [Exit Iaoceh. 
Tliis youth, howe’er distress'd, appears be hath 
Good ancestors. [bad 

Arv. How angel-like he sings! 

Gui. But his neat cookery: He cut our roots 
in characters; 

And sauc’d our liroilis, as Juno had been tick, 
And he her dieter. 

A re. Nohly he yokes • 

A smiling with a sigh ; as if the flgh 
Was that It was, for not being such a smile ; 

The smile mocking the sigh, that it would tty 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at. 

Gui. I do note. 

That grief and patience, rooted la him both. 
Mingle their spurs • together. 

Arv. Grow, patience! 

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root, with the increasing vine ! 
Bel. It is great moruing. Come ; away.— 
Who's there ? 

Enter Cloten. 

Clo. i cannot find those runagates; that vil- 
Halh mock'd me :—I am falut. [lain 

Bel. Those runagates! 

Means be not iis 1 I partly know him ; *tis 
Cloten, the sou o’tbe queeu. 1 lear some am¬ 
bush. 

] saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know 'tis he We arc held as outlaws 
He uce. 

Gui. He is but one: You and my brother 
search 

"hat companies are near: pray you, away; 

Let tue alone with him. 

[tUenut B Kurils and Autiracis. 
Clo. Soft! What are you 
That tiv me thus t some villain mountaineers? 

1 have beard of such.—W bat slave art tbou l 
Gui. A thing 

More slavish did I ne’er, than answering 
A slai e, without a knock. 

Clo. Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thief. 

Cut. To who ? to thee ? What ait thou t Have 
not I 

An arm a» big as thine ? a heart as big? 

Thy winds, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My dagger hi my mouth. Say, what tbou art; 
Whv 1 should yield to thee t 
Clo. Tbou villain base, 

Kuow’st me nut by my clothes ? 

Gui. No, nor tbv tailor, rascal. 

Who is thy graiullather: lie made those clothes, 
Which, as it seems make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious varlet. 

My tailor made them not. 

Gui. Hence then, and thank [fool; 

The man that gave* them thee. Thou art some 
I am loath to beat thee. 

Clo. Thou injurious thief, 

Hear hut iny name, and tremble. 

Gui. Whut’s thy name f 
Clo. Cioteu, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, he thy 
uume; * [spider, 

V cannot tremble at it; trere't toad, or adder, 
Tuould move me sooner. 

( lo. To thy further Hear, 

Nay, to tliy mere confusion, thou shall know 
i’m soil to the queen. 

Gui. I’m sorry for’t; not seeming 
£o worthy as thy birth. 

Clo. Art not al'tard t 

• Spun arc me roots of trees* 
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Gui. Those that I reverence those I fear; 
the wise: 

At foots I laugh, not fear them. 

Clo. Die the death : 

When I have slain thee with my proper band, 

• I'll follow those that even now tied hence. 

And ou the gates of Lnd’s town set your lieads : 
Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt, jighting. 

Euler Belabius and Arviiucus. 

Bel. No company’s abroad. 

Arv. None in the world: You did mistake 
him, sure. 

Bel. I caiiuot tell: Long is it since 1 saw 
him, [favour - 

But time hath nothing blurt’d those lilies of 
Which then he wore; the snatches in In* vou r t 
And burst of speaking, were as bis: I am ab¬ 
solute, 

*Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we left them : 

I wish my brother make good time with him. 
You say he is so fell. 

Bel. Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors ; for the effect of judgment 
Is oft the cause of fear : But see, thy brother. 

Reenter Gl’IDErils, trith Clot ex's Hcuu . 

Gui . This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse, 
Tnere was no money m’t: not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his braius, for be had 
none: 

Yet I not doing this, the fool had home 
My head, as I do his. 

Bel. \N bat hast thou done ? 

Cm. I am perlect, t nhat: cut off one Cloten's 
head, 

Sou to the queen, after his own report; 

Who call'd uie traitor, mountaineer; and swore, 
\\ ith his own single hand he'd take iis in, j 
Displace our beads, where (thank the gods !) they 
grow, 

And set them on Lud's town. 

Bel. We are all undone. 

GuU \Mi>, worthy rather, what have we to 
lose. 

But, that he swore, to fake our lives ? The law 
Protects not us: Then, why should we he ten- 
der, 

To let an anogaut piece of fiesli threat us : 

Play judge, and executioner, all himself; 

Foi $ we do fear the law l " hat couipauy 
Discover >on abroad ? 

Bet. No single soul 

Can we set eye on, hut, in all safe reason. 

He must ba\e some attendants. Though his 
humour 

Was nothing but mutation; |] ay, and that 
From one had thing to worse ; not frenry, not 
Absolute madness could so far have rav'd 
To bring him here aloue: Although, perhaps. 

It may he heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and In time 
May make some stronger head: the which he 
hearing, 

(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear 
He’d fetch us iu; yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking. 

Or they so suffering: theii on the ground w* 
If we do fear this body hath a tail [fear 

More perilous than the head. 

Arv . Let ordinance 

Come as the gods toresay it: howsoe’er, 

M) brother hath done well. 

Bel. 1 had no mind r * . 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidelc's sic fctt c tl ' -J 
Did make my way long forth. U 
Gui . With his own sword, Jta*e& 

Which be did wave against my throat, f have 
His head from him: I’ll throw’t into the creek 

• Countenance. j I EM well-iufonwed whal. 

t C uiiqucr, aolulue. I lknnw. 1 

| Change, altentiou. *| lhd make my walk tadiSRt. 
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Behind oar rock, and let it to the m, 

And tell the fishes, he's the queen's ton, Cloten : 
That's all I reck. * [Exit. 

Bel. 1 fear twill be revest’d: 

'Would, Polydore, thou had*»t not donet! 

thonfh valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

An. 'Would I had donet, 

60 the revenge alone pursued me 1—Polydore, 

I love thee brotherly; but envy much. 

Thou hast robb’d me of this deed: 1 would 
revenges. 

That possible strength might meet, weald seek 
ns through. 

And put ns to our answer. 

Bel. Well, tis done 

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for dauger 
Where there's no profit. 1 pr*ytbee to our rock ; 
You and Fidele play the cooks: I'll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

An. Poor sick Fidele f 
I'll willingly to him : To gain t bis colour, 

I'd let a pansh of 6 uch Cloteu's blood. 

And praise myself for chanty. [Exit. 

Bel. O thou goddess, 

Th-wi divine Nature, bow thyself thou bluon'st 
In these two princely boys 1 They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 

Not wagging bis sweet bead : and yet as rough, 
Tbeir royal blood enchaPd, as the rud’st wuid, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine. 
And make him stoop to the vale. *Tis won¬ 
derful, 

That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty un I earn’d ; honour untaught; 

Civility not seen from other; valour. 

That wildly grows in them, but )ields a crop 
As if it bad beeu sow'd 1 Yet still it's strange 
What Cloteu's being here to us portends ; 

Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Gciuerics. 

Gui. Where's my brother? 

I have sent Cloteu's ciotpoll down the stream. 

In embassy to his mother; his body's hostage 
For bis retain. [Solemn Music. 

Bel. My ingenions instrument t 
Hark, Polydore, it souuds 1 But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? Hark! 
Gui. Is be at home ? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he mean ? since death of my 
dear'st mother 

It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter 1 
Triumph* tor nothing, and lamenting toys,; 

Is jollity tor apes, and grief for boys. 

Is Cadwal mad T 


Re-enter Arviuaqus, bearing Inoocn, 
dead in hit Arms* 


Bel. Look, here be cornea. 

And brings the dire occasion la his arms. 

Of wbat we blame him for 1 
Arv. The bird is dead, 

That we have made so nock on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty 
T« have tam'd my leaping time Into vcratch. 
Than have seen this. 

Gui. O sweetest, fairest IHy I * 

My brother wears thee not the one half so well 
As when thou grew’sYtoyseif. 

Bel. O melancholy i 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom f find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sieffiil 
crare | 

Might mutest baibonr Ini—Then M amed thing 
bnsws^what man Ham origbftftt have made 

22?*^ * ""L™* * *“W*Mr*- 

MOW sound yon him ? 


? Can, 


♦ A 


Arr. Stark, * as yoa see: 

Thus smiltus, as some fly had tickled slumber. 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at: his right 
cheek 

Reposing ou a cushion. 

Gui. Where? 

Arv. O'the floor; 

His arms Urns leagu'd: I thought he slept; and 
put 

My donted brogues t from off my feet, whoso 
rudeness 

Answer'd my steps too loud. 

Gut. Why, be but sleeps : 

If he be gone, he'll make bis grave t bed; 

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted. 
And worms will«not come to thee. 

Art. With fairest flowers. 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 

1*11 sweeten thy sad grave: Thou shalt no t lack 
The flower that's like thy face, pale primrose; 
nor 

The aznr'd hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander. 

Out-sweeten’d uot thy breath: the ruddock t 
would, 

With charitable hill (O bill, tore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a mouumentO bring thee ail Hu*; 

Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowers aic 
none 

To winter-ground $ thy corse. 

6'ai. Pr'ytbee, have done ; 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him. 

And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt.—To the grate. 

Arr. Say, where shall'g lay him ? 

Gui. By good Euripiule, our niotbct. 

Arv. Be'l so : 

And let us, Poljdore, though now oar voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the 
ground, 

As once our mother; use like note and words, 
Save that Eunpbile must be Fidele. 

Gui. Cadwal, 

I cannot sing : i'll weep, and word it with thee : 
For notes of sorrow, out of tune, arc worse 
Than priests and fanes that he. 

Arr. We'll speak it then. 

Bel. Great griefs, 1 see, medicine the less : for 
Cloten 

Is quite forgot. He was u queen’s sou, bo>s: 
Ami, though he came our enemy, remembe». 

He «aa paid g for that: Though mean and 
mighty rotting 

Together have oa** dust; yet reverence, 

(That angel of the world,) doth make distinction 
Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was 
princely; 

And though you took his life, as being oar foe. 
Yet bury blra ms u prince. 

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thereto' body is us good as Ajax, 

When neither are alive. 

Arv. If you’ll go fetch him 
We'll say our song the whilst.—Brother, begin. 

[Exit Bela kics. 
Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we most lay bis head to 
the east; 

My father hath a reason fort. 

Arv. Tis trne. 

Gui. Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv. So,— begin. 

Some. 

Gui. Fear no more the boat o’the etm 
Nor the furious winter’s rages ; 

Thou thg worldly task hast done. 

Home art got#, and ta’eu thg wages* 
Golden lads and girls aU must , 

As ch Imney-gu eepers, coma to dust* 

• Stiff. f Hum platad wits mo 

S Tbs red-orMs*. 4 Frofaofcljr» tempt read¬ 
ings for, wither round thy curt*. * Psaishad. 
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iff. Pear no more the frown o 'the great , 
Thou art past the tyrants stroke; 

Care no more to clothe, and eotg 
7b thee the reed is as the oak e ■ 

The sceptre , learning, physic, must 
All follow this , and come to dust. 

Gui. Pear no more the lightning-flash. 
Art. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Gui. Fear not slander, censure • rash ; 

Art. Thou hast finish'd joy and moan : 
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign t to thee and come to dust • 

Gui. No exerciser harm thee! 

A re. Nor witchcraft charm thee « 

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee I 
Both. Quiet consummation have ; 

And renowned be thy graves 

Re-enter Belarius, with the Body of Cloten. 

Gui. We bave done oar obsequies; Come, lay 
him down. 

Bel. Here's a few flowers, but about mid¬ 
night more: [night, 

The herbs, that bave on them cold dew o’the 
Are strewings fllt'st for graves.—Upon tbeir 
faces :— 

You were as flowers, now wither'd : even so 
These herb’leis shall, which ^ upon you 
strew.— 

Come on, away: apart upou our knees. 

The ground that gave them first, has them 
again; 

Their pleasures here are past, so is tbeir pain. 

[Exeunt Belarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. 

Imo. [ Atraking .] Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven ; 
Which is the way 1 — 

I thank you.—By yon busht—Pray, how far 
thither 1 

•Ods pittikius ! j—can It be six miles yet ? 

X have gone all night 'Faith, I’ll lie down 
and sleep. 

But, soft l no bedfellowO gods tnd god¬ 
desses 1 

[Seeing the Body. 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the 
world ; 

This bloody man, the care ou’t.—I hope, I 
dream : 

For, so, I thought 1 was a cave-keeper. 

And cook to honest creatures : But 'tis not so ; 
H was but a bolt $ of nothing, shot at nothing, 
Which the brain makes or fames: Our very 
eyes 

Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good 
faith, 

I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear'd gods, a part of It 1 
The dream's here still: even when I wake, it is 
Without me as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 

A headless man J — The garments of Posthd- 
mus 1 

I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand ; 
His foot Mercurial; his Martial thigh ; 

The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial j] face— 
Murder iu heaven ?—How?— 1 Tis gone.—Pisaulo, 
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee! Thou, 
Conspir'd with that irregulous f devil, Cloten, 
Hast here cut off my lord.—To write and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous I—Damn'd Pisanio 
Hath with his forged letters, damn'd Pisanio— 
From this meat bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top l—O Postbumus 1 alas, 

Where is thy bead t when’s thatT Ah me i 
where's thatf 

Pisanio might bave kill’d thee it the heart. 


• Ju 
t Thh 

lows u 


t. t Seal the imm restrict. 

UBiwutire ad j a rat ion it derived fr*m Gotft 
| An mw. | A free bka 

finrltOi liecuuaut. 


And left this bead on—How should this be t 
Pisanio t 

'TJs be and Cloten : malice and lucre In them 
Have laid this woe here. O *tis pregnant, 

pregnant! • 

The drug be gave me, which, he said, was pre- 
cions 

And cordial to me, bave I aot found it 
Murd'roas to the senses? That coaflrms it 
home: 

This Is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten’s: O !— 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood. 
That we the bornder may seem to those 
Which chance to find ns: O my lord, my lord I 

Enter Lucius, a Captain, and other Off:* 
cers, and a Soothsayer. 

Cap. To them the legions garrison'd in Gallia, 
After your will, have cross'd the sea attending. 
You here at Miiford-Havea, with your ships : 
They are here m readiuess. 

Luc. But what from Rome ? 

Cap. The senate hath stirr*d op the c&nfiners, 
And gentlemen of Italy; most willing spirits. 
That promise noble service : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 

Sienna's brother. 

Luc. When expect you them? 

Cap. With the next benefit o'the wind. 

Luc. This forwardness 

Makes onr hopes fair. Command oar present 
numbers [Sir, 

Be muster'd ; bid the captains look to’t.—Now, 
What bave you dream’d, of late, of this war’s 
purpose ? 

Sooth. Last night the very gods show’d me a 
vision: 

(I fast, and pray'd for their Intelligence,) 
Thus:— 

I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the spongy south to this part of the west. 
There vanish’d in the sunbeams: which por¬ 
tends, 

(Unless my sins abuse my divination,) 

Success to the Roman host. 

Luc. Dream often so. 

And never false.—Soft, ho i what trunk is here, 

W ithout bis top f The rum speaks, that some¬ 
time 

It was a worthy building.—How I a page!— 

Or dead, or sleeping on him 1 Blit dead, rather : 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
\\ ith the defuuct, or sleep upou the dead.— 

Let's see the boy’s face. 

Cap. He is alive, my lord. 

Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body.— 
Young one. 

Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems. 

They crave to be demanded : Who is this. 

Thou mak’st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he 
That, otherwise than noble nature did. 

Hath alter'd that good picture! What's thy 
interest 

In this sad wreck? How came it? Who iaitt 
What art thou ? 

Into. 1 am nothing : or if not. 

Nothing to be were better. This was my Btt* 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, £aa^ 

That hereby mountaineers lies slainAlas? 
There are no more such masters: I may 
From east to Occident, t cry out for service. 

Try many, all good, serve truly, never, * 

Find such another master. **■ 

Luc. *Ladk, good youth < 

Thou mov'd no less with thy 

than T 

Thy master In bleeding: Say Us aMK,(so? 
friend. K tt 

Into. Richard du Champ.—If 1 
No barm by it, though the gods hear. 

They’ll pardon it .—Say yon, Mri * 
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Imc . Thy name f 
Jmo . Fidelt. 

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very 
same: 

Thy name well tits thy faith; thy faith, thy 
name. 

Wilt take thy chance with me t I will not say. 
Thou shalt be so well master'd ; but be sure. 

No less beiov’d. The Roman emperor's letters. 
Sent by a consul to me, should not soouer 
Than thine own worth prefer thee: Go with me. 
Jmo. l'U follow. Sir. But hrst, au't please 
the gods, 

1*11 hide my master from the flies, ms deep 
As these poor pickaxes • can dig: and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew'd 
his grave, 

Ambon it said a century of pra)ers. 

Such as I can, twice o'er. Til weep mod sigh; 
And, leaving so his service, follow you. 

So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee, than master Diet.-* 

My friends, 

The hoy hath taught ns manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can, 

And make him with our pikes and partizans 
A grave : Come, arm him.—-Boy, be is pre¬ 
ferred 

By thee to us; and be shall be interr'd. 

As soldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe thiue eyes : 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—A Root* in Cymbeline’s 
Palace . 


Enter Cymbelike, Loads, and Pisamo. 

Cym. Again; aud bring me word how 'iis 
with her. 

A fever with the absence of her son ; 

A madness, of which her life’s in danger 
Heavens,' 

How deeply yon at once do touch me! Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort^ gone: ui) queen 
U|ton a desperate bed; and iu a time 
W ben fearful wars point at me, ber sou gone. 

So needful for this present; It strikes me, 
past 

The hope of comfort.—But for thee, fellow. 

Who needs mast know of ber departnre, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll eutorce it from 
thee 

By a sharp tortare. 

Pis. Sir, my life Is your's, 

I humbly set it at your will: But, for my mis¬ 


tress, 

I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 
Nor when she purposes return. Beseech your 
highness. 

Hold me your loyal servant. 

1 Lord. Good my liege. 

The day that she was missing, be was here: 

I dare be bound he’s true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 

For Ooten,— 

There wants no diligence in seeklug him, 

Aud wifi bo doubt, be found. 

Cm. The time's troublesome s m 
We'll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy 
Does yet depend. [/’# Pisamo. 

1 Lord. So please your majesty. 

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn. 

Are landed on your coast with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym Now for the counsel of my son and 
queen!— 

I am amaz'd with matter, t 
1 Lord . Good my liege, 

Tow preparation can aflrwot t no lees 
Thai what you tor of: come more, for more 
you're ready: 


• Her finger*. 


t CwnCmadcd by i variety ef 
S EwMBur. 


The want Is, blit to put those powers * In tiww 
That long to move. |(ion, 

('yin. 1 thank you: Let's withdraw: 

And meet the time as it seeks us. We fear nut 

What can from Italy annoy us; but 

We grieve at chauces here.—Away: [Exeunt. 

Pis. 1 heard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain : *Ti« strange: 
Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
To yield me often tidings ; Neither know 1 
What is betid to Cloteu; but remain 
Perplex'd in all. The heaveus still must work : 
Whereiu 1 am false, I am honest; not true, lo 
be true. 

These present wars shall tlm! I love my count i\ B 
Eveu lo the notej o'ihe king, or I'll fall iu 
them. 

All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd : 
Fortune brings iu some boats, that are not 
steer'd. [Exit. 

SCENE IV.—Before the Cuie. 

Enter Belaiucs, Gvtucaics, and Ahviracus. 

Gui. The noise is round about us. 

Ret. Let us from it. 

An. Wbat pleasure. Sir, find we iu life, to 
lock it 

From action And adventure T 
Gui. Nayhat hope 

Have we In hiding us l this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britous slay us, or receive ua 
For barbarous aud uuiiaiurai revolts; 

During their use, and slay us after. 

Rcl. Sons, 

We’ll higher to the mountains ; there secure iis. 
To the king's party there’s iio going; newness 
Of Cloten's death (we bciug nut huowu, nut 
muster’d 

Among the bauds) may drive us to a render $ 
Where we have liv’d; and so extort iroui ns 
That which we have done, whose au»wir would 
be death 

Drawn ou with torture. 

Gui. This is. Sir, a doubt, 

In such a time, uutbiug becoming you. 

Nor satisfy mg us. 

Art. It is not likely. 

That when they hear the Roman horse* neigh. 
Behold their quarter’d firfes, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy’d importantly as now. 

That they will waste their time upon our note,! 
To know from whence we are. 

Bet. O I am known 
Of many in the army : many years. 

Though Cloteu tbeu but young, yon see, not 
wore him 

From my remembrance. Aud, besides, tbc king 
Hath not deserv’d my service, nor your loves; 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 

The certainty of this hard life; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle piomis'd. 

But to be still hot summer's tauliugs, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter* 

Gui . Than lie so. 

Better to cause to be. Pray, Sir, to the army : 

1 aud my brother are not known ; yourself, 

So out of thought, and thereto so o’ergrown. 
Cannot be question'd. 

Art. By this sun that shines. 

I'll thither: What thing Is it, that 1 never 
Did see man diet scarce ever look'd on blood. 
But that of coward hares, hot goa's, and veui. 
sod t 

Never bestrid a horse, save one that had 
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor Iron on his heel 1 I am asbam’d 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of bis bleis'd beams remaining 
So long a poor unknown* 

Gut . By heavens, 1*11 go: 


• Forces. ♦ Neftoc. 
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If you will bless me. Sir, and give me leave. 

I'll take the better care ; but if you will not. 

The hazard therefore due fall ou me, by 
The hands of Romans! 

An. So say 1; Amen. 

Bel. No reason 1, since on your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, 
boys : 

If in your country wars you chance to die. 

That is mv lied too, lads, and there I’ll lie: 
Lead, lead.—The time seems long; their blood 
thinks scorn, [Aside. 

TUI it fly out, and show them princes born. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCEXEI.—A Field between the British and 
Roman Camps. 

Enter Post hum us, with a bloody Hand¬ 
kerchief. 

Post. Yea, bloody cloth, 1*11 keep thee; for 
I wish'd [ones. 

Thou sbonld'st lie colour'd thu«. You married 
If each of you would take this course, how 
many % [selves. 

Must murder wives much better than Uieui- 
lor wrying ■ but a little T—O Pisauio t 
Kvery good servant docs not all commands: 

N» bond, but to do just ones.—Gods! if you 
bbould have ta’en vengeance on iny faults, I 
never 

Had liv'd to put on f this : so had you sav'd 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Me wretch, more worth your vengeance. Rut, 
alack, [love. 

Yon snatch some hence for little faults ; that’s 
To have them tall no more: yon some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse; 

And make them dread it to the doer's thrill. 

Rut Imogen is vour <mu : Do your best wills. 
And make me bless’d to obey l —I am brought 
hither 

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Against my lady's kingdom: 'Tip enough 
That, Britain, 1 have kill'd thy mistress ; peace ! 
I’ll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good 
heavens, 

Hear patiently my purpose: I'll disrobe me 
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 
As does a Briton peasant: so Pll fight 
Against the part I come in ; so HI die 
For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 
I', every breath, a death : and thus, unkiioun. 
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
.Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than iny habits show. 

Gods, put the strength o’the Leonati iu me I 
To shame the guise o'the world, I will begin 
The fashion, less without, aud more within. 

[Exit. 

SOEXE.1I.—The same . 

Enter at one side , Lucius, Iachimo, and the 
Roman Army ; at the other side , the British 
Army ; Leonatus Posth um us/offorcing if, 
like a poor Soldier . Tiny march ovcr f and 
fio out. Alarums. Then enter again in 
skirmish , Iachimo, aud Posthumus: he 
vanquisheth and disarmeth Iachimo, and 
then leaves him. 

Jack. This heaviness and guilt within my 
bosom 

Takes off my manhood: 1 have belled a lady. 
The princess of this country and the air on't 
Revengliifly enfeebles me: Or could this carl, J 
A very drudge of nature's, have subdu'd me, 

• Deviating from the rljlu way. 1 Incite, instigate. 

t Clown. 


In uiy profersion ? Knighthoods aud tumours 
borne 

As 1 wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

If that tby gentry, Britaiu, go before 

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 

Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. 

[Ext*. 

The Battle continues; the Britons f.y; 
Cymbelike f* taken: then enter to his 
rescue, Bklakius, Guiuerlus, and. Au- 

TlHACUS. 

Bel. Stand, stand I We have the advantage of 
I be grouud ; 

The lane Is guarded , nothing routs us, bus 
The villauy of our fears. 

Gui. Arv. Staud, stand, and fight 1 

Enter Posthumus, and seconds the Britons ; 
Tt.ey rescue Cvmbeline, and exeunt. Then, 
enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save 
thyself: 

For friends kill friends, and the disorder's snub 
As war were hood-wink'd. 
lach. Tis their fresh supplies, 
j Luc. It is a day turn'd slruugely: or betinus 
Let's re-euforce or fly. [ Exeunt • 

SCEXE III.—Another Part of the Field. 

Enter Posthumus and a British Lord. 

Lord. Cam'st thou from where they made 
the stand 1 
Post. I did : 

Though you. it seems, come from the flieis. 
fjord. I did. 

Post. No blame he to you, Sir : for all was 
lost 

But that the heavens fought: The king him? If 
Of hi- wings destitute, the army broken, 

And but the backs of Britons 6ecn, all flying 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-heattid, 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having 
work 

More plentiful than tools to do't, ptnich down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some 
falling [dam m'd • 

Merely through fear : that the strait pass was 
With dead men, hurt behind, aud cowards Uvmg 
To die with lengthen'd shame: 

Lord. Where was this laue ? 

Post. Close by the battle, ditch’d, aud wall'd 
with turf; 

Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier,— 

An honest one, I warrant; who deserved 
So long a breeding, as bis white beaid came to, 

In doing this for his countryatbw art the 
lane. 

He wish two striplings, (lads more like to run 
The country base, t than to commit such slaugh¬ 
ter'; 

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation cas'd, or shame,) 

Made good the passage; cry'd to those that tied. 
Our Britain's harts die flying, notour men: 
To darkness feet, souls that Jiy backuards ! 
Stand ; 

Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like beasts, which you shun beastly ; and may 
save. 

But to took back in frotrn: stand , 

These three, 

Three thousand confident, in act as many, ^ 
(For three performers are the tile, when all x 1 
The rest do nothing,) with this word, stand, * 
stand. 

Accommodated by the place, more charm lug, • 
With their own nobleness, (which could have 
turn'd 

A distaff to • lance,) gilded pale looks. 

Part, 6hame, part, spirit renew'd; that some, 
turn’d coward 

t 

* Blorkd up. 

f A country joroe called pruM-kun, vulgarly pruoa-bt*. * 
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But by example (O m tin la war, 

Damu*d In tbe Ant beginner* 1) 'gin to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like Horn 
Upon the piket o*the banters. Then began 
A atop rtbe chaser, a retire ; anon, 

A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith they fly 
Chickens, the way which they stoop’d eagles; 

slaves, [cowards 

The strides they victors made: and now our 

{Like fragments in hard voyages.) became 
The Uffe o'tbe need ; having found the back-door 

open [wound 1 

Of the tmgaurded hearts, Heavens, how they 
Borne, slam before; some, dying; some, their 
friends 

O’erbome i’the former wave : ten, chas'd by one. 
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty : 
Those, that would die or ere resist, are grown 
The mortal bugs * o’tbe field. 

Bord. This was strange chance: 

A narrow lane 1 an old man, and two Imys! 
Post. Nay, do not wonder at it: You are 
made 

Rather to wonder at the things >on bear, 

Than to work any. Will you rhyme upou'l, 

And vent it for a mocker)’ f Here is one : 

Titv boys, an old man, twice a boy, a lane, 
Prcserv*d the Britons, mis the Romans ’ banc, 
l.ord. Nay, be not align, Sir. 

Post. ’Lack, to wbat end T 
Who dares uot stand his foe. I’ll be bis friend : 
For if he’ll do, as he is made to do, 

I know, he’ll quickly fly in) friendship too. 

You have put me into rhyme. 

Jjord. Farewell, you are augry. [Exit. 

Post. Still going l—This is a lord ! O noble 
misery 1 

To be the i’lhe field, and ask, what news, of me ! 
To-day, how many would have given their 
honours 

To have sav’d their carcasses 1 took heel to do’t. 
And yet died too! I, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find death, where 1 did hear him 
groan ; 

Nor feel him where he struck : Being an ugly 
monster. [bed», 

'Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft 
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i'tbe war.—Well, 1 will 
find him: 

For being now a favourer to the Roman, 

No more a Briton, 1 have resum’d again 
The part I came in : Fight 1 will no inure, 

But yield me to tbe veriest hind, that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great tbe slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman; great the answer be 
Britons must take; fbr me ni> ransom’s death; 
On either side I come to spend my breath, 

W hich neitbei here I’ll keep, nor bear again, 
But end itBfcApme means for Imogen. 


Enter *1 


m 


tish Captains, and Soldiers . 


1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais’d 1 Lucius is 

taken; [angels. 

'Tis thought, the old man and his sons were 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly 

That gave the affront t with them. [habit, 

1 Cop. Bo ’tis reported : 

Bat jmmsc of them can be founds—Stand 1 who is 
there! 

Pbst. A Romas; 

Who bad^ot sow been drooping here, if se- 
Had answer** him. [toads 

2 Cap. Lii bauds on him ; a dog 1 
A leg of Root shall not return to teU 
What crows have peck’d them here: He brags 

his service 

As tf lie were of note: bring him to the blag. 

Enter Cymbelihs, attended ,• Kiuudi,Bei- 
, sarnies, Ainaiooi, Pisa mo, sued Roman 
Captives. The Captains present Pojthu- 


Terroru 


1 Encounter. 


mus to Cymbelike, who delivers Aim over 
to a Jailse: after tchick, all go out, 

SCENE rr.—A Prison. 

Enter Postxsxos, and two Jailse*. 

1 Jail. You shall not now be stolen, you have 

looks upon you; 

So graxe as you find pasture. 

2 Jail. Ay, or a stomach. [£rct»nf Jailers. 
Post. Most welcome, bondage! for thou art a 

way, 

I think to liberty: Yet am I better 
Than one that’s sick o’tbe gout: since he had 
rather 

Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By the sure pbyscian, death ; who is tbe key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience I thou 
art fetter'd 

More than my shanks and wrists: You good 
gods, give me 

The penitent instrument, to pick that holt, 

1 hen, free for ever! Is’t enough, 1 am sorry 1 
So children temporal fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must l lepcnt? 

I cannot do it better than *u gyves, • 

Desir’d, more than constrain'd : to satisfy. 

If of my freedom ’ll* tbe niaJu part, take 
No stricter render of uie, than my all. 

I know you^re more clement than vile men 
Who of their broken debtors take a thiid v 
A sixth, a tenth, letung them Uirne again 
On their abatement; that's not my desire: 
lor Imogen’s dear life, take mine; and though 
’Tis not so dear, yet Mis a life, you coin'd it: 
’Tween man and man, they weigh not vuiy 
stamp; 

Though light, take pieces for the figure’s sake: 
You rather mine, bt ing your’s: And *o great 
powers, 

If you will take this audit, take this life. 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen 1 
I’ll speak to thee in silence. [He sleeps. 

\ Solemn music, f Enter, as an Apparition, 

I Sicilies Leonatus, Father to Posihumus, 
an old Man, attired hire a Warrior, had¬ 
ing in his hand an ancient Matron, his 
fl (fe, and Mother to Posthumus, tilth 
music before them. Then, ajter other mu¬ 
sic, follow the two young Leon ATI, Brothers 
to Posthuncs, with Hounds, as they died 
in the Wars. They circle Post humus 
round, as he lies sleeping. 

Sid. No more, thou thunder master show 
Thy spite on mortal flies : 

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide. 

That thy adulteries 

Rates and revenges. 

Hath my poor boy doue aught but well. 

Whose face 1 never sawt 
I died, whilst In tbe womb be stay’d 
Attending Nature’s law. 

Whose father then (as men report. 

Thou orphans’ father art,) 

Thou ehould’st have been, and shielded him 
From this earth-vexing smart. 

Moth. Lucina lent uot me her aid, 

Bat took me in my throes ; 

That from me was Postbnmus ript. 

Came crying ’mongst bis foes, 

A thing of pity! 

Slci. Great aature, like bis ancestry. 

Moulded the stuff so fair. 

That he deserv’d the praise o' the world 
As great Siciiius' heir. 

1 Bro. When once be was mature for man, 
la Britain where was ha 

s 

t Bhsltepiww, vkt kM wNiwui tMi fifth »rt with 
•nek match (cm skill, could «t«T ba?a interrupted tha 
fable by tkia cantemptible ■•went* t (ha nnjuctifiabl? 
interpolation of come moumtical blockhead. 



Scene IV. 

That coaid stand up Ms parallel; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 

Could deem bis dignity T » 

Moth. With marriage wherefore was be 
To be exil'd and thrown [mock'd 

From Leonati’t seat, and cast 
From bcr Ills dearest one. 

Sweet Imogen ? 

Sici. Why did yon suiter lachimo, 

Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needless jealousy; 

And to become the geek * and scorn 
O’ the other's villany T 
2 Bro. For this, from stiller seats we came. 
Our parents, and us twain. 

That, striking in our country's cause. 

Fell bravely, and were slain ; 

Our fealty, and Tenantius’ right. 

With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthfimus hath 
To Cymbeline perform'd: 

Then Jupiter, thou king of gods, 

Why hast thou thus adjourn’d 
The grapes for his merits due; 

Being all to dolours turn’d 1 
Stri. Thy crystal window ope ; look out; 

No longer exercise, 

I’pnn a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries : 

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 

Take off his miseries. 

Sirl. Peep through tby marble mansion ; help! 
Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of ihe rest. 

Against thy deity. 

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal. 

And from thy justice fly. 

Jr titer descends in Thunder and Lightning, 
sitting upon an eagle; he throws a 
Thunder-bolt. The Ghosts Jail on their 
knees. 

Jup. No moie, you petty spirits of region 
low, [ghosts, 

Offend our hearing; bush 1—How dare you 
Accuse the thnuderer, whose bolt you know. 
Sky-planted, hatteis all rebelling coasts! 

Poor shadows of Elysinni, hence ; and rest 
favour never-withering banks of flowers: 
Be n&toith mortal accidents oppiest; 

No care of yoor’s It is, you know, 'Us our’s. 
Whom best I love, I cross; to make my gift, 

1 he mm* delay’d, delighted. Be coutent; 
Your lo jjjftt d sou our godhead will uplift: 

His nmiorts thrive, his trials well are spent. 
Our jovlif star reign'd at his birth, and in 
Our temple was he married.—Rise, and fade I— 
He shaU be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his afflict ion made. 

This tablet lay npon his breast; wherein 
Our pleasure his full fortune doth couflne; 
And so, away : no farther with your din 
Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.— 
Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. 

[Ascendf. 

Sici. He came lu thunder; his celestial 
breath 

Was sulphurous to smell: the holy eagle 
Stoop'd as to foot us: hit ascension Is 
More sweet than oar bless'd fields: his royal 
bird 

Prunes the Immortal wing, and cloys his beak. 
As when his god Is pleas’d. 

All. Thanks, Jupiter! 

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he is 
enter'd 

Ills radiant roofAway ! and, to be Mest, 

Let us with care perform his great behest. 

[Ghostt vanish. 
Post. [Waking Sleep, then hast been a 
grandslre, and begot 
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A father to me: and thou hast created 
A mother and two brothers: Bat (O scorn !) 
Gone! they went hence so toon as they were 
born. [pend 

And so I am awake.—Poor wretches that de- 
On greatness* favour, dream as I baye done; 
Wake, and find nothing.—hut, alas, I swerve: 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve. 

And yet are steep'd in favours; so am l. 

That have this golden chance, and know not 
why. 

What tones haunt this ground 7 A book 7 O, 
rare one 1 

Be not, as Is our toogled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers. 

As good as promise. 

[Reads.] When as a lion's whelp shall , to 
himself unknown , uithout seeking Jind, 
and be embraced by a piece of tender air ; 
and 'when from a stately cedar shall be 
lopped branches, which , being dead many 
years, shall ajter revive, be jointed to ihe 
old stock, and freshly grow; then shall 
Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be for¬ 
tunate, and Jlourish in peace and plenty. 

’Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not: either both, or nothing: 
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is. 

The action of my lile is like it, which 
I’ll keep, if but lor sympathy. 

Re-enter Jailers. 

Jail. Come, Sir, are you ready for death t 
Post. Over-roasted rather: ready long apo. 
Jail. Hanging is the word Sir, ll >on lie 
ready for that, you are well cooked. 

Post . So, if I prove a good repast to the 
spectators, the dish pays the shot. 

Jail. A heavy reckoning for you. Sir : But 
the comfort is, you shall be called to no more 
payments, fear no more tavern hills : which are 
often the sadness of parliug, as the procuiitig of 
mirth: you come in faint for want of meat, 
depart reeling with too much driuk ; sony that 
you have paid too much, and sony that you 
are paid too much ; purse and braui both empty : 
ilie brain the heavier for beiug too light, the 
purse too light, being drawn of heaviness : Oh I 
of this contradiction you shall now he quit.—Oh I 
the chanty of a peony cord t it sums up thou¬ 
sands in a trice: you have no true debitor and 
creditor but it; of what’s past is, and to comq, 
the discharge:—Your neck, Sir, is pen, book, 
and counters ; so the acquittance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to 
live. 

Jail . Indeed, Sir, he that sleeps feels not the 
tooth-ache : But a man that were to sleep your 
sleep, and a hangman to help him to bed, I 
think he would change places with his officer: 
for look you, Sir, you know not which way yon 
shall go. 

Post. Yes indeed do 1, fellow. 

Jail. Your death has eyes in’s head then; I 
have not seen him so pictured: yon must either 
be directed by some that take upon them to 
know; or take upon yourself that, which I am 
sure you do not know; or jump * the after-inqirirf 
on your own peril: and how you sbaH speed i* 
your own journey’s end, 1 think you'U never 
return to tell one. 

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none vat 
eyes to direct them the way I am going* bat 
such as wink, and wili not use them. 

Jail. What an infinite mock is tbia, tint a 
man should have the beat nse of eyes, to tee the 
way of blindness l I am sum, banting** the way 
of winking. 
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CYMBEUNE. Act V. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles; bring your 
prisoner to the king. 

Post. Tbou brillgest good news—1 am called 
to be made free. 

Jail, i’ll be hang*d then. 

Post . Tbou sbalt be then freer than a jailer; 
no bolts for the dead. 

[Exeunt Posthumus and Messenger. 
Jail. Unless a man would marry a gallows, 
and beget young gibbets, 1 never saw one so 
prone. • Yet, on my conscience, there are verier 
knaves desire to live, for all be be a Roman : 
and there be some of them too, that die agaiust 
their wills; so should I, if I were one. I would 
we were all of one mind, and one mind good ; 
Ob! there were desolatiou of jailers,and gallowses 1 
I speak against m> present profit; but my wish 
hath a preferment iu’t. [Eieunt. 

SCEXE r.—C tmbelinl’s Text. 

Enter Ctubelixf, Belarus, Guiderius, 
Artiracun, Pisaxio, Lords, Officers, and 
Attendants. 

Cym. Stand by my side, yon whom the gods 
lave made 

Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart, 
That the poor soldier, that so richly fought, 

W hose rap3 sham'd gilded arms, whose naked 
breast 

Stepp'd before target of pi oof, cannot he fouud : 
He shall be happy that can lind him, if 
Oar grace can make bun so. 

Eel. I never siw 

Such noble fury in so poor a thing; 

Such precious deeds iu one that promis’d 
nought 

But begpar* and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidings of bmi t 
Pis. He hath been search’d among the dead 
and living. 

But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, ! am 
The htir of his reward; which 1 will add 
To ven the liver, heart and brain of Britain, 

[To Belarus, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
By whom, I grant, she lives ; Tis now the time 
To ask of whence von are :—report it. 

Pel. Sir, 

In Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen ; 
Further to boast, were neither true uur modest, 
Unless 1 add, we are honest. 

Cum. Bow 5our knees : 

Arise my knights o’tbe battle: I create you 
Companions to onr person, and will lit yon 
W ith dignities becoming your estates. 

* 

An/er Cornelius and Ladies. 

There’^business in these faces :—W hy so sadly 
Greefjou onr victory 1 You look like Romans, 
And t£>t o’the court of Britain 
Cor. Hall, great king ! 

To sow your happiness, I mast report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worse than a phvsician 
Would this report become! But ( consider. 

By medicine life may be prolong’d, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too.—How ended she T 
Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d, 

1 will report, so please yon: These her women 
Can trip me if I err: who, with wet cheeks. 
Were present when she finish’d. 

Cym. Pry’thee, sav. 

Cor. First she confess’d she never lov’d yon; 
only 

Affected greatness got by yon, not yon: 

Married your royalty, was wife to your place; 
Abborr’d your person. 

Cym. She, alone new this . 

• Fofforf. 

*■ 


And, but she spoke It dying, 1 would not 
Believe her lips in opeuing it. Proceed. 

(’or. Your daughter, whom she bore in baud 
*to love 

With such integrity, she did confess 
Was as a scoipiuu to her sight; whose life-. 

But that her flight prevented it, she hud 
Ta’en off by poison. 

Cym. O most delicate fiend 2 
Who 1st can read a woman?—Is there more T 
Cor. More. Sir, .uid worse. She did confess, 
she had 

For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, liug’riiic 
By mches waste you: in which time she pui- 
pos'd 

By watebiug, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
O’ercomeyou with Iter show; yes, and hi time, 
(When she bad fitted you with her craft,) to 
work 

Her son into the adoption of the crown. 

But failing of her end by hi* strange absence, 
Giew shameless desperate : open'd, in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; lepeutcd 
The evil* she batch'd were not ertected ; so. 
Despairing, died. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lady. We did so, please your highness. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 

Miue ears, that beard her flattery ; uur my 
heart, 

Thr.t thought her like her seeming; it had been 
vicious, 

To have mistrusted her*, yet, O my djushn r ! 
That it was folly iu me, thou mav'ri say. 

And prove it in tby feeling. Heaven mend all 2 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the 5» otiisatfr, 
and other Roman Prisoners , gttatiUd; 
Posthluus behind, and 1 woe is. 

Thou com’st not, Came, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have raz’d out, though with the 
loss 

Of many a bold one ; whose kiumicn have made 
suit, ^laughter 

That their good souls may be appea>’d wit!* 
Of you tbeir captives, which omtclf have 
So, think of your estate. v mau!<*d , 

Luc. Consider, Sir, the chance of war . ilie 
day 

Was jour's by accident; had it gone with ***• 

We should not, when the blood was cool, have 
threaten’d [gods 

Our prisoners with the sword. But bln re the 
Will have it thus, that nothing but niffJivrs 
May be call’d ransom, let it come: atiffirfili, 

A Roman with a Roman’s heart can softer: 
Augustus lives to think on’t: And *» much 
For my peculiar care. This one Hung only 
1 will entreat: My boy, a Biiton horn. 

Let him he ransom’d ; never maria had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 

So tender over his occasions, true. 

So feat, • so nurse-like : let Ids virtue join 
With my request, which. I’ll make bold, your 
highness 

Cannot deny; he hath done no Briton harm. 
Though be have serv’d a Roman : save him, Sir, 
Aud spare no blond beside. 

Cym. I have surely seen him : 

His favour t is familiar to me.— 

Boy, thou hast look’d thyself into my grace, 

And art mine own.—I know not why, nor 
wherefore, 

To say, live, boy • ne’er thank tby master : live : 
And ark 0 Cymbeline what boon thou wilt. 
Fitting my bounty, and tby state, I’ll give it; 
Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner. 

The noblest ta'en. 

Jmo. 1 humbly thank yonr highness. 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee beg my llfr, good lad ; 
And yet, 1 know', thou wilt. 


1 Target, shield. 
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Scene V. 

Jmo. So, uo : alack 
There's other woik in hand : I see a thing 
bitter to me as death : jour life, good master, 
Must shulfic for itself. 

Luc. The hoy disdains me, 

He leaves me, scorns me: Briefly die their joys, 
'Hut place them on the truth of girli and 
boys.— 

W hy stands he so perplex’d T 
Cym. What would’st thou, boy T 
1 love thee more and more; think more and 
more 

What’s best to ask. Knuvv’&t him thou look'st 
ouT speak. 

Wilt have him live? Is he thy kinT thy friend? 

Jmo. Hr is a Roman ; no more kin to me, 
Ilian I to join highness; who, bting born your 
Am something nearer. [vassal, 

<'yin. W In refore ev\t him so ? 

Jmo. i’ll tell you, Sir, in private, if you please 
To gi%e me lieai ms. 

(\t/m. Ay, with all my heart. 

And lend my In st attention. What’s thy name T 
Jmo. Fidele, Sir. 

Cym. Thou art mv good youth, my page ; 

I’ll be thy master: Walk with me; speak freely. 

[Cymblli.ne and Imogen comersc 
ay art. 

Jhl. Is not this boy reviv’d from death ? 

An. One sand another 
Not more le^etnbles: That sweet rosy lad, 

Who dan), and was Fidele :—What think you 1 
Cm. 1 lie same dead thing alive. 

Jhl. Peatt, peace! ste iuitlicr; he eyes us 
not . lot hear ; 

Creatures may be alike: w'erc’t he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us. 

(»ni. But we saw him dead. 

Jhl. Be sihnt ; let's see further. 

Pis. It is mv mistress : [Astrfe. 

Since she la living, let the time run on, 

To good, or had. 

[CrviHu.iNF and Imogen come fornan!. 
Cym. Come, stand thou hy our side : 

Make thy demand aloud.—Sir, [7o licit.] step 
yon fortn ; 

floe answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 

Or, hy our greatness, and the grace of it, 

Which is om honour, (utter toitiire shall 
Winnow the tiuth fiom falsehood.—On, speak 
to bun 

Jmo. My boon is, that this gentleman may 
render 

Of whom be had this ring. 

J*ost. What's that to him? [Avide. 

Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say. 
How came it yours ? 

Jack. Ihou’ll loiture me to leave unspoken 
that 

Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

(’om. How 1 me 1 

Jack. I am glad to be const rain'd to utter that 
which 

Torments me to conceal. By viliany 
I cot this ling ; ’twa* Lconatux’ jewel: 

W liom thou didst hauloh; and (which more may 
grieve thee. 

As it doth me,) a uobler Sir ne’er liv’d 
’1'wixt sky and giouud. Wilt thou bear more, 
my lord ? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

Jack. That paragon, thy daughter,— 

For whom my heait drops blood, and my false 
spirits 

Quail • to remember,—Give me leave ; I faint. 
Cym. My daughter 1 what of ter? Renew 
thy strength: w 

l had rather tlion should’st live while nature 
will. 

Than die ere I bear more : strive man, and 
speak. 

Jack. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That sii uck the hour!) it was in Rome, (accurs’d 

• Sink iato dejection. 
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The mansion where! (\was at a feast, (O ’would 
Our viands had been poison'd ! or at least, 

Those which I heav’d to headl) the good Post- 
hdmus, 

(What should I say? he was too good to be 
Where ill meu were; and was the best of all 
Amongst the rar’st of good ones,) sitting sadly. 
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 
For beauty that made barren the swell’d boa«t 
Of him that best could speak : for lcatuic, lam¬ 
ing [erva 

The shrine of Venus, or stralght-pight Mm- 
Postures beyond brief nature ; for coudiuou, 

A shop of all the qualities that man 
Loves woman for; besides, that hook of u*v- 
ing. 

Fa: new which stiikes the eye :- 

Cym. J stand ou fire : 

Come to the matter. 

Jack. All too soon I shall, 

Unless thou would'tA grieve quickly.—This Post 
humus. 

Most like a noble lord in love, aud one 
That had a royal lover,) took his hint; 

And, no! dispraising whom he piais’d, (lliereir 
He was as calm as virtue) he bewail 
His mistress’ picture ; which by bis tongue be 
nig made. 

And then a mind put in’t, either our brags 
Were crack’d of kitchen trulls, ot his descnptiou 
Prov’d us umpeakifig sots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

Jack. \ our daughters chastity—there it be¬ 
gins. 

He spake of her as Diau bad hot diearns. 

And she alone were told : Wheieat, I, wietth ’ 
Made scruple oi his praise; ami wager’d with 
him 

Pieces ot gold, ’gainst this winch then he wore 
Upon Ins honour’d linger, to attain 
in suit the place of bis bed, and win this ling 
By tier’s aud mine adulteiy : he, uue knight, 

V> lesser of her boiu.ur confident 

Than 1 did truly find her, slakes this ring ; 

And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Phcebus* wheel ; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the w'oilb ot his car. Away to Dn- 
tam 

Post I iii this design: Well may yon. Sir, 
Remember me at court, wheie 1 was taught 
«»! your chaste daughter the wide diffeicncc 
’Twi\t amorous aud viJIauou*. Being thus 
quench’d 

Of hop«*, not longing, mine Italian brain 
’Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent; 

And, to be brief, my practice so piev.nl’d. 

That 1 return’d with siuiular • pi oof enough 
To make the noble Leouatus mad. 

By wounding Ins belief in her renown 
With tokens thus and thus: aveumg notes 
Of chamber-hangiug, pictures, this her biace- 
let, 

(O cunning, bow I got it!) nay, some maiks 
Of secret on her person, that he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite clack’d, 

I having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon,— 
Methinks, I see Inin now,—— 

Post, Ay, so tliou dost. [Comingforward, 
Italian fiend»—Ah I me, most credulous fool. 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That’s due to ail the villains past, in being, 

To come !—O give me cord, or knife, or (Mison 
Some upright jnslicer I Thou kiug, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is 1 
That all the abbot red things o’tbe earth amend 
By being worse than they. I am Posthiimos, 
That kill'd thy daughter villain like, I lk ; 
That caus’d a lesser villain than myself, 

A sacrilegious, thief, to do’t:—the temple 
Of viitue was she; yea, and she herself, t 
Spit, aud tbiow stones, cast mire upon me, set 
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The dogs o’the street to hay me : every villain 
Be call’d Posthflians Leonatos ; and 
Be villauy less than *twas! O linuseu. 

My queen, my life, my wife! O Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen i 

Jmo. Peace, my lord ; bear, hear— 

Post. Stull's have a play of this ? Thou scorn¬ 
ful page, 

There lie thy part. [Striking her: she falls. 

Pis. O gentlemen, help, help 
Mine, and >our mistress:—O my lord Post- 
humus l 

You ue’er Kill’d Imogen till bdw Help, 
help !— 

Mine honour’d lady 1 
Cym. Does the world go round t 
Post. How come these staggers on me t 
Pis. Wake, my mistress? 

Cym. If ibis be so, the gods do mean to 
strike me 

To death with mortal joy 
Pis. flow fares in> unstress? 
lino, u get thee from my sight; 

Thou ga\ 'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence ! 
Breathe not where princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen 1 
Pis. Lady. 

The goda throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
1 hat box I gave you was not thought by ine 
A precious thing: I had it from the qaeen. 
Cym. New matter still f 
Jmo. It poison’d me. 

('or. O gods l— 

I left out one thing which the queen confess’d, 

^ Inch innst approve thee honest: If Pisauio 
Ha\e, said she, given his mistress that confec¬ 
tion 

Which I gate hmi for a cordial, she is serv’d 
As I would serve a rat. 

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius ? 

Cor. The queen. Sir, very oft imp6rtuu’d me 
The temper * poisons for her; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
W as of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta’en, would 
cease 

The preseut power of life; but, in short time. 
All office* of nature should again 
Do their due functions.—Have you ta’en of it? 
Jmo. Most like 1 did, for I was dead. 

Bet My boys, 

There was our error. 

Cm. This is sure, Fidele. 

Jmo. Why did you throw your wedded lady 
from you? 

Think, that you me upon a rock and now 
Throw me again. [Embracing him. 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul. 

Till the tree die! 

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child ? 

What, mJk’st thou me a dullard ia this act? 

Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

Jmo. Your blessing. Sir. [Kneeling. 

Bet. Though you did love this youth, 1 blame 
ye not; 

You baA a motive for’t. 

[To fiuiDEKius and Art l rag us. 
Cym. My tears that fall. 

Prove holy water on tbee 1 Imogen, 

Thy mother’s dead. 

Jmo. 1 am sorry for’t, my lord. 

Cym. Oh ! she was naught; and ’long of her 
It was. 

That we meet here so strangely: But her sou 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pis. My lord, 

How fear is from me. I’ll speak truth. Lord 
Cloien, 

Upon my lady’* missing, came to me 
With his sword drawn; foam'd at the month, 
and swore. 

• Mix, cvwppuwi. 


Act V. 

If 1 discover’d not which way she was gone. 

It was my mstant death : By accident, 

I bad a feigned letter of ray master's 
Then in my pocket; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford; 
Where, lu a frenzy, iu my master’s garments. 
Which he inforc’d from me, away be posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to vio¬ 
late 

My lady’s honour: what became of him, 

1 further know not. 

Gui. Let me end the story : 

I slew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods forfend ! • 

I would not thy good deeds should from my 
lips 

Pluck a bard sentence : pr’ythee, valiant youth, 
Denv’t again. 

Gui. 1 have spoke it, and 1 did it. 

Cym. He was a pnuce. 

Gut. A mo»t uncivil one: The wrongs he did 
me 

Were nothing prince-like; for he did provoke 
me 

With language that would make me spurn the 
sea, 

If it could roar so to we: 1 ent off’s head ; 

And am right glad, he is not standiu'* hue 
To tell this uie of mine. 

Cym. I am sorry for thee : 

By ilmie own tongue thou art condemn’d, ami 
must 

Endure our law: Thou art dead. 

Jmo. That headless mail 
I thought had been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender. 

And take him fiom our presence. 

Bel. Stay, Sir king : 

This man is better than the man lie slew. 

As well descended a» thyself; aud hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clolens 
Had evtr scar for. Let Ins arms alone ; 

[To the Guards. 
They were not bom for bondage. 

Cym. Why, old soldier. 

Wilt tliou undo tbe worth thou art unpaid for 
By tasting of our wrath l How of desceut 
As good as we? 

Arv. In that be spake too far. 

Cym. And thou shalt die for’t. 

Bel. We will die all thiee. 

But 1 will prove that two of us are as eood 
As 1 have given out faun.—My sons, 1 must. 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech. 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger is 
Our’s. 

Gui. And our good his. 

Bet. Have at it then.— fwln* 

By leave Thou Irad’st, great king, a suuject. 
Mas call'd Belaiitis. 

Cym. What of him? be is 
A banish’d traitor. 

Jlel. He it is, that hath 
Assum’d this age : indeed, a banish'd man ; 

1 know not how, a traitor. 

i'ym. Take him hence; 

The whole world shall uot save him. 

Bel. Not too hot : 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons; 

And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As 1 have receiv'd it. 

Cym. Nursing of my sons ? 

Bel. I aui too blunt and saucy: Here’s my 
knee; 

Ere I arise 1 will prefer my sons ; 

Then, spareiiot the old father. Mighty Sir, 
These two young gentlemen, that call me fa¬ 
ther, , 

And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 
They arc tbe issue of your loins, my liege# 

And blood of your Begetting. 

Cym. How 1 my Issue ? 

• Forbid. 
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Scene V. 

Del. So sure at you your father's. I, old 
Morgan, 

Am that ttelarius whom you sometime banish’d : 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, ray pun¬ 
ishment 

Itself, and all my treason ; that 1 suffer’d, 

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(For such, and so they are,; these twenty 
years 

Have 1 train'd up: those arts they have, as 1 
Could put into them; my breediug was. Sir, 
as 

Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile, 
Whom lor the theft I wedded, stole these chil¬ 
dren 

Upon my banishment; T mov'd her to't; 

Having receiv'd the punishment before. 

For that which 1 did then : Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason : Their dear loss, 

1 he more of you 'twms felt, the more It shap’d 
Unto m> end of stealing them. But, gracious 
Sir, 

Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet'st companions in the world :— 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their beads like dew I for they are 
worthy 

To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thou weep’st, and speak’st. 

The service, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell'st: 1 lost my chil¬ 
dren ; 

If these be they, 1 know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Del. Be pleas'd a while.— 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 

Most worthy prince, as your’s, is true, Gui- 
denus ; 

This gentleman, my Cadual, Arviragus, 

Your younger princely sou ; he. Sir, was lapp'd 
In a must curious mantle wrought by the 
band 

Of his queen mother, which, for more pro¬ 
bation, 

1 can with ease produce. 
t'ym. Guidenus had 

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ; 

It was a mark of wonder. 

Jhl. This is he ; 

Who hath upon bun still that natural stamp ; 

Jt was wise nature’s end in the donation. 

To be Jus evidence now. 

Cym. O wh.it am I 

A tnothei to the birth of three? Ne’er mother 
Kejoic’d deliverance more: Bless’d may you 
he. 

That after this strange starting from your orbs, 

^ >*u may reigu in them now O Imogen, 

Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Into. No, my lord ; 

2 have g«.t two worlds’ by't.—O my gentle 

brothers. 

Have we thus inet? O never say hereafter, 
lint 1 am truest speakci : you call'd me brother, 
>\ hen 1 was hut your sister; I you brothers, 

\\ hen you were so indeed. 

Cym. Did you e'er meet? 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Gui. And at first meeting lov'd ; 

Continued so, until we thought be died. 

Cor. By the quecu’s dram she swallow'd. 

Cym. O rare instinct 1 

When shall I hear all through f This fierce• 
abridgment 

Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich In.t—'Where? how 
liv’d you I 

And when came you to serve our Roman cap¬ 
tive? 

How parted with your brothers t how first met 
them? 

• Vehement, rapid. 

f l.« Which ought to be nu«lcred distinct in «n 
ample nsrrMUe. 
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Why fled you from the court? and whither? 
These, 

And your three motives to the battle, with 
1 know not how much more, should be de¬ 
manded ; 

And all tbe other by-dependancies. 

From chance to chance ; but nor the time, nor 
place, 

Will serve our long intergatories. See, 

Postbum us anchors upon Imogen ; 

And she like harmless lightning, throws her eve 
Ou him, her brothers, me, her master; hitting 
Each object with a* joy ; the counterchange 
Is severally in ail. Letts quit this ground, 

And smoke tbe temple with our sacrifices.— 
Thou ai t my brother ; So we’ll hold thee ever. 

[7b Bela nits. 

Jmo. You are my father too: aud did re* 
relieve me, 

To see this gracious season. 

Cym. All overjoy'd, 

Save these in bonds : let them be joyful too. 

For they shall taste our comfort. 

Jmo. My good master, 

[Knee ling. 

Luc. Happy be you ! 

Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought. 
He would have well becom'd this place, aud 
grac'd 

The thankings of a king. 

Post. I am, Sir, 

The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ; ’tvva» a fitment for 
'Ihe puipose I then follow’d That 1 was he. 
Speak, laehimo : I bad you down, aud might 
Have made you finish. 

1 will yet do you service. 

lack. I aiu down again : 

But now my heavy conscience sinks ray knee. 

As then your force did. Take that life, 'be¬ 
seech you, 

Which 1 so often owe : but, your ring first : 

And here the bracelet of the truest pimcess. 
That ever swoie her faith. 

Post. Kneel not to ine : 

The power that I have on yon, is to spare you. 
The malice towards you, to lorgive you: Li/e, 
And deal with others better. 

Nobly doom’d . 

We’ll learn our trecncs* of a son-in-law , 
Pardons the word to all. „ 

Arv. You holp us. Sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother; 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Post. Your servant, princes.—Good my lord 
of Rome, 

Call forth your soothsayer: As I slept, me. 
thought, 

Great Jupiter, upon liis eagle back. 

Appear’d to me, with other spritely shows • 

Of mine own kindred : when I vvak’d, I found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can 
Make no collection of it; let him show 
His skill in the construction. 

Luc. Philarmonus,- 

Sooth. Here, my good lord. 

J.uc. Read : and declare the meanin<r. 

Sooth. [Reads.] When as a lion’s whelp 
shall, to himself unknown, uithout seeking 
find, and be embraced by a piece of tender 
air ; and when from a stately cedar shall be 
lopped branches, which,being dead many years , 
shell after revive, be Jointed to the old stock , 
and freshly grow ; then shall Posthumus end 
his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and flourish 
In peace and plenty. 

Tbou, Lconatus, art the lion's whelp; 

The tit and apt construction of thy name. 

Being Lco-natus, doth import so much : 

Tbe piece of teuder air, thy virtuous daughter, 

[To Cymbelinb. 

Which we call mollis acr ; aud mollis aer 


CYMBFLINE 


* Ghostly appearand*. 
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Act V. 


We term it mvlier : which mrtlier, 1 divine, 

I» this most constant wife : who, even uuw, 
Answeiing the letter of the oracle, 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d about 
\> uh this most tender air. 

('if hi. This bath some seeming. 

Sooth, lbe lofty cedar, royal Cymbclme, 
Personates thee: and thy lopp’d blanches 
point 

Thy two sons forth : who, by Belarius stolen, 

For many years thought dead, are now mnv d. 
To the majestic cedar join’d ; whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cum. Well, * , „ . t . 

Bv peace we will begin And, Cains Lucius, 
Although the victor, wc submit to Cesar, 

And to the Homan empire ; promising 
'lo pav our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen ; 

W hom heavens, in justice, (both on her and 
tier's) 

Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth . The fiugers of the powers above do 

tune 

Tl.e harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which 1 made kuown to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this set scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Js full accomplish'd: For the Homan eagle. 
From south to west on wing soaring alott, 
Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o the suu 
So vanish'd; which loreshow'd our princely 
eagle. 

The imperial Cesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeliue, 

Which shines here in the west. 

Cum. Laud we the gods; 

Aiu’ let our crooked smokes climb to their 

nostrils , . 

From our blrss'd altars! Publish we tins peace 
To ail our subjects. Set «e forward . Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 


Fiiendly together: so through Lud'a town 
march : 

And in the temple of great Jupiter 

Oui peace we’ll ratify; seal it with feasts.— 

Not ou there Never was a war did cease. 

Ere bloody bauds were wash’d, with Mich a 
peace. [Excun! 


A SONG, 


Sung by GuicUriuf »ud Arvirnjtn* over l'ulclc, mppu-cd 

(o be dead. 

BY WILLIAM COLLINS. 

To fair Fidele's greasy tomb, 

Soft maids and tillage hind* shall bring 

Each ojiening sucet, cj tar lust bloom, 

And rl/te till the breathing spring. 

JVo nailing ghost shall dare appear 
To tex tilth shrieks this quiet grotc ; 

But shepherd lads assemble here, 

And melting virgins own their tote. 

JVo slither'd witch shall here be seen, 

Xo goblins lead their nigf tty crew - 

The Jemule Juys shall haunt the green. 
And dress thy grate nith pearly dm. 

The red-breast oft at evening bouts 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

I f ith hoary moss , and gather'd Jtou in, 

To deck the ground uhire thou art t.rd. 

When holding winds and beating ram. 

Jn tempests shake the syhan cell: 

Or midst the chase on eury plain. 

The tender thought on tint sluul duell 

Eaih lonely scene shall the* restore , 

For thee the Uar be dulj shtd 

Beloi’d, tilt hjc could charm no more ; 
And me tim'd, till pity's »?(/ be iu.ii. 


* Ri*e. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THE subject of thu intereiting tragedy, which wai probably written in 1603 , ia icrived from an old bisimeal 
balia-l, founded on 4 ftory in llolnisheil’s Chruiiirki, ainl originally told by Gfotiery of Monmouth. ** Lcir 
(cays the W«'i!i historian) nil the eldest sou of BlnduJ, nobli governed his country for sixty yean, and 
died about 81 W \*ar* before Christ.'* Camden tell* a similar story of lira, king of the West Saxons, and hia 
three ilau>;liter* —1 hi episode of Glower ami his sous is taken from Sidney’s Arcadia. Tate,the laureat, greatly 
altered, am. in a decree polished this play, inserting new scenes or passages, and transposing or omitting 
other* in particular, be avoided its original he tri-rending catnttroplie, by which the virtue of Cordelia was 
tilth red to parish .11 a just muse, contr iry to the natural ideas of justice, to the hope of the rmdrr, mid to 
the fact* of the ancient narrative, lie also introduced Edgar to the audience as the suitor of Cordelia, can* 
celling the etcclleut scene in which, after being rejected as dowerless, by Burgundy, her mufortunas 
am' lie* goodness recommend her to the lot e of the king of Trance. Yet the restauratiuii of the king, and 
the fwul I appntess of Cordelia, hate been censured 'in the Spectator especially) as at tariance with trne 
tragic Uclmg and poetical beauty 1 although 11 un\ fairly be presumed, siuie mankind naturally lote jus¬ 
tice, 1)1 it an attention to its dictates will never mike a play worse, aud that an audience will generally rise 
tnnn ►aii-.l'icd where prrsrcutid tirtue is rewarded and triuniphaut. Lear’s struggles against his accumu* 
lat* J injuries, and Ins ow 11 strong feelings of sorrow and iiidiguation, are exquisitely Jrawu. Tilt daughter* 
senraiy working him up la maili.cn, and his finallt fallings marnr lo that malaili, ,s a more deep and 
skilful co’nbiiinion of tlrtiaalic portraiture than can be found in any' other writer. “ There is no piny 
(says ft* Johnson,} winch keeps the attention so loimanliv fixed ; winch *0 much agitates our passion* 
and intrrrstt oiir curiosity.** The celebrated l)r. Marion, who minutely criticisi d this play m the 
Adventurer, objects d to the instances of cru-lty, as too sa\j*c and too shocking. Bur Johnson observe*, 
I 1 .a: the barbarity of the daughters is an historic* I fact, to mIiiui Nhakspeare has added little, although be 
raunot so rradil* ajioloj ire for th« extrusion of Cloner*s ey e., w Inch is too horrid an act for dramatic exhi¬ 
bition, and tut h i* must always coinjwl the mind to nlie»s its distresses by inert lulity. Colmaii, cs well 
as f ate, re-modelled this celebrated Drama, bat it U acted, sr:(h trifling sanatiouv, uu the orgiuai p*au 
of the lat.cr. 
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ACT I. 

* 

SCENE 1. — A Room of State in King I.car’s 

Palace . 

Enter Ki nt, Gfoster, and Edmund. 

Kent. I thought the king had more affected 
the duke of Albany than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did alwavs seem so to us : but lion, in 
the division of the kingdom, it appears not which 
of the dukes he tallies most; for equalities arc 
so weigh’d, that cmioMh * 111 neither can 
make choice of cither* inoiriy. t 

* Laastrst urutli'y * Par: or dninon 

/t . I . t * > 


Kent. Is not this your son, my lord? 

Glo. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my 
charge : I have so often blush’d to acknowledge 
him, that now I am biazcd to it. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow’s mother could; 
whereupon she giew lound-woinbcd ; and bad, 
indeed, Sir, a son for her cradle, ere she had a 
husband for her bed. Do you smell a fault T 
Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the 
Issue of it being so pioper. • 

Glo. But 1 have. Sir, a son, by order of law, 
some year eldei than this, who yet is uo dearer 

• Haudiome 


U 
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■i my account: though this knave came some¬ 
what saucily into the world before he was sent 
for, yet his mother was fair; there was good 
sport at his making, and the whoreson must be 
acknowledged.—Do you know this noble gentle¬ 
man, Kdmund? 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Glo. My lord of Kent: remember him here¬ 
after as my honourable friend. 

Edm. My services to your lordship. 

Kent. 1 must love you, aud sue to know you 
better. 

Edm. Sic, I shah study deserving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine >ears, and an ay 
be shall again :—The king is coming. 

[7V«i«pefj sound within.' 

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gokbril, 
Regan, Cokollia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Bnr- 
Gloster. [gundy, 

Glo. I shall, ray liege. 

[Exeunt Glostrr and Edmond. 
tear. Meantime we shall express our darker • 
purpose. 

Give me the map there.—Know, that we have 
divided, 

In three, our kingdom : and *tis our fast intent t 
To shake all cares and business from onr age ; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburden'd crawl toward death.—Our son of 
Cornwall, 

And yon, our uo less loving son of Albany, 

We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughter's several dowers, that fnture 
strife 

May be prevented now. The princes, France 
and Burgnndy, 

Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous 
sojourn, [daughters. 

And here are to be answer'd.—Tell me, my 
(Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 
Interest of territory, cares ot state,) 

Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most? 
That we our largest bounty may exteud 
Where merit doth most challenge it.—Goneril, 
Our eldest-born, speak first. 

Con . Sir, 1 [matter 

Do love you more than words can wield the 
Dearer than e>s-*igbt, space and liberty; 

Bevoud what can be valued, rich or rare ; • 

So less than life, with grace, health, beauty, 
honour: 

As ranch a* child e’er lov'd, or father found: 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech 
unable; 

Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor. What shall Cordelia do? Love, and be 
silent. [Aside. 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this 
line to this. 

With shadowy forests and with champains 
rich'd, 

Wuli plenteous livers and wide-skirted meads. 
We make tliee lady : To thine and Albany's 
issue [daughter, j 

Be this perpetual.—W’bat says onr second 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Coruwall ? Speak. 
Reg. I am made of that self metal as my 
sister. 

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 

I find, she names my very deed of love ; 
only she comes too short,—that I profess 
Myself an euemy to all u*her joys, [sesses ; 
Which the most precious square J of sense pos- 
Aud find I am alone felicitate $ 

In your dear highness’ love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! [Aside. 

And yet not so : since, I am sure, my love's 
More richer than my tongue. 

Lear. To tliee and thine hereditary ever 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom; 

• More secret. ^ Determined resolution, 

1 l Cnmprcben«toa- 4 Made happy. 
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No less in space, validity, • and pleasure. 

Than that confirm'd on Goneril.—Now, our joy. 
Although tlie last, not least; to whose young 
love 

The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be interess’d : t What can you say, to 
draw 

A third more opulent than your 6isters? Speak. 
Cor . Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing ? 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing: speak 
again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
Ac cord tug to my bond ; nor more, nor less. 
Lear. How, bow, Cordelia? meud your 
speech a little. 

Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good iny lord. 

You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit. 

Obey you, love you, aud most houour you. 

W hy have my sisters husbands, if they say. 

They love you all f Haply, when I shall wed. 
That lord, whose hand must take my plight, 
shall carry 

Half my love with him, half my care, and duty : 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all f 
Lear. But goes this with thy heart ? 

Cor. Ay, good my loid. 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So youug, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so.—Thy truth then be thy 
dower: 

For, by the sacred radiance of the snn ; 

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night; 

By all the operations of the orbs. 

From whom we do exisr, and cease to be , 

Here 1 disclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinqnity I and propeity of blood. 

And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, $ for ever. The baibarou* 
Scythian, 

Or be that makes bis generation tj messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and icInVd, 

As thou my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege,— 

Lear. Peace, Kent! 

Comp not between the dragon and his wrath : 

I lov’d her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery.—Heine, and avoid my 
sightl— [7'<» I’okdlL lA. 

So he my grave my peace, as here 1 give 
Her lather’s beait fmm her !—Call 1 tauce 
Who stirs 7 

Call Burgundy,—Cornwall and Albany, 

With my two daughter’s dowers digest this 
third : 

Let pride, which she rail* plainness, marry her. 
1 do invest you jointly with my power, 
Pre-eminence, and all the large tiled- 
That troop with majesty.—Ourseli, by monthly 
course, 

With reservation of a hundred knight-. 

By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode [main 
Make with you by due turns Only we still 
The name, aud all the addition-1* to a king ; 

The sway. 

Revenue, execution of the rest, * 

Beloved sous, be jour's: which to confirm. 

This coronet part between you. 

[Giving the Crown. 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honour'd as my king. 

Lov'd as my father, as my master follow'd. 

As my great patron thought on iu my prayus,— 
Lear. The bow is bent and draiwn, make 
from the 6haft. 

• Value. 

1 Inicrrwn’d, hen the tame meaning *Antrrestrd, though 
one ia dt-rved from the French, the other I rum tin* 
Latin. 

I Kindred. i From thn time. | IIis children. 

n '»illcs. 





Scene 1. 


KING LEAR. 


Kant. Let it fall ratlier, though the fork in* 
vade 

The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly, 
When tear is mad. What wouUUt thou do, old 
nut [speak. 

Think’st'tboa that doty shall have dread to 
When power to flattery boost To plainness 

honour’s bound, [doom; 

When majesty sloops to folly. Reverse thy 

And, in thy best consideration, check 
Tins hideous rashness: answer my life, my 
judgment. 

Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least; 
Nor are those empty'hearted, whose low sound 
Kcverbs * bo hollowness. 

Ja ar. Kent, on tby life, no mere. 

A cut. My life 1 never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies; nor fear to 
lose it. 

Thy safety being the motive. 

J*ear . Out of my sight I %. 

Kent. See better, Lear ; and let me still re- 
The true blank i of thine eye. [main, 

J.ear. Now, by Apollo,— 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king. 

Thou swear'st tby gods in vain. 

Lear. O vassal miscreant 1 

[ /.(tying his Hand upon Ms Sword. 
Alb. Corn. Dear Sir, forbear. 

Kent. Do : 

Kdi thy physician, aud the fee bestow 
Upon the toul disease. Revoke thy gift; 

Or, whilst I cau vent clamour from iny throat, 
1*11 tell thee, thou dost evil. 

Ijfar. Hear me, recreant I 
On thine allegiance hear me I— 

Since thou hast sought to make ns break our 
sow, [pride, 

fWhich we durst never >et,) and, with straut'd 
To come betwixt our sentence and our power; 
(Winch nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Oui potency make good, take thy reward. 

Ti'c dav-> we do allot thee, lor provision 
lo shield thee from diseases of the world ; 

And, on ibe >uth, lo turn thy hated back 
l pun our kingdom; if, on the tenth day follow¬ 
ing, 

Thy banish d trunk be found in our dominions. 
The moment is tby death : Away I By Jupiter, 
This .shall not be ievok’d. 

Kent. Fare thee well, king: since thus thou 
n ill appear. 

Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.— 
The god» to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

[7b Cordelia. 

T hat justly think’st, and has most rightly said !— 
Aud >oiu large speeches may your deeds approve, 

[To Rican and Goneril. 
That good effects may spring from words of 
love.— 

The- Kent, O prince*, bids you all adieu ; 
ili M shape his old course I tu a country new. 

[Exit. 

Jie»cntcr Cluster ; inth France, Bcrccndy, 
amt Attendants. 

G/(>. Here’s Frame and Burgundy, iny noble 
lord. 

J.iar. My lord of Burgundy, 

We first addiess tow aids you, who with this 
. king [least, 

Hath riv all’ll for our daughter ; What, in the 
Will you require in present dower with her. 

Or cease your quest of lovely 
liar Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness offer’d. 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so; 
But now her pike is lall’u; Sir, theie she 
stands; 


* Reretlierntes. t The mark to ahoot nt. 

X Follow hit old mode of life. } Amorous expedition. 


If aagbt within that little teeming * substance, j 
Or all of it, wuh our displeasure pt££’d, J 

Aud nothing more, may fitly like your grace. 
She's there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no auawer. 

Lear. Sir, 

Will you, with those infirmities she owes,f 
Unfriended, new adopted to our lute, 

Dower'd with our curse, and atranger'd with our 
oath. 

Take her, or leave her t 
Bur. Pardon me, royal Sir ; 

Election makes not up X on such conditions. 
Lear. Then leave her. Sir; for, by the power 
that made me, 

I tell you all her wealth .—For you, great king, 

[Tu France. 

I would not from your love make such a stray. 
To match you where 1 hate ; therefore beseech 
you 

To avert $ your liking a more worthier way. 

Than on a wretch whom uatare is asham'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

A'rance. This is most strange ! 

That she, that even but now was your best object. 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age. 
Most be^t, most dearest, should in this trice of 
time 

Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour 1 Sure, her offeuce 
Must be of such unnatural degree. 

That monsters it, or your fore-voueb’d H affection 
Fall into taint: T which to believe of her, 

Must be a faith, that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty, 

(If for** 1 want that glib aud oily art, [intend. 
To speak and purpose not: since what 1 well 
I’ll do’t before 1 speak, that yon make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness. 

No unchaste action, or dishonour'd s tep. 

That hath depriv'd me of your grace aud favour : 
But even for want of that, for which I am 
ncher— 

A still-soluiting eye, and such a tongue 

jThat I am glad 1 have not, though cot to have it. 

Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Hadst not been born, than not to have pleas’d 
me better. 

France. Is it but this t a tardiness in nature. 
Which often leaves the history unspoke, 

Thaf it intends to do ?—My lord of Burgnndy, 

W bat say you to the lady f Love is not love. 
When it is mingled with respects? that staud 
Aloof from the entire point, tt Will yon have 
She is herself a dowry. [her t 

Bur. Royal Lear, 

Give but that portiou which yourself propos'd. 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand. 

Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing : I have sworn : I am firm. 
Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost a 
That you must lose a husband. [father. 

Cur. Peace be with Burgundy! 

Since that respects of fortune are his lo\c, 

1 shall not be lus wife. 

France. Fairest Cordelia, thou art most rich, 
being poor; 

Most choice, forsaken; and most lov'd, despis'd a 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon: 

Be it lawful, I take tip what's cast away. 

Gods, gods l *tis strange, that from their cold’st 
neglect 

My love should kindle to Inflam'd respect-- 
Tby dowerless daughter, king, thrown to mJ 
chance, 

Is queen of us, of our’s, and onr fair Frame : 
Not all the dukes of wat’rish Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me.— 

• Sprclons. 

j Owrni J Couclmii-s not. § Turn* 

| Former declaration of. ^ Reproach. 

•" lit cause. 
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|iu them farewell , Cordelia, though unkind : 
iliou losest here, a better where* to find. 

JLcar. Thou hast her, Frauce: let her be thiue; 
for ue 

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
’That face of tier's agaiu Therefore be gone. 
Without our grace, our love, our beuisou. f — 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

• [nourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Corn¬ 
wall, Albany, Cloxilr, and Attendants. 
France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father with wash'd 
eyes 

Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your iaults as they are nam’d. Use well our 
father: 

To your professed bosoms 1 commit him : 

But yet, alas! stood I within his grace, 

1 would prefer bun to a better place. 

So farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Beg. Let your study 

Be to coiiteiit your lord ; who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune’s aluis. You have obedience scanted. 
And well aie worth the want that you have 
wanted. fc 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited * cun¬ 
ning hides; 

Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

Fiance. Come, my fair Cordrlia. 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia. 
Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of 
what most nearly appertains to us both. 1 
think our father will hence to-night. 

Beg. That’s most certain, and with you ; next 
month with us. 

Gon. You see how full of changes his age is ; 
the observation wc have made of it hath not 
been little : lie always loved our sister most; 
and with what poor judgment he hath now cast 
her off, appears too grossly. 

Beg. Tis the infirmity of his age: yet he hath 
ever hut slenderly known himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time batlf 
been but rash; then must we look to receive 
from his age, not alone the imperfections of 
long-engrafted condition, $ but, therewithal, the 
unruly waywardness that infirm and choleric 
years bring with them. 

Beg. Such ancoustaiit starts are vre like to 
have from him, as this of Kent’s banishment. 

Gon. There is further complimeut of leave- 
taking between Trance and liTiu. Pray you, let 
us tbit together: If our father carry authority 
with such dispositions as lie bears, this last sur¬ 
render of his will but offend us. 

Beg. We shall further think of it. 

Gon. We must do something, and i’the heat. H 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—A Hall in the Earl of Glostkr’s 

Castle. 

Enter Edmund, with a letter. 

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy 

law 

Jfy services are bound: Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague ^ of enstom ; and permit 
The curiosity •• of nations to deprive me. 

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon¬ 
shines 

Lag of a brother ? Why bastard ? wherefore base T 
When my dimensions are as well compact. 

My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 

’ As hottest madman's issue T Why brand they us 
With base* with baseness ? bastardy? base, 
base? 

Who, iu the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce qualm, 


4 % 
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Thau doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 

Go to the creating a whole nibe of fops. 

Got 'tween asleep and wake?—Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your laud : 

Our father's love is to the bastaid Edmund, 

As to the legitimate: Fine word,—legitimate I 
Well, my legitimate. If this letter speed. 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I glow; & prosper:— 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards 1 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banish'd thus I And France I? 
choler parted ! 

And the kiug gone to-night! subscrib’d * hu 
Confin'd to exhibition ! t All this done [powti! 

Upon the gad!*-Edmund 1 How now, what 

news T 

Edtn. So please your lordship, none. 

[Putting uj) the Better. 

Glo. Wliy so earnestly seek you to put up that 
letter T 

Fdm. I know no news, my lord. 

Glo. What paper were you reading ? 

Efim. Nothing, myloid. 

Glo. No? What needed then that ternble 
despatch of It into your pocket? tfie quality of 
nothing hath uot such need to hide itself. 
Let's see : Come, if it be nothing, I shall uui 
need spectacles. 

Edtn. I beseech you, Sir, pardon me : it is a 
letter from my brother, that I have not all «Vi- 
read , for so much as I have perustd, 1 find it 
not fit for your over-looking. 

Glo. Give me the letter. Sir. 

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain or give 
it. The contents, as lu pait ! uudeistand them, 
are to blame. 

Glo. Let’s see, let's see. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's justification, 
he wrote this but as an essay 5 or taste of tuy 
virtue. 

Glo. [Reads.] This volley and rcierenee 
of age makes the world bitter to the b» \t of 
our times , keeps cur fortunes from us till 
our oldness cannot relish them. I begin to 
find an idle and fond lj bondage in the op¬ 
pression of aged tyranny ; it ho strays , not u.s 
it hath power, but fli it is svjfcrtd. Come to 
me , that of this I iftay speak more. If onr 
father would sleep tilt / waked him , you 
should enjoy half his revenue tor tier, and 
live the belated of your brother, Edgar.— 
Humph—Conspiracy!— Sleep till I naked him 
— you should enjoy half his ret mite, —My son 
Edgar! Had he a hand to wnte this? a heart and 
brain to breed it 111 i—W hen came this to you ? 
Who brought it? 

Edtn. It was not brought me, mv lord, there** 
the cunning of it; 1 kund it known in at the 
casement of my closet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your 
brother’s T 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, l 
duist swear it were his; hut, m lespict of tlut, 
1 would fain think it were not. 

Glo. It is li*s. 

E*1m. It is his hand, my lord ; but, I hope his 
heart is not in the contents. 

Glo. Hath he nevei heretofore sounded yoo 
in this business f 

Edm. Nevpr, my lord : But l have often 
heard him maintain J it to he lit, that, sous at 
perfect age, and fathris declining, the father 
should he as waul to the son, and the son 
manage his revenue. 

Glo. O villain, villain!—11 is very opinion in 
the If tier !— Abhorred villain! Unnatural, de¬ 
tested, brutish villain ! worse than bullish l—Go 
sirrah, seek him; I’ll apprehend him : — Abomi¬ 
nable villain I—Where is he ? 

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it 
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shall plea«e you to suspend your Indignation 
against my mother, till you caudeilve from him 
better testimony of his Intent, you shall run a 
certain course: wiicie,• if you violently pro¬ 
ceed against him, mistaking his purpose, it 
would make a great gap in your own honour, 
and shake m pieces the heart of his obedience. 
J dare paivu down my life for him, that he 
■hath writ this to feel my affection to your hon¬ 
our t and to no father pretence { of danger. 

Glo. Think you so t 

Edm. If your honour judge It meet, I will 
place you where you shall hear us confer of this, 
and by an auricular assurance have your satis¬ 
faction ; and that without any further delay than 
this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

Etlm. Nor is not, sure. 

Glo. To fils father, that so tenderly and en¬ 
tirely loves him.—Heaven and earth I—Ed¬ 
mund, seek Inin out: wind me into him, I pray 
you: frame the business after your own wis¬ 
dom : 1 would unstate myself, to be in a due 
resolution. $ 

Edm, 1 will seek him. Sir, presently ; convey ]j 
the business as I shall And means, aud acquaint 
you withal. 

Glo. These late eclipses in the sun and moon 
portend no good to us : Though the wisdom of 
natiiic can reason it thus and thus, yet nature 
finds itself scourged by the sequent % effects : 
Jove cools, friendship falls off, brothers divide: 
in cities, mutinies ; iu countries, discord; in 
palaces, treason ; aud the bond cracked between 
son and father. This viliaiu of mine comes 
viuder the prediction ; there’s sou against father : 
the king falls from bias of nature; there's 
father against child. We have seen the best of 
our time : Machinations, hollowness, treachery, 
and all ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to 
«-nr graves'—Find out this villain, Edmund, it 
shall lose lliee nothing ; do it carefully :—And 
the noble and true hearted Kent banished! his 
offence, holiest) I— Strange! strange ! [Exit. 

Edm. Tins is (he excellent foppery of the 
world l that, when we are sick in fort.me, 
(often the surfeit of our own behaviour,) we 
make guilty of our disasters, the soil, the moon, 
and the stars; as if we were villains by neces¬ 
sity : fools, by heavenly compulsion; knaves, 
thieves, and treacliers, •• by spheileal predomi¬ 
nance ; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by an 
enforced obedience of planetary influence : aud 
all that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting 
on : An admirable evasion of whoremaster man, 
to lay his goatish disposition to the charge of a 
•tar! My father compounded with my mother 
under the dragon’s tail; and my nativity was 
tinder ttrsa major ; 4t so that it follows, I am 
rough and lecherous.—Tut, I should have been 
that I am, had the maidenliest star in 
the firmament twinkled on my bastardizing. 
Edgar— 

Enter Edg in. 

and pat lie comes, like the catastrophe of the 
old tomedy : My cue is v illations melancholy, 
with a ‘■igh like Toni u’Bcdlam.-*—O these eclip¬ 
ses do portend these divisions I Fa, sol, la, 
ini. t: 

Ertg. How now, brother Edffiuud T W bat se¬ 
rious contemplation are jou iu f 

Edm. I am thinking, brothei, of a prediction 
I read tins other da), what should follow these 
eclipses. 

Edg. Do >ou busy yourself with that t 

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of 
succeed unhappily ; as of uiinalurahiess between 
the child and the parent; death, dearth, dissolu- 

• Whereat. T The usual MtIUrrtt to a lord. t Design. 

♦ Descend from my dignity b, pnvotrly lutnumr. to 
&>■ euro of tha truth. 
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H The conatallation so named, 
tg These tooods are unnatural and ullensiva in music. 
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tions of ancient amities; divisions in state., 
menaces and maledictions against Kill*,' and 
nobles; needless diilhleuces, banishment of 
friends, dissipation of coboii-.,* nuptial breaches, 
and I know nut what. 

Edg. How long have you been a sectary as¬ 
tronomical f 

Etlm. Come, come, when saw you my father 
last T 

Edg. Why, the night cone by. 

Edm. Spake you witlilhim f 
Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Edm. Parted you iu good termsT Found you 
no displeasure in him, by word or countenance T 
Edg. None at all. 

Edm. Bethiuk yourself, wherein yon may have 
offended bim; and at my entreaty, foi bear his 
presence, till some little time hatb qualified tbe 
beat of his displeasure; which at this instant so 
rageth iu him, that with Hie mischief of your 
person it would scarcely allay. . 

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That's my fear. I pray you, have a 
continent t forbearance, till the speed of bis 
rage goes slower ; and, as X say, retire with me 
to my lodging, from whence I will iltly bring 
you to hear my lord speak: Fray you, go; 
tlitre’s my key:—If you do stir abioaJ, go 
armed. 

Edg. Armed, brother T 

Edm . Brother, I advise you to the best: go 
armed ; I am no imuest mail, if there he any 
good meaning towards you: 1 ha\e told you 
what 1 have seen and heard, but faintly ; no¬ 
thing like tbe image and horror of it: Pray you, 
away. 

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon I 
Edm . 1 do serve you iu this business.— 

• [Exit Edqar. 

A credulous father, aud a brother noble. 

Whose nature is so far from doing harms. 

That he suspects none : ou whose foolish hon¬ 
esty 

My practices ride easy !—1 see the business.— 
Let me, if not by birth, have lauds by wit: 

All with uie’s meet, that I can fashion dt. 

[Exit 

SCEME III. — A Room in the Duke of 
Albany’s Palace. 

Enter Conbril and Stbward. 

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman for 
chiding of bis fool I 
Steu-. Ay, madam. Jr 

Gon. By day and night f he wrongs me; 
every hour 

He flashes into oue gross crime or otber. 

That sets us ail at odds : I’ll not endure it: 

His kuights grow riotous, aud himself upbraids 
us [ing 

On every triflle :—When he returns from huut- 
I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick:— 

If you couie slack of former services. 

You shall do well ; the fault of it I’ll answer. 
Stew. He’s coming, madam ; I hear him. 

[Horns within . 
Gon. Put on what weary uegligeuce you 
please, [question: 

You and your fellows; I’d have it come to 
If he dislike it, let him to my sister. 

Whose nuud aud mine, I know, iu that are one. 
Not to be over-rul’d. Idle old man. 

That still would manage those authorities. 

That be hath giveu away I—Now, by my life. 

Old fools are babes again ; and must be ns'd . 
With checks, as flatteries,—when they are Men 
Remember what 1 have said. [abnsM. 

Slew. Very well, madam. 

Gon. And let his kuights have colder toofta 
among you: 

What grows of it, no matter; advise yo«r fel¬ 
lows so: 
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X would breed from hence occasions, and I shall, 
;JThat 1 may speakI'll write straight to my 
Sg slater, 

ST© hold my very course t— Prepare for dinner. 

[Excunl, 

SCEXE IF.—A Halt in the mm. 

Enter Kent, disguised. 

Kent . If but as well 1 other accents borrow. 
That can my speech difrase, * my good intent 
May carry through itself to that lull Issue 
For which I raz'd t my likeness.—Now, banish'd 
Kent, 

If thoa canst serve where thou dost stand 
condemn'd, 

(So may u come !) thy master, whom thoa lor'st, 
Shall find thee fail of iahonrs. 

Moms within . Enter Lear, Kricbis, and 
Attendants. 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinuer: go, 
get it ready. [Exit on Attendant.] How now, 
what art thoa f * 

Kent. A man. Sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess t What wonldst 
thou with us T 

Kent. I do profess to be no less than 1 seem ;; 
to sene him truly, that will put me hi trust ; i 
to love him that is honest; to converse ; with 
him that is wise, and says little ; to fear jndg- 
meat; to fight, when 1 cannot choose ; and to 
eat no fish. 

Lear . What art thon f 

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as 
poor as the king. 

Lear . If thou be as poor for a subject, as lie 
is for a king, thou art poor enough. What 
would'st thou ? * 

Kent. Service. r 

Lear. Who wonldst thoa serve f 
Kent. You. 

Lear. Dost thoa know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir; but you have that in your 
countenance, which I would fain call master. 
Lear. W bat's that T 
Kent . Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou dot 
Kent. I can keep honest counsel., ride, run, 
mar a curious tale in ttU'mg if, and deliver a 
plain message bluntly: that which ordinary men 
are fit for, 1 am qualify'd in; and the best of 
me is diligence. 

I.ear. How old art thou f 
Kent. Not so young. Sir, to love a woman for 
singing; nor so old, to dote on'her for any 
thing: I have years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me: thou shalt serve me; if I 
like thee no worse after dinner, I will not part 
from thee t*t.—Dinner, bo, dinner !—Where's 
iny knave T my fool t Oo you, and call my fool 
hither: 

Enter 8teward. 

You, you. Sirrah, where's my daughter T 
Stew. So please you,-— [Erit. 

Lear . What says the fellow there? CaU the 
elotpoil lack.—Where's ray fool, hoi—I think 
the world's asleep.—How now? where's that 
nouRil 

Rotweif*’ He ***** *° r *’ yoar daa £ b * r *• 

Lear. Why came not the slave hack to me, 
when I call'd him f 

Knight. Sir, be answer'd me In the roundest 
manner, be would not. 

Lean He would not 1 

Knight. My lord, I know not what toe matter 
to» b ut, to my judgment, your highness k not 
entertain'd with that ceremonious affection at 
yss were wont; there’s a pal abatement o € 
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kindness appears, as well in the genera depen¬ 
dants, as in the duke himself also, and youi 
daughter. 

Lear . Ha ( say'st thou so T 

Knight . I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, 
if 1 be mistaken; for my duty cannot be silent, 
when I think your highness is wrong'd. 

Lent . Thou but n*memher*st me of mine own 
conception; I have perceived a most faint ne¬ 
glect of late; which I have rather blamed as 
mine own jealous curiosity,* than as a very 
tencef mud purpose of onkiuduess: I will 
k further into*L—But where's my fool? 1 
have not seen him these two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into 
France, Sir, the fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that; 1 have noted it well. 
—Go you, and tell my daaghter I would speak 
with her.—Go you, call hither my fool.— 

Re-enter Steward. 

O you Sir, you Sir, cornu you hither: Who am 
I, Sir? 

Stew. My lady's father. 

Lear. My lady's father T my lord's knave : you 
whoresom dog I you slave I you enr! 

Stew. 1 am none of this, my lord; 1 beseech 
yon, pardon me. 

Lear, Do you bandy looks with me, you ras¬ 
cal? [drifting htm. 

Stew. 1'U nut be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither ; you base foot¬ 
ball player. [Tripping up hts Heels. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow; thou scrvesl me, 
and I'll love tbee. 

Kent. Come, Sir, arise, away; I’ll teach yon 
differences; away, away: If you will measure 
your lubber's length again, tarry : but away : go 
to ; Have you wisdom ? so. 

[Pushes the Steward out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, 1 thank iliee : 
there's earnest of tby service. 

[Giving Kent Money. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool . Let me hire him tooHere's my cox¬ 
comb. [Giving Kent his Cup. 

Lear. How now, my pretty kuave ? how do?t 
tbou ? 

Fool. Sirrah, yon were best take my cox¬ 
comb. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. Why? For taking one's part that is out 
of favour: Nay, v an thou canst not smile as the 
wind sits, thou'it catch cold shortly: There, 
take my coxcomb : Why, this fellow ba> ban¬ 
ish'd two of bis daughters, ami did the third a 
blessing against his will; if tbou follow biin, 
thou must needs wear my coxcomb.—How now, 
nuncit I 'Would 1 bad two coxcombs, and two 
daughters! 

Lear . Why, nsy boy ? 

Fool. If 1 gave them all my living,; I'd keep 
my coxcombs myself: There's imuc ; beg an¬ 
other of thy daughters. 

Lear. Take bred, Sirrah; the whip. 

Fool. Truth's n dog that must to kennel 1 he 
must be whipp'd out, when Lady, the brack, § 
may staud by the fire and stink. 

Lear. A pestilent gall to me! 

Fool. Sirrah, Pll teach thee a speech. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it, nuude :— 

Have more than thou sbowest. 

Speak less than tbou knowest. 

Lend lesa than thou owes!, { 

Hide more thau thoa goesc. * 

Learn more than thou troveit, 1 
Set less than tbou throwest; 

Leave thy drink and thy whore. 

And keep In-a-door, 

* FsactflloniieilMir. t DssJfn. 

t whs or pr*p*ny. 
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And thoo shall have more 

Than two tens to a score, - - J . 

Lear. This is nothing, fool. 

Foul. Then 'tin like the breath of an unfee’d 
lawyer; you gave me nothing for’t: Can you 
make no nse of nothing, nnncle Y 

Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be made 
out of nothing. 

Fool. Pr'ytbee, tell him, so much the rent of 
bis land comes to; he will not believe a fool. 

[To Kent. 

Lear. A bitter fool! 

Fool. D«*t thou know the difference, my boy, 
between a bitter foot and a sweet foot I 

Lear. No, lad ; teach me. 

Fool. That lord, that counsel'd thee 
To give away thy land. 

Come place him here by me, 

Or do thou for him stand : 

The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear ; 

The one in motley here. 

The other found out there. 

I .ear. Dost thou call me fool, boy T 

Fool. All thy other titles thou bast 
awav ; that thou wast born with. 

Kent. This is uot altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool. No, ’faith, lords aud great men will 
not let me; If I had a monopoly out, they 
would have part on't: and ladies*too, they will 


not let me have all fool to myself; tbe>’ll liel 
snatching.—Give me ap. egg, nunote, aud I’ll 1 
give thee two crowns. 

J.ear. what two crowns shall they be ? 

Fool. Why, afier I have cut the egg i’the 
middle, aud eat up the meat, the two.crowns of 
the egg. When thou clove at thy crown i’the 
middle, and gavest away both parts, thou bor- 
est thine ass on tby back over the dirt : Thou 


lug.—Yes, fors^tn, 1 will hold my tongue ; so 
your face [7b Gow.J bids me, though sou say 
nothing. Mum, mum. 

He that keeps nor crust nor crnm. 

Weary of all, shall want some.— 

That’s a sheal’d peascod. * 

[Pointing to Lear. 
Gon. Not only. Sir, this your ali-liceus'd 
fool. 

Bat other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth 
in rank and Dot-to-be -endured riots. Sir 
1 had ithought, by makiug this well known un¬ 
to you. 

To have found a safe redress; but now grow 
fearful. 

By what yourself too late have spoke and done. 
That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance ; + which if you should, the 
fault 

Would not ’scape censure, nor the redresses 
sleep; 

pt’bicb, iu the tender of a wholesome weal, ♦ 

I Might in tbeir working do you that offence, 
given | Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For >ou trow, nuucte, 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long. 
That it bad it* bead bit off by its youug. 

So, out went tiie candle, and we were left 


hudst little oil iu thy bald crown, when thou 
ga\e»l thy golden one away. If I speak like 
inyself in this, let him be whipp’d that tirst 
buds it so. 

[Singing. 

J'ools had ne'er less grace * in a year j 
For u ise men are groten foppish ; 

And know not how their tvits to uear , 
T/utr manners are so apish. 

Jsear. When were you wont to be so full of 
songs. Surah t 

Fool. I have used it, nnncle, ever siaee thou 
xnadest th> daughters tby mother: for when thou 
gavest them tire rod, and ptit’st down thine own 
breeches. 

Then they for sudden joy did weep, [Singing. 
And 1 for sorrow sung , 

Tout such a king should play bo-peep • 

And go thi fools among. 


nuncle, keep a schoolmaster tiiat can 
Cool to lie; 1 would fain learn to lie. 
If you he. Sirrah, we’ll have you 


Pr’vthee, 
teach thy 
/sear . 
whipp'd. 

Fool. I 
daughters 
speakiug true, thou’lt 
lying ; and, sometimes, 
mg tn> peace. 1 had 


marvel, what kin thou and thy 
are: they’ll have me whipp’d for 
have me whipp’d for 
I am whipp’d for hoid- 
raiber be any kind of 
thing, than a fool: aud yet I would nut be thee, 
nuuclc ; thou hast pared tby wit o*both sides, 
and left nothing in the middle: Here comes 
one o'lbe parings. 

Enter Goner il. 

Lear. How now, daughter! what makes that 
frontlet t on f Metbinks, you are too much of 
late i’thc frown. 

Foot. Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou 
hadst no need to care for ber frowning; now 
thou art an O J without a figure z 1 am better 
than thou art now; I am a foot, thoo art noth- 

• Favour. 

1 Part of a woman's bead-dross, ta which Lear toza- 
Pit'u bar Crowning brow. t A cyphar* 


darkling. 

Lear. Are you our daughter Y 
Gon. Couie, Sir, I would you would make 
use of that good wisdom whereof I know you 
are fraught; y aud put away these dispositions, 
which of late tiausform you from what you 
rightly are. 

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart 
draws the horse ’—Whoop, Jug I 1 love thee. 

Lear. Docs any here know me Y—W by this is 
not Lear: does Lear walk thus Y speak thus f 
Where are bis eyes? Cither his notion weak¬ 
ens, or his disceruings are letbargied.—Sleeping 
or waking?—Hal sure, ’tis not so.—Who is it 
i that cau tell me who 1 am Y—Lear’s shadow ? f 
! would learn that; tor by the marks of sove 
! reignlj, knowledge, and reason, 1 should be 
i false persuaded l had daughters.— 

I Fool. Which they will make aa obedient fa¬ 
ther. 

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman Y 
Gon. Conic, Sir; 

This admiration is much o'tbe favonrV 
Ot other your new pranks. I do beseech yon 
To understand my purposes aright: 

As you are old aud reverend, you should be 
wise : 

Here do you keep a hundred knights and 
squires; 

Men so disordered, so debauch’d, and bold, 

That this our court, infected with then manners. 
Shows like a riotous iuu; epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel. 

Than a grac’d palace. The shame itself doth 
For instaut remedy: Be then desir'd [speak 
By her, that else will take the thing sbe begs, 

A little to disquantity your train; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend, •• 

To be such men as may besort your age. 

And know themselves aud you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils !— 

Saddle my bones; call my train together.— 
Degenerate bastard I I’ll uot trouble 
Yet have 1 left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people; 
order'd rabble 
Make servants of their bettean. 

Enter Albany* ' v 

Lear. Woe, that too late repeats,—O Sir, are 
you comet 

• A mm haik which contains nothing, 
f Approbation. 2 W»H-gowrmo4 

y Stored. *| Cum pi 
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s It your will? \To Alb.] Speak, Sir.—Prepaic 
v in> lior&es. 

■ .tilde! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
iluie hideous, when thou siiowSt thee iu n 
child. 

Than the sea-monster! 

Alb . Pray, Sir, be patient. 

Lear . Detested lute! thou liest: 

[7’j Goneril. 

My train are men of choice and rarest parts. 
That ail particulars of duty know : 

Aud iu the most exact regaid support 
The worships of their uauie.—o most small 
fault. 

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show! 

Which, like an engine, • wrench'd niy frame of 

nature [love, 

From the fix’d place; drew from my heart ail 
Aud added to the gaU. O Lear, Lea», Lear I 
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, 

[A’/rid'ing his Head. 
Aud thy dear judgment out! — Go, go, my 
people. * 

Alb, My lord, I am guiltless, as 1 am israo- 
Of what hath mov’d you : [rant 

Lear. It may be so, my lord.—Hear, uatuic, 

hear; 

Dear goddess, bear I Suspend thy purpose, If 
Thou didst iutend to make this creature fruitful I 
Into her womb convey sterility I 
Dry up in ber the organs of mcrease ; 

And from ber derogate t body uever spring 
A babe to honour her! If she must teem. 

Create ber child of spleen; that it may live. 

And be a thwart denatur’d torment to her! 

Let it stamp wrinkles *n her brow of youth! 

With cadent J tears fret channels in her cheeks; 
Turn all her mother’s paius and benefits 
To laughter and coutempt; that she may fed 
How sharper than a sei pent’s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child!—Away, away ! 

[Exit. 

Alb. Now, gods that we adore, whereof conies 
this f 

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know the cause ; 
But let bis disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 

Re-enter Lea a. 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers, at a clap I 
Within a fortnight f 
Alb. Wbat’s the matter, Sirf 
Lear. I’ll tell thee Life and death 1 I am 
asbam’d 

That thou hast power to shake my manhood 
thns: {To Goneril. 

That these hot tears, which break from me 
perforce. 

Should make thee worth them.—Blasts and fogs 
upon tbee I 

The untented § wounding* of a father** enrse 
Pierce every sense about tbee .’—Old foud eyes, 
Beweep this cause again, I’ll pluck you out; 

And cast you, with the waters that you lose. 

To temper clay.—Ha ! is it come to this ! 

Let it be an:—Yet have I left a daughter. 

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable; jr 
W hen she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She’ll flay thy wolfish visage. Tbon sbait find. 
That 1*11 resume the shape which thou dost 
think 

I have cast off for ever; thon shalt, I Variant 
thee, 

[ Ex rant Lur, Kent, and Attendants. 
Gon. *Do yon mark that, my lord 1 
Alb. i cannot be so partial, Goneril, 

To tbe great love I bear you,— 

Gon. Pray you, content.—Wbat, Oswald, bo l 
Yon, Sir, more knave than fool, after your 
master. [7b the Fool. 

Fool. Nuncle Lrar, nuncle Lear, tarry, and 
take the fool with thee. 

• Tbs nek. ♦ Dernufed. t Falling, 

t Uudre*»ed. 
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A fox, when one has caught ber. 

And such a daughter, 

Should sure to the slaughter, 
if my cap would buy a halter; 

So the fool follows alter. [Exit 

Gon. This tnan hath bad good counsel:—A 
hundred knights! ‘ , 

*Tis politic and safe t« let him keep 
At point, * a hundred kulgbts ! Yes, that on 
every dream. 

Each bus, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 
He may enguard his dotage with Uieir power?, 
And hold our lives In mercy.—Oswald, I sa> 1— 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than trust: 

Let rue still take away the harms I fear. 

Not fear still to be takeu. I know his heart: <■ 
What he hath utter’d,! have writ my sister ; 

If she sustalu’d him and his hundred knights. 

When I have show’d the uufitness-How now, 

Oswald f 

Enter Stews an. 

What, have yon w i It that letter to my sister f 
Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gon. Take you some company, and away ft 
horse : 

Inform her full of my particular fear ; 

And thereto add such reasons of your own, 

As may compact it more. Get you gone; 

And hasten your rctuiu. [£»;/ Stkw.] No, no, 
my lord, 

This milky gentleness, and course of your’s. 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pairiou, 
You are much more attask’d J for waut of m* 
Than prais’d for harmful mildness. [riom, 

A/6. How far your eyes may pierce, 1 can 
not tell; 

Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well. 

Gon. Nay, then— 

A/6. Well, wel! ; the event. [Eieun: 

SCENE V.—Court btfutc the same. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these let¬ 
ters : acquaint my daughter no further with .my 
thing you know, Uuu comes from her demand 
out of the letter : If your diligence be not speuh, 
I shall be there before you. 

Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have 
delivered your letter. [Em. 

Fool. If a man’s brains were iu bis beds, 
wer*t not in danger of kibes l 
Lear . Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then 1 pr'ythce, be merry ; thy «vit 
shall not go slip shod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha 1 

Foot. Shalt see, thy other daughter will one 
tbee kindly : for though she’s as like this as a 
crab is like au apple, yet 1 cau tell what I ran 
tell. 

J^ear. Why, what caust thou tell, my boy f 
Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab 
does to a crab. Thou canst tell, why oue’s nose 
stands i’the middle of bis face ? 

Ijfar. No. 

Fool. Why, to keep Ms eyes on either side bis 
nose; that what a man 'canuot smell out, hi* 
may spy into. 

Lear . I did her wrong 

Foot. Caust tell how an oyster makes bis 
shell? 

Lear. No. 

Fool . Nor I neither; but I can tell why a 
snail has a bouse. * - „ 

J^ear. Why ? 

Fool . Why, to put his head in; not to give it 
away to bis daughters, and leave his horns with¬ 
out a case. . 

Lear. I will forget my nature—So kind a fa- 
tber !—Be my horses ready ? 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about *ein. The 

* Armed. t LULU to rcjirebentioiu 
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reason why the seven stars are uo more than 
seven, is a pretty reason. 

Liar. Because they are not eight t 
Fool. Yes, indeed; Thou wouldst make a 
good fool. 

Lear. To taka it again perforce!—Monster 
ingratitude I 

& Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle. I'd have 
“hoc beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that? 

Fool. Thou shonldst not have been old, before 
tiiou hadst been wise. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet 
heaven! 

Keep me in temper; 1 would not be mad !— 

Enter Gfntlemax. 

How now I Are the horses ready f 
Gent. Heady, my lord. 

Lear. Come, boy. 

Fool . She that is maid now, and laughs at my 
departure. 

Shall not lie a maid long, unless things be cut 
shorter. [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCEVE I.—A Court u lthln the Castle of the 
Earl of Glosteb. 

Enter Edmund and Cuban, meeting. 
Edm. Save thee, Curau. 

Car. And you. Sir. I have been with your 
fathrr ; and given him notice, that the duke of 
Cwrnujll, and Regan his duchess, will be here 
with him to-night. 

Ldm . How comes that T 

Cur. Nav, I know not ; Yon have heard of 
the news abm-d : 1 mean, the whispered ones, 
lor Hi**) ate yet hut ear-kissing arguments? 

A 'dm. Not I : Tray you, wbat are they Y 
Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars to¬ 
ward, ’twiu the dukes of Cornwall and Al¬ 
bany ? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur. You may then, iu time. Fare you well. 
Sir [Exit. 

Ldm. The duke be here to-night T The bet¬ 
ter! Best 1 

This v. caves itself perforce into my business ! 

My LUbcr hath set guard to take my brother ; 
Aud I have oue tiling, of a queazy • question. 
Winch I must actBriefness, and fortune, 
work!— 

Brother, a word ; descend Brother, I say ; 
Enter Edgar. 

My father watches O Sir, fly this place ; 
Intelligence is given where yo^ aie hid ; 

You have now the of the 

night 

Have you not apokeu 'galnlr Ihe duke of Corn¬ 
wall ? 

He's coining hither ; now, i’the night, i'the 
liable. 

And Regan with him ; Have you nothing said 
L'pon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany t 
Advise t yourself. 

Edg. 1 am sure on't, not a word. 

Edm. 1 hear my father coming,—Pardon 
me.— 

In cunning, 1 must draw iuy sword upon you :— 
Draw: Seem to defend yourself: Now quit 
you well. 

Yield come before my fatherLight, ho, 
here !— 

Fly, brother Torches ! torches!—So, fare¬ 
well.— [£rlf Edgar. 

Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[ li r ounds his Arm. 

Delicate*. 

f Consider, recollect youraelf. 
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Of my more fierce endeavour: I have seen 
drunkards 

Do more than this in sport.—Father! father! 
Slop, stop I No help t * 

Enter Gloster, and Servants ullh Torches. 
Glo. Now, Edmund, where’s the villain? 

Edm. Here stood he in the daik, his sha-p 
sword out, 

Mumbling of wicked ebarms, conjuring the 

lUOOU 

To stand bis auspicious mistress 
Glo. But where is he ? 

Edm. Look, Sir, 1 bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund t 
Edm. Fled this way. Sir. When by no means 
lie could— 

Glo. Pursue him, bo!—Go after.—[ Exit Ser¬ 
vant.] By no rneaus,—wbat ? 

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your 
lordship ; 

But that 1 told him, the revenging gods 
IBaiust parricides did all their ibuuders bend; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father;—Su, m 
fine, 

Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To bis unnatural purpose, iu fell motion. 

With bis prepared sword, be charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm : 

But when he saw my best alaium’d spirits. 

Bold in the quarrel’s right, rous’d to the en¬ 
counter. 

Or whether gasted • by the noise ! made. 

Full suddenly be fled. 

Glo. Let him fly lar: 

Not in tins land shall he remain uncaught; 

And found—Despatch.—The uoble uuke my 
master, 

My worthy aichtand patron, comes to-night; 
By his authority 1 will proclaim it, 

Ihat he, which fluds him, shall deserve our 

thanks, 

Bringing Hie murd'rous coward to the stake; 

He, that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When 1 dissuaded him from bis intent. 
And found him pightt to do it, with curst j 
speech 

I threaten’d to discover him : He replied. 

Thou unposscssivg bastard! dust theu think. 
If I would stand against thee , uould the re¬ 
posal 

Of any trust , xirtue,or worth , in thee 
Alakethy u ords faith* d? So : uhat I should 
deny , 

(As this / would ; ay, though thou didst pro¬ 
duce 

My very character Q ) Td turn it all 
To thy suggestion , plot , and damned prac¬ 
tice : 

And thou must make a dullard of the world 9 
If they not thought the profits of my death t J 
Were rery pregnant und potential spurs 
To make thee seek it. / 

Glo. Strong and fasten'd villain I / 

Would he deny bis letter ?—1 never got him. ^ 

[Trumpets within. 
Hark,*tbe duke's trumpets! I know not why he 
conics:— 

All ports I'll the villain shall not 'scape; 

Ihe duke must graut me that: besides, hfs pic¬ 
ture 

I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him; and of my land. 

Loyal and natural boy. I’ll work the means 
To make thee capable. Yl 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 

Com. How now, my noble friend 1 since I 
came hither, 

* Ftf«hi«l. ♦ Chief. 

t Pitched, fix** I. I Seven, hank. 

| llandnritinf. 

Y l.t. Capable if succeeding to atjr land. 
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(Which I can call but now,) 1 have beard strange 
news, 

Reg It' it be true, all vengeance comes too 
short, • 

Which cau^ursue the offender. How dost, my 

Glo . O madam, my old heart is crack'd, is 
crack'd I 

Reg. What, did mv father's godson seek your 
life? 

He whom my father nam'd T your Edgar f 
Glo. O lady, lady, shame would have it hid I 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous 
knights 

That tend upou my father ? 

Glo. I know not, madam: 

It is too bad, too bad.— 

Edm . Yes, madam, be was. 

Reg. No marvel then, thongh he were ill 
affected ; 

'Tis they have put him on the old man's death. 
To have the waste and spoil of his revenues. 

1 have this present evening from my sister o 
Been well inform’d of them; and with such cau¬ 
tions. 

That, if they come to sojourn at my house, 

1'il not be there. 

Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.— 

Edmund, 1 bear that you have shown your fa¬ 
ther 

A child-like office. 

Edm. 'Twas my duty, Sir. 

Glo. He did bewray * his practice; + and re¬ 
ceiv'd 

This hurt you sec, striving to apprehend him. 
Corn. Is he pursued ? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord, he is. 

Corn. If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing barm : make your own pur¬ 
pose. 

How in my strength yon please.—For you, Ed¬ 
mund, 

Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So mnch commend itself, you shall he our’s; 
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need; 
3 on we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve yon. Sir, 

Truly, however else. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Corn. You know not why we came to visit 
you,— 

Reg. Thus out of season ; threading dark-ey’d 
night. 

Occasions noble Gloster, of some poize, t 
Wherein we must have use of your advice 
Our father be hath writ, so hath oar sister. 

Of differences, which I best thought it fit 
To answer from our home; the several mes¬ 
sengers 

From hence attend despatch. Our good old 
friend. 

Lay comforts to yonr bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to oar business. 

Which craves the instant use. 

Glo. 1 serve yon, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Before Gloster * Ceutle. 

Enter Kairr and Steward, severally. 
Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend : Art of 
the house? 

Kent. Ay. 

Stew, where may me set oar hones f 
Kent, rtbe mire. 

Stew. Pr'ythee, If thou lore me, tell me. 
Kent. 1 love thee not. 

Stew. Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent, if l bad thee ia lips bury pinfold, I 
would make thee care for me- 
Stew. Why dost thou use me thus f I know 
thee not. 

w 


♦ Wicked po r pe w 


% Weight. 


Kent. Fellow, I know tlice. 

Stew. What dost thou know me for ? r 

Kent. A knave, a rascal, as eater of Drokea - 
meats; a base, proud, shallow, bezgaily, three- 
| suited, hundvedtpouud, filthy worsted-stock ii g 
kuave; a ltty-liver*d, action-taking knave; a 
whoreson, glass-gazing, superserviceable, fiuical 
rogue; one-trnnk-inbcrUing slave ; one than 
wouldst be a bawd, is way of good-service, an# 
ait nothing but the composition of a knave, beg¬ 
gar, coward, pandar, and the son and hen* of a 
mongrel bitch : one whom 1 will heat iuto cla¬ 
morous whining, if thou deny'st the least syllable ■ 
of tny addition. * 

Stew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, 
thus to rail on one, that is neither known ot thee 
nor knows thee! 

Kent. What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, to 
deny thou know’st me! Is it two days ago, since 
1 tripp'd up thy heels, and beat thee, before the 
king? Draw, you rogue; for, though it be night, ** 
the moon shines ; I'll make a sop i'the moon¬ 
shine of you: Draw, you whorson culliouly 
barber-monger, draw. 

( Drawing his Sword. 

Stew. Away ; I hare nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come wub 
letters against the king: and take vauity t the 
puppet’s part, against the royalty of her fa¬ 
ther : Draw, you rogae, or I'll so carbonado 
>our shanks draw, you rascal; come your 
ways. 

Stew. Help, ho 1 murder! help l 

Kent. Strike, you slave; stand," rogar, stand ; 
you neat slave, strike. 

[Beating him. 

Stew. Help, bo I murder I murder I 

Enter Edxcnd, Cornwall, Regin, Gloster, 
and Servants. 

Edm. How now? What's the matter? Part. 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please ; 
come, l'!l flesh you; come on, young master. 

Glo. Weapons! arms I \\ hat’s the matter 
here ? 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 

He dies, that strikes again : What is the mat¬ 
ter ? 

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the 
king. 

Corn. What Is your difference ? speak. 

St etc. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirr'd your 
valour. Yon cowardly rascal, nature disclaims 
in tbee; a tailor made tbee. 

Com. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor 
make a man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor. Sir; a stone-cutter or a 
painter could not have made him so ill, though 
they had been but two hours at the trade. 

Com. Speak ythisw grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancjflhk ruffian. Sir, whose life 1 
have spanjHp 
At suit of his grey Dfead,— 

Kent. Thou wboresoh zed I thou nitnecessary 
letter!—My lord. If you will give me leave, I 
will tread this unbolted £ villain into mortar, and 
daub the wail of a jakes j with him.—Spare my 
grey beard, yon wagtail ? 

Corn. Peace, Sirrah I 

Yon beastly knave, know yon no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, Sir; but anger has a privilege. 

Cons. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent . That inch a slave as this should wear a 
sword. 

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as 
these, 

Like rats, oft bite the bohr cords atwaln 
Which are too intrftnae fl t'uulooae: smooth every 
passion 

That In the natures of their lords rebels: 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 

* Title*. t A character la the old menliitN 
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Renege, • affirm, and turn their halcyon + beaks, 
With every gale and vary of their masters. 

As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.— 

A plague upon your epileptic visage I 
Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool f 
Goo*?, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
l’d drive ye cackling home to Camelot.t 
Corn. What, art thou mad, old fellow f 

* Glo. How fell you out ? 

* Say that. 

Kent. No contraries bokl more antipathy, 
Than I and such a knave. 

Com. W hy dost thou call him knave f What's 
hi* offence f 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. $ 

Corn. No more, perchance, does miue, or Ms, 
or ber's. 

Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain ; 

I have seen better faces m my time, 

Than stands ou any shoulder that 1 see 
Before.me at this instant. 

Corn. This is some fellow, [affect 

Who, having been prais'd for blnntness, doth 
A saucy rougbuess; and constrains the garb. 
Quite irotn his nature : He cannot flatter, he !— 
An honest mind and plain,—be must speak 
truth: 

And they will take it, so; If not, he’s plain. 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this 
plainness 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter cuds. 
Than twenty silly Q ducking observants. 

That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kmt. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity, 
I’nder the allowance of your giand aspect, 
w hose influence, like the wreath of radiant Are 
On flickering Pbcehns’ front,— 

Corn. What mean'st by thisT 
Kent. To go out of my dialect, which yon dis¬ 
commend so much. I know, Sir, I am no flat¬ 
terer : he that beguiled you in a plain accent, 
was a plain knave; which, for my part, 1 will 
not he, though 1 should win your displeasure to 
eutreat me to it. 

Corn. What was the offence you gave him? 
Steu . Never any : 

It pleas'd the king bis master, very hite. 

To strike at me, upon bis misconstruction ; 
When he, conjunctf and flattering his displea¬ 
sure. 

Tripp’d me behind ; being down, insulted, rail’d. 
And put upon him such a deal of man. 

That wortby’d him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdu’d ; 

And, in the flesbmeut of this dread exploit. 

Drew on me here. 

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards, 

But Ajax is their fool. IT 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks, ho ! [gart. 
You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend brag- 
We’ll teach you— 

Kent. Sir, 1 am too old to learn: 

Call not your stocks for me: I serve the king ; 
Oil whose employment 1 was sent to yon : 

You *ball do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master. 
Stocking his messenger. 

Coni . Fetch forth the stocks : 

As !*ve life and honour, there shall he sit till 
noon. 

Res* Till noon! till night, my lord; and all 
night too. 

Kent* Why, madam, if I were your father’s 
Yon should uot use me so. [dog, 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I wIN. 

[Stocks brought out. 
Corn. This is a fellow of the adfoamc colour 

* Disown. 

t The bird called the king-fisher, which, when dried, 
•ni hang op by a thread, is supposed to torn hie hill 
to tho point from wbouro the wind blows. 

t la Somersetshire, where are bred great quantities 
vf gseoe. i i. «. Pleases me not. 

| Simple or rootle. 

T 1. «. Ajax is a fool to thorn. 
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Oar sister speaks of: -Come, bring away the 
stocks. 

Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so; 

His fault is much, and the good king bis master 
Will check him for’t: yonr purpos’d low conec- 
tion 

Is such, as basest and conteroned’st wretches. 

For pilfenngs and most common trespasses. 

Are punish’d with : the king must take it ill. 

That he’s so slightly valued in his mtssenge). 
Should have him tbns restrain'd. 

Corn. I’ll answer that. 

Reg. My sister may receive it much more 
worse, 

To have her gentleman abus’d, assaulted. 

For following her affairs.—Put in his legs.— 

[Kent is put in the Stocks. 
Come, my good lord; away. 

[Exeunt Regan and Cornwall. 
Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend ; *iis the 
duke’s pleasure, 

Whose disposition, all the world well knows. 

Will uot he rubb’d nor stopp’d r I’ll entreat for 
thee. 

* Kent. Pray, do not, Sir: I have watch’d, and 
traveled hard; 

Some time 1 shall sleep out, the rest I’ll whistle. 

A good man’s fortune may grow out at heels: 

Give you good morrow I 
Glo. The duke’s to blame in this; ’twill he ill 
taken. [Exit. 

Kent. Good king, that most approve the com¬ 
mon saw ! • 

Thou ont of heaven’s benediction com’st 
To the warm sun I 

Approach, thou beacon to this nnder globe. 

That by thy comfoitable beams I may 
Peruse this letter J—Nothing almost seems mira¬ 
cles. 

But misery I know 'tis from Cordelia ; 

Who hath most fortunately been mfoun’d 
Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 
From this enormous state,—seeking to give 
Losses their remedies:—AH weary aud o’er- 
watch’d. 

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. 

Fortune, good night: smile once more ; turn tb> 
wheel 1 f [He sleeps 

SCEXE III.—A part of the Heath. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd; 

And, by the happy hollow of a tree. 

Escap'd the bunt. No port is free; no place. 

That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 

Does not atteud my taking. While I max 
scape, 

I will preserve myself; and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape. 

That every penury, iu contempt of man, 

Brought near to beast: my face I'll gume with . 

filth; j 

Blanket my loins ; elf t *11 my hair in knots ; 

And with presented nakedness outface ^ 

The winds and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, , 
Strike in their numb'd and mortjffed bare tswm K 
Pins, wooden pricks, uails, sprigs of rose- 
mary: 

And with this horrible object, from low terns, > 
Poor peltingjvillages, sheep cotes and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans $ soaetiriie wife 
prayers, * 

Enforce their charity,—Poor Totfygoodl poor 
Tom I 

That’s something yet:—Edgar 1 nothing am. 

[£rif, 

* Sa>in£ or proverb. 

-t He berms readme her letter, nijyb arias ! 

X Hair thus knotted, was anpposod to bo the work of 
elves aad fairies in the night. } Carson. 
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SCEXE IK. Before Gloster/s Castle . 

Enter Fcxit, and Gentleman. 

I-ear. ^Tl* J jat they should so depart 

And not send bap* my messenger. 

Gen*. As 2 leaned; 

The night before there into bo purpose in them 
of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, nobifc master J 
Lear . How ! 

Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime T 
Kent. No, my lord. 

Foot. Ha, ha ; look! he wears cruel • garters ! 
Horses are tied by the heads; dogs and bears 
by the neck; monkies by the loins, and men by 
the legs : when a man is over-lusty at legs, tbeu 
he wears wooden nether-stocks, t 
Lear. What's he, that hath so much tby 
place mistook 
To set thee here ? 

Kent. It is both be and sbe v 
Your son and daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I say. 

Kent. 1 say, yea. 

Lear. No, uo; they would not. 

Kent. Yes, the) have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, 1 swear, no. 

Kent. By Juno, 1 swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do’t: 

They could not, would not do r t; 'tls worse thau 
murder. 

To do upon respect such violent outrage : 

Resolve me, with all modest haste, which wav 
Thou mighi’st deserve, or they impose, this 
Coming from us. [usage, 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend )our highness* letters to them, 
F.re I was risen from the place that show’d 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post. 
Stew'd in bis haste, half breathless, panting 
forth 

From Gouenl bis mistress, salutations ; 
Deliver'd letters, spite of intermission. 

Which presently they read : bn whose contents. 
They summon'd up their me my,; stiaight took 
horse ; 

Commanded me to follow, and attend [looks: 
The leisure of thrir answer; gave me cuid 
And meeting here the other messenger, 

Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine, 
(Being the very fellow that of late 
Display'd so tauctly against your highness,) 
Hjiiog more man than wit about me, drew ; 

He rais'd the house with loud and coward 
cries: 

Your son aud daughter found this trespass 
worth 

I hr shame which here it softer*. 

Fool. -Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese 
fly that way. 

Fathers, that wear rags. 

Do make their children blind ; 

Bat fathers, that bear bags. 

Shall see their children kind. 

Fortune, that arrant whore. 

Ne'er turns the key to the poor.— 

Bat, for toil this, thou shall have as many do¬ 
lours $ for thy daughters, as thou const tell iu 
a year. 

Lear. O bow this mother Q swells up toward 
my heart! • 

Hysterica passio ! down, thou climbing sorrow, 
Tby element's below 1—Where is this daughter? 
Kent. With the earl. Sir, here, within. 

Lear. Follow me not; 

Stay here. [Exit. 

* A quibble on cr«r ell n wrrttd. 

1 The old word Iwr •(•cktiiga. 

X Tropic, tram i»r minus. 

1 A quiUbl- between dalourt and dtltmri 
I The dntui called the mothtr. 
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Cent. Made you iio more offence than whir 
you speak of? 

Kent. Noue. 

How ebauce the king conics with so small a 
train f 

Fool. An thou badst been set i'lhe stocks for 
that question, thou hadst well deserv'd it. 

Kent. Why, fool ? 

Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to 
teach thee there's no labouimg in the winter. 
All that follow their uoses are led by their eyes, 
but blind men; and there's not a uo»c among 
twenty, but can smell him that's sUnkiug. Let 
go thy hold wbeu a great wheel runs down a 
lull, lest it break thy neck with following it; 
but the great one that goes up the hill, let him 
draw thee after. When a wise man gives thee 
belter couusel, give me mine again: 1 would 
have none but knaves follow it, since a tool 
gives it. 

That, Sir, which serves and seeks for gaiu, 
Aud follows but for form, 

Will pack, when it begius to raiu. 

And leave thee in the storm. 

But I will tarry, the fool will stay, 

Aud let the wise mau fly : 

The knave turns fool, that runs away; 

The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent. Where learned you this, fool! 

Fool. Not i’the slocks, fool. 

Re-enter Lear, uith Gloster. 

Lear. Deny to speak with met They aie 
sick ? they are weary ? 

They have traveled hard to-night t More 
fetches ; 

The Images of revolt and flying off! 

Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo. My dear lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the duke; 

How uiiremnveahle and fix'd he is 
lu his own course. 

Lear . Vengeance! plague! death ! confu¬ 
sion !— 

Fiery? what quality? Why Gloster, Gloster, 

I’d speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his 
wife. 

Glo. Well, my good lord, 1 ba\e inform'd 
them so. 

Lear. Inform'd (hem I Dost ibou understand 
me, man i 

Glo. Ay, my good lord. 

Ijtar. The king would speak with Cornwall; 
the dear lather 

Would with his daughter speak, commands her 
service: 

Are they inform'd of this?-My breath aud 

blood!— 

Fiery 1 the fiery duke T—Tell the hot duke, that— 
No, but not yetmay be, be is uol well i 
Infirmity doth still neglect nil office. 

Whereto our health is bound; wc are not our¬ 
selves, [mind 

When nature, being oppress’d, commands the 
To suffer with the body: I'll forbear; 

And am fallen out with my more headier will 

To lake the indispos'd and sickly fit 

For Uie sound man.—Death on my state! 

wherefore [Looking on Kent. 

Should be sit here ? This act persuades me. 

That this remotion * of the duke and her 
Is practice t only. Give me my servant forth : 
Go, tell the duke aud his wife. I’d speak with 
them. 

Now, presently: bid them come forth and 
bear me. 

Or at tbfir chamber door I’ll beat the drum. 

Till it cry— Sleep to death. 

Glo. I'd have all well betwixt you. [Exit. 
Lear. O roe, my heart, my lising heart I— 
but, down. 

Fool. Cry to it, nuticle, as the cockney did 
to the eels, when she put them 1'the paste; 

* Removing (Vos thrir i*wn hou««. 
t Artifice. 1 Cruti of a pi*. 



Scene IV. 

tlivf j she rapped 'em o’the coxcombs with a 
stick, and cried, Down, wantons , down: 
*Twa» her brother, that in pure kiuduess to bis 
horse, buttered his hay. 

Enter Cornwall, Rigan, Gloster, and 

Servants* 

four. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hat! to your grace! 

[Kent is set at Liberty. 
Erg. I ant glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Regan, 1 think you are; I know what 
reason 

I have to think so: if thou sfaonldst not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb. 
Sepulchring an adnltress.—Oh I are you free f 

[7b Kent. 

Some other time for that.—Beloved Regan, 

Thy sister's naught: O Regan, she bath tied 
Sharp-tooth’d uukinduess, like a vulture here; 

[Points to his Heart. 

I can scarce speak to thee ; thou'lt not-believe, 

Of lu»w deprav'd a quality-O Regan I 

Reg. 1 pray you. Sir, take patience; 1 have 
hope. 

You less know how to value her desert, 

Than she to scant * her duty. 

Lear. Say, how is that? 

Reg. 1 cannot think my sister, in the least, 
Would fail her obligation : If, Sir, perchance. 
She ha\e remain'd the riots of your followers, 
•‘Its on such ground, and to such wholesome 
end. 

As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curses on her! 

Rrg. 0 Sir, yon are old ; 

Nature.in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should lie rul’d, and led 
Bv some di'cretion, that discerns your suit* 
Better than you yourself: Tlierefutc, I pray 
you, 

That to our sister you do make return ; 

Sav, you Imre wrong'd her. Sir. 

Lear. Ask her forgiveness T 
Do you hut mark how this becomes the house t 
Hear daughter, J confess that / am old , 

Age is unnecessary: on my knees J beg, 

[Kneeling. 

That yon’tl vouchsafe me raiment , bed, and 
food. 

Erg. c.ood Sir, no more ; these are unsightly 
tricks: 

Return you to my sister. 

Lear! Never/Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train : 

Look'd black upon me; struck me with her 
tongue, 

Most serpent-like, upon the very heart 
All the stor’d vengeances of heaven fall 
On her mgrateful top ! Strike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lameness! 
f'orn. Fie, lie, tie I 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blind¬ 
ing flames 

Into her scornful eyes! Infect her beauty, 

Y’uu len-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful sun. 
To fall and blast her pride! 

Reg. O the bless'd gods ! 

So will you wish ou me, when the rash mood’s 
on. 

Lear. No, Regan, thou shall never have my 
curse; «. 

Thy tender-helled nature shall not give 
Tbee o’er to harshness; her eyes are fierce, 
hut tbine 

Do comfort, and not burn: 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off mv train. 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes, J 
And, in onclnsion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my comitig in : thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood. 

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratUudg ^^ 

• Be wautiug ia. t The orter^f families. 

I Contract my allowances. 
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Thy half o'the kingdom hast thon not foigot. 
Wherein 1 thee endow'd. 

Reg. Good Sir, to the purpose. 

[Trumpets uUhin. 
Lear. Who put my man i’lhc stocks f 
Corn. What trumpet's that? 

Enter Steward. 

Reg. I know't, my sister's: this approves her 
letter, koiue I 

That she would soon be here.—Is your lady 
Lear. This is a stave whose easy-bo.row ’l 
pride 

Dwells in the fickle grace of her be follows 
Out, vaiiet, from my sipht! 

Corn. What means your grace? 

Lear. Who slock'd my servant? Regan, I 
have good hope 

Thou didst not kuow oPt.—Who comes here ' 
O heavens. 

Enter Coneril. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow • obedience, if yourselves are old. 

Make it your cause: send down, and take my 
part !— 

Art not nsliam’d to look upon this beard ?— 

[To Gone ax i> 

O Regan, wilt Ihon take her by the baud ? 

Con. Why not by the hand, Su ? How have 
I oflended ? 

All’s not oftcuce that indiscretion finds. 

And dotage trims so. 

Lear. O side*-, vou are too tough ! 

YNill you yet hold?—How came my man iV o 

SlOCkS ? 

Corn. I set him there. Sir: but his own dis¬ 
orders 

Deserv’d much less advancement. 

Lear. You ! did you? 

Reg. I pray you, lather, being weak, seem so 
If, till the expiiatiou of your month, 

A mi will return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your traiu, come then to me ; 

1 am now from home, and out of that pio- 
visiou 

Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Liar. Return to her, aud fifty meu dismiss'd 1 
No, rather 1 abjure all roofs, aud choose 
To wage* against the enmity o’the the air; 

To be a comrade with the wolf aud owl,— 
Necessity’s sharp pinch!—Return with her? 

Why the hot blooded France, that dowerless 
took 

Our youugest born, 1 could as well be biought 
To kuee his tbrouc, aud, si;uire-iihe, pension 
beg 

To keep base life afootReturn with her? 
Persuade me rather to he slave and sumpicr ? 

To this detested groom. 

[Looking on the Steward. 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. 

Lear. I pi ’> thee, daughter, do not make me 
mad ; 

I will not trouble thee, my child; farewell: 

We'll no more meet, no more see one an¬ 
other :— 

But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my 
daughter ; 

Or, rather, a disease that’s in my flesh. 

Which I must needs call mine : thou ait a boil, 
A plague-sore, au embossed j carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide 
thee; 

Let shame come when it will, I do not call it: 

1 do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, . 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove: * i% 

Mend, when thou canst; be better, at thy 
leisure: 

l can be patient; I can stay with Regan, 

I, and tny hundred kmihts. 

Reg. Not altogether so. Sir; k 

• ApproTe. 1 War. j A horse that 

carnet nect: wanes ou a lourucy $ Swtllinf, 
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] look’d not for yon yet, Mr am provided 
For your fit welcome; Give ear. Sir, to my 
sister; 

For those that mingle reason with your passion 
Must be control to think you old, and so— 

But sbe knows what she dees. 

Lear. Is this well spoken now t 
Reg. 1 dare avouch it. Sir: What, fifty fol¬ 
lowers t 

Is it not well t What should yon need of more f 
Yea, or so many t sith * that both charge and 
danger 

Speak 'gaiust so * great a number T How, in 
one house, 

Should many people, under two commands. 

Hold amity ? 'Tis bard; almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive 
attendance 

For those that she calls servants, or from mine T 
Reg. W by not, my lord ? If then they chanc'd 
* to slack you. 

We could control them : If yon will come to 
nte, 

(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty; to po more 
Will 1 give place or ponce. * " 

Lear. I gave you all— 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear . Made you my guardians, my deposi¬ 
taries : 

But kept a reservation to be follow'd 
With such a number; What, must I come to 
you 

With fi\e and twenty, Regan? said you sot 
Reg. And speak it again, my lord ; no more 
with me. 

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look 
well-favour’d, [worst, 

When others are more wicked; not being the 
Stands m some rank of praiseI'll go with 
thee; [7b Goxeril. 

Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty. 

And tbon art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord : 

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 

To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Reg. W hat need ouc ? 

Lear. Oh 1 reason not the need: our basest 
beggars 

Are in the poorest thing superfluous: 

Allow not nathm. more than nature needs, 

Man’s life is cheap as beast's: thou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous. 

Why, nature' needs not what tbou gorgeous 
wear'st, 

Which scarcely keeps thee warm.—But, for 
true need,— 

You heavens, give me that patience, patience 
I need i 

Yon see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 

Aa full of grief as age ; wretched in both I 
If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Asaiust their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger! 
O let not women's weapons, water-drops, 
btain my man's cheeks!—No, you unnatural 
hags, 

! will have such revenges on you both. 

That all the world shall—I will do such things,— 
What they are, yet I know not; but they 
shall be 

The terron of the earth. You think I’ll weep ; 
No, i'll not weep 

i have foil cause of weeping; but this heart 
*"ba11 break Into a hundred thousand flaws, a 
Or ereJ'll weep:—O fool, I shall go mad I 
[Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool. 
Goth. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a storm. 

_ [Storm heard at a distance . 

Reg. This house 

- Is little; the old man and his people cannot 
** Be well bestow'd. 


Gan. Tis hit own blame; be hath put 
Himself from rest, and must needs taste his 
folly. 

Reg. For bis particular, I'll receive him 
But uot one follower.' ~ ' ^gladly, 

Gon. So am I purpos'd. 

Where is my lord of Gloster! 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Com. Follow'd the old man forth:—he Is 
‘ return'd* 

Glo . The king is In high rage. 

Corn. Whittier Is he going ? 

Glo. He calls to horse; but will I know not 
whither. 

Com. 'Tis best to give him way; he leads 
himself. 

Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to 
stay. 

Gfo- Alack, the night conies ou, and the 
bleak winds 

Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
Tbere's scarce a bush. 

Reg. O Sir, to wilful men. 

The usuries that they themselves procure. 

Must }je their schoolmasters: Shut up your 
doors; 

He is attended with a desperate tram; 

And what they may ioceoie • him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus’d, wisdom bids tear. 

Corn. Shut~Up your doors, my lord; 'tis a 
wild night; 

My Regan counsels well: come out o'the storm. 

[Lx cunt. 


ACT III. 

SCENE /.— A Heath.— A Storm is heard , 
with Thunder and Lightning. 

Enter Kent, and a Gextlemvx, meeting, 
Kent. Mho’s here, beside foul weather? 
Gent. One minded like the weather, most 
unquietly. 

Kent. 1 know you; Where's the king? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful element: 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea. 

Or swell the curled watars 'hove the inaiu, a 
That things might change, or cease: tears his 
white hair; 

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage. 
Catch in their fury, and make npUiiug of: 
Strives in his liUle world ot man to outscorn 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 

This night, wherein the cub-drawn heart would 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf [couch. 
Keep their for dry, uubonueted be ruus. 

And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him? 

Gent. None but the fool; who labours to 
outjest 

His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do kuow you ; 0 

And dare, upon the warraut of my art.i 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is dhi 
sion, 

Although as yet the face of it he cover'd 
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and 
Cornwall; [Mais 

Who have (as who have not, that their great 
'Thron’d and set high?) servants, who seem no 
less; 

Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state; what bath been seen, 
Either in snuffs and packings $ of the dukes; 

Ur the hard rein which both of them have borne. 
Against the old kind king: or something 
deeper,. 

• Instigate. 

♦ Whose dun are drawn dry by it* young 
2 Mhich teacheruf “ to find the mind's t(instruction 
in the fare." 

i Snmjfi arc dislikes, and pnekiugt underhand con¬ 
trivances. 


* * Since 


t Finish. 





Scene II. KING 

Whereof, perchance, these are bat furnish- 

logs,*— [power 

But, trae it it, from France there comet a 

a to this scatter'd kingdom ; who already, 

Wise m our negligence, have secret feel 
In some of our best ports, and are at paint 
To show their open bang.—Mow to yea: 

It' on my credit yoa dare build so far 
To wake your speed to Dover, you shall And 
Borne that will thank you, making just report 
Of bow unnatural and bemaddlog sorrow 
The king hath cause to plain. 

1 am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
This office to you.] 

Gent. I will talk further with you. 

Kent. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this parse, and take 
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 

(As fear not but you shall,) show her this-ring ; 
And sh« will tell you who your fellow t*is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm 1 
1 will go seek the king. 

Gent . Give me your hand : Have yoo bo more 
to say ? : *. 

Kent. Few words, but to effect, more than all 
>ft: 

That, when we have found the king, (in which 
your pain ■<’. * 

That way ; Til this ;) he that first lights on him. 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally. 

SCENE II.—Another Part of the Heath .— 
Storm continues . 

Enter Lear and Toox.. 

■ 

Lear. Blow, wind, aud crack >our cheeks 1 
rage 1 blow ! 

You cataracts, and liurricanoes, spout 
Till jou have dreijcb’/i our steeples, drown'd the 
. cocks I ' • 

You sulphurous and thought-executing J fires. 
Vaunt couriers ) to oak-cleaving thunderbolts, 
binge n»v white head 1 And thou, ail-shaking 
thunder, 

Strike flat the thick rottindity o'the world ! 

Crack natuK’s moulds, all germeus spill at once, 
Tlut make ingrateful man 1 
Fool, o nuncle, court holy-water || in a dry 
house is better than this rain-w'ater out o’door. 
Good nuncle, iu, aud ask thy daughter’s bless¬ 
ing * here’s a night pities neither wise men nor 
fool«. 

J.car. fumble my bcllyfulll Spit, fire, spout, 
lairfT [ters: 

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daugb- 
1 ta\ not jou, you elements, with unkindness ; 
I muT gate you kingdom, call’d you children ; 
V»u owe me uo subscription ;T why then, let 
tall [slave, 

Your hoinble pleasure; here I stand, jour 
A poor, iufirm, weak, and despis'd old man 
But y t 1 call jou servile ministers, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high engender’d battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O 1 O i ’tis toul ! 

Fool. He that has a house to put his head in, 
has a good head-piece. 

The cod-piece that toiU house. 

Before the head has any, 

The head and he shall louse 
So beggars, marry,many. 

The man that makes his toe 

What hr his heart should make , 
Shall of' a corn cry woe , 

A/id turn his sleep to ii'afic. 

-for there was never yet fair woman, bnt she 
daiie mouths in a glass. 

* S.unn>*. f Companion. 

S 9 uuk ■« ihutiehl. 5 Aeant cow mm, French. 

I A proverbial |>hruse for/air u ordi. Tj Obe4i*u<«. 


LEAK 

Enter Kekt. 

Leer. No, I will be the pattern of aUpatience ; 
I will say nothing. 

Kent. Who's these ! 

FooL Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piece : 
(hat’s a wise man, and a fool. 

Kent. Alas, Sir, are you beret things that 
love night, [skiee 

Love not such nights ae these; the wratfiTui 
Gallow • the very wanderers of the dark, 

And make them keep their caves: Since I war- 
man, [der. 

Such sheets of fire, suqp bursts of horrid tbitu. 
Such groans of roaring wind and raiu, I never 
Remember to have beard j man's nature cannot 
carry 

The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear . Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pother t o'er our bead*, 
Find out Uicir enemies now. Tremble, thou 
wretch, 

That bast within tbee endivulged crimes. 
Unwhipp'd of justice: Hide tbee, thou bloody 
hand ; 

Thou perjur'd, aud thou simular* man of vir¬ 
tue % 

That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That under covert and convenient seeming $ 

Hast practis’d on man’s life!—Close pent-up 
guilts, 

Hive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful suminoners grace. 1|—1 am a 
man, 

More siuu’d against than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel; 

Some friendship will it lend jou ’gainst the 
tempest; 

Repose you there: while I to this bard house, 
(More hard than is the stone whereof ’us rais’d ; 
Which even hut now. demanding^ after jou, 
Deuied ine to come m.) retum, and force 
Their scanted courtesj. 

Lear. Mj wits beam to turn.— 

Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy ? Art 
cold f 

I am cold myself.—Where U this straw, my 
fellow 1 

The art of our necessities is strange, # 

That can make wle things precious. Come, 
your hovel. [heart 

Poor fool and knave, I bate one part in my 
That’s sorry yet for thee. v - 

Foot . He that has a little tiny wit ,— 

With heigh , ho, the wind and the 
rain, — * 

Must make content with his fortunes 

fit; 

For the rain it raineth every day. •• 

Lear. True, my good boy.—Come, bring ns 
to this hovel. [Exeunt Lear and Kent. 
Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courte¬ 
zan.—I'll speak a prophecy ere I go ; 

When priests are more ui word than matter; 
When brewers mar their malt with water; 
When nobles are (heir tailor’s tutors; 

No heretics bum’d, but ueuches* suitors: 
When every case in law is right; 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight; 

When slanders do not live in tongues ; 

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs; 

When usurers tell their gold I'the field; 

Aud bawds aud whores do churches build ■* 
Then shall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion. 

Then comes the time, who lives to aec't. 

That going shall be us’d with feet. 

This prophecy Merliu shall make ; for I live 
before bis time. [Exit. 

• Scare or frighten. t Bl listen nr noian. 

t Counterfeit- { Appearance. | Fax our. 

Y Inquiring. 

•• Tart o: the Clown'* tong in Tu. rlflh .Vi pht . i 
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SCENE III.— A Room in Gloster’i Castle. 

Enter Gloster and Edmond. 

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund. I like not this 
unnatural dealing: When I desired their leave 
that 1 might pity him, they took from me the 
use of mine own bouse; charged me, on pain of 
i£$* r . PCrpt-’twal displeasure, neither to speak 
oi Aim, entreat for him, nor auy way sustain 
him. 

Edm. Most savage, and nnnatuial I 
Glo. Go to; say you nothing: There Is divi- 
sion between the dukef; and a worse matter 
than that: I have received a letter this night; 
—'t is dangerous to be spoken I have locked 
the letter in my closet: these injuries the king 
now bears will be revenged at lioufc; there is 
part of a power already footed : * we must in¬ 
cline to the king. 1 will setk him, and privily 
relieve him : go you, and maintain talk with the 
ih.ke, tl.at my chanty be not of hnn perceived : 
If he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to bed. If 
I die for it, as no less is threatened me, the 
king my old master must be relieved. There is 
some strange thing toward, Edmund ; pray you, 
be careful. Exit. 

Ldm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the 
duke 

Instantly know; and of that letter too:— 

‘1 his seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses ; no less than all : 
The youuger rises, when the old doth fall. 

Ei it. 

SCENE IV.—A Part of the Heath, u ilk a 

Hotel. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent. Here is the place, iny lord; good, my 
lord, enter: 

The tyranny of the open night’s too rough 
Fur nature to eudure. [Storm still. 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Amt. Good my lord, enter here. 

Ja ar. W ilt nreak my heart 7 
Kent. I’d rather break mine own : Good my 
lord, enter. 

Lear. J'hou Ibmk’st ’l:s much, that this con- 
ffntious ttoim 

Invades us to the skin : so ’tis to thee ; 

But where the greater malady is fix’d, 

Ine le?ser is scarce felt. Thou’dst shun a hear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the rasing sea, 
r lbou’dst meet the bear i’thc mouth. When the 
n.ind’s free. 

The body’s delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else, 
have what beats there.—Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand. 

For lilting food to’t !—But I will punish home :— 
No, I will weep no more.—In such a night 
To shut me out 1—Pour on ; I will endure :— 

In such a night as this! O Regan, Goneril!— 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave 

all,— 

Oh! that way madness lies : let me shun that; 
No more of that,— 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr’ythee, go in thyself; aeek thine own 
ease: 

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
Gii things would hurt we more.—But I’ll go in : 
In, boy ; \o first.—[To the Fool.] You house¬ 
less poverty,—' 

Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and (hen HI sleep.— 

[Fool goes in. 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er yon are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 

How shall yo'T houseless heads, and unfed 
sides. 

Your loop’d and window'd raggedness, defend 
you 
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From seasons such is these! Oh I I have ta’co 
Too little rare of this I Take physic, pomp 1 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ;* 

That thou may’st shake the tuperfius to them, 
Aud show the heavens more just. 1 

Edg. [Within.) Fathom and half, fathom ana 
half l Poor Tom 1 

[The Fool runs out from the Hot cL 

Fool% Come not In here, uuucle, here's a 
spirit. 

Help me, help me I 

Kent. Give me thy hand.—Who’s there! 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit; he pays his name's 
poor Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble tbeic 
i’the straw ! 

Come forth. 

Enter Edgab, disguised as a Madman. 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me '— 
Thioush the sharp hawthorn blows the cold 
wind.— 

Humph 1 go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daugh¬ 
ters ! And art thou come to this ! 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom! 
whom the foul fiend bath led through hre and 
though riame, through ford aud whiilpoo), ou t 
bog and quagmire; that hath laid knives uixl-i 
his pillow, and halters in Iim pew ; set ratsbane 
by his porridge ; made him proud of heart, t<» 
ride on a bay trottiug-horse over four-inched 
bridges, to course his own shadow for a traitor : 
—Bless thy five wits! Toni’s a-cold. O, do de, 
do de, do de.—Bless thee from whirlwinds, star- 
blasting, and taking 1 * Do poor Tom some 
charily, whom the foul fiend vexes: There could 
I have him now,—and there,—and there,—and 
theie again, aud there. 

[Storm continue*. 

Lear. What, have his daughters bi ought hi u 
to this pass!— 

Couldst thou save nothing! Didst thou give 
them ail ! 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we l.-d 
been all ashamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that m the pendu¬ 
lous air 

Hang fated o’er meu’s faults, light on tli\ daugh¬ 
ters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters. Sir. 

Lear. Death, traiLor 1 nothing could have sub¬ 
du’d nature 

To such a lowi.ess, but his unkind daugbtt re.— 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fat has 
Should have thus little nieiry on then fli *Ji T 
Judicious punishmeut ! 'twas tois fiesli beg»»t 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicork sat on pilhcock’s btll;— 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo I 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools 
and madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o'lhe foul field : Obey thy 
parents ; keep thy word justly ; swear not; 
commit not with man’s sworn spouse ; set not thy 
sweet heart on proud airay : 'Tom’s a-coid. 

J.ear. What hast thou been 7 

Edg. A serving-mail, proud in heart and 
niituV; that culled my hair; wore gloves in my 
cap, t served the Iu6t of my mistress’ heart, ami 
did the act of darkness with lici ; swore as 
many oaths as I spake words, and broke them iu 
the sweet lacc of heaven : one, that slept in the 
contriving of lust, aud waked to do it: Wine 
loved I deeply; dice dearly; aud in woman, 
out-paramoured the Turk : False of heart, light 
of ear, bloody of baud ; Hog in sloth, lo\ in 
stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion 
in prey. Let not the creaking ol shoes, nor the 
rustling of silks, brtiay thy poor heart to women : 
Keep tby foot out of brothels, thy hand out of 

• To tak* fa tu bln*t, or strike with mnh/nant 
lnflueutr. ♦ It was the custom to wear i, loves 

in the hat, as the favour of a nusircM. 


* A farce already landed. 
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plackets, thy pen from lenders' books, and defy 
the foul fiend.—Still through the hawthorn blows 
the cold wind : Says 6uum, mun, ha no nouuy, 
dolphin my boy, my boy, sessa ; let him trot by. 

[Storm still continues. 

Lear. Why, thou were better in thy grave, 
than to answer with thy uncovered body this 
extremity of the skies.—Is man no more than 
this f Consider hun well: Tbou owest the worm- 
no silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, 
the cat no perfume :—Ha I here's three of us are 
sophisticated I—Thou art the thing itself: un¬ 
accommodated man is no more but snch a poor, 
bare, forked animal as thou art.—Off, off, you 
lendings :—Come ; unbutton here. • 

[Tearing off his Clothes. 

Fool. Pr’ythee, uuncle, be contented; this is 
a naughty night to swim in.—Now a little fire 
in a wild field were like ail old lecher's heart; 
a small spark, ail the rest of his body cold.— 
Look, here comes a walking Are. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet: 
be begins at curfew, and walks till tbe first 
cock; he gives the web and the pin, + squints 
the eye, and makes the hare-lip; mildews tbe 
white wheat, and hurts the poor creature of 
earth. 

Saint JVithold J footed thrice the tv old, § 

He met the night-mare, and her nine-jold ; 
Bid her alight. 

And her troth -plight. 

And , aroint thee, || witch, aroint thee! 

Kent How fares vonr prare ? 

Enter Gloster, with a Torch. 

Lear. What's he ? 

Kent • Who's there? What i* •• ’t you seek? 

Glo. What arc you there? Your names? 

Edg. Poor Tom; that cats the swimming 
frog, tbe toad, the tadpole, the wail-newt, and 
the water ; T that in the fury of his heart, when 
tbe foul fiend rages, rats cow-dung for sallets ; 
swallows tbe old rat, and the ditch-dog ; drinks 
the green mantle of the standing pool; who is 
whipped from tithing to t>Uiing, •• and stocked, 
punished, and imprisoned; who hath bad three 
suits to his back, six shirts to Ins body, borse to 
ride, and weapon to wear,— 

But mice, and rats, and such small deer. 

Have bun Tom's Jood Jor seven long year. 

Dew are my followerPeace, Smolkin ; ft 
peace, thou lieud I 

Glo. W hat, hath your grace no better com¬ 
pany ? 

idg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
W'mIo he's call’d, and Malm. 

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my loid, is grown 
so vile, 

lhat it doth lute what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-culd. 

Glo. Go in with me; iny duty cannot suffer 
To ©Iv) in all your daughter's hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 

And let this tyrannous night take bold upon 
you ; 

Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you out. 

And bung you where both fire and food is 
ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this philoso¬ 
pher :— 

What is the cause of thunder? 

A* ‘tit. Good, my lord, take his offer; 

Go into the house. 

• Th# words unbutton krre, are probably only a margi¬ 
nal direction crept into tbe matter. 

* Disease* ol the eye. 

t riSniut ssidtn protect his dev otees from the disease 
called tbe mjfkt-marr. 

♦ Wild downs, so called in various parts of England. 

| Avaunt. * 1 e. 'i he m alrr-iicut. 

•• A ty thing is ad muon ol n county. 

it Name of a spirit. 11 1 he chief devil. 


Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learnet) 
Theban 

What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill 
vermin. * •- 

Lear . *Let me ask you one word in pru 
vate. ni 

Kent, lmpdrtune him oucc more to go, my 
lord, 

Iris wits begin to unsettle. 

9 Glo. Caust tbou blame him ? 

His daughters seek bis death :—Ah I that good 
Kent J — 

He said it would be thusPoor banish'd 
man I— 

Tbou say’st the king grows mad ; I’ll tell tbee, 
friend, 

I am almost mad myself: 1 had a son, 

Now outlaw’d from my blood ; be sought my 
life. 

But lately, very late ; I lov'd him, friend,— 

No father his son dearer: true to tell thee, 

[Storm continues. 
The grief bath craz'd my wits. What a night’s 
this I 

I do beseech your grace,— 

Lear. Oh ! cry you mercy. 

Noble philosopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom’s a-cold. 

Glo • In, fellow, there, to tbe hovel, keep thee 
warm. 

-Lear. Come, let's in all. 

Kent. This way, my lord. 

Lear. With him ; 

I will keep still with my phllosopucr. 

Kent. Good, my lord, sooth him; let bun 
take the fellow. 

Glo. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. 
Ijear. Come, good Athenian. 

Glo . No words, tto words : 

Hush. 

Edg. Child * Rowland to the dark tower 
came 

Jilt word tias still,—Fte,foh, and furn, 

/ stntll the blood of a British man. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—A Room in Gloster's Castle. 

Enter Cornw all and Edmund. 

Corn. I will have my reveuge, ere 1 depart 
his house. 

Edm. How, my lord, I may be censured, that 
nature thus gives way to loyalty : something fears 
me to think of. 

Corn. I now perceive it was not altogether 
your brother’s evil disposition made him seek 
bis death : but a provoking merit, set a-work by 
a reproveable badness in himself. 

Edm . How malicious is my fortune, that I 
mutt repent to be justl This is the letter be 
spoke of, which approves him ail iutelligent 
party to tbe advantages of France. O hea¬ 
vens I that this treason were not, or not I tbe 
detector 1 • 

Corn. Go with me to the duchess. 

Edm. if the matter of this paper be certain, 
you have mighty busiuess in hand. 

Corn. True, or false, it hath made thee ear 1 , 
of Gloster. Seek out where thy father is, that 
he may be ready for our apprehension. 

Edm. [Asf</t\] If I find hun comforting the 
king, it wili stufl his suspicion more fully.—I 
will persevere in my course of loyalty, though 
the conflict be sore between that and my blood. 

Com . I will lay trust upon thee; and tbou 
shall find a dearer father iu my love. 

[Exeunt* 


• Child is an old term for kuight. 
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WCSNE FT.—A Chamber in a Farm-House, 
adjoining the Castle. 


_ Enter Glostbk, Lea*i Kent, Fool., and 
} Edgar. 

* Glo. Here is better ttaau the open air: take 
f Uiankfully : I will piece out the comfort with 
addition I can: 1 will not be loug from 


.' Kent. All the power of his wits has given 
ay to his impatience:—The gods reward your 
kindness! [£ril Cluster. 

Edg. Frateretto calls me; and tells me, Nero 
is an angler iu the lake of darkness. Pray, 
iunocent, • and beware the foul liend. 

fool. Pr’ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a 
madman be a gentleman, or a yeoman# 

Lear. A king, a king! 

Fool. No ; lie’s a yeoman, that has a gentle¬ 
man to his son : for he's a uud yeoman, that 
sees his son a gentleman before him. 

Liar. To hate a tbousaud with red burniug 
spits 

Come hissiug in npon them :— 

Edg. The foul fiend bites ray back. 

Fool. He’s mad, that trusts in the tameness of 
a wolf, a horse's health, a boy’s love, or a whore’s 
oath. 

Liar. It shall be done, 1 will arraign them 
straight 

Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer :- 

[To Edgar. 

Thou, sapient Sir, sit here. [2b the Fool.]— 
Now, you she-foxes !— 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares! t— 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ? r 

Come o’er the bourn, X Bessy, to me: 
Fdbl. Her boat hath a leak, 

A nd she must not speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 
Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the 
Toice of a nightingale. Hopdaticc cries in Tom's 
belly for two white herrings. Croak not, black 
angel; I have no food for thee. 

Kent. How do you. Sir ? Stand yon not so 
amaz’d : 


Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions J 
Lear. I’ll see their trial first:—Bring in the 
evidence.— 

Thou robbed man of justice, take tbv place ; 

[7b Edgar. 


And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, 

[7b the Fool. 

Bench by his side You are of the commission. 
Sit you too. [7b Kent. 

Edg. Let ns deal justly. 

Steepest, or u'akest thou , jolly shepherd T 
Thy sheep be in the corn ; •> ' 

And for one blast of thy minikin mouth, 
Thy sheep shall take no harm . *- 
Pnr! the cat is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her first; 'tin Gouerii. I here 
t::ke my oath before this honourable assembly, 
she kicked the poor king her father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistress ; It your name 
Gonenl T 

Lear. She cannot deny It. 

Fool. Cry you mefey, I took yon for a joint- 
stool . 


Lear. And here's another, whose warp'd looks 
proclaim 

" hat store her heart it made of.—Stop her there I 
Arms, arms, sword, fire!—Corruption in the 
place ( 

False jusneer, why bast then let her 'scape 1 
f-ds. Bless thy five wits I 
K f rit, o pity !—Sir. where is the patience now. 
That you so oft have boasted to retain f 
Eds. My tears begin to take hit part to mneb. 
They’ll mar my counterfeiting. [Aside. 


Lear. The little dogt and all, [me. 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at 
Edg. Tom mil throw his head at them :— 
Avauut, you curs I 

Be thy mouth ur black or white. 

Tooth that poisons if u bite ; 

Mastiff, grey-bound, mongrel gnin. 

Hound, or spaniel, brutli, or lym ; • 

Or bobtail tike, or truudle-taii; 

Tom will make them weep and wail: 

For, with tbrowiug thus my head, 

Dogt leap the tuupb, and all arc tied. ** * 

Do de, de de. Sessa. Couie, march to wakes 
and lairs, and market towns:—Poor Torn, thy 
horn is dry. 

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan ; see 
what breeds about her beait: Is tin re .my cause 
id nature, that makes these hard hearts f—You, 
Sir, 1 eutertain you fi-r one of m> hundred; 
only, I do not like llie fashion of your garment* : 
you will say, they are Persiau attire; toil let 
them be changed. [7b Edgar. 

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here, and lest 
awhile. 

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise; draw 
the curtains : So, so, so : We’ll go to supper 
rthe morning: No, so, »<». 

Fool. And I’ll go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Glostek. 

Glo. Come hither, friend : Where is the kiug 
my mutter? 

Kent. Here, air: but trouble him not, hi* 
wits are gone. 

Glo. Good friend, 1 pr’ythee take him in thy 
arms; 

1 ha\e o’er-heurd a plot of death upon him : 
Tuere is a Inter ready ; lay him in’t. 

And drive towards Dovei, friend, where thou 
shalt meet [ter. 

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy ma=- 
It thou sbouldst dally half an hour. Ills life, 
With thmc, and all that offer to defend linn. 
Stand in assured loss: ’rake up, take up; 

And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent. Oppress’d nature sleeps :— 

This rest might yet have balm’d thy br. ken 
senses, 

Which, if convenience will not allmv, 

Suud in hard cure.—Come, help to bear tl.y 
master; 

Thou must not stay behind. [To the Tool 
Glo. Come, come, away. 

[Exeunt Kent, Cluster and the Foot. 
beating of the King. 

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our 
woes. 

We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 

Who aione suffers, suffers most I’tlie mind ; 
Leatiug free things, and happy shows, behind: 
But then the mind much sufferauce doth o'er* 
skip, 

" hen grief bath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now. 
When that, which makes me bend, makes llie 
king bow I 

He childed, as I father’d!—Tom, away : 

Mark the high noises ; t and thyself bewray, t 
Wbeu false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles 
tbee. 

In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will hap more to-night, safe scape the 
king 1 

Lurk, lurk. [Exit. 

SCENE VJI.—A Room in Gloster’s Casl/i . 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonkril, Edmund, 
and Servants . 

Com . Post speedily to my lord yonr husband ; 


* Addressed to the Fool, who were anciently called 
Innocent* 

jt Edgar is speaking In the character of a madman, 
who Uuuka be tec* the fiend. . $ Brook or rivulet. 


• A blood-hound. 

f The great events that are approaching. 
| Betray, diacovcr. 
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•how him this letterthe army of France is 
lauded:—Seek out the villain Gloster. 

[Exeunt some of the Servants. 
Peg. Hans him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out bis eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure.—Edmnnd, 
keep you our sister company; the revenges we 
are bouud to take upon your traitorous father, 
are not fit for your beholding. Advise the 
duke (where you are going) to a most feiUnate 
preparation; we are bound to the like. Our 
posts shall be swift, and intelligent betwixt us. 
Farewell, dear sisterfarewell, niy lord of 
Gloster. • 

Enter Steward. 

How now? Where's the king? 

Stcu\ My lord of Gloster hath convey’d him 
heuce: 

Some five or six and thirty of his knights. 

Hot queslnsts i after him, met him at the gate ; 
Who, with wmie other of the lord’s dependants, 
Are gone with him towards Dover: where they 
boast 

To have well-armed friends. 

Corn. Get hoi see for your mistress. 

Gun. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[llxeunt Goneril and Edmund. 
Corn. Edmund, farewell.—Go, seek the traitor 
Gloster, 

Pinion hun like a thief, bring him before us : 

[Eaeunt other Servants. 
Though well we may not pa*9 upon his life 
W about the form of justice ; yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy; to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but uot coutrol. Who’s there? The 
traitor ? 

Pc-cnter Servants, nith Gloster. 

Jin:. Ineralefnl fox ! 'tis he. 

< or 1 1 . Hind fast his corky § arms. 

Glu. What mean your graces?-Good my 

fneiids, consider 

You arc my guests: do me no foal play,friends. 
Corn. Bind him, I say. 

[tfcrt’afilj bind him. 
Peg. Hard, bardO filthy traitor! 

Gto. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am uone. 
Corn. To (Ins chair bind him :—Villain, thou 
shall find— 

[Rfcan plucks his Beard. 
Glo. By the kind gods, ’tis most iguobly done, 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Peg. So white, and such a traitor l 
Glo. Naughty lady. 

These hairs, which thon dost ravish from my 
chin. 

Will quit ken, ft and accuse thee : 1 am your host; 
Wuh robbeis’ hatid», my hospitable favours IT 
You should not luttle thus. What will you do? 
Corn, Come, Sir, wbat letters had you late 
from Fiance? 

Pig. Be simple-answer’d, for we know the 
truth. 

Corn. Ami what confederacy have you with 
the traitors 

Late footed in the kingdom T 
Peg. To whose hands have you sent the lu¬ 
natic king ? 

Speak. 

Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down. 

Which came from one that’s of a neutral heart. 
And not from one oppos’d. 

Corn. Cunning, 

Peg. And false 

Corn. W here hast thou sent the king t 
Glo. To Diner. 

Peg. W herrfore 

To Dover ? \\ ast thou not charg’d at thy peril— 
Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let him first 
answer that. 

* Meaning Edmund invested with his father’s title. 

-t Imjuirrra. J Bend to our wroth. 

♦ Deceitful^ | Lira. ? Features. 
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Glo. 1 am tied to the stake, and I most stan 
the course. * ' . 

Peg. Wherefore *6 Dover? 

Gto. Because 1 would not see thy cruel nail 
Pluck oot bis poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sist 
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 

The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In bell-black night endur’d, would have Tmoy’d 
up, [heart. 

And quench’d the 6tclled • fires: yet, poor olo 
He holp the heavens to rain. 

If wolves bad at thy gate howl’d that stern time 
Thou sbouldst have said. Good porter t turn the 
key; o, ‘ 

AH cruelp else subscrib’d :t—But I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 
Corn. See it shall thou never :—Fellows, hold 
the chair: 

Upon these eyes of thine I’ll set my foot. 

[Gloster is held down in the Chair 
while Cornwall plucks out one of 
his Eyes, and sets his Foot on it. 
Glo. He, that will think to live till be be old 
Give me some help O cruel ! O ye gods 1 
Peg. One side will mock another; the other 
too. 

Corn. If yon see vengeance,— 

Sere. Hold your baud, my lord : 

I have serv’d you ever since i was a child; 

But better service have I never doue you. 

Than now to bid you hold. 

Peg. How now, you dog ? 

Serv. If you .did wear a beard upon your 
chin, i' 

I’d shake it on this quarrel: W T hat do you mean ? 
Corn. My villain ! 

[Draws, and runs at him. 
Sere. Nay, then come on, and take the chan cl 
of anger. 

[Draws. They fight. Cornwall is 
wounded. 

Reg. Give me thy sword.— [To another Seri.) 
A peasant stand up thus! 

[Snatches a Sword , comes behind , and 
stabs him. 

Serv. Obi I am slain I—My loid, you have 
one eye left 

To see some misebief on him :—O ! [Dies. 

Corn. Lest it see more, prevent itOut, vile 
Jelly I 

Where is thy lustre now! 

[Tears out Glostee's other Eye, and throws 
it on the ground . 

Glo. All dark and comfortless.—Where’s my 
son Edmund ? 

Edmund, enkindle ail the sparks of nature. 

To quit; this hornd act. 

Peg. Out, treacherous villain I 
Thou call’sl on hnn that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overture § of thy treasons to us ; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo. O my follies 1 
Then Edgar was abus'd.— 

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him ! 
Peg. Go, thrust him out at gates, and Jet him 
smell 

His way to Dover.—How is’t, my lord ? How 
look you? 

Corn. I have receiv’d a hurtFollow me, 
lady.— 

Turn out that eyeless villain throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill —Regan, I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt: Give me your arm. 
[J£ti/ Cornwall, led by Regan;—AVt- 
ranti unbind Gloster, and lead 
him out. 

1 Sere. I’ll never care what wickedness I do. 
If this mail comes to good. 

2 Sere. If she live long, 

And, in the end, meet the whole course of death. 
Women will all turn mouslers. 

*, St aired. 

t Yielded, submitted to the necessity of the occssioo. 

1 Requite. $ Laid open. 
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/ 1 Serv. Let’s follow tbe old earl, and get the 

Bedlam * [madness 

lead him where be would; bis roguish 
>ws itself to any thing. 

Serv. Go tbon; 1*11 fetch some flax, and 
whites of eggs, 

apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven 
t help him I [Exeunt severally. 


ACT IV. 

SCE^E I.—The Heath . 

Enter Edg an. 

Edg. Yet better thus, aud known to be con¬ 
temn'd [worst. 

Than still contemn'd and flatter'd, t To be 
The lowest and most dejected thing of fortune, 
Stands still iu esperance, + lives not in fear: 

The lamentable change is from the best; 

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace! 

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the 
worst, [here T— 

Owes nothing to thy blasts. Bat who comes 

Enter Glostee, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led t—World, world, O world ! 
But that thy strange mutations $ make us hate 
thee. 

Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O iny good lord, I have been your 
tenant, and your father’s tenant, v these four¬ 
score years. 

Glo. Away, get thee away; good friend, be- 
Tby comforts can do me no good at all, [gone : 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. Alack, Sir, you cannot see your 
way. 

Glo. 1 have no way, and therefore want no 
eyes ; 

I stumbled when I saw: Full oft *tis seen, 

Our mean.secures us ^and our mere defects ' 
Prove our commodities.—Ah l dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 

Might 1 but live to see thee in my touch, 

I'd say, I had eyes again 1 
Old Man. How now? Uho’s there? > 

Edg. [Aside.] O gods! Who is't can say, I 
am at the worst f" 

I am worse than e’er I was. 

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. [Aside.] And worse 1 may be yet: Tbe 
worst is not, 

‘‘“So long as we can say, This is the worst. 

Old Man. Fellow, where goest? 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. 

Glo. He has some reason, else be could not 
beg. 

1’the last night’s storm I such a fellow saw; 
Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Came then into my mind; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him: I have 
faeaid more since: 

As flies to wanton boys, are we to tbe gods; 
They kill us for their sport. 

Edg. How should this bet. ' < 

Bad is the trade most play the fool to sorrow, 
Ang’ring Itself aud others, ^side.] — Bless 
thee, master! 

y Glo. Is that the naked fellow? 

’ Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Then, pr*ytbee, get thee gone: If, for 
my sake. 

Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 
I’tbe way to Dover, do it for ancient love; 

And bring some covering for this naked soul, 

• Madman. t 

t /. e. It it belter to be that contemned and know ft, 
than to be flattered by those «ho secret I r cuntSmn us. 
f In hope § Changes; 


Whom I’ll entreat to lead me. 

Old Afan. Alack, Sir, he’s mad. 

Glo. ’Tis tbe time’s plague, when madmen *_ 
lead the bliud. 

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure; 

Above the rest be gone. 

Old Man. I’ll bring him the best ’parel that 
1 have. 

Come on’t what will. [Exit. 

Glo . Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold—I caunut daub * it 
further. [Aside. 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. [Aside.] And yet I must.—Bless thy . 

sweet eyes, they bleed. 

Glo. Know’st thou the way to Dover? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, bone-way aud foot¬ 
path. Poor Torn hath been scared out of his good 
wits: Bless the good man from the foul fiend 1 
[Five fiends have been iu poor Tom at once; 
of lust, as Obidixut; Hobbididar.ee, prince of 
dumbness ; Maku, of stealing; Modo of mur¬ 
der ; and Flibbertigibbet , of mopping aud mow- 
mg; who since possesses chamber maids and 
waiting-women. So, bless thee, master!] 

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the 
heaven’s plagues 

Have bumbled to all strokes: that 1 am wretched. 
Makes thee tbe happier:—Heavens, deal so 
still I 

Let tbe superfluous, and lust-dieted mao, 

That slaves your ordiuauce, t that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power 
quickly; 

So distribution should undo excess, [Dover? 
And each man have enough.—Dost thou know 
Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and beud- 
ing head 

Looks fearfully in the confined deep : . > 

Bring me but to the very bum of it, 

And I’ll repair the misery thou dost bear, f 

With something rich qbo>e me: trom that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm ; 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Eicunt 

SC EXE II.—Before the Duke of Albany's 

Palace. 

Enter Coneril and Edmund; Steward 

muting them . 

Gon. W elcome, my lord: I marvel, our mild 
husband [master f 

Not met us on the way Now, where’s >our 
Stew. Madam, within; but never man so 
chang'd, 

I told him of the army that was landed ; 

He smil'd at it: I told him, >ou were coming; 

His answer was, 77 te worse: of Glostei'a 
treachery, 

And of the loyal service of his son. 

When I inform’d him, then he call’d me sot; 

Aud told me, 1 bad turn’d tbe wrong side 
out:— 

What most he should dislike, seems pleasant 
What like, offensive. [to him ; 

Gon. Then shall you go no further, 

[To Edmund. 

It is the cowish terror of his spirit, , 

That dares uot undertake: he’ll not feet 
wrongs. 

Which tie him to an answer: Our wishes, on 
the way [ th . er * 

May prove effects, t Back, Edmund, to my bro- 
Hasten bis musters, and conduct bis powers: 

I must change arms at home, and give the 
distaff 

Into my husband’s hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between ns; ere long you are like to 
hear, 

• Dltgnise t /• To make it subject to u« 

instead of acting In obedience to it. 2 1. 1. Our 

ntabes on the road may be completed. y 

ft i »* * A' 
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If you dare venture iu your own behalf, 

A mistress’ command. Wear this ; spare speech ; 

[Giving a Favour. 
Decline your head: this kiss, if it durst speak. 
Would stretch-thy spirits up into the air;— 
Conceive, and fare thee well. • 

iMiii.'Your's iu the raukA of death. 

Gon. My most dear Gloster I 

[Exit Edmond. 

O, the difference of man, and man I To thee, 

A woman's services are due ; my fool 
Usurps my bed. 

Steu. Madam, here comes my lord. 

[Exit Steward. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have beep worth the whistle. * 

Alb. O Gouciil 1 

You are not worth the dust which the rude 
wind 

blows in your face.—I fear your disposition : 
That nature, which contemns its origin. 

Cannot be border'd certain in itself; 

She that herself will sliver t and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither. 
And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb. Wisdom aud goodness to the vile seem 
vile: 

Filths savour but themselves. What have you 
done t 

Tigers, not daughters, what have you per. 
form'd T 

A father, aud a gracious aged man. 

Whose tevereuce the head lugg'd bear would 
lick. 

Most barbarous, most degenerate! have you 
madded. 

Could m) good brother suffer you to do it ? 

A man, a pnnee, by h.m so benefited? 

If tli.it the heavens do not their viaibie spirits, 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences, 
'Twill come. 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself. 

Like monsters of the deep. 

Gon. Mitk-liver’d mau ! 

That bear’st a cheek for blows, a bead for 
wrongs; 

Who bast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering; that not 
know'st, 

Fools do those villains pity, who are punish'd 
lire they have done their mischief. Where's 
thy drum f 

France spieads his banners iu our noiseless 
land ; 

With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats; 

W hilst thou, a moial fool, sit'st still, and cry'st. 
Alack / why docs he so T 
Alb. See thyself, a devil f 
Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So hurt id, as in woman. 

Gon. O vain fool I 

Alb. Thou changed and sclf-cover’d thing, 
for shame, 

Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness 
To let these bauds obey my blood, J 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy fle&h and bones :—Howe'ei thou art a fiend, 
A woman’s shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your manhood now ( 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alb. What news? 

Mess. O my good lord, the Duke of Corn¬ 
wall’s dead ; 

Slain by his servant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloster. 

Alb. Gloster’s eyes I 

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with 
remorse. 


• Worth calling for. t Tear off. 

I Inclination 
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Oppos'd against the art, bending bis sword 3 
To his great master, who, thereat enrag'd. 

Flew on him, and amongst them fell’d H*r 
dead : J 

But not without that harmful stroke. whh k 
since ' 

Hath pluck’d him after. if 

Alb. This shows you are above. 

You justicers, that these our ueiher crime.*— J ' 
So speedily can veoge I—But, O poor Gloster l 
Lost he his other eye ? 

Mess. Both, both, my lord.— 

I bis letter, madam, craves a speedy answer; 

*Tis from yonr sister. 

Gon. [Aside.] One way I like this well; 

But being widow, and my Gloster with her. 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life : Another wa>. 

The news is not so tart.—I’ll read and answer. 

[Ej it. 

Alb. Where was his son, when they did take 
his eyes T 

Mess. Come with my lady hither. 

Alb. He is not here. 

Mess. No, my good lord ; 1 met him back 
again. 

A lb. Knows he the wickedness? 

Mess. Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he inform’d 
against bun; 

Aud quit the house oil purpose, that their pun¬ 
ishment 

Might have the freer course. 

Alb. Gloster, I live 

To thank thee for the io.e thou show'dst the 
king, 

And to revenge thine ejes.—Come bnber, 
friend ; 

Tell me what more thou knowest. [ Exeunt . 

SCEXE III.—The French Camp near Doier 
Enter Kent and a Gentleman. 

Kent. W'hy the king of France is so suddenly 
gone back know >ou the reason 1 
Gent. Something be lett imperfect in the stale. 
Which since his coming forth is thought of , 
which 

Imports to the kingdom so much fear and 
danger. 

That his personal return was most requir’d. 

And necessary. 

Kent. Who hath he left behind him general 1 
Gent. The Mareschal of France, Monsieur 
le Fcr. 

Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any 
demonstration of grief f 
Gent. Ay, Sir; she took them, read them iu 
my presence; 

And now aud tbeu au ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek: it seem'd, she was a queen 
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like 
Sought to be king o’er'ber. 

Kent. Oh 1 then it mov'd her. 

Gent. Not to a rage: paueuce and sorrow 
strove [seen 

Wbo should express her goodliest. You have 
Sunshiue and rain at once : her smiles and 
tears 

Were like a better day: Those happy smiles. 
That play’d on her ripe lip, seem’d uot to kuow 
What guests were iu ber eyes; which parted 
thence. 

As pearls from diamonds dropp'd.—In brief, 
sorrow 

Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all 
Could so become it. 

Gent. Made she no verbal question?* 

Kent. 'Faith, once, or twice, she heav’d the 
name of father 

Pantingly forth, as if it press'd her heart; 

Cried, Sisters! sisters .'—Shame of ladies! 
sisters ! 

Kent! father ! sisters! What ? »’ the storm! 
%*tr.e night! 

• Discourse, conversation. 
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rt vity fft be believed ! •—There the shook 
,ie bolv water from her heavenly eyes, 
tf\ clamour moisten’d : then away she started 
?deai with grief alone. 
wlenl. It is the stars, 
x s,.«rs,;jbove us, govern onr conditions ; t 
tt »te se'f mate and mate could uot beget 
cii difercut Issues. You spoke uot with her 

**** 9 iPTC ! 

Gent. No. 

Kent. Was this before the king return’d T 
£?enf. No, since. 

Kent. Well, Sir : The poor distress’d Lear is 
f i’llie town : 

’io sometime, m his better tune, remembers 
lat we are come alnuil, and by no means 
ill yield to see his daughter. 

Gent . V\ hy, good Sn t 

Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him : his 
own iiukiiidtiess, 

That stripp’d her fiom Ins benediction, turn’d 

her 

To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To lus dog-lieai ted daughters,—-these things 
sting 

His mmd so venomously, that bnruiug shame 
Detains hnn from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman! 

Kent. Of Albany's aud Cornwall’s powers \ 
yon heai d uott 

Gent. 'Tis so ; they are afoot. 

Kent. Well, Sir, i’ll bring you to our master 
Lear, 

And leave you to attend him : some dear cause $ 
W ill in concealment wrap me up awhile; 

When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. [ Lieunt. 

SCENE IV.—The same.—A Tent. 

Enter Cordelia, Physician, and Soldiers. 

Cor. Alack, * •• tis he ; why, he was met even 
now 

As mad as the vex'd sea: singing abnd ; 
Crown'd, with rank fnmiter,Jj and ftwiow weeds. 
With harlocks, * hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-! 
flowers, 

Darnel, aud all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining corn.—A century send forth ; 
.Search e\ery acre in the high grown Held, 

And bring him to our eye. 

[Exit an Officer. 

What can man's wisdom do. 

In the restoring his bereaved sense! 

He, that helps him, take all my outward worth. 

Phy. Theie is means, madam : 

Our fuster-uurse of nature is repose. 

The winch he lacks ; that to piovoke in him. 

Are maii> simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eve of anguish. 

Cor. All bless’d secrets, 

All you utipiiblish’d virtues of the earth, 

Spring with my tears! lie aidant, and remediate, 
In the good man’s distress 1—Seek, seek for 
in m ; 

Le*t his uugovern'd rage dissolve the life 
That w-ants the means to lead it. •• 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes t. Madam, news ; 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. ’Tis known before; our preparation 
stands 

In expectation of them.—O dear father. 

It is thy business that I go about; 

Therefore great France 

My mourning, and important ft tears, hath 
pined. • 

• /. t. Let noi pity be Mppoml to exitL 
T UitpoftHioiti. i Forrre. 

A Important buuncM. | Fa am or/, 

li Charlocki. 

•• / * The reaton which should snide it. 
tt Importunate. 
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| No blown • ambition doth our arms Incite, 

But love, dear love, and our ag’d father's right: 
Soon may I hear and see him. [AUt-nuf. 

SCENE V .— A Room In G luster's Castle. 

Enter Regan and Steward. 

Reg. But are my brother's powers set forth ? 
Slew. Ay, madam. 

Reg. Himself 
In person there! 

Stew. Madam, with much ado : 

Your sister is the belter soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord 
at home ? 

Stew. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sister’s letter to 
him 1 

Stew. 1 know not, lady. 

Reg. Taiili, he is posted hence ou serious 
matter. 

It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being 
out. 

To let Iiiiii live; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts against us: Edmuud, 1 think, is 
gone, 

In pity of his misery, to despatch 
His nighted life ; t moreover, to descry 
The strength u'the enemy. 

Stew. 1 must needs after him, madam, with 
my letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow ; stay 
with us ; 

The wa>s aic dangerous. 

Sleu • I may not, madam ; 

My lady charg'd mv duty in this business. 

Rtg. Whv should she write to Edmund i 
Might not )ou 

Transport hei purposes by word 1 Belike, 
Something—I know not vvhar :—I'll love thee 
much, 

Let me unseal the letter. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather— 

Reg. I know jour lad) does not love her bus- 
hand ; 

I am sure of that: aud, at her late being here. 
She gave strange auliads,; and most speaking 
looks 

To noble Edmund : I know you are of her bo¬ 
som. 

Stew. I, madam 1 

Reg . I speak m understanding; )ou are, 1 
know it : 

Therefore, I do advise you take tins note: $ 

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ; 
Aud more convenient is he tor mv hand. 

Than lor your lady’s:— \oti ma> gather mine. , 
If you do find him, pray you, give him tins ; 
And when your unstress hears thus much tiom 
you, 

I pray, devue her call her wisdom to her. 
bo, fare yon well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on lutn that cuts him oil. 

Slew. 'W'ould I could meet him, madam t I 
would show 

What party 1 do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—The Country near Dover. 

Enter Gloster, and Edgar, dressed tike a 

Peasant. 

Glo. W hen shall we come to the top of that 
same hill 3 

Edg. You do ciiinb up it now : look, bow we 
labour. 

Glo. Metlnnks, the ground is even* 

Edg. Horiihlc steep : 

Hark, do yon hear the seat 
Glo. No, truly. 

• Inflated, awellinr. 
t /.(. Ill* Iite made dark n! night. 

2 A cast. or npiiSnnt g lance of (he eye. 

I Observe what 1 am laying. I inter more. 
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Edg. Why, then your other mbm grow im¬ 
perfect 

By your eyes' anguish. 

Glo. So may it be, indeed: 

Metbinks thy voice is alter'd; and thou 
speak'st 

In lietter phrase, and matter, than thou didst. 
Edg. You are much deceiv'd: m nothing am 
I chang’d. 

But in niy garments. 

Glo. Methmks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, Sir; here’s the place :—stand 
still.—How fearful 

And dizzy ’tis, to cast one's eyes so low 1 
The crows, and choughs, * that wing the mid¬ 
way air. 

Show scarce so gross as beetles: Hall way 
down 

Hangs one that gathers samphire ;f dreadful 
tiade I 

Methinks he stems no bigger than bis head : 

The fishermen that walk upon the beach, 

Appear like mice: and you' tall anchoring 
baik, 

Diminish'd to her cock! f her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight: The murmuring 
surge, 

That on the uunumber’d idle pebbles chafes. 
Cannot be heard so high I’ll look no more; 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topples down headlong. 

Glo. Set me where you staud. 

Edg. Give me your baud : You are now with¬ 
in a foot 

Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would 1 not leap nprigbt. 

Glo. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it a jewel 
Well w 01 ih a poor man’s taking; Fairies, and 
gods, 

Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off; 

Bid me farewell, and let uie bear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare you well, good Sir. 

[Seems to go. 

Glo. With all im heart. 

Edg. Why I do tndc thus with his despair, 
la done to cure it. 

Glo. O you mighty gods I 
Thi«» world 1 do lenouiice; and, in your sights. 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 

It I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quart el with your great opposeless wills, 

$!y snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O blets him !— 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. 

[He leaps and falls along. 
Edg. Gone, Sir T farewell.— 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
T be treasury of life, when life itself 
\ iclds to the theft: Had he been where he 
thought, 

By this, had thought been past.—Alive, or 
dead ? 

Ho, you Sir I friend !—Hear you, Sir t— speak ! 

'1 bus might he pass indeed : U—Yet be revives : 
W hat are you, Sir 1 

Glo Away, and let me die. 

Edg . Had st thou been aught but gossamer, 
feathers, air, 

So many fathom down precipitating, 

Thou bad>t shiver'd like an egg: but thou dost 
breathe ; 

Hast heavy substance: bleed'st not; speak'st; 
art sound. 

Ten masts at each make not the altitude. 

Which thou hast per|»cndlcularly fell; 

Thy life's a miracle: Speak yet again. 

Glo. But have I fallen, or no f 
Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky 
bourn: U * » - - 


* Daw*. t A vegetable gathered for pickling, 

j Her cock-boat. 1 Tumble. 

I Thu* might he die in reality. 

Y i. t. This chalky boundary of England. 
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Look qp a-height;—the shrill-gorg’d • lark 

far * 

Cannot tie seen or beard : do but took op. U 
Glo. Alack, I have no eyes.— 

Is wretchedness depriv'd that tieneflt, *V 

To end itself by death ? ’Twas yet some confer, 
When misery could beguile the tyrait’j rge, , * 
And frustrate his proud will. T. 

Edg. Give me your arm: 

Up So How is't l Feel you your lei's t You 

stand. 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o'tbe cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you T 
Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As 1 stood here below, methought, his 
eyes 

Were two full moons; he had a thousand noses. 
Horns whelk'df and wav'd like the cundged 
sea ; 

It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy fa¬ 
ther. 

Think that the dearest* gods, who make them 
honours 

Of men’s impossibilities, have preserv'd thee. 

Glo. 1 do remember now: beucefoith I’ll 
bear 

Affliction, till it do cry out itself. 

Enough, enough , and, die. That thing you 
speak of, 

I took it tor a man ; often 'twould say, 

The fiend , the Jiend : he W me to that place. 
Edg. Bear tree and patient thoughts.—But 
who comes here 1 

Enter Lear, fantastically dressed up tilth 

Flowers. 

The safer sense will ne'er accommodate 
His master thus. 

lsear. No, they cannot touch me for coining; 

I am the king himself. ✓ 

Edg. o thou side-pterciug sight 1 
Fear. Nature's above art in that respect.— 
There’s your press-money.. That fellow han¬ 
dles his bow like a crow-keeper: draw me a *" 
clothier's yard. $—Look, look, a mouse ! Peace, 
peace ,—tins piece of toasted cheese will do't. 

— 1 here’s my gauntlet ; I’il prove it on a giant. 

—Bring up the brown bills. |)—O, well flown, 
bud 1—i’tbe clout, i'the clout :Y bewgb!—Give 
the word. •• 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

Fear. Pass. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha 1 Goueril!—with a white beard !— 
They flatter’d me like a dog; and told me I bad 
white hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were 
there. To say aye and no to every that I said 
aye and no to, was no good diviuity. When the 
rain came to wet me once, and the wind to make 
me chatter ; when the thunder would not peace 
at my bidding ; there I found them, there I 
smelt them out. Go to, they are not men o’their - 
words: they told me I was every thing; 'tis a 
Ue: 1 am uot ague-proof. 

Glo. The trick ft of that voice I do well re> 
memlier: 

Is’t not the king? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king: 

When I do stare, see, how the subject qnakes. 

I pardon that man’s Life: what was thy cause t— 
Adultery .— 

Thou sbalt not die: Die for adultery! No: 

The wren goes to’t, aud the small gilded By 
Does lecher iu my sight. 

Let copulation thrive, for Gloster's bastard ton 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Got 'tween the lawful sheets. 


* Shrill-tUmnd. 

t Twisted, convolved. t 

I) An MTuvr of a cloth yard long. | Battle-axe* 

t The white mark for archer* to aim at. 

•• The watchword. ff Likeness, manner 
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Act IV. 


luxury, pell-mell, for I lick soldiers.- 
•bold yon’ simpering dame, 

>se face between her forks preaageth snow; 
t minces virtue, and does shake the head 
hear of pleasure’s name ; 
te fitchew, nor the soiled horse, foes to’t 
’Ah a more riotous appetite. * 
jfuBai from the waist they are centaurs* 
bough women all above: 
tu • to the girdle do the fods inherit, t 
eneath is alt the fiends’; there’s hell, there’s 
darkness, 

here is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding, 
teach, consumption ;—Fie, fie, fie I pah; pah 1 
Jive me an ouuce of civet, good apothecary, 
o sweeten my imagination: there’s money for 
hee. 

Glo. O, let me kiss that band I 
Lear. Let me wipe it first; it smells of mor¬ 
ality. 

Glo. O rain’d piece of nature! This great 
world [me T 

ihall so wear oat to nought.—Dost thon know 
Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. 
)ost thou squinv J at met No, do thy worst, 
ilmd Cupid; I’ll not love.—Read thon this 
ballenge; mark but the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see 
one. 

Edg. 1 would not take this from report;—it is, 
Ind my heart breaks at it. 

Lear . Read. 

Glo. What, with the case of eyes t 
Lear, o, ho, are you there with met No 
yes in your head, not no money in your purse ? 
four eyes are in a heavy case, your parse in a 
ight: Yet you see bow this world goes. 

Glo. I see It feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ?. A man may see bow 
bis world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine 
*ars : see bow yon* justice rails upon yon simple 
bief. Hark, in thiue ear: Change places ; and, 
landy-dandy, which is the justice, which is the 
hieff—Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark aha 
>eggar 1 
Glo. Ay, sir. 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur? 
( here thou might'st behold the great image of 
mthority: a dog's obeyed in office. 

Thou rascal beadle, bold thy bloody hand : 

>Vby dost tbou lash that whore f Strip tbiue own 
back; 

Thou hotly lust’st to use her in that kind 
r or which thou whipp’st her. The usurer hangs 
the cozener. 

Through tatter’d clothes small vices do appear; 
lobes, and furr’d gowns, bide all. Plate sin 
with gold, 

tnd the strong lance of justice burtless breaks : 
trm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 
Mone doN offend ; none, 1 say, none; I’ll able 
’em : 

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes; 
tnd, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not.—Now, now, 
now, now: 

Pull off my boots :—harder, harder ; so. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix’d ! 
Reason in madness! 

Lear. If tbou wilt weep my fortunes take my 
eyes. * 

I know thee well enough; thy name is Gloster: 
Thou must be patient; we came crying hither. 
Thou know’st, the first time that we smell the 
air, [me. 

We wawi, and cry :—I will preach to thee; mark 
Glo. Alack, alack the day I 
Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we 
are come 

To this great siage of fools;-This a good 

block ? $ 

’ , * Tom.m. t T ook aaqniiit. 

S JUttir anciently signified the Arad p-irt »f a hut. 


It were a delicate stratagem to shoe «v 
A troop of horse with felt: 1*11 put it In proof; 
And when I have stolen upon these sons-iu-luw. 
Then, kill, kill, kiU, kill, kill, kill. 

• V *• * / 

Enter m Gentleman, uith Attendants. 

Gent. O bare he is, lay band upon him,—Sir, 

Your most dear daughter-■ 

Lear. No rescue f What, a prisoucr? lain 
even 

The natural fool of fortune.—Use me well; 

You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon, 

1 am cut to the brains. 

Gent. Yon shall have any thing. 

Lear . No seconds t all myself t 
Why,.this would make a man, a man of saU, • 
To use his eves for garden water-pots. 

Ay, and for laying autumu’s dust. 

Gent. Good Sir,— 

Lear. 1 will die bravely, like a bridegroom : 
What f 

I will be jovial; come, come; I am a king, 

My masters, know you that? 

Gent. Yon are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there’s life m it. Nay, an >ou 
get it, you shall get it by running. Sa, t>a, sa, 
sa. [Erlf, running ; Attendants Jallow. 

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest 
wretch; 

Past speaking of in a king!—Thou hast one 
daughter. 

Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Winch twain have brought her to. 

Erig. Hail, gentle Sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : What’s your will f 
Edg. Do you hear aught. Sir, of a battle to¬ 
ward ? 

Gent. Most sure, and vulgar : every one hears 
that, 

Which cau distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour. 

How near’s the other army T 
Gent. Near, and ou speedy foot ; the mam 
descry 

Stands ou the hourly thought, t 
Edg. I thank you. Sir: that’s all. 

Gent. Though that the queeu ou special cau*e 
is here. 

Her army is mov’d on. 

Edg. 1 thank you. Sir. [Er-f Gent. 

Glo. You ever-gcutle gods, take tuy breath 
from me; 

Let not my worser spirit t tempt me agate 
To die before you please I 
Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, good Sir, what are you t 
Edg. A most poor man, made taiue by for¬ 
tune’s blows; 

Who, by the art of known and feeling .«onowj*„ 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand 
I'll lead you to some biding. 

Glo. Hearty thanks: 

The bounty and the benisou $ of heatcu 
To boot, and boot 11 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize f Most happy! 

That eyeless head of thiue was first fram’1 
flesh 

To raise my fortunes.—Tbou old unhappy tiai- 
tor. 

Briefly T thyself rememberThe sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glo. Now let tby friendly band 
Put strength enough to it. [Edgar opposes. 

Stew. Wherefore, hold peasant, 

Dar’st thou support a publish'd traitor ? Hence ; 
Lest that the infection of his fortune take 
‘Like hold ob thee. Let go bis arm. 

• I. e. A nan of leara 

t The main body ia expected to be descried eterj Lctr, 
1 Evil genius. 1 lllctaiug. 

| Reward, recoin pence. 

■f Quickie recollect the otiences of tby life. 



Scene VII. 

Edg, Cli’lll not let go, Zir, without further 
'cation. < 

Stew. Let go, slave, or thou diest. 

Brig. Good gentleman, go your gait,* and 
let poor volk pais. And ch'ud ha' been swag- 

£ er*d out of my life, 'twonld uot ha* been so 
>ug as 'tis by a vortnight* Nay, come not 
near the old man; keep out, che vor'ye, or ise 
try whether your costard t or my batZ be the 
harder : Ch'ill be plain with you. 

Stew. Out, dunghill I 

Edg. Ch'ill pick your teeth, Zir : Come; no 
matter n or your foins. $ 

[They fight; and Edcab knocks him 
down. 

Stew. Slave, thou bast slain meVillain, 
take my purse; 

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 

And give the letters, which thou find's! about 
me. 

To Edmund earl of Gloster; seek him out 

Upon the British party :-O untimely death ! 

[Dies. 

Edg. I know thee well: A serviceable vil¬ 
lain ; 

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress. 

As badness would desire. 

Glo. What, is he dead? 

Edg. Sit vou down, father ; rest you.— 

Let’s'see his pockets: these letters; that he 
speaks of, [sorry 

May be iny friends.—He’s dead ; 1 am ouly 
lie had no other death’s-man.—Let us see 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us 
not: 

To know our enemies* minds, we’d rip their 
hearts; 

’1 heir papers, is more lawful. | 

[Reads.] Let our reciprocal votes be remem¬ 
bered. You have many opportunities to cut 
him off • i f your uill want not, time and place 
util be fruitfully offered. There is nothing 
stone, tj he return the conqueror: Then am I 
the prisoner , and his bed my jail; from the 
loathed nainith whereof deliver me, and sup¬ 
ply the place for your labour. 

Y'our wye, (so I would say,) and your 
affectionate servant, 

Gonfril. 

O undistinguish’d space of woman's will I— 

A plot upon her virtuous husband’s life; 

And the exchange, iny brother !—Here, iu the 
sands, 

Thee I’ll rake up, V the post unsanctified 
of murderous lechers: and, in the mature time. 
With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the dentb-practis’d duke : For him *tis well. 
That of thy death and business 1 can tell. 

[Exit Edcab, dragging out the Body. 
Clo. The king is mad : How stiif is my vile 
sense, 

That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows 1 Better 1 were distract: 

So should my thoughts be sever’d from my 
griefs ; 

And woe*, by wrong imaginations, lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Re-enter Edgab. 

Edg. Give me your hand : 

Far off, methinks I hear the beaten dram. 

Come, father. I'll bestow you with a friend. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. — A Tent in the French Camp. — 
Lear on a Bed, asleep : Physician, Gen¬ 
tleman, and others * attending. 

Enter Cordelia and Kknt. 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall 1 live and 
work, 

* Colour way. I Head. S Club. 

Thruata. I To rip their paper* it more Uwfel. 


313 

To match thy goodness! My life will be too 
short, 

And every measure fail me. > . 

Kent. To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o'er- 
paid. 

All my reports go with the modest truth ; 

Nor more, nor clipp'd, but so. 

Cor. Be better-suited: • r 

These weeds are memories! of those worser 
hours; 

I pr*ythce, put them oflf. 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam ; 

Yet to be known, shortens my made intent: * 

My boon 1 make it, that you know me not, 

TUI time and 1 think meet. 

Cor . Then be U so, my good lord.—How 
does the king T [To the Physician. 

Phys. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind gods. 

Cure this great breach in his abused nature! 

The uutun'd and jarriug senses, O wind up 
Of this child-changed father I 

Phys. So please your majesty. 

That we tnay wake the king ? he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and 
proceed 

I'the sway of your own will. Is he array'd? 

Gent. Ay, madam: iu the heaviness of his 
sleep, 

We put fresh garments on him. 

Phys. Be by, good madam, wheu we do 
awake him; 

I doubt uot of bis temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

Phys. Please you, draw near.—Louder the 
music there. 

Cor. O my dear father! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kis» 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have iu thy reverence made! 

Kent. Kind and dear princess! 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these 
white flakes 

Ha4 challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos'd against the warring winds ? 

To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
In the most terrible and muible stioke 
Of quick, cross lightning? to watch, (poor 
perdu!) $ 

With this thin helm ?|| Mine enemy’s dog, 
Though he had hit me, should have stood that 
night 

Against my fire: And wast thou fain, poor 
father, 

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn. 

In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack I 
'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all.—He wakes; speak to 
him. 

Phys. Madam, do you: 'tis fittest. 

Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares 
your majesty? 

Lear. You do me wrong, to take me out o’the 
grave 

Thou art a soul in bliss ; but 1 am bound 
Upon a wheel of tire, that mine owu tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear. You are a spirit, I know; When did 
you die ? 

Cor. Still, still, far wide ! 

Phys. He's scarce awake; let ‘ him alone 
awhile. 

Lear. Where have I been?—W'bere am I?— 
Fair day-light?— 

1 am mightily abus'd.—I should even die with 

pity. 

To see another thus.—I know not what to say.— 
1 will not swear, these are my hauds:—let’s 
see; 


• Drei.nl. ♦ MrmorinU. t Intent formed. 

| The »llu«on ic to the forlorn-hope in an army, 
railed in Frenrh enfant urrdoe. 
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i f eel this pin prick. 'Would I were assur'd 

f my condition. 

Cor. O look upon me. Sir, 

34 nd hold >our bands in benediction o'er me:— 
ftfo. Sir, you must not kneel. 

Eiar. Pray, do not mock me : 

| am a very foolish foud old man, 

iirscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 
fear I am not in my perfect mind, 
lethinks I ’should know jou, and know this 
man : 

fet 1 am doubtful: for 1 am mainly Ignorant 
Vhat place this is ; and ail the skill I have 
temembers not these garments; nor I know 
not 

Where I did lodge last night: Do not laugh at 
me; 

For as I am a nun, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor, Ind so 1 am, J am. 

Etar. Be your tears welt Yes, 'faith. I pray, 
w eep not: 

If yoiuliave poison for me, I will drink it. 

I know, you do not lo\e me ; for your sisters 
Have, as 1 do remember, done me wrong. 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

J.ear. Am 1 in France t 
Kent. In jour own kingdom, Sir. 

Dear. Do not abuse me. 

JP/iys. Be comforted, good madam : the great 
rage, . . 

You see is cur'd in him : and vet it is danger 
To make bun even * o’er the tune he lias lost. 
Desire lum to go in; trouble him no more, 

Till lurther settling. 

Cor. Will't please >our highness walk! 

Dear. You must bear with me : 

Pray now, torget and forgive: I am old and 
foolish. 

[fut unt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, 
and Attendants. 

Gent. Holds it true, Sir, 

That the duke of Cornwall was so slain? 

Kent. Most certain, Sir. 

Gent. Who is conductor of his people ? 

Kent. As 'tis said, 

The bastard son of f»luster. 

Gent. They say, Edgar, 

Ht-> ban^h'd son, is with the earl of Kent 
In German). 

Kent. Report is changeable. 

'Tis ume to look about; the powers t o'tiie 
kingdom 
Approach apace. 

A t/if. The arbitrament; is like to be a bloody. 
Fare vou well. Sir. [Aj it. 

Kent. My point and period will be thoroughly 
wrought, 

Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought. 

[Kxit. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE J.—The Camp of the British Forces, 
near Dover. 

Enter, uHth Drums, and Colours, Edmund, 
Regan, Officers, Soldiers, and others. 

Edm. Know of the duke, if his last purpose 
bold; 

Or, whether since he is advis’d by aught 
To change the course : He's full of alteration. 
And s< If-reproving : bring his constant pleasure. $ 

[To an Officer , who foes out. 
Ref. Our sister’s man is certainly miscarried. 
Edm. ’Tis to be doubted, madam.. 

Ref. Now, siveet lord. 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 

• To reconcile it to hie opprehencion. 

t 1-ovcn. X 1>CCIS10U. 

I His fettled re«cluiivo 


Tell me,—but truly,—but then speak the truth. 
Do >ou not love my sister? 

Edm. lit konoui’d love. V . ' 

Reg. But have you never fouud my brother s 

way 

To the forefended * place ? 

Edm. That thought abases t you. 

Reg. 1 aui doubtful that you have been con 
junct 

And bosom’d with her, as far as we call hers. 
Edm. No, by miue honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her: Dear my lord. 
Be not familiar with her. * 

Edm. Fear me not 
She, and the duke her busbaud,- 

Enter Albany, Gonssil, and Soldiers. 
Con. I had rather lose the battle than that 
sister 

Should loosen him and me. 

All). Our very loving sister, well be met.— 
Sir, this I hear, —ihe kiug is come to his 
daughter, 

With otheis, whom the rigour of our state 
Forc’d to cry out. Where I could not he honest, 
I never jet was valiant: for this business. 

It touches us as Frauce invades our land. 

Not bolds; the king; with others, whom, 1 
fear. 

Most just and heavy causes make oppose. $ 

Edm. Sii, vou speak nobly. 

Reg. W h> is this reason’d ? 

Gon. Combine together 'gainst the enemy : 

For these domestic and paiticulai broils 
Alt not to question here. 

Alb. Let us then determine 
With the ancient of wai on our proceeding*. 
Edm . I shall attend >ou presently at your 
tent. 

Reg. Sister, you'll go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

Reg. 'Tis most convenient; pray you, 

with us. . . _ 

Gotu O, ho, l know the riddle: [Awi/f.! I 
will go. 

As they arc going out, enter Edgar disguised. 
Edg. If e’er your grace had speech with man 
so poor. 

Hear me one word. 

Alb. I’ll overtake >on.—Speak. 

[Exeunt Edmund, Regan, Comer il, Offi¬ 
cers, Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Edg. Before >ou hgbt the bailie, ope this 
letter. 

If vou have victory, let Uie trumpet sound 
For him that brought it: wretched though I 
seem, 

1 can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there: If you miscairv* • • 
Your business of the world hath so an end. 

And machination ceases. |i Foitune love you I 
Alb. Slay till I have read the letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it. , , 

When tune shall serve, let but the herald cry 

And I'll appear again. , i 

Alb. Why, fare thee well; I will o'erlook 

thy paper. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm. The enemy’s in view; draw up your 
powers . 

Here is the guess of their true strength ana 

forces 

By diligent discovery but year haste 
Is now urg'd ou you. „ 

Alb. We will greet the Ume. T *f' r _ 

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my 
love ; 

• Forbidden t on yon. . ■ 

X I. c. Embolden* him. S Onnoiinon. 

t l.e. All de»ign> BRninM jrouv lifo will huve on cud. 

^ lie ready tu mod ibe occosiou. 



Scene II. 

Each jealous of the other, as the ftaue * 

Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take I 
Both ? one 1 or neither 1 Neither can be enjoy'd. 
If hath remain alive : To take the widow. 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril; 

And hardly shall I carry out uiy side,* 

Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll use 
His countenance for the battle; which being 
done. 

Let her, who would be rid of him, devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia,— 
The battle done, and they within our power. 
Shall never see Ins pardon: for my state 
Stands ou me to defeud, not to debate. [Exit. 

SCEXE II.—A Field between the Two 

iJumps • 

Alarum within.—Enter, with Drum and Co¬ 
lours, Lear, Cordelia, and their Forces ; 
and Exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Glostkr. 

Ed*, Here, father, take the shadow of this 
tree 

For your cood host; pray that the right may 
thn\e : 

If e\cr I return to you again. 

I'll bring you comfort. 

Glo. Grace go with you. Sir! [Erif Edgar. 
Alurums ; afterwards a Retreat.—Re-enter 
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Edm, Take them away. 

Lear, Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, "Af 

The gods themselves throw incense. Have 
caught thee 1 - - 

He that parts us shall bring a brand from * 
heaven. 

And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes; 

The goujeers • shall devour them, flesh, anil 
fell, t 

Ere they shall make os weep: we’ll see them 
starve first. 

Come. 

[Exeunt Lear, and Cordelia guarded . 

Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark. 

Take thou this note; [Giving a Payer. ] go, 
follow them to prison : 

One step i have advanc'd thee; if thou dost 

As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 

To uobie fortuues : Know thou this,—that men 

Are as the time is: to be teuder-tumded 

Does not become a sword :—Thy great employ* 
nient 

Will not bear question either say, thou'lt 
do't. 

Or thrive by other means. 

Off. I'll do’t, my lord. 

Edm. About rt; and write happy, when thou 
hast done. 

Mark,—l say, instantly ; aud carry it so. 

As 1 have set it down. 

Off. 1 taiiuot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ; 

If it be man's work, 1 will do it. 

[Exit Or F1CER 
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Edgar. 

Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, 
away ; 

King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en : 
One me thy hand, come on. 

(, to. No further, Sir ; a man may rot even here. 
Edg. Wlut, hi ill thoughts again T Meu must 
> ciiduie 

Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ri| lenesH is all : ♦ Come on. 

Glo. And that’s due too. [Exeunt. 

SCE.\E III.—The British Camp near Dour. 

Entir, in Conquest, tilth Drum and Colours, 
Edui.nd, Lear and Cordelia, as Pn - 
Aomrs ; Ojjuirt, Soldiers, 4 c. 

Edm. Some officers take them away : good 
guard ; 

Until their greater pleasures first he knonu 
That are to cetisuie; them. 

('or. We are not the first, ' 

Who, null best meaning, have incurr'd the 
worst. ~ v . i/ 

For ibee, oppressed king, am I cast dnwu; 

My sell' could else out-lrowii false fortune's 
frown.— 

Shall we not see these ^tughters, and these 
sisters 1 

Lear. No, no, no, no 1 Come, let's away to 
prison : 

We two alone will sing like birds i’the cage: 
When thou dost ask my blessing. I’ll kneel 
down. 

Ami ask oi thee forgiveness: So we’ll live. 

And pray, aud sing, aud tell old tales, and 
laugh 

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rognes 
Talk of court news : and we'll talk with them 

too,— 

Who loses and who wins; who’s in, who’s 

out ; — 

And lake upon us the mystery of thinas,^..,* . 
As if we w-ere GikJ's spies; And we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great 
ones, v * *• 

That ebb aud flow by the moon. N 


Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regal, 
Officers, and Attendants. 

Alb . Sir, you have shown to-day your val¬ 
iant strain. 

And fortune led .you well : You have the cap¬ 
tives 

Who were the opposites of this day's stufe : 

He do require them of you ; so to use them. 

As we shall find their merits aud our saltly 
Mav equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 
To 6end the old aud miserable king 
To some rt teutiou, and appointed guard; 

Whos** age has chainis in it, whose utle more, 
To pluck the common bosom on his side. 

And turn our impress'd lances in out eyes - 
Winch do command them. With him I sent Uie 
queen ; 

My reasou all the samq; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at tuither space to appear 
Wbeie yon shall hold your session. At this 
time, 

0Ve sweat, aud bleed : the fiiend bath lost his 
friend ; 

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd 
By those that feel their sharpuess :— 

The question ot Cordelia, and her father. 
Requires a fitter place, i 
Alb. Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you but a subject of this war. 

Not as a biother. . 

Keg. That's as we list to grace him. < v v 
Meiiuuks our pleasure might have been de¬ 
manded. 

Ere vou had spoke so far. He led our powers ; 
bore the commission of my place and person ; 
The which immediacy J| may well stand up. 

And call itself your brother. 

Con. Not so hot: 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself. 

More than in your advancement. 

Reg. In my tights. 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Con. That were the most, if he should hus¬ 
band you. 

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 


• F. e. Mike my party food. 
lie To l>« ready prepared. Is all. 
t I*o»» judgment on thru. 


• The French disease. f Skin. 

t Adam of debate. 

ITobe discourseJ of in greater privacy. 
| Authority to act ou his own judgment. 



316 


KING LEAR . Act V. 


Gon. Holloa, holloa! 

That eye that told you so, look’d but a-squint. • 
f~£ Reg. Lady, 1 am uot well; else 1 should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach.—General, 

^Take thon my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony; 
Dispose of them, of me; the walls are thine : 
Witness the. world, that 1 create thee here 
My lord ahd master. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him t 
Alb. The let-alone t hes uot iu your good 
will. 

Ed in. Nor In thine, lord. 

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title 
thine. [7b Edmund. 

Alb. Stay yet; .bear reason:—Edmund, I 
arrest thee 

On capital treason; aud, in thy arrest. 

This gilded serpent: [Pointing to Gon.] —for 
your claim, fair sister, 

I bar It in the interest of my wife ; 

'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord. 

And J, her husband, contradict yonr bans. - ^ 

If you will marry, make yonr love to me. 

My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude! 

Alb . Thou art arm'd, Gloster:—Let the 
trumpet sound: 

If none appear to prove upon thy person, 

Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons, 

There is my pledge ; [Throwing doun a Glove.] 
I'll prove it on tby heart, 

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 

Reg. Sick, O, sicki 

Gon. If uot, I’ll ne'er trust poison. [Aside. 
Edm. There’s iny exchange: [Throwing doun 
a Glove.] what m the world be is 
That names me traitor, villain-Jike he lies: 

Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach. 

On him, on you, (who not Y) 1 will maintain 
Mj truth and honour flrinly. 

Alb. A herald, ho I 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald ! 

Alb. Trust to thy single virtue! J for thy sol¬ 
diers. 

All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. This sickuess grows upon me. 

Enter a Herald. 

Alb. She Is not well; convey her to my tent. 

[Exit Regan, led. 
Come hither, herald,—Let the trumpet sonud,— 
And read out this. 

Off. Sound, trumpet. [A Trumpet sounds. 

Herald reads. * 

If any man of quality or degree , u ithin the 
lists of the army , will maintain upon Ed¬ 
mund, supposed earl of Gloster, that he is 
a manifold traitor , let him appear at the 
third sound of the trumpet: He is bold in his 
defence. 


Edm. Sound. 
Her. Again. 
Hit. Agaiu. 


1 Trumpet. 

2 Trumpet. 
[3 Trumpet. 

[Trumpet answers within. 


Enter Edgar, armed , preceded by a Trumpet. 

Alb. Ask him bis purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o'tbe trumpet. 

Her. V hat are you t 

Tour name, )our quality? and why you answer 
Thp» present summons? 

Edg. Know, my name Is lost; 

By treasons tooth bare-pnawn, and cankerbit; 
Yet ani I noble, as the adversary 
I come to cope withal. 

Alb. W hich is that adversary ? 

• Alluding to the proterb • *' Love being jenlout 
Biakef a good r\c look a-iqmnt." 

t The bmdcrai.ee. j 1. e. Valour 


Edg. What's be, thst speaks for Edmund earl 
of Gloster ? 

Edm. Hiuiself;—What say'at thou to him ? 
Edg. Draw thy sword; 

That, if my speech oflfeud a noble heart, 

Tby arm may do thee Justice : here is mine. 
Behold it Is the privilege of mine tpxiours. 

My oath and my profession : 1 protest,— 
Maugre* thy strength, youth, place, aud emi¬ 
nence. 

Despite thy victor sword, and flre-new fortune. 
Thy valour, and tby heart,—thou art a traitor: • 
False to thy gods, thy brother, aud thy lather; 
Consplraul 'gainst this high illustrious prince ; 
And, from the extreuiest upward of thy head. 

To the descent and dust beneath thy feet, 

A most toad-spotted traitor. Sav thou. No, 

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are 
bent 

To prove upon tby heart, whereto I speak 
Thou Uest. 

Edm. In wisdom I should ask tby name : t 
But, since tby outside looks so fair and war¬ 
like, %. [breathes. 

And that thy tongue some 'sav* of bleeding 
What safe and nicely 1 might well delay 
By rule of kuighthood, 1 disdaiu aud spuiu : 

Back do I toss these treasous to tby bead ; 

With the hell-hated lie o’erwhelin thy heart; 
Which, (for they yet glance by, aud scarcely 
bruise,) [waj, 

This sword of mine shall give them instant 
Where they shall rest for e\ei.—Trumpets, 
speak. 

[Alarums. — They fight. — Lduiud falls. 
Alb. O save him, save him 1 
Gon. This is mere practice, 5 Gloster : 
by the law of arms, thou wast uot bound to 
answer 

An unknown opposite: tbou art not vanquish'd. 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame. 

Or with this paper shall I stop it:—Hold, Sir:— 
Thou worse than any name, read thine own 
evil:— 

No tearing, lady ; I perceive, you know it. 

[Gives the Letter to LbML'ND. 
Gon. Say, if 1 do; the laws aie mine, not 
Who Bhall arraign me for't? [thine : 

Alb. Most moustroi s 1 
Know'st tbou this paper f 
Gon. Ask me <«ol what I know. 

[Exit GonF iui.. 
Alb. Go after her : she's desperate ; govern 
her. [To an Officer, uho gots out. 
Edm. What you have charg'd me with, that 
have 1 done; [out; 

And more, much more : the time will bung it 
'Tis past, and so am I: But what art thou, , 
That hast this fortune on ine ? If thou art noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let's exchaqpe charity. 

I am uo less in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 

If more, the more tbou bast wrong’d me. 

My name is Edgar, and thy father's son. 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant uces 
Make instruments to scourge us: 

The dark aud vicious place where thee he got. 
Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Tbou hast &poken right, 'tis true ; 

The wheel is coine full circle : I am here. 

Alb. Melbouglit, thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness:—1 must embrace thee ; 

Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did bate thee, or thy father t 
Edg. Worthy prince, 

1 know it well. 

Alb. Where have you bid yourself? [ther ? 
How have you kuowu the misenes of your fa- 
jEdg. By nursing them, my lord.—List y a 
btief tale;— 

• Notwithstanding. 

t Rerun** If hit adrcriir) ««> not cf cqtiil rnnii, HJ 
mund uni:lit hava declined the combat 

l Sample. f htr*lagcui. | Iltjr. 






n 



Scene III. KING 

And, when ’(is told, O that ruy heart would 
burst!— 

The bloody proclamation to escape. 

That follow’d me so near, (O our lives* sweet* 
ness 1 

That with the pain of death we’d hourly die, 
Rather than die at once I) taught me to shift 
Into a madniju’b rags; to assume a sem¬ 

blance 

That very dogs disdain’d: and In this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings. 

Their precious stones new lost; became his 
guide, [despair: 

Led him, beg«*d for him, sav'd him from 
Never (O fault I) reveal’d myself unto him. 

Until some half hour past, when I was arm'd. 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 

I ask’d his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage: But his flaw’d 

heart, 

(4lack, too weak the conflict to support!) 

*Twi\t two extremes of passion, joy and grief. 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm. Tbis*speech of your’s hath mov’d me. 
And shall, perchance, do good: but speak 
you on; 

You look as you had something more to say. 

Alb. If there be more, more woeful, bold it 
in ; 

For I am almost ready to dissolve. 

Hearing of this. 

Ed". This would have seem’d a period 
To such as love not sorrow * but another. 

To amplify too much, woulf make much more, 
And top extremity. [man, 

Whilst I was big In clamour, came there a 
Who having seen me in my woist estate, 
Shunn’d my abhorr’d society : but then, fluding 
Who 'twas that so eudur’d, with his stroug 
arms 

lie fasten’d on iny neck, and bellow’d out 
As he'd burst heaven ; threw him on my fa¬ 
ther ; 

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and bun. 
That ever ear receiv’d : which in recounting 
His gnef giew piu^aiit, and the strings of life 
Be^au to crack: 1 wire then the trumpet 

sounded. 

And theie I left him tranc’d. 

Alb. Lut who was this t 
Edg. Kent, Sir, the banish’d Kent: who in 
disguise 

Follow’d bis enemy king, aud did him service 
Improper for a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman hastily , with a bloody 

Knife. 

Gent. Help l help ! O help ! 

J •*". What kind of help t 
Alb. Speak, mail. 

Edg. What means that bloody knife I 
Gent. *Tis hot, it smokes ; 

It came even from the heart of— 

Alb. Who, maul speak. 

Gent. Your lady. Sir, your lady: and her 
by liei is poison’d ; she confesses it. [sister 
Edm. I was contracted to them both; all 
Now inarry in an instant. [three 

Alb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or 
dead I— 

This judgment of the heavens, that makes 11 s 
tieuible. 

Touches us not with pity. [fTatt Gentleman. 

Enter Kent. • 

Ed". Here comes Kent, Sir. 

Alb. O it is he. 

The time will not allow the compliment. 

Which very manners urges. 

Rent. I am come 

To bid iny king and master aye • good night; 
is he not here? 

Alb. Great tiling of us forgot!— 
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Speak, Edmund, where's the king? and when's 
Cordelia !— 

See’st thou this object, Kent 1 

[The Bodies oj Goneril and Rlca 
are brought in. 

Kent . Alack, why thus 1 
Edm. Yet Edmund was helov’d : 

The one the oilier poison’d for my sake, 

Aud alter slew herself. 

Alb. Even so.—Cover their faces. 

Edm. I pant foi life:—Some good I mean to 
do. 

Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send,— 
Be brief in it,—to the castle; for my win 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia 
Nay, seud in time. 

Alb. Run, run, O run— 

Edg. To wb% iny lord l —Who has the oflicc ? 
seud 

Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on ; take my sword. 

Give it the captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. [£Lrif Edgar. 
Edm. He hath commission from thy wife 
and me 

To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair. 

That sbe fordid herself. ■ 

Alb. The gods defend her! Bear him hence 
awhile. [Edmord ?x borne of'. 

Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his 
Arms ; Edgar, Officer, and others. 

Lear* Howl, bowl, howl, howl!—O you are 
meu of stones; 

Had 1 your tongues and eyes. I’d use them so 
That heaven’s vault should crackO she is 
gone foa ever I— 

I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She’s dead as earth ;—Lend me a looking-glass ; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this tne promis’d end 1 1 
Edg. Or image of that horror 1 * 

Alb. Fall, and cease 1 + 

Lear. This feather stirs : she lives ! if it be so, 
It is a chance tbat does redeem all sorrows 
That ever 1 have felt. 

Kent. O my good master 1 [Kneeling. 

Lear. Pr’ythee, away. 

Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors 
alii [ever!— 

I might have sav’d liei ; now she’s gone foi 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha 1 
What is’t thou say’st ?—Her* voice was ever 
soft, [man:— 

Gentle, and low; ail excellent tiling in wo- 
1 kill’d the slave that was a hanging t^. 

Off. Mis true, uiy lords, he did. 

Lear. Did 1 not, fellow! [chion 

I have seen the day, will) my good biting faul■ 
I would have made them 6kip: 1 am old now. 
And these same crosses spoil me.—Who are 
you ? [straight. 

Mine eyes are none o’the best:—I’ll tell you 
Kent. If fortune brag of two sbe lov’d and 
One of them we behold. [hated, 

Lear. This is a dull sight: Are you not 
Kent! 

Kent. The same: [Cains t 

Your servant Kent: Where Is your seivant 

Jjcar. He’s a good fellow, I can tell you 
that; [rotten. 

He’ll strike, and quickly too He’s dead ami 

Kent. No, uiy good lord; I am the very 
man;— 

Lear. I’ll see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of difference ami 
Have follow’d your sad steps. [decay, 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

• Destroyed herself. 

t The cud of the world, or the horrible circumstsn 
ccs preceding it ? 

t I. e. Die ; Albany speaks lo Lear. 


* For ever. 
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Kent . Nor no man eta; alPs cheerless, dark, 
and deadly.-— t 

Tour eldest daughters have fore-doom'd thcm- 

* selves. 

And desperately are dead. 

Lear, Ay, so I think. 

Alb. He knows not what be says; and vain 
That we present us to him. [it is 

Edg. Very bootless. • 

Enter an Officer. 

Off. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alb. That's but a trifle here.— 

You lords, and uoble friends, know oor intent. 
What comfort to this great decay f may couie. 
Shall be applied : For us, we will resign. 

During the life of tins old majesty. 

To him our absolute power ^You, to your 
rights; [To Edgar and Kent. 

With boot, 0 ! and sush addition $ as your houours 
Have more than merited*!—Ail friends shall 
taste 

The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deserviugs.—O see, see 1 
Lear. And my poor foolU is hing'd! No, no, 
no life: 

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 

• UkImi. t I .«. Lear. t Benefit. S Title*. 
I Peer/a*!, in the tune of Sfc*k»|»e«re_»u maexBYfi- 

mou ol eaikenacBt. ■< CT 
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And thou no breath it ill f O thou wilt come 
no more. 

Never, never, never, never, never 1— 

Pray you, undo this button: Thank you. Sir.— 
Do you see this? Look on her,—look,—her 
lips,— 

Look there, look there!— [//* diet 

Edg. He faints 1—My lord, my lord,— 

Kent. Break, heart; I pr'ytbee, break ! 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent . Vex not his ghost: O let him pass: * 
he hates him. 

That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. O he is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endnr'd so long. 
He but usurp'd his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence.—Our present 
business 

Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you twain 

[To Kent and Edgar. 
Rule In this realm, and the soi'd state sustain. 

Kent* I have a jouruev, sir, shortly to go; 

My master calls, aud 1 must not say, no. 

Alb. The weight of this sad time we must obey ; 
Speak what we feci, not what we ousht to say. 
The oldest bath borue most: we, that are young. 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

[Exeunt t with a dead Murcia 

• Die. 



MACBETH. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

IS this n»tch!m tragady Shakspcare hu closely adhered to historical fart, excepting that Banquo, oat of com¬ 
pliment to bia descendant J ante a I. it excluded from all participation in the murder of Duncan. In the reigr. 
of Charlea 11. the song* of tile witchea were act to music by the celebrated Matthew Lock, and the play re¬ 
garded as a semi-opera. The ghoata and witchea, though admirably pourtrayed, have been censured as an msuit 
to common seme i and cautious have been held out to the young and uiiinioratcd against imbibing the absurd 
principles of fatalism which are seemingly countenanced in many pans of this piece. Uut in the time of 
Sbakspeare, the doctrine or witchcraft was at once established by Ian and by faehiou , and it became not only 
enpolit-, but criminal, to doubt it.—King James bimscll in his dialogues of Damonologie, re-printed in Lon¬ 
don aoon after his succession, has speculated deeply on the illusions of spirits, the compact of witches, kc.; 
■ud our dramatist only turned to his advantage a system uniicrsally admitted. In representation, some un¬ 
interesting scenes are omitted ; many of the witches’ dialogues adapted to beautiful music, and a song or two, 
probably w r.tten by Sir W. Davenaut, added to the parts, Betterton, amidst many bad alterations, hit upon 
the plan of making the witches deliver all the prophecies, by winch a dial of the trap-work is avoided , and 
Garrick substituted some excellent passages to be uttered by Macbeth, whilst expiring, in lieu of the disgust¬ 
ing exposure o( his head by Macduff. The neatest criticism upon the play, and the most concise record of its 
historical facts, arc contained in the following extract Irom a standard publication : “ Macbc-th nourished in 
Scotland about the middle of the teuth century. At this period Duncan was king, a mild and humane prince, 
but not nt all possessed of the genius requisite for governing a country so turbulent, and so infested by the in¬ 
trigues and animosities of the great Macbeth, a powerful nobleman, and nearly allied to ibe crown. Not con¬ 
tented with curbing the king's authority, carried still turiher his mad ambition ; he murdered Duncan at In¬ 
verness, and then seized upon the throne. 1'earuig lest his ill-gotten power should be stripped from him. 
he chased Malcolm Kenmore, the son and heir, into England, and put to death Mac Gill and banquo, the two 
most powerful men in his dominions. Macduff next becoming the objsct of his suspicion, he escaped mto 
Kugl in.i , but the inhuman usurper wreaked his vengeance on his wile and children, whom be caused to be 
c ruclly butchered. Si ward, whose daughter was married to Duncan, embraced, by Edward's orders, the pro¬ 
tection of his distressed family. He marched an army into Scotland, and having defeated and killed Macbeth 
in b iltlr, he restored Malcolm to the throne of his ancestors. T he tragedy founded upon the history of Mac- 
Lr»h, though contrary to the rules of the drama, contains an inhm*y of beauties nnil respect to language, 
chirac ti r, passion, and incident ; and is thought to be one of the very best pieces of the very best masters in 
this kind of w ruing that the world eTer produced. The danger of ambition is well described, and the passions 
are dinned to their true endsy go that it is not only admirable as a poem, but one of the most moral pieces 
exiting.” 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS. 


Punt an. King of Scotland. 

Bfu.coi.w, \ . » 

POMLHA.N,) hlS SlWS ’ 

l"’ 1 ( ’ cnerals °f the King's Army. 

Mac n fe, 

\, 

Rosni , 

MrN I PTH, 

Anci's 
CaTH NFSS, 

Fleancl, Son to Ban quo. 

Siw ah u, Earl of Northumberland, General 
of the l nghsh Forces. 

Young Siwaru, his Sou. 


Noblemen of Scotland. 


S l vi o n , an Officer attending on Macbeth • 
Son to Macdujf. 

An English Doctor.—A Scotch Doctor . 

A Sulaicr.—A Porter.—An old Man. 


Lady Macbeth. 

Lady Macduff. - 

C* ntteHainan attending on Lady Maclmh. 
Hlcate, and three h itches. 


Lords , Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers , Mur* 
doers, Attendants, and Messengers. 

The Ghost of Banquo, and several other 
Apparitions. 


Scene., In the end of the fourth act, lies in Encland; through the rest of the play, in ScotUiud; 

and, clnefl), at Macbeth's Castle. 


ACT I. 

SCENE /.—An open Place . 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter threcW itcties. 

1 h itch. When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in nun 1 

2 h itch. When the htirl)htirly v s• done, * 
When the battle’s lost and won » 

• Tumult. 


3 hitch. That will be ere set of sun. 

1 hitch. Where the place 1 

2 If itch. Upon the heath : 

3 II itch. There to meet Macbeth. 

1 hltih. I come, Gra)inalkinl <<« 

All. Paddock calls -Anon.— r 

Tan is foul, and foul is fair: 

Hover thiough the fog and filthy air. 

r WiTCBEi vanish. 
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SCENE II.—A lamp near Fores. 

Alarum ulthin. Enter King Duncan, Mal¬ 
colm, Don albiin, Lenox, with Attend- 
r . ants, meeting a bleeding Soldier. 

Pun. Whit bloody man is that? He cau re¬ 
port, * . 

As seemeth by his pligh t, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. This b the sergeant, 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
'Gainst my captivity Hail, brave frieud J 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil. 

As thou didst leave it. 

Sold. Doubtfully it stood ; 

As two speut swimmers, that do cling together. 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdon- 
wald 

(Worthy to be a rebel ; for to that 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do swarm upon him,) from the western isles, 

Of kernes and gallowglasse* is supplied;* 

And fortune, on his damned quarrel t smiling, 
Show’d like a rebel's whore : But all's too weak : 
Tor brave Macbeth, (well' he deserves that 
name,) ’ * 

Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel. 
Which smok’d with bloody execution. 

Like valour's million 

Carv’d out his pftsage, till be fac’d the glgve; 
And ne’er shook bands, nor bade farewell to 
him, ' * * > 

Till lie miseain^d him from the p&ye to the chaps. 
And fix’d his bead npou our battlements. 

J)un. O valiaut cousin', worthy geutlcman! 
Sold. As whence the sun 'gins his reflection^ 
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break'; 
So fiom that spring, whence comfort seem'd to 
come. 

Discomfort* swells. Mark, king of Scotland, 
• mark: ’ 

No sooner justice had, with valour arm'd, 
CompeU'd these skipping kernes to trust their 
heels; 

Rut the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage. 

With furbish’d arms and uew supplies of men, 
Began a fresh assault. 

Pun. Dismay’d not this 
Our captains, Macbeth aud Banquo? 

Sold. Yes ; 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 

If I say sooth, 9 1 must report they were 
As cannons Q overcharg’d with double cracks ; 

So they 

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe : 

Except they meant to bathe iu reeking wounds. 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 

I cannot tell:- 

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Pun. So well thy words become thee, as thy 
• wounds ; 

They smack of honour both Go, get him sur- 
geous. [Exit Soldier, attended. 

Enter Ro»se. -»-*nrwr<- 


Confronted him with self-comparisons, * ' * 
Point against point,rebellious, aim 'gainst arm, 
Curbing his lavish spirit: And, to conclude, , 

The victor) fell 011 us;- 

Pun. Great happiness I 
Hosse. That now 

Sweno, the Norway*’ king, craves composition ; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, , 
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes’ inch,* '• 
Ten thousand dollars to onr general use. 

Pun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall 
deceive ‘ *•' 

Our bosom interest:—Go, pronounce Ills death. 
And .with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Fosse. I'll see it done. 

Pun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath 
won. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—A Heath.—Thunder. 
Enter the three Witches. 

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ? 

2 Witch. Killing swine. 

3 Witch. Sister, where tbou ? 

L Witch. A Sailor's wife bad chcsnuts in bet 
lap, 

Aud mounch'd, and monneh'd, and mouuch’d 
Give me , quoth 1 ; 

Aroint thee, t witch J the rump-fed rouyou ; 
cries. 

Her husbaud’s to Aleppo gone master o'the 
But in a sieve l’il thither sail, [Tiger : 

And, like a rat without a tail. 

I’ll do, I’ll do, l’il do. 

2 Witch. I’ll give thee a wind. 

1 Witch. Theu art kind. 

3 Hitch. And 1 another. 

1 Hitch. 1 myself have all the other; 

And the very ports they blow. 

All the quartets that they know 
1 'the sbipnian’s card. 9 
1 will draiu him dry as hay: 

Steep shall, neither night nor day. 

Hang upon his pent-house lid; 

He shall live a man forbid ; U 
Weary sev’n-nights, nine times nine. 

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 

Though his bark cannot be lost. 

Yet it shall be teuipest-toss’d. 

Look what 1 have. 

2 Hitch. Show me, show me. 

1 Witch. Here 1 have a pilot’s thumb. 
Wreck’d, as homeward he did come. 

[Drum uithih. 

3 Witch. A drum, a drum ; 

Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weird sisters, IT hand in baud, 
Posters of the sea aud land. 

Thus do go about, about ; 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 

And thrice again, to make up nine: 

Peace 1—the charm’s wound up. 

Ehter Macbeth and Banquo. 


W ho comes here ? 

j Mai. The worthy thane of Rosse. 

Pen. What a haste looks through Ips eyes 1 
So should he look? . V 

i hat seems to speak things strange. 

Jlosse. God save the king 1 

Pun. W hence cam'st thou, worthy thane ? 

Horse. From Fife, great king, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout** the sky. 
And fan onr people cold. 

Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 

A s si sled b> that most disloyal traitor 

The thane of Cawdor, *gan a dismal conflict: 

Till that Bellona's bndegroom.tt lapp’d in proof,£ 

• They were light and heavy armed troopa. 
t Cau**. 1 The opposite to comfort. $ Truth. 

9 Cannons wire not luveuted until some centuries 
after tins period. 

^ 31 *kc another Golgotha as memorable as the first. 

*• Mock. _ tl Shakspcare meant Mars. 

II Defended by armour ol proof. 


Mach. So foul and fair a day I have not seen 
Ban. How far is*t call’d to l ores ?—W bat 
are these. 

So wither'd and so wild in their attire: 

That look not like the inhabitants o’llie earth. 
And yet are ou'i ? Live you ? or arc y ou aught 
That mail may question ? You seem to uudet 
stand me, 

By each at once her choppy Anger laying 
Upon her skinny lipsYou should be women, 
And yet your beards foibid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

Much. Speak, if yon can ;—What are you? 

1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth 1 hail to thee, 
thane of Glands I 


• A small island in the Trith of Edinburgh, 
t Avaunt, begone. t A scabby woman. 

) Sailor’s chart. I Accursed. 

T f rophrttc sisters t the fates of the norlbcru nations, 
the three haud-inaids of Odm. 

\ 





Scene III. 


MACBETH. 


321 


2 WUrh . All liail. Macbeth ! bail to thee. In which addition, * hail, most worthy thane! 

At. .... . C /* __1 - ■ 1'.. t* 1. iL.... 


tli.uie of Cawdor I 

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! that shall be 
king hereafter. 

Ban. Good Sir, why do you start, and seem 
to fear 

Things that do sound so fair t—Pthe name of 
truth. 

Are ye fantastical • or that indeed 

Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 


For it is thiue. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true ? 

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives: Why do 
yon dress me 
In borrow'd robes ? 

Ang. W'ho was the thane, lives yet; 

Out under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway ; or did line the rebel 


You gieet with present grace, and great pre- With hidden help aud vantage ; or that with 
diction both 

Of nohle having, t and of royal hope, [not: He labour'd in bift country's wreck, I know not; 
That lie seems rapt J withal ; to me you speak But treasons capital, confess'd and prov’d. 


If you can look into the seeds of time. 

And say which grain will grow, mud which will 
not; 

.‘•peak then to me, who neither beg nor fear 
^ our favours nor your bate. 

1 Witch. Hail l 

2 Witch. Halil 

3 Witch. Hail I 

1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 


Have overthrown him. 

Much. Glamis and thane of Cawdor : 

The greatest is behind.—Thanks for yom 
pains.— 

Do yon not hope your children shall he kiugs, 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to 
Promis'd no less to them? [me. 

Ban. That trusted home. 

Might yet enkindle t you unto the crown. 

Upsides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis stiange : 


3 Witch. Thou sbalt get kings, though thou And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

he none : The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 

So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo 1 Win us with hourat trifles, to betray us 

1 Witch. Banquo aud Macbeth, all hail! In ^deepest consequence.— 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me Cousins, a word, 1 pray you. 
more : Macb. Two truths are told. 

By SinePa death § I know I am thane of Glamis ; As happy prologues to the swelling act 
But how of Cawdor 7 the thane of Cawdor lives. Of the imperial theme.—1 thank you, gentle- 
A piohperous gentleman ; and, to be king. This supernatural soliciting i [men.— 

Stands not within the prospect of belief. Cannot lie ill; cannot be good If ill, 

No more than to !>e Cawdor. Say, from whence Why hath it given me earnest of success, 

V»n owe this strange intelligence 1 or why Commencing m a truth 1 1 aui thane of Caw- 

I'pon this blasted heath you stop our way dor : § 

N\ uli such prophetic greeting 7—Speak, l charpe If good, why do I yield to that suggestion [| 
ton. [Witches tanish. "hose horrid image doth unfix n»y hau, 

Jinn. The caith hath bubbles, as the water Aud make my seated ¥ heart kuock at my ribs, 
has, [uish’d 7 Against the use of naturet Present fears 

\nd these are of them Whither are they va- Are Ie6s than horrible imaginings : [tical, 

Mai b. Into the air; and what seem'd cor- My thought, whose muider yet is but fauius- 


poral melted 


Shakes so my single state of man, that tuuctiou 


u breath into the wind.—'Would they had Is smother’d in surmise and nothing is. 


staid ! 

linn. Weie such things here, as we do speak 
about ; 

«>i have we eaten of the insane root, J 
1 hat takes the reason prisoner f 
Macb. Your children shall be kings. 

/fan. You shall be king. 

Macb. And thane of Cawdor too; went it 
not so T [here 7 

Ban. To the self-same tune aud words. Who’s 

Enter Uoss£ and Angus. 

Host*. The king hath happily receiv’d, Mac¬ 
beth, 

I tic news of thy success ; and when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight. 

Hi- wonders and his praises do contend. 


But what is not. 

> speak Ban. Look, bow onr partnei's rapt. 

Macb. If chance will have me king, why, 
chance may crown me. 

Without my stir. 

Ban. New honours come upon him 
Like our strange garments ; cleave not to fher 
ent it mould, 

[here 1 But with the aid of ose. 

Who’s Macb . Come what come may ; 

Time aud the hour ft runs through the roughest 
day. 

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your 
, Mac- leisure. 

Macb. Give jne your favour : JJ—my dull brain 
ads was wrought - , [pains 

With things forgotteu. Kind gentlemen, your 
. Are register’d where every day I turn 


Which should be thine, or his: Silenc'd with Ti, e j ea f to read tlieni.—Let us toward the 

Thi,lk upon 6 What hath chanc'd ; and, »t C niore 


In viewing o’er the rest o’the self-same day. 

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan tanks. 
Nothing afenrd of what thyself didst make. 
Strange images of death. As thick as tale K 1T 
Came post with post; and every oue did bcai 
1 hv praises in his kingdom’s great defence, 
lnd pour’d them down before him. 

Ang. We are sent. 

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks ; 

To heiald thee into his sight, not pay thee. 
Basse. And, for ail earnest of a greater ho¬ 
nour. 

He bade me, fiotn him, c-ll thee thane of 
Cawdor : 


The interim having weigh’d it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other- 
Ban. Very gladly. 

Macb. Till then, enough.—Come, friends. 

IExeunt . 

SCENE IV.—Fores.—A Boom in the Palace. 

Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donal- 
' bain, Lenox, and Attendants. 

Dun. Is execution done oil Cawdor! Are 
not 

Those in commission yet icturu’d 7 


• Supernatural, spiritual. * -f F.k 

l Kupturouklv affected, 
t Stnel *im Mnrlirtli’ft father. 
i The rout which make* insane. { 

If As fast os they iould be counted- , 


F.*t*\-. 




* Title. 1 Stimulate. I F.ncitjeJWPtg 

\ Glamis it still staiulnifr, mul is the magnificent resf- 
I'ence of Karl Strathmore. I Temptation. 

v . If 1‘inuly fixed. ••The pnwcis ot action are 

V, oppressed by conjecture. t^slune and oppor- 

T] tut ity. JJ Parilsu. A f y 
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Mai . My liege. 

They are not yet come back. Blit I hm spoke 
With one that saw him die; who did report. 
That very frankly be confess’d his treasons; 
Implor'd your highness’ pardon; and set forth 
A deep repentance: noth lug iu his life 
Became him, like the leaving it; he died 
As one that had been studied in his death. 

To throw away the dearent thing he ow'd, • 

As 'twere a careless trifle. 

Dun . There's no art, 

To tind the mind's construction in the face: f 
lie was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust.—O worthiest cousin 1 

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Ross*, and Aug os. 

The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy ou me : Thou art so far before. 

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. 'Would thou hadst less de¬ 
serv'd ; 

That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been minel only I have left to say. 
More is thy due than more-than all can pay. 

Mach. The service and tbe loyalty 1 owe, 

Iu doiug it, pays itself. Your highness* part 
Is to receive oar duties; and apr duties 
Are to your throne and state, children, and 
servants. 


report , 9 they have more In them than mortal 
knowledge. When I burned in desire to 
question them further, they made themselves 
— air, into which they vanished. Whiles T 
stood rapt in the wonder of it, came missives t 
from (he king , who all-hailed me, Thane of 
Cawdor; by which title, before, these weird 
sisters saluted me, and referred me to the 
coming on of time, with Hall king that shaft 
be ! This have / thought good to deliver thee , 
my dearest partner of greatness ; that thou 
mightest not lose the dues of rejoicing, by 
being ignorant qf what greatness is promised 
thee . Lay it to thy heart , and farewell. 
Glamis tbou art, aud Cawdor; aud shaft be 
What thou art promis’dYet do 1 fear thy 
nature; 

It is too full o'lhe milk of butnau kindness. 

To catch the uearest way: Tbou wouid'st be 
great; 

Art not without ambition ; hot without 
The illness should attend it. Wbat thou wouid’st 
highly, [false. 

That wouid'st thon bdilj; woakTst not play 
And yet wouid'st wrongly win: thou'd’st have 
great Glamis, [have it ; 

That which cries, Thus thou must do, if thou 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do, 
Than wlshest should bo undone . Hie thee 


W hich do but what they should, by doing every 
thing 

Safe toward your love and honour, s 
Dun. Welcome Hither: 

1 have begun to plaut thee, and win labour 
To make thee full of growing. J—Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserv'd, nor must be known 
No less to have done so, let me infold thee. 

And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban. There if I grow. 

The harvest is your own. 

Dun. My plenteous joys. 

Wanton in fulness, seek to bide themselves 
Iu drops of sorrow.—Sons, kinsmen, thanes. 

And you whose places are the nearest, know, 

We will establish our estate upon [after. 

Our eldest Malcolm; whom we name here- 
The prince of Cumberland : which honour must 
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only. 

But signs of nobleness, like shirs, shall shine 
Ou all deservers.—From hence to Inverness, $ 
And biud us farther to yon. •*. 

Maeb. The rest is laboar, which is not os*d 
for you: 

I’ll be myself tbe harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; 

So, humbly take my leave. 

Dun. My worthy Cawdor 1 
Macb. The prince of Cumberland I—That is 
a step, > 

On which I must fall down, or else o'er-leap, 

~>\Aslde 

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide 
Let not light see my black and dee 
The eye wink at tbe h;md! yet let that 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. 

[Exit. 

Dun. True, worthy Banquo; he is full so 
valiant; ]| 

And in bis commendations, I am fed; 

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him. 

Whose care is gone before to hid us welcome : 

It is a peerless kinsman. [Flourish. Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Inverness.—A Room in 
Macbeth's Castle. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter. 

Lady AT. They met me in the day of sue - 
un d I hate leaned by the perfcctest 



* Owned, pni»eMeil. 
t Wf cannot conatr.ie die dispuaition of the mind by 
*l»e hiieaine.it*of the lire. X Exuberant. 

§ The wails of Mribidi’i Cutle at foreruns, are yet 
Standing. t L J tull a* valiant as described. 


hither. 

That I may pour nv spirits to thine ear; 

And chastise vmh the valour of my tougue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, t 
Which fate and metaphysical $ aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'd withal.—-What is vour 
tidings f 

Enter an Attendant. 

Attend. Tbe King comes here to-night. 

Lady M. Thou'rt mad to say it: 

Is not tby master with him f who, wer’t so. 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Attend. So please you, it is true ; our thane 
is coming : 

One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely 
more 

That would make np bis message. 

Lady M. Give bun tending, 

He brings great news. The raven himself is 
hoarse, [Eiit Attendant. 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlemeuis. Couie, come, you 
spirits 

Thai tend on mortal || thought, on sex me here ; 
And fill me, from tbe crown to the me, top full 
Of direst cruelty I make thick my blood, 

Stop up tbe access aud passage to remorse, 

That no compuuctioos visit!ngs of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The effect aud ft I Come to my woman’s breads. 
And take my milk for gall, you rauid’iing 
ministers, 

Wherever In yonr sightless substances 
You wait on nature's mischief I Come, thick 
night. 

And pall * 9 ihpein the dunnest smoke of hell ! 
That my k«m knife ft sec not the wound ft 
makes; 

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of tlie 
dark, Cawdoi l 

To cry, Hold, Hold! -Great Glamis I woitby 

Enter Macbeth. 

Greater than both, by the all-hall hereafter I 
Thy letters have transported me beyoi.tf 
This ignorant present,;; aud 1 foci uow 
The future in tbe instauU 


• The beet intelligence. 

1 T Mrawngera. I Diadem, 

'vrnntural. R Murderous. 1 Pity. 

. r j p .is in a mantle. Knife .nu iriul\ 

a avtord or d.ixgrr. tt 1 <• Bemml ilia 

r 'arnt time, which is arrordifig to toe process o! ua- 
re iguotVnt of tbe future. 
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Mccb. My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady M. And when goes hence t 
M tcb. To-uiorrow,—as be purposes* 

Lady M. Oh I never 
Shall sun that morrow seeI 
Your face, my thane, is as a,hook, where men 
May read strange matters To beguile the 
time. 

Look like the time ; bear welcome In your eye. 
Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent 
flower, 

But be the serpent under it. He that's coming 
Must he provided for: and you shall put 
This night's great business into my despatch; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
<!i\e solelv sovereign sway and masterdom* 
Macb. We will speak further. 

Lady M . Only look up clear; 

To alter favour • ever is to fear: 

Leave all the rest to me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE XVprThe tame.—Before the Cattle. 

Hautboys.—Servants of Mac EXTH attending. 

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Ban- 
gro, Lenox, Macduff, Rossjk, Angus, and 
, Attendants. 

Dun. This castle bath a pleasant seat; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends Itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of summer. 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve. 

By his lov'd mansionry, that the heaven's 
breath 

Smells wooingly here: no jutty, frieze, buttress, 
Nor coigtie of 'vantage, t but this bird bath 
made 

His pendent bed, and procreant cradle: Where 

they 

Most breed and haunt, I have observ’d, the air 

Is delicate. 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dun. See, see! our honour'd hostess : 

The love that follows us, sometime is our 
trouble, 

Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach 
you. 

How you shall bid God yield $ us for your 
pains. 

And thank us for your trouble. ^ 

Lady M. All our service 
In every point twice done, and then done 
double, 

tUie poor and single business, to contend 
A '.mist those honours deep and broad, where¬ 
with 

Your majesty loads our house': For those of old. 
And the late dignities heap’d up to them. 

We icstyoiir hermits. $ 

Dun. Where’s the thane of Cawdor? 

We cours’d him at the heels, and bad a purpose 
To be his pane)or : but he rides well; 

And ins s reat love, sharp as his spur, hath holp 
him 

To Iiis home before ns: Fair aud noble hostess, 
We aie jour guest to-night. 

f.adu M. Your servants ever 
'Have (lien’s, themselves, and what is (heir's, in 
compt, H 

To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure. 
Still to ieturti your own. [. 

I)nn. One me jour hand : 

Conduct me to mine host ; we love him highly. 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 

13j jour leave, hostess. 

[Exeunt. 

• Look, countenance. ^ 

t Convenient corner. X Reward. 

I i. e- W o as li* r nut» shall ocr i»i.i> for you. \ 

|| humect to acc«<nj u. . 


SCENE VII.—The same.—A Unmm in the 

Castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over 
the stage, a Sewer, • and divers Ser¬ 


vants with dishes and service . 
Macbeth. 


Then enter 


r tis done, then 


Macb. If it were done, when 
'twere well 
It were done quickly: If the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success ; that but this blow* 
Might be the be-all and tbe end-all here. 

But here, upon, this bank and sboal of time. 
We’d ; jump the life to come.—But, in these 
I’-* cases. 

We still have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plagne the inventor: This even-handed jus¬ 
tice 

Commends tbe ingredients of our poison’d 
chalice 

To our own lips. He’s here in double trust: 
First, as I am bis kinsman and his subject. 
Strong both against the deed; then, as bis host. 
Who should against bis murderer shut tbe door. 
Not bear the kuife myself. Besides, this Dun¬ 
can 

Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear iu bis great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-otf: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe. 

Striding tbe blast, or heaven's cherubim, hors’d 
Upon tbe sightless couriers f of tne air. 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 

That tears shall drown the wind.—1 have no 
spur 

To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'er-leaps itself. 

Aid falls on the other.—How now, wiiatjnewst 


Enter Lady Macbeth. f\ 
He has almost supp’d; Why 


havj 


Lady M. 

you left the chamber ? 

Macb. Hath be ask’d for me ? 

Lady M. Know you not, he has ? 

Macb. We will proceed no further m this 
business: 

He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people. 

Which would be worn nowin their newest gloss. 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M. Was the hope drunk. 

Wherein you dress’d yourself? hath it slept 
since? 

And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely ? From this time. 

Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same m thine owu act aud valour. 

As thou art in desire? Would’st thou have 
that 

Which tbou esteem’st tbe ornament of life. 

And live a coward in thiue own esteem ; 

Letting I dare not wait upon I would, 

Like the poor cat i’the adage ? 

Macb. Pr'ythee, peace: 

I dare do all that may become a man; 

Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M. What beast was it then, 

Thatrn|de you break this euterpnze to me? 
Wbentnp durst do it, then you were a man ; 

W be more than what you weie, you 
would . [place. 

Be so much more tbe man. Nor time, not 
Did then adhere,! aud yet you would make 
both : 

They have made themselves, and that their fit¬ 
ness now [know 

Does unmake you. I have given suck^ and 


• An officer so called from his placing the dishes on 
the table. 

t Winds; sightless is iimsible. 

X Iu tbe same scuss at colierw. *, 

' » 


And, 
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How tender Ms to love the babe that milks me : 
1 would, while it was smiling in my face. 

Have pluck'd my nipple from bis boneless 
gnins, ; 

And dash’d the brains out, bad 1 so sworn, as 
you 

Have done to this. 

Macb . If we should fail,— 

Lady M. We fail! 

But screw your courage to the sticking-place, 
And we'll uot fail. Wbeii Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard jour¬ 
ney 

Soundly imite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel* so convince,! 
That memory, the warder J of the brain, 

Shall he a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only: When in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death. 

What cannot you and 1 perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan T what not put upon 
His spongy ofhceis; who shall hear the guilt 
Of our great quell T $ 

Macb. Bring forth men-children only ! 

For thy nudauuted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd, 

\\ lieu we have mark'd with blood those sleepy 
two 

Of his own chamber, and us'd their very dag¬ 
gers. 

That they have don't T 

Lady M. Who dares receive it other. 

As we shall make our griefs aud clamour roar 
Upon his death T 

Much. 1 am settled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 

Away, and inock the time with faiiest show : 
False face must hide what the false heart doth 
know. [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SC EXE I.—The same.—Court within the 

Castle . 

Enter Banqoo and Tleance, and a Servant , 
it tlh a torch before them. 

IIan. How goes the night, boy ? 

I Um The moon is down; I have not heard the 
clock. 

Kan. And she goes down at twelve. 

Fie. 1 take't, 'us later. Sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my swordThere’s hus¬ 
bandry 11 in heaven. 

Their caudles are all out.—Take thee that too. 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 

Aud >et I would not sleep : Merciful powers! 
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to iu repose 1—Give me my sword 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a 
Torch . 

Who’s there T 
Macb. A friend. 

Ban. Wbat, Sir, not yet at rest ? The kiug's 
a-bed: 

He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess H to your offices; 

This diamond he greets your wife withal, 

By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Macb. Being unpreoar'd, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 

Which else should free have wiought. 

Bun . Ail’s well. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 

To you they have sbow’d some truth. 

Mach, l think not of them : 
let, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 

• Intemperance. 

♦ 0»rrjmner. J Sentinel. 

| M urut-r. i ) Ibniu 
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Would spend it in some words upon that bus.* 
" ness, 

If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind'st leisure. f 
Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent.— 
when Ms, S * . 

It shall make honour for you. 

Ban. So I lose none. 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 

1 shall be counsel’d. 

Macb. Good repose, the while ! 

Ban, Thanks, Sir; The like to you ! 

[El it BtN'Ql o. 
Macb. Go, hid thy mistress, when my dunk 
is ready,' 

She stuke upou the bell. Get thee to bed. 

[£i/f Servant. 

Is this a dagger, which I see before me. 

The handle toward my band T Come, let me. 
clutch thee :- 

I have thee not, and yet I see tbee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To reeling as to sight Y or art thou but 
A dagger of the miud; a false creation. 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain T 
I see thee yet, iu form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshal’s! me the way that I was going ; 
And such an instrument I was to use. * 

Mine eyes are made the fools o’tlie other scums. 
Or else worth all the rest: 1 see thee still; 

Aud on tby blade and dudgeon, * gouts of blood. 
Which was not so before.—There’s no siuli 
thing ; 

it is the bloody business, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes.—Now o’er the one halt 
world 

Nature seems dead, aud wicked dreams abu*e 
The curtain'd sleep; uow witch emit celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s offerings; and wither’d minder, 
Alarum'd bv his sentinel, the wolf, 

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy 
pace 

With Tarquiu’s ravishing strides, touanK his 
design 

Moves like a ghost.-Thou sure and lnru-sit 

earth. 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, foi 
fear 

Thy very stones prate of my where-abouf. 

And take the present horror fioui the time, 
Which now suits with it.—AViules I lineal, lie 
lives ; 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath 
gives. [A bell ring*. 

I go, and it is done! the bell invites me. 

Hear it uot, Duncan; for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven or to licl!. 

[/.i it» 

SC EXE II.—The same . 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. That which hath made them dumb, 
hath made me bold : 

Wbat hath quench'd them hath given me fire: 
—Hark!—Peace 1 

It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal bellman, 
Whica gives the stem's! good night. 11c ij 
about it: 

The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with sueies: 1 have 
diugg’d their possets, 

That death and nature do contend about them, 

\\ briber they live, or die. 

Much. [Within,] Who’s theic ?—what, ho! 
Lady. M. Alack! i am aluui they have 
awak’d, 

Aud 'tis not done;—the attempt, and not the 
deed, 

ConfSunds us Hark I—I laid their da^gm 
J ready, 

mi 

• Haft. 



Scene II. 
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He could not miss them.—Had he not resem¬ 
bled 

My falliei as lie slept, I had doue’t.—My hus¬ 
band ? 

Enter Macblth. 

Much. I have done the deed Didst thou not 
hear a noise t 

Lady AT. I heard the owl scream, and the 
crickets cry. 

Did not you speak? 

Mach. When 1 

Lady AT. Now. 

Mach. As I descended j 

Lady AT. Ay, 

Macb. Hark I— 

Who lies I'tlie Second chamber! 

Lady AT. Doiialbmi. 

Macb. This is a sorry sight. 

[ booking on his hands. 

Lady AT. A foolish thought, to 6ay a sorry 
sight. 

Macb. There’s one did laugh in his sleep, and 
one cried, murder ! 

"Ihat they did wake each other; I stood and 
heard them : 

Hut they did say their prayers, aud address'd 
them 

Again to sleep. 

Lady AT. There are two lodg'd together. 

.Macb. One cried, God bless us! and Amen, 
the other ; 

As * they bad seen me, with these hangman's 
hands, 

"Listening tlieir fear—I could not say, Aincn, 
When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady AT. Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce 
Amen ? 

1 had most t.eed of blessing, aud Amen 
Muck mi my throat. 

Lady At. These deeds must not be thought 
Alter these ways; so, it will make us mad. 

Macb. Metliought, 1 heard a voice cry, Sleep 
7io more. 

Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent 
ilecp ; 

Sleep, that knits up the raicll'd slcaiciof 
care, 

The death of each day's life, sore labour*s 
bath , 

Halm of hurt minds, great nature's second 
course. 

Chief nourisher in life's feast ;— 

J.ady AT. W lint do yon mean 1 

Maib. Still it cued. Sleep no more ! to all 
the house : 

Glamis hath murder’d sleep; and therefore 
Candor 

Sunil sleep no more. Macbeth shall sleep no 
more ! 

Lady AT. Who was it that thus cried ! Why, 
worthy thane, 

You do unbend yom noble strength, to think 
So hrainsickly of things :—Go, get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand.— 
Why did you bring these daggers from the 
place ! 

‘1 bey must lie there: Go, carry them; and 
smear 

The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Macb. I'll go no more: 

I am afraid to flunk what I hgffe done; 

Look on't again, I dare not. 

, Lady M. Infirm of purpose ! 

' Give me the daggen: The sleeping and the 
dead 

Are but as pictures: *tis the eye of childhood. 
That fears a painted devil*. Il he do bleed, 

]*I1 gild the laces of the grooms witlial, 

For it must seem their guilt. 

[Ei it. Knocking within. 

Macb Whence is that knocking ? 


• As if. 


t SUkTS is uu* rought silk 


How is't with tnc, when every noise appals me ? 
What hands are line? Hal tlfey pluck out 
mine eyes I 

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my baud t No : this my hand wil 
rather 

The multitudinous seas mcainardiuc. 

Making the green—one icd. 

Re-enter Lady Macblth. 

Lady AT. My hands are of your colour; hut 
I shame [knocking 

To wear a heart so white. [Knock. j 1 hear a 
At the sontli entryretire we to our chamber : 

A little water cleats us of ibis deed : 

How easy is it then ? Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended.—[ Knocking ] Hark ! 
more knocking: 

Get oil your nightgown, lest occasion call us, 

And show ns to be watchers:—Be not lost 
So poorly iu your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed,—'twere best not 
know myself. [Knock. 

Wake Duncan with tby knocking! Ay, 'would 
thou could'st f [Exewit. 

SCENE III.—The same. 

Enter a Porter.— [ Knocking within.] 

Port. Here's a knocking, indeed ! If a man 
were porter of hell-gate, he should have old • 
turning the key. [Knocking.] Knock, knock, 
knock: Who's there, i’tlie name of Belrehub T 
Here's a farmer, that hauged himself on the ex¬ 
pectation of plenty: Come in time; have nap¬ 
kins t enough about you ; heie you’ll sweat for'l. 
[Knocking.] Knock, knock: Who's there, i’lhe 
devil’s name ? 'Fanil, here's an equivocntor, 
that could swear in both the scales against 
either scale; who committed tieasou enough for 
God's sake, yet could not equivocate to heaven : 

O tome in, equlvocator. [Knocking.] Knock, 
knock, knock: Who's there ? 'Faith here’s an 
English tailor come hither for stealing out of a 
Fieucli hose: Come in, tailor; here you may 
roast your goose. [Knocking.] Knock, knock : 
Never at quiet! What are you?—But this place 
is too cold for bell. I’ll devil-poiter it no fur¬ 
ther : I had thought to have let in some or all pio- 
fessions, that go the primrose way to the ever¬ 
lasting bonfire. [Knocking.] Anon, anon ; I 
pray you, remember the porter. 

[Opens the gate. 

Enter Macduff and Lbnoy. 

ATacd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went 
That you do lie so late? [to bed. 

Port. 'Faith, Sir, we were carousing till the se¬ 
cond cock : j and drink. Sir, is a gieat piovoker 
of three things. 

ATacd. What three things does drink espe¬ 
cially provoke? 

Port . Marry, Sir, nose-painting, sleep, and 
urine. Lecheiy, Sir, it provokes aud unpro- 
vokes: it provokes the desire, but it takes away 
the performance : Tlierefoie, much drink may 
he said to be an equivocator with lechery: it 
makes him, and it mars him; it sets him on, 
and it takes him off; it persuades him, and dis¬ 
heartens him; makes him stand to, and not 
stand to: in conclusion, equivocates linn in a • 
sleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves huu. 

Macd. 1 believe, drink gave thee the lie last 
night. 

Port. That it did. Sir, i’the very throat o'ine : 
But I requited him lor his lie; and, 1 think, 
being too strong for him, though lie took up 
iny legs sometime, yet I made a shift to cast 
him. 

ATacd. Is thy master stirring ?— 

Our knocking has awak’d in in; here he comes. 

* Frequent. f Hand kerchief*. 

I Cockcrorriuj. 

* 
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Enter Macbeth. 

Len. Good morrow, noble Sir 1 
Mach. Good-morrow, both] 

Macd. 1$ the king stirring, worthy thine ? 
Mach. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on 
him; 

I hare almost slipp’d the hoar. 

Much. I'U bring you to him. 

Macd. 1 know, this Is a joyful trouble to you: 
But yet 'tis one. 

Mach . The labour we delight in, physics 
pain. 

This is the door. 

Macd. i’ll make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my limited sendee. * 

££j'lf Macduff. 

Len. Goes the king 
From hence to-day t 
Mach. He does :—He did appoint It so. 

Len. The night has beeu unruly: Where 
we lay. 

Our chimneys' were blown down: and, as they 
sa>. 

Lamenting heard i’the air; strange screams 
of death ; 

And prophesy mg, with accents terrible, 

Of dire coinbostiou and confus’d events, 

New hatch’d to,'tue woeful time. The obscure; 
bud 

Clamour’d the livelong night : some say, the 
earth 

Was feverous, and did shake. 

Mach. *Twas a rough nicht. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd. O horror 1 horror! horror! Tongue,, 
nor heart. 

Cannot conceive, nor name tbee 11 
Mach. Len. What's the matter ? 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his master¬ 
piece * 

Most sacrilegious murder bath broke ope 
The Loid’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o’the building. 

Mach. What is't you say ? the life? 

Len. Mean you bis majesty ! 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy 
your sight 

With a new Gorgon :—Do not bid me speak ; 

See, and then speak yourselves. — Awake! 
awake 1— 

[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenoe. 
Ring the alarum-bell -.—Murder 1 aud treason ! 
Banquo, and Doualbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 

Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit. 
And look on death itself!—op, up, and see 

The great doom’s image ?-Malcolm 1 Ban* 

quo! 

As from your graves rise up, and walk like 
sprights. 

To countenance this horror! 

[BeU rings. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

LMty M. What’s the business, 

That sucb a hideous trumpet calls to parley 

The sleepers of the house 1 speak, speak,- 

Macd. O gentle lady, 

•Tis not for you to bear what I can speak: 

The repetition in a woman’s hear, 

Would murder as it fell.-O Banquo! Baoqwo! 

Enter Banquo. 

Our royal master's murder’d! 

Jjady 3f. Woe, alas I 
What, ialiur house ? 

Man, Too cruel any where.— 

• Appointed oemee. 

1 The Me of two negative*, not lo make *• affirma¬ 
tive, bet lo deny more strongly, la eommoa In oer tu- 
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Act 1L 

Dear DufT, I pr’ytbee, contradict thyself. 

And say, it is not so. 

Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox. 

Mach. Had I but died ao hour before tl.» 
chance, 

I had liv’d a blessed time; for, from this bl¬ 
atant. 

There’s nothing serious in mortality : 

All is but toys: renown, and grace, »s dead ; 

The wine of life is drawn, aud the ineer lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm and Donalbaik. 

Don. What is amiss ? 

Mach. You are, and do not know it: 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your 
blood 

fs stopp’d ; the very source of it is slopp’d. 
Macd. Your royal father’s murder’d. 

Mai. Oh 1 by whom T 

Len. Those of bis chamber, as it seem’d, had 
doue’t: [blood. 

Their hauds and faces were all badg’d vwm 
So were their daggers, which, nnwip’d, we 
found 

Upon their pillows: 

They star’d, and were distracted ; no man’s lift* 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Mach. O yet 1 do repeut me of my fury. 

That 1 did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so! 

Much. Who can be wise, amaz’d, temperate 
aud furious. 

Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man: 

The expedition of iuy violent love 

Out-ran the pauser reason.—Here lay Duncan, 

His silver skin lac’d with his golden blood , 

And his gash’d stabs look’d like a breath m 
nature. 

For ruin’s wasteful entrance: there, the mui- 
derers. 

Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their dan¬ 
gers [lefi.mv 

Unmannerly breech'd with gore : • Who could 
That had a beait to love, and in that lieail 
Courage, to make his love kuown ? 

Lady M. Help me hence, boJ 
Macd. Look to the lady. 

Mai. Why do we hold our tongues. 

That most may claim this argument tor ours ? 

Don. What should lie spoken here. 

Where our fate, bid within an augre-hole. 

May rush and seize us f Let’s away ; our tears 
Are not yet brew’d. 

Mai. Nor our strong sorrow on 
Tbe foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady :— 

[Lady Macbeth it carried out . 
And when we have our naked frailties bid, 

That suffer in exposure, let us meet. 

And quesliou this most bloody piece of work, 

To know it further. Fears and scruples shake 
ns : 

In the great hand t of God I stand ; and, thence 
Against the undivulg’d pretence X 1 fifiht 
Of treasonous malice. 

Mach*'. And so do I. 

All. So all. 

Mach. Let's briefly put on manly radmess. 

And meet l'the hall together. 

All* Well contented. 

[Exeunt all hut Mal. and Do?«* 
Mai. Wbat will you do? Let’s not consort 
with them : 

To show an unfelt sorrow, is an oflice 
Which the false man does easy: 1*11 to En§r 
land. 

Don. To Ireland, I; otir separated fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer: where we are, 

( • Covered with blood to their hilt. 

f t Power. S lntootU*. 


« 



Scene IV. 

There’s daggers in men’s smiles: the near in 
blood. 

The nearer bloody. 

Mai. Ibis murderous shaft that’s shot, y 
Hath not yet lighted; and our safest way * 

Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse ; 

■And let iis not lie dainty of leave-taking. 

But shift away : There’s warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left, 
i; ■< ..**..•/.*t. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV .— Without the Castle. 

Eater Rossa and an Old Man. 

Old Man. Threescore and ten I can remem¬ 
ber well : 

Within the volume of which time, I have seen 
Hours dreadful and Hungs strange ; but this sore 
night 

Hath trifled fanner knowings. 

Basse. Ah ! good lather, [act, 

Thou see’et, the heaveus, as tronbled with man’s 
Tin eaten his hioody stage: by the clock, *tis day. 
And yet dark uiglit strangles the travelling 
lamp : 

Is it night's predominance, or the day’s shame. 
That darkness does the face of earth entomb. 
When living light should kiss it T 
Old Man. ’Fis unnatural, 

T.\cu like the deed that’s done. On Tuesday 
last, 

A falcon, tmv’ring in her pride of place, 

Was b\ a mousing owl hawk'd at, and kill’d. 
Basse. And Duncan’s horses, (a thing most 
stiauge and certain,) 

Beauteous and swift, the miuious of their 
race, [out. 

Turn'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, filing 
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would 
make 

War with mankind. 

Old Man ’Iis said, they eat each other. 
Bosst. They did so ; to the amazement of 
mine eves, 

That look’d iipon’t. Here comes the good Mac¬ 
duff:— 

Enter Macduff. 

How goes the world Sir, now t 
Maid Why, sec you not T 
Bossc. Is’t knowu who did this more than 
bloody deed ? 

Macd. Those that Macbeth bath slain. 

Basse. Alas, the day 1 
Wlwt good could they pretend ? • 

Macd. They were suhom’d : 

Malcolm, and Doualhain, the king's two sons. 

Arc stol’u away aud fled; which puts upon 
them 

Suspicion of the deed. 

fotse. 'Gainst nature still: 
limitless ambition, that wilt ravin np 
Tlune own life’s means!—Then 'tis most like. 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd. He is already nam’d; and gone to 
Scone, 

To he invested. 

Bo ssi. Where is Duncan’s bodyt 
Macd. Carried to Colines-kill; + 

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors. 

And guaidiau of their bones. 

Basse. Will you to Scone f 
Macd. No, cousin. I’ll to Fife. 

Basse. Well, i will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you see things well done 
tbeic ;—adieu I- 

Lest our old robes sit easier than -oar new 1 
Bossc. Father, farewell. 

Old Man. God’s henison go with you: and 
with those 

That would make good of bad, and friends of 
foes 1 [A’x eunt . 

i 

* Intend to thrmtclvei. 
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ACT HI. 

SCENE I.—Fores.—A Boom in the Palace. 
Enter Ban quo. 

Ban. Thon hast it now—King, Cawdor, Cla¬ 
ims, all, 

As the weird women promis’d ; and, I fear. 

Thou playMst most foully tor’t: yet it was said. 
It should not stand In tby posterity; 

But that myself should he the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth fioiu 
them, 

(As npon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,) 
Why, by the verities on tlice made good. 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

And set me op in hope ? But hush ; no more. 

Senet sounded. Enter Macbeth, as King; 
Lady Macbeth, as Queen; Lenox, Rossl, 
Lords , Ladies , and Attendants . 

Macb. Here's our chief gnest. 

Lady M. If he had been forgotten. 

It liad been as a gap in our great least, 

Aud all-tliingf unbecoming. 

Macb. To night we hold a solemn supper. Sir, 
And I’ll request your presence. 

Ban. Let your highness 
Command upon me; to the which, my duties 
Are with a most iudissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Macb. Ride you tbis afternoon ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb. We should have else desir’d your good 
advice [ious, 

(Which still hath been both grave and prospe- 
lu tins day’s council; but we’ll take to-uionow. 
Is’t far you ride? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will All up the time 
’Twixt tins aud supper: go not in> horse the 
better, 

I must become a borrower of the night. 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb. Fail not our feast. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Macb. We hear our bloody cousins are be¬ 
stow'd 

In England and In Ireland; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, tilling then hearers 
With strange invention : But of that lo-morroxv; 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state. 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : Adieu, 
Till you return at night. Goes Fieance with 
you ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time docs call 
upon us. 

Macb. I wish your horses swift and sure 
of foot; 

And so I do commend • you to their backs. 

Farewell- [£rif Ban quo. 

Let every man be master of his tune 
Pill seven at night; to make society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
TUI supper-time alone: while then, God be with 
you. 

[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords , 
*• * ' ' - Ladies, 4e- 

Sirrah, a word : Attend those men our plea¬ 
sure 1 

At ten. They are, my lord, without the palace 
gate. 

Macb. Briug them before us.— [Exit Atten.] 
To be thus, is nothing ; 

But to be safely thus Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and in his royalty t of nature 
Reigns that, which would be fear’d: ’Tis much 
he dares ; 

And, to that dauntless temper of his mind. 

He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act m safety. There is none but he 
W hose being i do fear: and under him. 

My genius is rebuk’d; as, it is said. 


MACBETH. 
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Mark Antony's was by Cesar. He chid the 
sisters. 

When first they put the name of kin; upon me. 
And bade them speak to him; then prophet- 
like. 

They hail'd him father to a line of kings: 

Upon my bead they plac'd a fruitless crown* 

And put a barren sceptre in my gripe. 

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand. 

No son of miue succeeding. If it be so. 

For Banquo'* issue have Idl'd • my mind ; 

For them the gracious Duncan have I mur¬ 
der'd * 

Put rancours iu the .vessel of my peace 
Duly for them; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man. 

To make them kings, the seed of Banquo 
kings i 

Rather than so, come, fate, into the list, 

And champion me to the utterance ! f-Who’s 

there I— 

Re-enter Attendant, nith two Murderers. 

Now to the door, and stay there till we call. 

[Exit Attendant. 

Was it not >esterday we spoke together? 

1 Mur. it was so, please your highness. 
Much. Well then, now 
Ha\e you consider'd of mjr speeches? Know, 
That it was he, iu the tunes past, which held 
you 

So under fortune; which, yon thought, had been 
Our innocent self: this I made good to you 
In our last conference; pass’d iu probation; 
with you, 

How you were born iu hand ; $ how cross’d ; the 
instruments ; 

W ho wrought with them; and all things else, 
that might, 

To half a soul, and a notion craz'd, 

Bay, Tims did Banquo. 

1 Mur . You made it known to us. 

Mach. 1 did so; and went further, which is 
now 

Our point of secoud meeting. Do you find 
lour patience so predominant iu your uature, 
That you can let this go 7 Are you so gos- 
pell’d, [| 

To pray to r that good mau and for his issue, 
Whose heavy band hath turn’d you to the grave, 
And beggar’d yours lor ever ? 

1 Mur. We are men, my liege. 

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men; 

As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, 
curs, 

S houghs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are 
cleped •• 

All by the name of dogs : the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle. 

The house-keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath iu him clos'd ; whereby be does receive 
Particular addition, tt from tbe bill 
That writes them all alike : and so of men. 
Now, if you have a station iu tbe file. 

And not in the worst rank of manhood, say It; 
And I will put that business in yonr bosoms, 
Whose execution takes your enemy oft'; 

Grapples you to tbe heart and love of us, 

W ho wear our health but sickly iq his life. 

Which in bis death were perfect. 

2 Mur. I am one, my liege. 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so iuccns'd, that I am reckless £ what 
I do, to spite the world. 

1 Mur. And I another, 

So weary with disasters, lugg’d $$ with fortune. 
That I would set my life on auy chance. 

To mend it or be rid on't. 

• For defiled. 

f Challeuce oie to extremities, 
t Pro«e«l. y Deluded. 

Are you so obedient to the precepts of the Gospel. 
Wotf-dops. •• Called. 11 Title, 

tt Cnrelrf.. Worried. 

' / . 


Act III. 

Mach. Both of you 
Know, Banquo was your enemy. 

2 Mur. True, my lord. 

Macb. So is he mine: and in such bloody - 
distance, • 

That every niiuutc of his being thrusts 
Against my nearest of life ; And though I could 
With bare-fac’d power sweep him liom my 
sight. 

And bid my will avouch it; yet I must not, 

Fort certaiu friends that are both his ami 
mine. 

Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fail 
Whom I myself strnck down: and thence it i?. 
That I to your assistance do make love ; 

Masking the business from tbe cotiimoii eye. 

For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 Mur . We shall, my loid, 

Perform what you cotnmaud us. 

1 Mur. Though our lives- 

Much. Your spirits shine through you. Witbiu 
this hour, at most, 

I will advice you where to plant yourselves. 
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’tlie time. 
The moment on’t; for't must be done to-uiglft. 
And something from tbe palace ; always thought. 
That I require a clearness; And with him, 

(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the woik,; 
Fleauce his son, that keeps him company, 
j Whose abseuce is no less material to me 
I Than is his fathei ’s, must embrace the late 
'Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart; 
I’ll coine to you anon. 

2 Mur. We are resolv’d my lord. 

Macb. I’ll call upon you stuight: abide 
within. 

It is concluded :-Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 

It it liud heaven, must find it out to-night. 

[tii cunt. 

SCENE II.—The same. — Another Hoorn. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant. 

Ijady M. Is Banquo gone from court 7 
Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 
Lady M. Say to the king, i would attend in- 
leisure 

For a few words. 

Serf. Madam, I will. [Euit. 

Lady M. Nought's had, all's spent. 

Where o;ir desire is got without content: 

*Tis safer to be that which we destroy. 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macikth. 

How now, my lord 7 why do yon keep alone, 

Of sorriest X fancies your companions making 7 
Using those thoughts, which should Indeed have 
died 

With them they think out Tbiugs without 
/ remedy. 

Should be without regard : what's done, is dour. 
Macb . We have scotch'd the snake, not kill’d 
It; [malice 

She’ll close, and be herself ; whilst our pool 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let 

The frame of things disjoint, both the world** 
suffer. 

Ere we wilt eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In tbe affliction of these terrible dreams. 

That shake ns nightly: Better he with tb** 
dead, h ’ 

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to 
peace. 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstacy. % Duucan is in his grave; 
After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well; 

Treason has done bis worst: nor steel, nor 
poison. 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothiug, 

Cau touch him tuitlierl 

• Mortal ennui*. ^ f Because of. 
t X Moil meUiiiltoly * i Agony. 
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Lady M. Come on ; 

Gentle my Lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks; 
lie bright and jovial 'mong your guests to¬ 
night. 

Macb. So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be 
you. 

Let your remembrance apply to Baiiquo ; 

Present hitu eminence, * both with eye and 
Unsafe the while, that we [tongue : 

Must lave odr [louours in these dattermg 
streams; < 

And make our faces vizards to our hearts. 
Disguising what they are. 

Lady M. You must leave this. 

Much, o full of scorpions is my mind, dear 
wife! 

Thou know’st that Baiiquo and his Flcance, lives. 
Ludy M. But m them nature's copy’s not 
eterne. 

Macb. there’s coinfort yet; they are assail¬ 
able ; 

Then be tbou jocund : Ere the bat liatb flown 
Hu cloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecat.’s 
summons, [hums, 

The shard-borne beetle, t with his drowsy 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be 
A deed of dreadful note. [done 

Lady M. What's to be done! 

Much. Be innocent of tbe knowledge, dearest 
chuck, X [night 

Till tbou applaud the deed. Come, seeling $ 
Skarf up tbe lender eye of pitiful day ; 

Ami, with thy bloody and invisible band, 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 
Which keeps me pale!—Light thickens ; and the 
crow 

Makes wins lo the rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 
Whiles night’s black agents lo their prey do 1 
rouse [still; 

Thou mars'llest at ray words ; but bold Ui**e 
Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by 
ill : 

So pr’)thee go with me. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.—A Park or Lati n , 

u ith a Oute leading to the Palace, 

' » 

Enter three Murderers. 

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us ? 

3 Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust; since he 

delivers 

Our offices, aud what we have to do. 

To tbe direction just. 

1 Mur. Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of 
day: 

Now spurs the latrd traveller apace, 

To gam tbe tiinel) inn ; aud uear approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Haikl I hear horses. 

Ban. [Within.) Give us a light there, ho! 

2 Mur. Then it is be; tbe rest 

That aie within the note of eipectation,| 

Already sue Pthe court. 

1 Mur. His horses go about. 

3 Mur. Almost a mile; but be does usually, 

8o all nieu do, from hence to tbe palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

Enter Ban quo and Fleancb, a Servant with 
a torch preceding them . 

2 Mur. A light, a light I 

3 Mur. 'Tis he. 

1 Mur. Stand to't. 

Bay. it will be rain to-night. 

1 Mur. Let it come down. 

[Assaults Ban quo. 

* Du him thr highem honours. 

t 11ta beetle borne in the eir by its shards or scaly 
wines. J A term of endearment. | Blinding. 

| 4. e. They who arc set down m the list of guests, aud 
expected to supper. 


Ban. O treachcrj 1 Fly, good Fleance, fly, fl), 
Thou may'at revenge, o slave! [fly : 

[Dies. Fleance* and Servant escape. 

3 Mur. Who did strike out the light? 

1 Mur. Was’t not the way? 

3 Mur. There's but one down ; the sou is fled 

2 Mur. We have lost best half of 0 ur affair. 

1 Mur. Well, let's away, and say how much 

is done. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IP.—A Room of State in the Palace. 

A Banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady 
Macbeth, Rossk, Lenox, Lords, and At¬ 
tendants. 

Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down : 
at first 

And last, the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thanks to your majesty. 

Macb. Ourself will rniugle wuli society, 

And play tbe humble host. 

Our hostess keeps her Btate ; t but in best time. 
We will tequire her welcome. 

Lady M. Pronounce it for me. Sir, to all 
friends; 

For my heart speaks, they are welcome. 

Enter Jirst Murderer, to the door 
Macb. See, they encounter thee with their 
hearts' thauhs:- 

Both sides are even : Here I’ll sit i'tbe m idst; 

Be large in mirth ; anon, we’ll drink *a uieasiiic 
Hie table round.—There's blood upou thy face. 
Mur. 'Tis Banquo’s then. 

Much. *Tia better thee without, than lie within. 
Is be despatch'd ? 

Mur. My lord, bis throat is cut; that 1 did 
for him. 

Macb. Tbou art the best o’the cut throats: 
Yet he's good 

That did tbe like for Fleauce: if thou didst it, 
Tbou ait the nonpareil. t 
Mur. Most loyal Sir, 

Fleance is 'scap’d. 

Much. Then comes my fit again: 1 had eNe 
beeu perfect; 

Whole as tbe marble, founded as the rock ; 

As broad and general as the casing air : [in 

But now, 1 aiu cabin’d, cribb'd, confin'd, bound 
To saucy doubts aud fears. But Bauquo's sate t 
Mur Ay, my good lord; safe in a ditch be 
bides. 

With twenty trenched gashes on bis head; 

The least a death to nature. 

Macb. Tbauks for that:- [fled 

There the grown seipeut lies; the worm, that’s 
Hath nature that iu tune will venom breed. 

No teeth for the present.—Gel thee gone ; to¬ 
morrow 

We’ll bear, ourselves again. [Exit Murderer. 

Lady M. My royal lord. 

You do not give the clider; tbe feast is sold, 
That is not often vouch’d, while ’us a making, 
'Tis given with welcome: To feed, weie beat 
at borne; 

From tbeuce, the sauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Macb. Sweet remembrancer!— 

Now good digestion wait ou appetite, 

Aul health on both 1 
Len. May it please your highness sit? 

[The Ghost oj Ban quo rises , and sits 
in Macbeth’s place. 

Macb. Here had we now our country's ho¬ 
nour roof'd. 

Were the grac'd persou of our Baiiquo present; 
Who may 1 rather challenge for uukiudness. 
Than pity for mi* chance f 
Hosse. Iiis ah' *.e, Sir, [highness 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your 
To grace us with your loyal company t 
Macb. Tbe table's full. 

• Jemee I. wee descended in a direct line from thie 
•on »i Uauquo, b y a daughter of the prince of Wales, 
t Centiuue* iu her chaw of state. 
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Lea. Here** a place ream'd. Sir. 

Macb. WhereT 
Len. Here my lord. What is*t that moves 
your highness t 

Macb. W hich of you have done this 1 
Lords. What, my good lord 1 
Macb . Thou cau’st not say I did it: never 
Thy gory locks at me. [shake 

Jiosse . Gentlemen, rise; his highness is not 
well. 

Lady M. Sit, worthy friendsmy lord is 
often thus, [seat; 

And hath been from his youth : 'pray yon, keep 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought • 

He will again be well: If much you uote him, 
You shall offend him and extend bis passion ; f 
Feed, and regard him not.—Are >ou a man? 

Macb. Av, and a bold one that dare look on 
Which might appal the devil. * [that 

Lady M. O projier stuff 1 
This is the very painting of yonr fear: 

This is the air-drawu dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to Duuc&n. O these flaws* and 
starts 

(Impostors to true fear,) would well become 
A woman’s story at a winter’s fire. 

Authoriz'd by her gran dam. Shame Itself! 

Why do you make such faces? When ail’s done. 
You look but on a stool. 

Macb. Pr’ythee, see there 1 behold ! look 1 lo ! 

how say you?- [too.— 

Why, wbat care i ? If thou eanst nod, speak 
If charnel-houses and our graves must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disajtftears. 
Lady M. What! quite umuaiut’d iu folly? 
AIccb. If I stand here, 1 saw him. 

Lady M. Tie, for shame ! 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now i*tbe 
olden time, ... • 

Ere human statute pnrg’d the gentle weal; 

Ay, and since too, murders have been per¬ 
form’d 

Too terrible for the ear : the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would 
die, 

And there ail end : but now, they rise again, 
With twenty mortal murders cm their crowns, 
And push us from our stools: This is more 
Than such a murder is. [strange 

Lady M. My worthy lord. 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget:— 

Do not muse j at me, my most worthy friends; 

1 have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health 
to all; 

Then I’ll sit down :-Give me some wine, 

fill full:- 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

Ghoit rises. 

And to our dear friend Banqoo, whom we 
miss; 

Would he were here ! to all and him, we thirst. 
And all to all. U 

Lords . Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb. Avaunt 1 and quit my sight! Let the 
earth bide thee I 

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers. 

Bat as a thing of custom ; *tis no other; 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Macb. Wbat man dare, I dare: 

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear. 

The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcao Tiger, 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble: Or, be alive again. 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 

• As quick as tboncht. 4 Prolong his saflisring. 

t S o ddeo gusts. $ Wonder. 

t J. «• All food wishes to oil. j 


Act in. 

If trembling I inhibit • thee, protest me ' 

The baby of a girl. Hence, hoi riblc shadow t 

[Ghost disaypear.%. 
Unreal mockery, benre I—Why, so betug 
gone, 

I am a man again. Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M. You have displac’d Uie mirth, broke 
the good meeting, 

With most admir'd disorder. . 

Macb . Can such things be. 

And overcome t us like a summer's cloud, 

Without our special wonder 1 You make me 
strange 

Even to the disposition that I owe, \ 

When now 1 think yon can behold such sights. 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks. 

When mine are blanched with fear. 

Basse. What sights, my lord? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; Le grows 
worse aud worse; 

Question enrages him : at once, good night:— 
Stand not upou the order of your goiug. 

But go at once. 

Lcn. Good night, and better health 
Attend his majesty 1 
Lady M. A kind good night to all 1 

[Lxcunt Lor ua and Attendants. 
Macb . It will have blood ; they say, blond 
will have blood : 

Stones have been known to move, and trees to- 
speak : 

Augurs, and understood relations, have - 
By inagot-pies, $ and choughs, and rooks, 
brought forth 

The secret’st man ol blood.—What is the night ? 
Lady M. Almost at odds wilb mom up, 
which is which. 

Macb. How say's! thou, that Macduff denies 
this person. 

At our great bidding ? 

Lady M. Did you send to him, Sir? 

Macb . 1 hear it by the way ; but I a ill send: 
There’s not a one )| ot them, but iu his house 
1 keep a seryaui fte’d. 1 will to-morrow, 
(Betimes 1 mil,) unto the wend sbicis; 

More shall they speak; for uow 1 am bout to 
know, [good. 

By the worst means the worst* for mine owi> 
All causes shall give way ; 1 am m blood 
Stepped in so far, that, should 1 wade no more. 
Returning were as tenon* a* go o’er : 

Strange things 1 have in head, that w»ll to 
baud ; 

Which must tie acted, ere they may be scann’d. ? 
Lady M. Yon lack the seasou ol all natures, 
sleep. ,/ /1 ' 

Macb. Come, we'll to sleep: my strange and , 
self-abuse 

Is the initiate fear that wants hard use :— 

We arc yet hut young in deed. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—The Meath. 

Thunder • Enter Hecate, meeting the three 

Witches. 

1 Witch. Why, bow now, Hecate ? you look 
augerly. 

/fee. Have I not reason, beldams as you are. 
Saucy, and overbold? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 
in riddles and affairs of death ; 

And I, the mistress of your charms. 

The close contriver of all harms, 

Was never call’d to bear my part. 

Or show the glory of our art? 

And, which is worse, all you have done 
Hath been but for a wayward son. 

Spiteful and wrathful; who, as others do. 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now : Get you gone. 

And at the pit of Acheron, • - 

• Forbid. t Poo 

J Pomcm. I Magpie*, 

f An lodividoal. I Laemincd ulccl> 
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Meet me i’the morning : thither lie 
Will come to kuow bis destiny. 

Your vessels aud your spells provide 
Your charms and every thing beside: 

1 am for the air ; this night I’ll spend 
Unto a dismal-fatal end. 

Great business must be wrought ere soon : 

Upon the corner of the moon 

There hangs a vaporous drop profound ; • 

I’ll catch It ere it come to ground : , 

And that, distill'd by magic slights - •' 
Shall raise such artificial -sprints, /. , v 

As, by the strength of their illusion ' '*> 

Shall draw bun on to his confusion: 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, aud bear 
His hopes ’hove wisdom, grace, and fear: 

And >ou all know, security ' 

Is mortal’s chiefcst enemy. 

Song. [ Within .] Come away, come away, $c. 
Hark/1 am call’d ; my little spirit, see. 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. 

[Exit. 

1 Witch. Come, let's make haste ; sbe’il soon 
be back again. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—Fores.—A Room in the Palace . 

Enter Lenox and another Lord. 

Lcn. My former speeches have but hit your 
thoughts, 

Which cau interpret further : only, I say, 

Things have been strangely borne : The gracious 
Duncan 

Was pitied of Macbeth :—marry, he was dead :— 
And the right-valiant llanquo walk’d too late; 
Whom, >ou may say, if it please you, Fleance 
kill'd, 

For Fleance tied. Mm mint not walk too late. 
Who rgimot want the thought, how moustrous 
*• w • tor Malcolm, and for Doiialbaiu, 

To kill their gracious father ? damned fact! 

How it did grieve Macbeth 1 did lie not straight. 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 

That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of 
sleep 1 

Was not ihat nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too ; 
l or ’(would have anger'd any heart alive. 

To hear the men deny it. So that, I say, 
lie has home all Uiings well: and 1 do tliiuk. 
That, had he Duncau’s sous under bis key, 

(As, an’t please heaven, he shall not,) they 
should find 

What ’lucre to kill a father; so should Fleance. 
But, peace I—fur from broad words, aud cause 
he fail’d 

His presence at the tyrant’s feast, 1 hear, 

Macduff lives in disgrace: Sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself? 

lord . The son of Duncan, I 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth 
Lives in the English court; and is receiv’d 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace, 

That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect: Thither Macduff 
Is guiie to pray the holy king, ou his aid 
To wake Northumberland and warlike Si ward: 
That, by the help of these, (with Him above 
To ratify the work,) we may again 
Gre to our tables meat, sleep to oar nights; 
Free from our feasts and banqaets bloody 
knives; 

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours, t 
All which wc pine for now: And this report 
Hath so exasperate ; tjg kiug, that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 

JAn. Sent be to^Macdufff 
Lord. He did: and with an absolute. Sir, 
not I, 

The dQndy messenger turns me his back, 

• 2. e. A drop that hti deep or hidden Owahtioa. 

( Honours freely bestowed. < * , 

t For «iu ape rated. 


And hums, as who should say. You'll rue the 
time 

That clogs me with this answer. 

IjCh. And that well might 
Advise him to a caution, to tiold what distance 
His wisdom cau provide. Some holy angel 
FI) to the court of England, and untold 
His message ere he come ; that a swilf blessing 
May soon return to this our suffering country 
Under a baud accurs’d 1 
Lord. My prayers with him ! [Exeunt- 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—A dark Cave.—In the middle , o 
Cauldron boiling. 

Thunder . Enter the three Witches. 

1 Witch. Thiice the blinded cat bath mew’d. 

2 Witch. Thrice; aud ouce the hedge-pig 

whin’d. 

3 Witch. Harper cries:—’Tis time, 'tis time. 

1 Witch. Round about the cauidrou go; 

In the poison’d entrails throw.- 

Toad, that under coldest stone. 

Days aud nights hast thirty-oue 
Swelter’d • venom sleeping got,' 

Boil thou first I'the charmed pot! 

All. Double, double toil aud trouble j 
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 If xtch. Fillet of a fenuy snake, 

In tbe cauidrou boil and b<^e : 

Eye of newt, and toe of fro,!, 

W ool of bat, and tongue ot dog, 

Adder’s folk, aud blind-worm’s sting. 
Lizard’s leg, aud owlet's wing, 

For a charm of powerful trouble. 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double toil aud trouble; 
Tire, hum ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

3 Witih. Stale of dragon, tooth of wolf; 
V itches' mummy ; maw add gulf, f 

Of the raviu'd j salt-sea shark ; 

Root of hemlock, digg’d I'tiie dark; 

Liver of blaspheming Jew; 

Gall of goat and slips of yew. 

Silver’d in the moon’s eclipse; . 

Nose of Turk, and 1 attar’s lips; 

Finger of birth-strangled babe, 
Ditcb-deliuT’d by a drab, 

Make the gruel thick and slab : 

Add thereto a tiger’s chaudion, $ 

For the ingredients of our cauidrou. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, burn ; and, cauidrou, bubble. 

2 Witch . Cool it with a baboon’s blood. 
Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate, and the other three 
Witches. 

IIcc. Oh! well done 1 I commend your 
pains; 

And every one shall share i’the gains. 

Aud now about the cauidrou sing 
Like elves and fairies in a ring. 

Enchanting ail that you put m. 

Song. 

Black spirits and white. 

Red spirit ? and grey ; 

Mingle, mingle , mingle, 

You that mingle may. 

2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, _ 

Something wicked this way comes :- 

Open, locks, whoever knocks. 

•This word is employed to signify that the anana) 
was hot and sweating with tenon*, although aloapaarf 
tuidor a cold stone. 

t The throat. J Bswsosa. 

| Entrails. 
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Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. How now, you secret, black, and mid¬ 
night hags? 

What is’t you do? 

All. A de»d without a name. 

Macb. 1 c&ujure you, by llut which you pro¬ 
fess, 

fHowe’er you come to know it,) answer me : 
Though you untie the wiuds, and let them light 
Again 1 *! the churches ; though the yesty • waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up ; 

Though hladed corn be lodg'd, t and trees blown 
down ; 

Though castles topple X on their warders' 
heads; 

Though palaces and pyramids <lo slope 
Their heads to their foundations; though the 
treasure 

Of nature’s germins* tumble all together. 

Even till destruction sickeu, answer me 
To wlut I ask you. 

1 Jlltch. Speak. 

2 Mitch. Demand. 

3 Mitch. We’ll answer. 

1 Mitch. Say, if tlioud’st rather hear it from 
mu mouths. 

Or from our masters’ ? 

Mai 0. Call them, let me see them. 

1 Mitch . Pour hi sow’s blood, that hath 
eaten 

Her nine farrow ; grease, that's sweaten 
From the murderer’s gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 

AIL. Come, high, or <ow ; 

Thyself, and office, deftly H show. 

Thunder. An Apparition of an Arircd 
Head rises, 

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power,- 

1 Mitch. He Knows thy tnougbt ; 

Hear his speech, hut say thou nought. 

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth I • Macbeth 1 beware 
MitcdufT; 

Beware tbe thane of rife.—Dismiss me:—Enough. 

[Descends. 

Macb. Whate’er thou art, for thy good cau¬ 
tion, thanks ; 

Thou hast harp'd V my fear aright But one 
word moie : 

1 M itch. He will not he commanded : Here’s 
another. 

More potent than the first. 

Thunder.—An Apparition of a Bloody Child 

rises. 

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!— 

Much. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 

App. Be blood), hold. 

And resolute : laugh to scorn the power of man, 
For none of woman born shall harm Macbeth. 

[ Descends. 

Macb. Then live, Macduff; What need 1 fear 
of thee? 

Bat yet I'll make assurance double sure 
And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live; 
That J may tell pale-hearted fear; it lies. 

And sleep in spite of thuuder.—What is this. 

Thunder .— A wApparition of a Child Ci oicned, 
with a Tree in his Hand , rises. 

That rises like the issue of a king; 

And wears upon his baby brow the round 
And top of sovereignty i •• 

All Listen, hut speak not. " 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no 
care 

• Fiothy. f V. 1 I 1 I flat liy wind or ra'n. 

, - j I Tumid**. 

% Mtdi xhirli have In-pun to sprout. | Adroitly. 

T touched vu a passion ti a harper touches a 
•trine. 

** * *\ e round is that part of a crown which encircle* 

* B| ■*“ * *®p »» the oruaiufliit which nses above 


Ad 1V. 

Who chafes, who frels, or where consptrers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquish’d ho, until 
Great Blniam wood to high Duiisiuaue hill 
Shall come against him. ' [Descends. 

Macb. That will never be ; 

\\ ho can impress the forest; • hid the tree 
Uuh\ Ins cm lli-bound tool! sued boUcineiit ? 
good! 

Rebellious head, rite never, till the wood ***'• 
Of Rimain rise, and our high plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live tbe lease of, nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal custom.—-Yet m> heart 
Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your 
art 

Can tell so much,) shall Bauquo’s issue ever 
Reign hi this kingdom? 

All. Seek to know no more. 

Macb • I will, lie satisfied : deny me this, 

Aud ait eternal curse fall on you 1 Let me 
know:— 

Why sinks that cauldron 1 and what noise t is 
this? [Hautboys. 

1 Mitch. Show! 2 Mitch. Show! 3 Witch. 
Show I 

All. Show his eyes, and grftve bis heart ; 
Come like shadows, so depart. 

Eight Kings appear , ami pass over the Stage 
in order; the last with a Class in his 
hand ; Banquo Jollouing. 

Macb. Thou art too like the spit it of Banquo ; 
down ! 

Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls And thy 
bale. 

Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the fust:- 
A third is like the funner :—Filthy hags ! 

Why do you show me this I—A fouith ?— Stait, 
eyes I 

What I will the line stretch out to the ciack of 
doom ? * 

Another yet?—A seveuth t—I’ll see no more:— 
And yet the eighth appears, who hears a glass. 
Which shows me many more ; and some I see, 
That two-fold balls and treble scepters m.y : 
Horrible sight f—Ay, now, 1 see 'tis true ; 

For the blood holler’d $ Banquo smiles upon 
me. 

And points at them for bis.—What, is this so ? 

1 Mitch. Ay, Sir, all this is soBut why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ?— 

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights, U 
And show the best of nnr delights ; 

I’ll charm the air to give a sound, 

While you perform the antique round : 

That this great king may kindly say. 

Our duties did his welcome pay. 

(A/uyic. The Witched dunce , and vanish. 
Much. Where are they? Goue?—Let this pci- 
mcioiis hour 

Stand aye accursed in the calender I— 

Couie iu, without ibeiel 

Enter Lenox. 

I*n. What’s your grace’s will? 

Much. Saw you the weird sisters ? 

JLen. No, my lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you t 
Ben. No, indeed, my loid. 

Much. Infected be the air wherron they ride ; 
And damn’d all those that trust them!—I did 
bear 

Tbe galloping of horse : Who was’t came by ? 
Len. ’Tis two or three, iny lord, that bring 
you word, 

MacdufT is fled to England. 

Macb. Fled to England ? 

J.cn. Av, my good loid. 

Macb. Time, thou auiicipat’stf my dread ex¬ 
ploits : 

• Who caw command tbe forest lo acrv* him like • 
soldier impressed. 

r Music. t Tbe dissolution el nature. 

| besmeared with blood. I t.e. Spirits. 

1 Frereiitest, by takiof sway tbe opportunity. 


MACBETH. 



Scene II. 

The Highly purpose nevti is o’crtook, ^ 
Unless the deeil go with it: Fioin this moment. 
The very firstlings of iny heart shall lie 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now 
To cion n my thoughts with acts, be it thought 
and done : 

The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 

Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o'tlie swoid 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace \ his line. No boasting like a fool; 
This deed I'll do, before this purpose cool : 

Uut no more sights 1—Where are these gentle¬ 
men ? 

Come, bi lug me where they are. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXEII.—Fife.—A Room in Macduff** 

Castle. 

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Rosse. 

L. Macd. What had he doue, to make him 
fly the laud ? 

Rosse. You must have patieuce, madam. 

L. Macd . He had none : 

His flight was madness: When our actions do 
not, 

Our fears do make us traitors, f 
Rosse. You know not, 

Whether it was Ins wisdom, or his fear. 

L. Macd. Wisdom! to leave his wile, to leave 
Ins babes, 

lhs mansion, and his titles, in a place 
Fioih whence himself does fly ? He love* us 
not; 

He wants the natural touch : * for the poor men 
I lie most diminutive of birds, will tight, $ 

Her young one* in her nest, against the owl. 

All is the fear, and nothing is tnc lose; 

As little Is the wisdom, where the flight 
bo runs against all teasoii. 

Rosse. My dearest coz, ' 

I pray you, school yourself: But, for your hus¬ 
band, 

lie is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 
I lie fits o’the season. 1 dare not speak much 
further : 

But cruel are the limes, when we arc traitors. 
And do not know ourselves; when we hold 
rumour 

tioin what we fear, yet know not what we 
fear; :j 

Hut Boat upon a wild and violent sea. 

Each way, and move.—I take my leave of yon : 
Shall not be long but I’ll be here again : 

Things at 'he vvoist will cease, or else climb 
upward 

To what they were before.—My pretty cousin. 
Blessing upon you I 

L Macd. Father'd he is, and yet lie's father¬ 
less. 

Rosse. 1 am so much a fool, should I stay 
longer. 

It would be iny disgrace, and your discniufoit: 

I take iny leave at once. [Exit Rosse. 

L. Macd. Sirrah, H your father's dead ; 

And what will you do now/ How will you 
Jive ? 

Son. As biids do, mother. 

L. Macd. What, with worms and flies T 
Son. With what 1 get, I mean; and so do 
they. 

L. Macd. Poor bird 1 tlioud'st never fear the 
net, nor lime, 

1 he pit-fall nor the gin. 

Son. Why should I, mother t Poor birds they 
aie not set fur. 

My father is not dead, for all your saying. 

I 4 . Macd. Yes, he is dead ; how wilt thou do 
lor a lather ? 

• Follow. ' 

t f. e. Our flight U considered *• evidence of our 
Irnwii. t Natural affection. Fifclit 

lor. I Sirrah hii not, m our author's tunc, a term 
«l reproach. 
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Son. Nay, how will youftlo for a husband / 
Macd. Why, L can buy me twenty at any 
tnai ket. 

Son Then you'll buy ’em to sell again. 

L. Macd. Tliou spean’st with all thy wit; 
and yet I'faith, 

With wit enough tor thee. 

Son. Was iny fatlici a traitor, mother 1 
L. Macd. Ay, that lie was. 

Son. What is a traitor? 

L. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son. And be ail bailors, that do so ? 

L. Macd. Every one that does so, is a liaitor 
and must lie hanged. 

Son. And must they all be hanged, that swear 
and lie ? 

Jj. Macd. Every one. 

Son. Who must hang them? 

L. Macd . Why, tilt* honest men. 

Son. Then the liais and swearers are fools: 
for there are liars and swcaiers enough to beat 
(he honest men, and hang up them. 

L. Macd. Now, God help thee, poor monkey ! 
But how wilt thou do for a fatliei ( 

Son. If lie weie dead, you’d weep for him: 
if you would not, it weie a good sign that I 
I should quickly have a new father. 

L. Macd. Poor prattler! how thou talk's!. 

Enter a Mi.sslncek. 

1 

Mess. Bless you, fair dame! 1 am not to yon 
known, 

: Though 111 your state of honour I am pel feet, f 
I doubt some danger does approach you neatly : 
if you would lake a homely man'* advice. 

Be not found licic; hence, with your little 
ones. 

To flight you thus, incthiuks, I am too savage; 
To do woise to you, weie fell cruelly, 

Which is loo nigh your pel sou. Heaven pre¬ 
set ve you ! 

I dire abide no longer. [Eiit Mtsjt.scui. 

A. Macd. Whither should i ll> I 
I have done 110 harm. But I remember now 
I am 111 this eaiihv world; wlieie, to do harm, 
i 1* olteii laudable ; to do good, sometime. 
Accounted dangcious lolly: Why then alas! 

Do 1 put up that womanly deleuce. 

To say 1 have done no Jiaim ?-What are these 

faces ? 

Eater Murderers. 

Mar. Where is your husband ? 

Macd. 1 hope in no place so iiiisanctificd, 
Wheic si.cli as thou inay’st find him. 

Mur. He’s a traitor. 

Sou. TIioii ly’st. thou sliag-ear’d villain. 

Mur. What, you egg? [Stabbing him. 

Young liy of lieachery ? * 

Son. He has killed me, mother; 

Run away, I pi ay you. [Dies* 

[Exit Lady Macduff, cry In" murder, 
and pursued by the Murderer*. 

SCEXE 111.—England.—A Room in the 
Ring's Palace. 

Eater Malcoi w and Macduff. 

Mai. Let ns seek out some desolate shade, 
and there 

Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 

Hold last the modal sword; and, like good 
men, ni'iiu. 

Best tide our downfall’ll birlhdoin : t Each new 
New widows howl: new oiphany^ciy ; new 
sonows 

Stilke heaven on the face, that it resounds 
As 11 il felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

Mai. What I believe. I’ll wail; 

• I am perfectly acquainted with your rank. 

1 Uirilirifclu. 
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Act IV 


MACBETH. 


What know, believe; M 1 cm redraw 
As I shall find the tine ta friend, * I will. 

What you have spoke, it may be so; perchance, 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our 
tongues. 

Was once thought honest: yon have lov’d bitn 
well; 

He bath not touch'd yon yet. I am young ; 
but something 

You may deserve of him through me; and 
A wisdom 

To offer up a weak, poor, innocent hunb. 

To Appease an angry 

Macd. l am nut treacherous. 

Mai. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil. 

In an imperial charge, f But 'crave your par- 
duu ; 

That which you are, my thoughts cannot trans¬ 
pose : 

Ancels are bright still, though the brightest fell; 
Though all tbiugs toul would wear the brows of 
grace, * 

Yei grace must still look so. 

Macd. I have lost my hopes. 

Mul. Perchance, even there, where I did find 
my doubts. 

Why in that rawness left you wife and child, 
■(Those precious motives, those strong knots of 
love.) 

Without leave taking T—I pray you. 

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours. 

But mine own safetiesYou may be rightly 
just, 

Whatever 1 shall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country 1 
Great tyranny, lay thon thy basis sure. 

For goodness dares not check thee l wear thou 
thy wrongs, 

Tby title is affeer*d I £— Fare thee well, lord : 

I would not be the villain that thou think’st 
For the whole space that's in the tyrant’s 
grasp, 

And the rich east to boot. 

Mai. Be not offended : 

I speak not as in au absolute fear of you. 

I think, our country sinks beneath the yoke; 

It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal. 

There would be hands uplifted iu my right; 

And here, from gracious England, have 1 offer 
Of goodly thousands : But, for all this, 

V hen 1 shall tread upon the tyrant’s head, 

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before; 

More sutler, and more suudry ways than ever. 

By him that shall succeed. 

Mach. What should he he? 

Mai. It is myself 1 mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted, 

That, when they shall be open’d, black Macbeth 
" ill seem as pure as suow ; and the poor state 
Edtrein him as a lamb, being compar'd 
With my coiifiueless harms. 

Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils to tnp Macbeth. 

Mat. I grant him bloody, 

Luxurious, } avaricious, false, deceitful. 

Sudden,4 malicious, sniackiug of every sin 
That has a name : But there’s no bottom, none. 
In my voluptuousness : your wives, your daugh¬ 
ter, 

Yonr matrons, and /nor maids, coaid not fill up 
The cistern of iny lust; and my desire 
All continent impediments would o’er-bear, 

That did oppose my will: Better Macbeth, 

Thau such z one to rngu. 

Macti. Boundless intemperance 

* Brfrjcnd. 

1 /. t. A pood mind may rerrde from goodness fa tb# 
CXrdiMon of a r<>\ il <ommi»sion. 

t l*g*lly tented ihote wbohs-J the final adjudi¬ 
cation. 

| Laicinoua. | Passionate. • 


In nature Is a Ignmay; it hoik baa 
The untimely emptying of the happy threw*. 

And fall of many kings. Bat fear not yet 
To take upon you what Is yours: yon may 
Convey yonr pla n ts* In a spa ci ous plenty, 

Aud yet seem cold, the time you may so h ood- 
wink. 

We have willing femes enough * there cannot ha 
That vulture la yon to devour so many. 

As will to greatness dedicate themselves. 

Finding it so inclin'd. 

Mai. With this, there grows, 
lit my most ill-compos’d affection, such 
A stanchleas avarice, that, were 1 king, 

I should cut off the nobles for their lauds: 
Desire bis jewels, and ibis other’s house : 

Aud my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more; that I should fo rge 
Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal. 
Destroying them lor wealth. 

Macd. This avaripB " *■>- 
Slicks deeper; grows with more pernicious root 
Thaii summer-seed ins lust: aud it hath been - 
The sword of our slain lungs: Yet do uot fear ; 
Scotland hath foysous • to fill up your will, 

Of your mere own : All these are portable, t 
With other graces weigh'd. 

Mai. But I have uone; The king-becoming 
graces. 

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 
Bounty, per&iverauce, mercy, lowliness. 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them ; but abound 
In the division of each several crime. 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I 
should 

Pour the sweet milk of concord Into bell. 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland ! Scotland ! 

Mai. If 6uch a one be fit to govern, speak : 

I am as 1 have spoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern l 
No, not to live.—O uatton miserable. 

With an untitled tyraut bloody-scepter’d. 

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again T 
Since that the truest issue of thy tbroue 
By bis own interdiction stands accurs’d, 

And does blaspheme bis breed 1—Tby royal 
father. 

Was a most sainted king ; the queen, that bore 
< thee 

Oftner upon her koees than on her. feet, • 

Died every day she lived. Fare thee welt! 

These evils thou repeat’s! upon thyself. 

Have banish’d me from Scotland.—O my 
breast, 

Thy hope ends here I 
MaL Macduff, this noble passion. 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip’d the biack scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Mac¬ 
beth 

By many of these tiains bath songlit to win ine 
Into his power; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste: X But God above 
Deal between thee and me I for even now 
I put myself to tby direction, aud 
Uuspeak mine own detiaction : here abjure 
The taints and blames 1 laid upon myself. 

For strangers to my nature. 1 am yet 
Unknown to woman; never was forsworn ; 
Scarcely have coveted w hat was mine owu ; 

At no time broke iny laith ; would uot betray 
The devil to his fellow; aud delight 
No less in truth that: life : my first false speak¬ 
ing 

Was this upon myself: What I am truly. 

Is thine and iny poor country’s, to commaud 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach. 

Old Biward, with teu thousand warlike meu. 

All ready at a point, wits setting forth: 

t 

A / f 

• Plenty. + Mmv be endured, 

t Over-beftj credulity. 
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Scene III. 0 MACBETH. 


Now we’ll together s And the eh—ce of food- 
nm, 

Be like oar Warranted quarrel l Wbr are won 
silent 1 

Macd. Such welcome and mnrdcmne things 
at once, 

*Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a Docrosu 

Mai . Well; more anon.—Comes the king 
forth, I pray you ? 

Doct. Ay, Sir: there are a crew of wretched 
souls. 

That stay his core : their malady convinces • 
The great assay of art: but, at bis touch, 

Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand, 

Thry presently amend. 

Mai. I thank you, doctor. [Exit Doctor. 
Macd. What is the disease he means ? 

Mai. Tis call’d the evil: . - 

A most miraculous work in this good king; 
Which often, since my here-remain In Eng¬ 
land, 

1 have seen him do. How be solicits heaven, 
Himself best knows : hut strangely-visited 
people, 

All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye. 

The mere despair of surgery, he cures ; 

Hanging a golden stamp t about their necks, 

Tut on with holy prayers: and ’tls spoken, 

To the succeeding ro>alty he leaves 
The healing benediction. With this strange vir¬ 
tue. 

He irath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 

And sundry blessings hang about his throne. 
That speak him full of grace. 

Enter Rosie. 

Macd. See, who comes here t 
Mai. My countryman ; but yet I know him 
nor. 

Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 
Mat. 1 know him now: Good God, betimes 
remove 

The means that make ns strangers I 

Jim sc. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did f 
/feme. Alas, poor couutry; 

Almost afraid to know itself ! It cannot 
Be call’d our mother, but our grave: where 
nothing. 

But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
Where sighs and groans, and shrieks that reud 
the air. 

Are made, not marl'd ; where violent sorrow 

seems 

A modern ecstacy; t the dead man’s knell 
!•> thne scaice ask'd, for who; and good men's 
r.\pne before the flowers in their caps, [lives, 
l>)in:, or ere they sicken. 

Mm d. O relation, 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 

Mat. W hat is the newest grief t 
Rossi. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the 
speaker; 

Jlacti minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife t 
Basse. Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children? 

Baste. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at tlieir 
peace? 

Bosse. No ; they were well at peace, when I 
did leave them. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech; How 
goes it ? 

Bosse. When I came hither to transport the 
, tidings. 

Which I have heavily home, there ran a rumour 
Of many woitby fellows that were out; 

Wnich was to my belief witness’d the rather, 

• Overpowers, subdues. 

t A complement to the Stuarts, who touched for the 

ev’i. 

t Common distress of mind. 


For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot: 

Now U the time of help ; your eye iu Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight. 

To doff* their dire distresses. 

Mai. Be it their comfort, 

We are coming thither; gracious England hath - 
Lent ns good Siward and teu thousand men : 

An older and a better soldier none 
That Christendom gives out* 

Bosse. 'Would I could answer 
This comfort with the like 1 But I have words. 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air. 
Where hearing sbonld not latch t them. 

Macd . What concern they ? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief, J 
Due to some single breast? 

Bosse. No mind, that's honest. 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

■Macd. If it be mine. 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

. Bosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue 
for ever, [sound. 

Which shall possess them with the heaviest 
That ever yet they beard. 

Macd. Humph 1 1 guess at it. 

Bosse. Your castle is surpriz'd: your wife, 
and babes. 

Savagely slaughter’d : to relate the manner. 

Were, ou the quarry § of these murder'd deer. 

To add the death of you. 

Mai • Merciful heaven !— 

What, man 1 ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not 
speak. 

Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it 
break. 

Macd. My children too f 
Bosse . Wife, children, servants, all 
That could be found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence ( 

My wife kill'd too? 

Bosse. 1 have said. 

Mai. Be comforted ; 

Let's make ns med’eine's of onr great revenge. 

To cure this deadly grief, 

Macd. He has no children.—All my pretty 
ones ! 

Did you say, all ?—O hell-kite l —AH ? 

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam. 

At one fell swoop ? 

Mai. Dispute it like a man. . 

Macd. I shall do so; , 

But I must also feel it as a man : 

I cannot but remember such things were. 

That were not precious to me.—Did heaven 
look on. 

And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee! naught that I am. 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 

Fell slaughter ou their souls : Heaven rest them 
now I 

Mai . Be tbi9 the whetstone of your sword : 
let grief [it. 

Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage 
Macd. O 1 could play the woman with mine 
eyes. 

And braggart with my tongue!-Bat, gentle 

heaven, 

; Cut short all intermission ;■ front to front. 

Bring thou this fleud of Scotland and injself; 
Within my sword's length set him ; if he'scape. 
Heaven forgive him too l * 

Mai. This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king; our power Is ready ; * 
Our lack is nothing but our leave: Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on tlieir instruments. Receive what cheer 
you may ; 

The night is long, that never finds the day. 

[£reun& 

• Put off. 

+ Catrh. 2 A grid that has n tingle owner. 

| The game oiler it it killed. | Ail pent* 
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To the last 5) liable of recorded time ; 

And all our jestcrdays have lighted fools 
The wii> to dusty death. Out,' out, brief candle I 
Lite's but .1 walking shadow ; a poor plaver, 

That struts and frets bis hour upon the stage. 

And then is heard no more; it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fur}', 
bigiul) jug nothing.- 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thou coin’s! to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly. 

Mess. Gracious ni) lord, 

1 shall report that which I say K saw, 
lint know not how to do it. 

Mach. Well, say. Sir. 

Mess. As 1 did stand my watch upon the 
lull, 

1 look’d toward Biruam, and auou, methou&ht. 
The wood began to move. 

Maib. Liar and slave! [Striking him. 

Mess. Let me endure jour wialh, ift be not 
so: 

Within tins three mile may )ou see it coming; 

] say, a ni.-ung gro\e. 

Mach . If thou spenk’st false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 

Till famine cling * thee : if tin speech lie sooth, 

1 care not if thou dost for me as much.— 

I pull in resolution l and begin 
To doubt tbe equivocation of the fiend. 

That lies like truth : Rear not, till Birnam 
u ood 

Do come to Dunsinane and now a wood 
Comes toward Duusinaue.—Arm, aim, and 
out!- 

If this, which he avouches, does appear. 

There is nor flung hence, nor laming here, 

1 ’gin to be a-weary of the sun, 

And wish the estate o’the world were now uu-' 
done.— [wrack! 

Ring the alarum bell ’.—Blow, wind! come, 
At least we’ll die with harness t on our hack. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—The same.—A Plain before the 

Castle. 

Enter, with Drums end Colours, Malcgi.m, 
old Si ward, Macduff, <$c. and their Army, 
with Boughs. 

Mai. Now' near enough; your lca\y screens, 
throw down. 

And show like those you are You, worth} 
uncle, 

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble ton. 

Lead our first battle : wot thy Macduff, and we. 
Shall, Like upon us what else remains to do, 
Accoidmg to our ordei. 

Site. Fare you well.— 

Do we hut find the t) rant’s power to-night, 

Let us be lienteu, if we cannot fight. 

Macd. Make all our tiumpets speak; give 
them all hieatli. 

Those clamorous haihingers of blood and death. 

[Exeunt. Alarums continued. 

SCENE VII.—The same.—Another Part of 

the Plain. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. They have tied me to a stake : 1 can¬ 
not ft> : 

But, bear-like, I must fight the course.—What’s 

. . I,c » 

That was not liorn of woman? Such a one 
Am l to few, or none. 

Enter young Si ward. 

Yo.Siw. What is thy name ? 

Macb. Tboti’lt be afraid to hear it. 

Yo. Site. No; though thou call’bt thyself a 
hotter name 
Than any is in hell. 

• Shrivel 


Act V. 

Macb. My name's Macbeth. 

Yo. Sue. The devil himself could not pro¬ 
nounce a title 
More hateful to initie car. 

Macb. No, nor more fearful. 

Yo. Site. Thou iiest, abhoned tyrant; with 
my sword 

I’ll prove the lie thou speak’st. 

[They fight, and young Siwakd is slab'. 

Macb. Thou wast bom of woman.- 

But swords 1 smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 
Brandish’d by man that's of a woman horn. 

[Eut. 

« Alarums. Enter Macdupf. 

Macd. That way the noise is:—T>iant, show 
th> face: 

If thou btf'st slam, and with no stioke of mine 
My wife and children’s ghost will haunt me 
still. 

1 cannot sliike at wretched Kernes, whose arms 
Are hir’d to bear their slates; either thou, Mac¬ 
beth, 

Or else ni} stvoid, with an liubatter’d edge, 

1 sheathe again undeeded. There thou sliould’st 
be; 

By this great clatter, one of greatest note 
Seems bruited : • Let me find him, fortune! 

And more 1 beg not. [Exit. Alarum 

Enter Malcolm and Siuauu. 

Sue. This was, my lord;—The castle’s gently 
render’d : 

The t\ranl’ii people on both sides do light; 

The noble thane- do hraxel} 111 the wai , 

The day almost itself prefesses yuiu’s, 

Aud little is to do. 

Mai. We bare met with foes 
That strike beside us. 

Size. Liitci, Sti, the castle. 

[Exeunt. Alai urn 

Re-enter Macbeth. 

Macb. W ii> should I play the Roman fool, and 
die [gashes 

On mine own sword? whiles I see Inca, the 
Do better upon them. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Macb. Of all men else I have avoided thro: 
But get tiice back, my soul is too much chaig’d 
With blood of thine alread}. 

Macd. 1 ha\e no words, 

M> \oice is hi tn} sword ; thou bloodier vilLm 
Th.ui terms can give thee outl 

[They fzht. 

Macb. Thou losest labour: 

As cas) ina}’.st thou the mtienchant air* 

With ill} keen snoid impress, as make me 
bleed : 

Let fall tin blade on vulnerable crests ; 

1 bear a clianned life, which must not vie lit 
To one of woman horn. 

Macd. Despair thy clianu ; 

And let the angel, whom thou still hast seiv’d. 
Tell thee, Mac-dull was Horn his mother’s wouib 
Untimely ripp’d. 

Much. Accursed be that tongue that tells me 
so. 

Tor it hath cow’d 111 } better part of man ! ’■ 

Aud be these juggling fiends no more believ’d. 
That palter I with us 111 a double sense ; 

That keep the woid of premise to our ear, 

And break it to our hope.—1*11 not bglit with 
thee. 

Macd. Then yield thee, coward. 

And live to be the show and gaze o’the lime. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are. 
Painted upon a pole ; aud undcrwril, 

Here may you see the tyrant. 

Macb. i’ll net }icl»l, 

• Reported with clamour. 

t Tbe air which cannot be cut 2 Shuffle 
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To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet. 
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse. 

Though Birium wood be come to Diiusiuaue, 
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman born, 

Yet 1 will try the last: Before my body 
1 throw my warlike shield : lay on, Macduff; 
And damn’d be be that first cries, Hold, enough. 

[Exeunt, fighting. 

lictruit. Flourish. Re-enter, with Drum 
and Colours, Malcolm, old Si\vaki>,Kosse, 
Lenox, Angus, Cathness, Menteth, and 
Soldiers 

Mai. 1 would the friends we miss were safe 
ari iv’d. 

Stir. Some must go off: and yet, by these 1 
see. 

So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

Mul. Macduff is missing, and your noble son. 
Jtos ac. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier's 
debt: 

He only liv’d but till he was h man; 

'Ilie which no sooner had Ins prowess confirm’d 
In the uiicJiiinking station where he fought. 

But like a man lie died. 

A hit. Then he is dead ? 

Hus sc. Ay, aud brought off the field : your 
cause of sorrow* 

Must not be measur’d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Sin. Had he his hints befoie? 

/iVwf. 4v, on the front. 

S ic. Why then, God’s soldier be he! 

Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 

I would not wish them to a fairer death: 

And .10 Ins km.II is knoll’d. 

Mai. H*-*s worth more sonow 
Ar.u that 1*11 spend for him. 


Siw. He’s worth no more; 

They say, he parted well, and paid his score: 1 
So, God be with bun!—Heie comes newer com* * 
fort. 

Re-enter Macduff, uith Macbeth’s Head on 

a Pole. 

Macd. Hail, king ! for so thou art: Behold, 
where stands 

The usurper’s cursed bead : the time is fice : 

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s peuil, * 
That speak my salutation in their minds; 

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine,— 

Mail, king of Scollaud 1 
AU ..King of Scotland, basil [Flourish. 
Mac. We shall not spend a large expense of 
tune, 

Before we reckon with your several loves. 

And make us even with >ou. My thanes aud 
kinsmen, 

Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour nam’d. What’s more to do. 
Which would be planted newly with the time,— 
As calling home our exil'd fnend9 abroad ; / 
That fled the snares of watehful tyranny; 
Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of this dead butcher, aud his fiend-like queen ; 
Who, as *tis thought, by self and violeut 
hands 

Took off her life ;—This, and what needful else 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Giace, 

Me will perform in nicasuie, tune, and place : 

So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 

Whom we invite to see us crown’d at Scone. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 


f The kingdom’* wealth or ornament. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THIS pl«» was probably written in the year 1596. The action comprehend* mine of the prlucipal eveuts which 
occurred from the 34th year of Kins Johu’s life to tha time of his demise ; or, during his short reign of seven¬ 
teen jears. Sbakapeare has iu some respects closely adhered to the old historians and chrouiclers ; Hut the 
Duke of Austria was not accessary to the death of Richard C<rur-de*lioit; neither was John himself po.toned 
by a monk* However the gross licentiousness of the latter*—his utter disregard of eveu the appearauces of 
religion—-end his habitual ridicule of the church, might favour such a supposition, it is certain that he died 
partly of grief, and partly of chagrin, at Newark. These incongruities, with the outline of Taulronbndgc's 
character, our poet very likely derived from some previous dramatic production. 14 ith respect to the unfor¬ 
tunate Arthur, when he first fell into the power of his ancle, be was confiued in the castle of Falaise, aud 
the perfidious monarch endeavoured iu vatu to procure hit assassination. He was afterwards conducted to the 
castle of Rnuen, where Johu resided, and never afterwords heard of. The manner of his death is uncertain ; 
but it is generally fielitied that the barbarous tyrant stabbed him with his own hand. Dr. Johnson says of 
th is tragedy : “ Though not w rmcn with the utmoat power of Shaktprare, it is varied w ith a very pleasing in¬ 
terchange of incident* and characters i the lady’s grief is very affecting ; and the character of the Uasmrd con¬ 
tains that mixture of greatness aud levity, which this author delighted to exhibit.” The latter is, indeed, as 
odd a personage as any author e\cr drew ; and his language is as peculiar at his ideas ; hut the scene in which 
John so darkly proposed to Hubert the mnrder of his lunoceut nephew, u beyond the commendation of tn- 
ticism. Art could add little to its perfection ; uo change iu dramatic taste can injure it , aud lime itself cau 
subtract nothing from its beauties.—Colly Cibber altered tbu drama, though uot for the best. 
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Heralds , Officers, Soldiers , Messenger s, 
and other Attendants. 


Scene, sometimes in England, and sometimes in France. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—Northampton.—-A Room of Slute 
m the Palace. 

Enttr King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, 
Essex, Salisbury, and others , with Cha¬ 
tillon. 

K. John. Now, say, Chatillon, wliat would 
France with us 1 

Chat. Thus, after greeting, speaks the king of 
r ranee, 

my behaviour, • to the majesty, 

The borum'd majesty of England here. 

Lti, A strange beginningborrow’d ma¬ 
jesty ! 


K. John. Silence, good mother; hear the em¬ 
bassy. 

Chat. Philip of Trance, in right aud true l»e- 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son, [half 
Arthur INautueeuet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territoiirs ; 

To Ireland, Poicuers, Anjou, Tuuratnc, Maine: 
Desiring thee to lay a*ide the sword, 

Which sways usuriutigly these several titles; 

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand, 

Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign. 

K. John. What follows, if we disallow of this? 
Chat. The proud control of fierce aud bloody 
W3r 

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K. John. Here have we war for war, and 
blood for blood, 

Controlmeut for controimeut: to answer France. 


• In the manner I uow do. 
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Chmt. Then take my king** defiance from my 
mouth. 

The furthest limit of my embassy. 

A'. John. Bear mine to him and so depart iu 
peace: 

Be thou as lightning (n the eyes of France; 

For ere* thou canst report 1 svill be there, 

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 

So, hence I Be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And sullen presage of your own decay.— 

An honourable conduct let him have :_ 

Pembroke, look to't: Farewell, Cbatillon. 

[Exeunt Ciiatjllon and Pembroke. 
Eli. What now, my sou? have 1 not ever 
said, 

IIow that ambitious Constance would not cease. 
Till she had kindled Fiance, and all the world. 
Upon the right and party of her son T 
This might have been prevented, and made 
whole. 

With very easy arguments of love ; 

Which now the manage* of two kingdoms mast 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K. John. Our strong possession, and our right 
for us. 

Eli. Your strong possession, much more than 
your right; 

Or else it must go wrong with you and me: 

So much my conscience wlnspeis in your car ; 
Which none but heaven, and you aud I, shall 
heat. 

Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonshire, who 
whispers Essex. 

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest con¬ 
troversy, 

Cotne from the country to be judg'd by you. 
That ere I heard : Shall 1 produce the men ? 

K. John. Let them approach.— 

[ Ex it Sheriff. 

Our abbies, and our priories, shall pay. 

Re-enter Sheriff , uith Robert Faulco.n- 
biudce, and Philip, his bastard Brother. 

This expedition’s charge.—What men are you? 

Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman. 

Bom in Noitliamptoiishire ; and eldest son. 

As 1 suppose, to Robert F.mlconbiidge ; 

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of CaMir-de-hnu knighted in the field. 

A. John. What ait thou? 

Bob. The son and lieir to that same Faulcon- 
bridge. 

K. John, is that the elder, and art thou the 
heir 1 

You came not of one mother then, it seems. 
Ba>t. Most ceitam of one mother, mighty 
km?. 

That is well known; and, as I thiuk, one 
father : 

But, for the certain knowledge of that truth, 

I put you o’er to heaven and to my mother: 

Of that 1 doubt, as all men’s children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, rude man I thou dost'shame 
thy mother, 

And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Bast. I, madam T no, I have no reason for it; 
That Is my brother's plea, aud none of nuue ; 
The which if lie can piove, 'a pops me out 
At least troin fair live hundred pound a year: 
Heaven guard tuy mother's houour and my 
land I 

K. John. A good blunt fellow Why, being 
younger born, 

Doth lie lay claim to thine inheritance f 
Bast. 1 know not why, except to get the 
land I 

But once he slander'd me with bastardy 
But wlie'r t 1 be as true-b6got, or no. 

That still 1 lay upon my mother’s head ; 

But, that I am as well-begut, tuy liege, 

• CouUurt. ndmimttr«t>oD. 
t Whether. 


(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me t) 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourself. 

If old Sir Robert did beget us both. 

And were our father, and his son like him* 
O old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 
I give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K. John. Why, what a mad-cap hath heaven 
lent us here 1 

Eli. He hath a trick • of Cceur-de-hon’s face. 
The accent of his tongue aftectelli bun : 

Do you not read some tokens of my son 
lit the large composition of this man ? 

AT. John. Miue eye hath well examined his 
parts, [tpeak. 

And finds them perfect Richard.-Sirrah, 

What doth move you to claim your brother’s 
land f 

Bast. Because be hath a half-face, like my 
father; 

With that half-face would be have all my land : 

A half-faced groat five bundled pounds a year! 
Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father 
liv'd. 

Your brother did employ my father much ;— 
Bast. Well, Su, by this you cannot get my 
laud ; 

Your tale must be, bow he employ’d my mo. 
ther. 

Bob. And once despatch’d him in an embassy 
To Germany, there, with the emperor. 

To treat of high artairs touching that time : 

The advantage of lus abseuce took the king, 

And iu the mean time sojourn’J at my father’s ; 
Where bow he did prevail, I shame to speak : 

But truth is truth ; large lengths of seas and 
Between my father and my mother lay, [slioies 
(As 1 have beard my father speak himself,) 

When this same lusty gentleman uas got. 

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd 
His lauds to me ; and took it, on his death. 

That this, my mother’s sou, was none of his, 

And if he were, he caine into the wqrld 
Full fourteeu weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is nunc. 
My father’s laud, as was my father’s will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear linn : 
Aud, if she did play false, the fault was her’s ; 
Winch fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That inarry wives. Tell me, how if my brother 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this soil. 

Had of your father claim’d this son for his? 

Ju sooth, good friend, your lather might have 
kept 

This calf, bred from his cow, from all the 
world ; 

In sooth he might: then, if be were my bro¬ 
ther’s, [father. 

My brother might not claim him: nor your 
Being none of bis, refuse luui: This con¬ 
cludes,— 

My mother's son did get your father's heir; 

Your father's heir must have your father's 
land. 

Rob. Shall then my father's will be of no 
force. 

To dispossess that child which is not his? 

Bast. Of uo mote foice to dispossess me. 
Sir, 

Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather be a Faul- 
coubridge. 

And like thy brother, to enjoy tby land; 

Or the reputed son of Cceur-de-lioii, 

Lord of thy presence, t and uo laud beside ? 
Bast. Madam, uu if my brother had my 
shape, 

And 1 had his, Sir Robert hit, like him; 

And if my legs were two such riding-rods. 

My aims such eel-skins stuff'd; my face so 
thin, 


• Trace. 


t Diguitjr of epp««r»Bce. 



ae king 

That in my ear I durst not stick a rose. 

Lest men should say. Look, where three-far¬ 
things goes! 

• And, to Ins shape, were heir to all this land, 
'Would l might uever stir from off tins place, 

IM fine it every foot to have this face ; 

I would uot be Sir Nob • in any case. 

EL. I like thee well; Wilt thou forsake thy 
fortune. 

Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me t 
I am a soldier and now bound to France. 

Bust. Brother, take you my laud. I'll take 
m> chance : 

Yonr face hath got five hundred pounds a yeai ; 
Vet sell your face for tlvepeuce, and ’tis dear.— 
Madam, ’i’ll follow you unto the death. 

Eh. Nay, I would have. you go before me 
timber. ’ [way. 

Bast. Our country manners give our betteis 
John. What is thy name? 

Bust. Philip, my liege ; to is my name begun; 
Plii'ip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldest son. 
A. JoUn. From henceforth bear his name 
w hose form thou brar'st: 

Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great: 
Ause Sir Richaul and Plantagenet 1 — 

Bast. Brother, by the mother's side, give me 
your hand ; 

Mv father ga\e me honour, yonr's ga\e laud: 
Now blessed be the hour, by night 01 day, 

When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 

Eh. The very spirit of Plautagenei!— 

I am tby grandame, Richard ; call me so. 

Bast . Madam, by chance, but not by truth: 
W hat though ? 

Something about, a little from the right. 

In at the window, or else o’er the hatch : 

\\ ho dares not stir by day, must walk by night; 

And lia\e is have. However men do catch : 
Near or tar olf, well won is still well shot ; 

And I am I, bovvetr I was begot ; 

K. John. Go, Faulcoubtidge ; now hast thou 
thv desire, 

A landless knight makes thee a landed squire.— 
Come, madam, cud come, Richard; we must 
speed 

For Trance, for France; foi it is more than 
need. 

Bast. Brother, adieu ; good fortune come to 
thee I 

For thou wast got i’the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all but the Bistaiuj. 
A foot of honour better than I was ; . 

But many a toot of land tne worse. 

W ell, now can I make any Joan a lady:- 

Good dent Air Richard,—God-a-mercy, fel¬ 
low ;— 

And if bis name be George, I’ll call him Peter : 
For new-made honour doth forget men’s names ; 
’Tis too respective, and too sociable. 

For your conversion. ; Now', your traveller,— 

He and his tooth-pick at iny worship's mess; 
And when my knightly stomach is suffic’d, 

W hy then I suck my teeth, and catechise 

My picked man of countries: $- My dear Sir , 

( Thus leaning on mine elbows, 1 begin,) 

A shall beseech you —That is question now; 

And then comes answer like ail ABC-book : 

O Sir, says answer, at your best command ; 

At your em'ploymt nt ; at your service , Sir :— 
Ao, .Sir, say5 question, 1, sweet Sir, at yotir’s: 
Aud so, eie answer knows what question would, 
(Sitting in dialogue of compliment; 

And talking of the Alps and Appemnes, 

The Pyrenean, and the river Po,) 

It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 

But this is worshiptul society. 

And nts the mounting spirit, like myself: 

For he is hut a bastard to the time, 

That doth not smack of observation ; 

(And so am I, whether l smack, or no;) 

Aud not sdone in habit and device, 

• Robert. f Good evening. t Change 

ef condition. $ My tra»«lled fop 
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Exterior form, outward accoutrement; # 

But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, sweet, sweet pol&ou for the age’s tootn : 
Which, though I will uot practise to deceive. 
Yet, to avoid deceit, K mean to le.uu; 

Foi it shall strew the footsteps of iny rising.— 
But who comes in such haste, ui ridiug robes! 
What woman-post is this? hath she uo hus¬ 
band, 

That will take pains to blow a hoi u before her ? 

Enter Lady Faui.conbridge and James 
Gurnet. 

O me 1 it is my mother.:—How now, good lady ! 
What biings you here to court so hastily ? 

Lady E. Wheie is that slave, thy brotlin > 
where is be l 

That holds iu chase miuc honour up and down ? 
Bast . My brothei Robert? old Mi Robert's 
son ? 

Colhraud the giaut, that same mighty man? 

Is it Sn Robeit’s son, that you seek to? 

Lady F. Sir Robeit’s son! Aye, thou iiiiie- 
vertud boy, Robot ( 

Sir Robeit’s son: Why scorn’st thou at Sn 
He is Sir Robot’? sou ; aud so ait thou. 

Bast. James Gutucy, will thou give us leave 
a while? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Bast. Philip ?—spai row !—James, 

There’s toy’s abroad ; • auon I’ll tell thee nior.. 

[El It it l UM.Y. 

Madam, I was not old Sir Robeii’s son , 

Sii Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good-fudaj, and ne’er bioke his fast : 

Sir Robeit could do well: Many, (to cunic'-s!' 
Could he get me ? Sn Robert could not <)<> it , 
We know his handy-wotk *, — Thcietoic, good 
mother, 

To whom am 1 beholden for tlic*.- limbs? 

Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy btuther 
too, [boiioui { 

That for thme own gain sliould’st defend in me 
What means this scorn, thou most unionjid 
knave l 

Bast. Knight, knight, good molhei,— Ban- 
liscolike : t 

What! I am dubi/d ; I have it on my shouldei. 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert’s soil ; 

I have disclaim’d Sir Robert and mv laud ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone : 

Then, good my umihei, lit me know iny futlio , 
Some propci man, I hope: Who was it, mo¬ 
ther ? 

Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself to I’uiil- 
Lonbinlgc t 

Bast. As taithtnlly as I deny tiic devil. 

Lady F. King Richaul Cccur-de-lioii was thy 
father ; 

By long and vehement suit 1 was seduc’d 
To make room for him m my husband’s bed 
Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge! 
Thou art the issue of uiy dear offence. 

Which was so strongly urg’d, past my defence. 

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get again. 
Madam, 1 would uot wish a belter father. 

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth, 

Aud so doth y our’s ; your fault was not your 
folly : 

Need must you lay ydnr heart at his dispose*,— 
Subjected tribute to commaudiug love,— 

Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The aweless lion, could not wage the fight, 

Nor keep his priucely heart from Richard's 
hand. 

He that perforce robs lions of their hearts, 

May easily wiu a woman's. Ay, my mother. 

With all my heart I thank thee for my fathei l 
Who lives and dares but say thou didst uot 
well. 

When I was got. I’ll send his soul to hell. 

• Idle report*, t A satire upon a cbiiancr 

\l an old drama called Soliman and Fmedn. 



Scene I. 

Come, lady, 1 will show thee to my kin; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadst said him nay, it bad been sin : 
Who says it was, he lies , I say, 'twas not. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IL 

SCENE J. — France.—Before the Walls of 

Anglers' 

Enter , on one side , the Archduke of Austria , 
and Force % ; on the other , Philip, King of 
France, and Forces; Lewis, Constancy, 
Arthur, and Attendants, 

Lew. Before Anglers well met, brave Aus¬ 
tria.— 

Arthur, tlut gieat fore-runner of thy blood, 
Richard, that lohb’d the lion of lus heai t. 

And foiignt the holy wars in Palestine, 

By this lirase duke came early to lus grave: • 
And, foi amends to lus postenty. 

At our importance hither is he conic, 

To oprrad his colours, boy, m thy behalf; 

Ami to rebuke the usurpation 

<»f th\ unnatural uncle, English John; 

Embrace him, hue linn, give bun welcome 
hither. 

A) th. <iod shall forgive you Cceur-de-lion’s 
death, 

The lathei, that you give his offspring life, 
Miadowing their right under your wings of 
war : 

J give von welcome with a poweiless band, 

But with a heart full of unstained love : 
Welcome beiore the gates of Angieis, duke. 
Jjtw. A noble boy I Who would not do tlice 
light* / 

Amt. lpon thv cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 
A- seal to this indenture of my lo\e ; 

'I hat to my Imme I will no mote return, 

! ill Augieis, and the right thou hast in France, 
together with that pale, that white-fac'd 
shore, 

V* hose loot spurns back the ocean's roaring 
tides 

\nd coops from other lands her islauders, 

E\cu till that England, hedg’d in with the 
main. 

That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from loreien purposes, 
i.\»n till that utmost comer ol the west 
".lime thee loi hei king : till then, fair hoy. 

Will 1 not think of home, but follow arms. 
(oust. O take his mother's thanks, a widow’s 
thanks, 

; i.l your strong hand shall help to give him 
strength. 

To make a more requital to your love. 

Aust. The peace of heaven is their's, that lift 
their swords 

mcli a just utid charitable war. 

A. Phi. Well then, to work; our cannon 
shall be bent 

Acainst the brows of this resisting town.- 

Call lor our chiefcst men of discipline. 

To cull the plots ot best advantages. 

We'll lay befoic this town our royal bones, 

Wade to the market-place m Frenchmen's 
blood. 

But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy 
Lest uuadMs'd you stain your swords with 
blood : 

My lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That light in peace, which here we urge ic 
wai ; 

And then wc shall repent each drop of blood. 
That hot rash baste so indirectly shed. 

• The Duke of Aust—» died som; time Male Richard 
Cxur-de-liou. / 
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Enter Chatillon. 

K, Phi. A wonder, lady 1—lo, upon thy wish 
Our messenger Chatillon is arriv’d.— 

What Eticlaud says, say briefly, gentle lord. 

We coldly pause tor thee ; Chatillon, speak. 
Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry 
siege. 

And stir them up against a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demauds. 

Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse winds 
Whose leisure 1 have staid, have given him 
time 

To laud Ills legions all as soon as I: 

His marches aie expedient * to this town. 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is :ome the mother-queen. 

An At6, stirring bun to blood and strife ; 

With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With them a'bastard of the king deceas'd ; 

Aud all the unsettled humours of the laud,— 
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries. 

With Jadiea' faces and fierce dragons'spleens,— 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes. 
Bearing then birthrights proudly on their backs 
To made a hazard ol new foituues here. 

In brief, a biavei choice of dauntless spirits. 
Than now the English bottoms have watt o’er. 
Did never float upon the swelling tide, 
l o do ofteuce and scalli in Christendom. 

The interruption of their churlish drums 

[Drums beat 

Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand. 
To parly or to fight; therefore, prepare. 

A. Phi. How much unlock’d for la this ex¬ 
pedition ! 

Aust. By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence ; 

For courage niounteth with occasion : 

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar’d. 

EnUr King John, Elinor, Blanch, the 
Bastard, Plmukokjj, and Jorccs. 

K. John. Peace be to France : if Fiance m 
peace peirnit 

Our just and lineal eutrance to our own ! 

If not, bleed Fiance, and peace ascend lo hea¬ 
ven 1 

Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do coirect 
Then pioud contempt that beat his peace to 
heaven. 

K. Phi. Peace be to England ; if that war 
return 

From Tiance to England, there to live in peace! 
England we love ; aud, lor that England's sake, 
W lih biuden of our aimour heie we sweat: 

This toil of our's should be a work of thine ; 

But thou from loving England art so far. 

That tl.ou has undei-wiought t his lawful king 
Cut oft the sequence of posterity. 

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape 
Upou the maiden vmue of the ciown. 

Look here upon thy brother Gcffiey’s face ;— 
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of 
his : 

This little ahstiact doth contaiu that large, 

W Inch died in Geffrey ; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 

That Geffrey was thv elder biother born, 

Aud this lus son ; England was Geffrey's right. 
And this is Geffrey's: in the name of God, 

How comes it then, that thou art call’d a king, 

W hen living blood doth in these temples beat. 
Which owe the crown that thou o’eimasteiesf t 
K. John. From whom hast thou this great 
commission, France, 

To draw my answer from thy articles f 
K. Phi. From that supernal judge, that stiis 
good thoughts 

In any breast of strong authority. 

To look into the blots and status of right. 

That judge hath made me guaidian to this boys 
Under whose wairant, I impeach thy wrong; 
And, by whose help, I mean to chistise U. 

* Immediate. 


KING JOHN 


t Undermined. 



344 KING JOHN Act II. 


K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

K . Phi. Excuse; it is to beat usurping 
down. 

Eli. Who is it, thou dost cal! usurper, France t 

Const. Let me make answer;—thy usurping 
sou. 

Eli. Out, insolent I thy bastard shall be 
king; 

Tbat thou may’st be a queen, 4uid check the 
world! 

Const. My bed was ever to thy soil as true, 

As thine was to thy husband : and this boy 
Liker in feature to his lather Geffrey, 

Thau thou aud John in maiiuers ; being as like. 
As rani to water, or devil to bis dam. 

My boy a bastard! By my soul, I think 
His father never was so true begot; 

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Ell. There's a good mother* boy, that blots 
thy father. 

Const. There’* a good graudam, boy, tbat 
would blot thee. 

Aust. Peace I 

Bast. Hear the crier. 

Aust. \Miat the devil art thou f 

East. One that will play the devil, Sir, with 
you, 

An ’a may catch your bide and yon alone. 

You are the bare of whom the proverb goes, 

W hose valour plucks dead lions by the beard; 
I’ll smoke your skin-coat, • an 1 catch you 
right; 

Sirrah, look to’t; i'faith, 1 will, i’faitli. 

Blanch. O well did he become tbat lion’s 
robe, 

That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

East. It lies as sightly on the back of biin. 

As great Alcides* shoes upon an ass:— 

But, ass. I’ll take tlut burden from your back ; 
Or lay oil that, shall make your shoulders 
crack. 

Aust. W hat cracker is this same, that deaf* 
our ears 

With this abundance of superfluous hreatb ? 

K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do 
straight. 

Lew. Women and fools, break off your con¬ 
ference.— 

King John, this is the very sum of all,— 
England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraiiie, Maine, 
lu right of Arthur do 1 claim of thee : 

Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy 
arms 1 

K. John. My life as soon:—1 do defy thee, 
France. 

Arthur of Bietague, yield thee to my baud ; 

And, out of uiy dear lo\e, I’ll give thee more 
Thau e’er the coward hand of France can win : 
Submit thee, boy. 

Eli. Come to thy gnmdam, child ; 

Const. Do, child, go to It* giandam, child ; 
Give graudam kingdom, and it’ graudam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig: 

There’s a good grim dam. 

Arth. Good my mother, peace 1 
1 would that 1 were low laid in my grave; 

1 am not worth this coil that’s made for me. 

Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, be 
weeps. 

Const. Now shame upon you, whe’r t she does, 
or no 1 

His grandam’s* wrongs, and not his mother’s 
shames, 

Draw those heaven-moving pearls from his poor 
eyes. 

Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee; 

Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be 
brib’d 

To do him justice, and revenge on you. 

Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and 
earth ! 

Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and 
earth! 

t 


Call not me slanderer; thou, and thine usuip 
The dominations, royalties, and rights. 

Of this oppressed boy : Tins is thy eldest sou’s 
sou, 

Infortunate in nothing hut ill thee; 

Thy sms are visited In this poor child ; 

The canon of the law is laid on him, 

Beiug but the secoud geueratlou 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

Const. 1 have but this to sa>,— 

That he’s not ouly plagued for her sin. 

But God hath made her siu and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagu’d for her. 

And with her plague, her sin ; his injury 
Her injury,—the beadle to her sin ; 

All punish’d in the person of this child, 

And all for her ; A plague upon hei 1 
Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will, that bars the title of thy sou. 

Const. A), who doubts that? a will! a wicked 
w ill; 

A woman** will ; a canker’d graudani’s will! 

K. Phi. Peace, lady ; pause, or be more tem¬ 
perate : 

It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim * 

To these ill-tuned repetitious.— 

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Anglers; let us bear them 
speak. 

Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or Joint's. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Citizens upon the 

walls. 

1 Cit. Who is it, that hath warned us to tbs 
walls 1 

K. Phi. *lis France, for England. 

K. John. England, for itscll: 

You men of Augiers, aud my loving subjects,— 
K. Phi. You loving men of Anglers, Ailbur’s 
subjects. 

Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle paile. t 
K. John. Fur our advantage I herefoie, 
hear us first.- 

These flags of France, that are advanced here 
before the eye aud piospect of vo:ir tun it. 

Have hither march’d to your endamagement: 
The cannons have their bowels tull nl wiaib ; 
Aud ready mounted are they, to $|>it foith 
Their iron indignation ’gainstyour wall* : 

Ail preparation for a bloody siege, 

Aud inerciie&s proceeding by these French, 
Confront your city’s eyes, your winking gates ; 
Aud, but for our approach, those sleeping 
stones, 

That as a waist do girdle you about,. 

By the compulsion of their ordnance, 
by this tune from their fixed bed* ol lime 
Had been dishahited, and wide havoc made 
For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 

But, on the sight of us, your lawful king,— 
Who painfully, with much expedient march. 
Have brought a countercheck before your gates 
To save uuscratch’d your city's threaten’d 
cheeks,— 

Behold, the French, amaz’d, vouchsafe a parle : 
Aud now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire. 

To make a shaking fever in your walls, 

They shoot but calm words, folded up tt 
smoke, 

To make a faithless error lu yonr ears: 

W Inch trust accordingly, kind citizens, 

Aud let us hi, your king ; whose labour'd spirits, 
Forwearied J in tins action of swift speed. 

Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

K . Phi. When 1 have said, make answer U 
ns both. 

Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow’d upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Ptamtagenet 
Sou to the elder brother of this man, 

And king o’er hint, and all that he enjoys: 

f Conference. 
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For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before your 
town ; 

Being no further enemy to yon. 

Than the constraint of hospitable zeal. 

In the relief of ^his oppressed child, 

Re'igiously provokes. Be pleased then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe. 

To him that owes* It; namely this young 
prince: 

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear. 

Save in aspect, have all offence seal'd up ; 

Our cannons’ malice vainly shall tie speut 
Against the invulneiable clouds of heaven ; 

And, with a blessed and unvex’d retire. 

With unhack'd swords, and helmets all un- 
bruis’d, 

We will bear home that lusty blood again, 

Which here we came to spout against your town, 
Aud leave your children, wives, and you, in 
peace. 

But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer, 

•Tis not the rouudtire f of your old fac’d walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war; 
Though all these English, and their discipline. 
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference. 
Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord. 

In that behalf which wc have challeng’d it ? 

Or shall we give the signal to our rage, 

Aud stalk in blood to our possession? 

] Cit. In brief, we are the king of England’s 
subjects ; 

For him, and in his right; we bold this town. 

K. John. Acknowledge then the king, and let 
me in. 

1 Cit. That can we not: but he that proves 
the king. 

To him will we prove loyal; till that time. 

Have we ramm’d up our gates against the 
world. 

K. John. Doth not the crown of England 
prove the king f 

And, if not that, I bring yon witnesses, 

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s 
breed 

Bast. Bastards, and else. 

A". John . To verify our tide with their 
lives. 

K. Phi. As many, and as well born bloods as 
those,- 

Bast. Some bastards too. 

A'. Pht. Stand in his face, to contradict his 
claim. 

1 Cit . Till yon compound whose right is 
worthiest, 

We, for the worthiest, hold the right from 
both. 

K. John. Then God forgive the sin of all 
those souls, 

That to their everlasting residence. 

Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet. 

In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s king I 

K. Phi . Amen, Amen1—Mount, chevaliers! 
to arms I 

Bast. St. George,—that swing’d the dragon, 
and e’er Biucc, 

Sits on his horseback at mine hostess’ door, 
Teach us some fence 1—Sirrah, were I at home. 
At your den, sirrah, [To Austria.] with your 
lioness, 

I’d set an ox-head to yoor lion’s hide, 

Aud make a monster of you. 

A nst . Peace; no more. 

Bast. O tremble; for yon hear the Hon roar. 

K. John. Up higher to the plaiu ; where we’ll 
set forth. 

In best appointment, all our regiments. 

Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the 
Held. 

K. Phi . It shall be so[7b Lewis.] and at 
the other bill 

Command the rest to stand.—God and our right 1 

[Exeunt. 

J 
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SCENE II.—The seme . 

Alarums and Excursions; then a Retreat . 
Enter a French Herald, uitli trumpets , 
to the gate s. 

F. Her. You men of Anglers, open wide your 
gates. 

And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in : 
Who, by the band of France, this day liatli made 
Mucb work for tears in many au English mo¬ 
ther. 

Whose sons lie scatter’d on the bleeding ground : 
Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies. 

Coldly embracing the discolour’d eaith; 

Aud victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 

Who are at hand, triumphantly display'd. 

To enter cnnqiiertfs, and to proclaim 

Artbui of Bretagne, England's king, and your’s. 

Enter an English Herald, with trumpets. 

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, riug 
your belle 1 

King John, your king and England’s doth ap- 
pioach. 

Commander of thiS hot malicious day! 

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver- 
bright, 

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood , 
There stuck no plume in any English crest. 

That is removed by a staff of France ; 

Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march’d 
forth ; 

And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with puspled bauds, 

Died in the dying slaughter of tlitir foes : 

Open your gales, and give the victors way. 

C/t. Heralds, from off our towers we might 
behold. 

From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies ; whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured : • 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have an¬ 
swer’d blows; 

Strength match’d with strength, and power con¬ 
fronted power: 

Both are alike : and both alike we like. 

One must prove greatest; while they weigh so 
even. 

We hold our town for neither; yet for both. 

Eft ter, at one side , King Joh n, with his pou erf » 
Elinor, Blanch, and the Bastard; at the 
other , King Philip, Llwis, Austria, and 
Forces. 

K. John. France hast thou yet more blood to 
cast away 1 

Say, shall the current of our right run on ? 
Whose passage, vex’d with thy i in pediment, 

Shall leave bis native channel, and o’er-swell 
With course disturb’d even thy confining shores; 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress in the ocean. 

K. Phi. England, thou hast not sav’d one 
drop of blood. 

In this hot trial, more than we of France; 
Rather, lost more: And by this hand I swear. 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks.— 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms 
We’ll put thee down, ’gainst whom these arms 
we bear, 

Or add a royal number to the dead ; 

Gracing the scroll, that tells of this war’s loss, 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 
Bast . Ha, majesty! how high thy glory 
towers, 

When the rich blood of kings is set on fire 1 
O uow doth death line his dead chaps witk 
steel; 

The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs ; 
And now he feasts, mounting the flesh of men. 
In undetermin’d differences of kings.— 

* Judged. 



346 


KING JOHN. 


Act II 


Why stand tnesc royal fronts amazed thus ? 

Cry, havoc. Kings 1 back to the stained field. 

You equal poteuts, fiery-kindled spirits 1 
Then let confusion of one part coulirm 
The other’s peace ; till then, blows, blood, and 
death l 

K. John. Whose party do the townsmen jet 
admit l 

A'. Phi. S|>eak, citizens, for England ; who*s 
your king ? 

1 Cit. The king of England, when we know 
the king. 

K. Phi. Know him in us, that here bold up 
his right. 

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy, 
And bear possession of our person heie; 

Lord of odi ptesence, Angiers, and of you. 

1 Ctt. A gitaler power thpi we, denies all 
this; 

And, till it lie undoubted, we do lock 

Our former scruple in our strong-b.irr'd gates : 

King'd of our fears ; mild our fears, resolv’d, 

Be by some ceilmti king puig'd and depos'd. 
Hast. By heaven, these scioyles of Augiers 
flout you, tings; 

And stand securely oil their battlements, 

As in a theatre, whence they cape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 
Your royal presences be rul’d by me ; 

Do like tbe lnulmes of Jerusalem, 

Be fitends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on tins town : 

By east and west let France and England 
mount 

Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths; 
Till their soul-fear mg clamour s have brawl’d 
dow n 

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city: 

I’d play incessantly upou these jades. 

Even till uufeuced desolation 
Lea\e them as naked us the vulgar air. 

That done, dissever your iiL.ted strengths, 

And pait your mingled colours once again ; 

Turn lace to face, and bloody point to point: 
Then, in a moment, for tune shall cull foitli 
Out of one side her happy niintou ; 

To whom in favom she shall gi\e the day, 

And kiss him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? 
Smacks it not soinetlnn,' of the policy ? 

A'. John. Now-, by the sky that hangs abo\e 
our heads, 

I like it wellFrance, shall we knit our 
powers, 

And lay this Augiers even with the giotmd ; 
Then, after, tight who shall he king of it? 

Hast. An it thou hast the mettle of a king,— 
Being wrong’d, as we are, by this peewsh 
town,— 

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery. 

As we will our’s, against these saucy walls: 

And when that we ha\e dash’d them to the 

grtifcml, 

W hy, then defy each other ; and, pell-mell. 

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven, or hell. 
K. Phi. Let it he so:—Say, where will jou 
assault ? 

K. John. We from the west will send de¬ 
struction 

Into this city’s bosom. 

Aust. I from the north. 

K. Phi. Our thunder from the south, 

Shall ram their drift of bullets on this town. 
Bast. O prudent discipline! From north to 
south : 

Austria and France shoot in each other’s 
mouth: 

[Aside. 

I’ll stir them to ItCome, away, away ! 

1 Cit. Hear 11 % great kings: vouchsafe a 
while to stay. 

And 1 shall show you peace, and fair-faced 
league * 

Win you tms city without stroke or wound; 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds. 


That here come ssci iflees for the field: 

Pers&ver not, hut hear me, mighty kings. 

A'. John. Speak oil, with favour; wc ate 
bent to heai. 

1 Cit. That daughter there o( Spain, the lady 
Blanch, 

Is near to Eugland: Look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid : 

If lusty love should go in quest of beauty. 

Where should he tiud it faiiei than lu Blanch ? 

If zealous love should go in seaich of wituc. 
Where should he find it puier than in Ulauui 1 
If love ambitious sought a match oi bnth, 

Whose veins bound licher blood lluu lady 
Blanch ? 

Snob as she is, in beauty, virtue, bnth, 

Is the young Dauphin every way complete: 

If uot complete,O say, he is not she ; 

And she again wants nothing, in name waul. 

If want it be not, that she is not he : 

He is the halt part of a blessed man. 

Left to he finished hy such a she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence. 

Whose fulness of perfection lies m linn. 

Oh ! two such silver umeuts, when they join, 
Do glorify the hanks that hound tlum in : 

And two such shores to two such dtieauis made 
cue. 

Two such controlling bounds shaU you be, 
kings, 

To these two princes, if you many them. 

Tills union shall do more (linn batten tan. 

To our last-closed gates ; lot, at this multi*. 
With swilter spleen than powder tan enioict. 
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope. 
And give you eutraucc ; but, without this 
match. 

The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
Moie free fiom motion ; no, not death himself 
lu mortal fury half so peremptory. 

As we to keep thin city. 

Hast. Here’s a stay. 

That shakes the ioften caicass of old de.itli 
Out of his lags ! Here’s a laige mouth, mdei.’. 
That spits forth death, and mountain , ire,.*, 
and seas : 

Talks as familiarly of roaring lions. 

As maids of Ibiiteeu do of puppy-dogs' 

W iiat cannoneer begot this lu-tj blood ? 

He speaks plain cannon, me, and smoke, a:.d 
bounce ; 

He gives the bastinado with his tongue ; 

Our ejrs aie cudgel’d ; not a word of his, 

But buffets better than a list of Fiance : 

Zounds ! I was never so beilitimp’d with wo.d-, 
bmee I fiist call’d my broilin'* lather, dud. 

Eli. Son, list to this conjunction, make this 
match ; 

Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 

For hy this knot thou shall so smciy tie 
1 hy now uusur’d assurance to the crown 
That yon gieen hoy shall have no sun to ii|>c 
'Itie bloom that pioiuiselh a mighty fruit. 

I see a yielding in the looks of France: 

Mark, how they whisper: urge them while th Jr 
souls 

Are capable of this ambition ; 

Lest zeal, now melted, by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity, and nuuoise. 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

1 Ctt. W hy answer not the double majesties , 
This Iriendly treaty of our threaten’d town f 
K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been 
forward first 

To speak unto this city: What say you? 

AT. John. If that the Dauphin tbcrc, thy 
princely soli, 

Can in this book of beauty read, I love. 

Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 

For Anjou, aud fair Tourame, Manic, Potc- 
tiers, 

And all that we upon this side the sea 
Except this city now by us besieg’d) 

Find liable to our crowu aud dignity. 



Scene II. KING 

Shall gild her bridal bed; and make her rich 
in lilies, honours, and promotions. 

As she hi beauty, education, blood. 

Holds hand with any pimcess ol the world. 

AT. Phi. What say’st thou, boy? look in tlie 
lady’s lace. 

Lew. 1 do, my lord, and in her eye I And 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 

Tin* shadow of myself form'd in iier eye ; 

Winch, lu-ing but the shadow of your soil, 
Becomes a sun, aud makes your sou a shadow: 

I do ptolcst, 1 never lov’d myself. 

Till now infixed I beheld myself. 

Hi awn in tlie flattering table of her eye. 

[Whispers with Blanch. 
Bast. Drawn in the fl.ilteiiug table of her 
eyei— 

llaug’d m the fiowning wrinkle of her 
blow !— 

And quaitei’d in her heart!—lie doth espy 
llniiseli love’s traitor : Tins is pity now. 

That bung'd, and drawn, and quuitei’d, there 
should he, 

lu such a lo\c, so vile a lout as lie. 

B lunch. My uncle's will, in this lespect, is 
nunc : 

If be see un-Jit in you, that makes bun like. 

That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 
1 can with rase Uaiislate it to my will ; 

<)i, it )i»u will, (to speak more piop.ily,) 

1 will uifoice it easily to my luxe. 

I'mihi i I will not Mattel you im lotd, 

Thai all I see in you is woitliy lo»e, 

Tli.ui ilii',—that nothing do I «*ee in you, 

(1 hough chuilith thoughts themselves should be 
>oni judge,) 

That 1 can hud should inent any hate. 

K. Ji-hn. M hut \ay tlie&e young ones? What 
‘•ay vou, my nn.ee l 

Blanch. 1 hat she is bound in bonoui still 
to do 

What vou in wisdom Mull vouchsafe to «.nv. 

A'. Jchn. Speak I lien, pi nice Dauphin , can 
you love tin? lady ? 

Leu. Nav, ask me il 1 can refiniu ftoui love ; 
Foi I do love Iier most uul\ igncdly. 

A'. John. Then do 1 give Volqticsseu, Tou- 
laine, Maine, 

I'oictiei**, and Anjou, these five province', 

Mnli hei to thee, aud this addition mote, 
lull flinty thousand ii»aiks of Lnglish com.— 
l’hinp of Fiance, if thou be pleas’d nillial. 
Command tii> soil aud daugbtei to join bauds. 
A'. Pin. It likes us well;—Aouug pi Dices, 
clo'C youi hands. 

Aust. And youi lips loo; for, I am v.ell as¬ 
sur’d, 

That I did so, when I was first assur’d. • 

A. Phi. Now, ciliaeus of Augieis, ope your 
gates, 

Let in that amity which you have made: 

For at saint Maiy's cliapel, piesently. 

Tin tiles of man rage shall he solemniz’d.— 

Is not the lady Constance in this troop?— 

1 Know, she is not; tor tly» match, made up, 
Her pi»’>encc would have luteriupled much:— 
Where is she and her soil? tell me, who knows. 
Lcic. She is sad and passionate at your high¬ 
ness’ tent. 

K. Phi. And, by my faith, this league, that 
we have made, 

\\ ill give her sadness very little cure.— 

Hi other ol Lnglaud, how may we content 
This widow lady? In her right we came; 

Which we, God kuows, have turn’d auother 
way, 

To oiii own vantage. 

A'. John. We will heal up all ; 

For we’ll create youug Arthur duke of Bre¬ 
tagne, 

And eatl of llichmond ; and this rich fair town 
We make turn loid of.—-Call the lady Con¬ 
stance ; 

• Afliunctd. 
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Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity;—| trust we shall. 

If not fill up the measure of her will. 

Yet ill some measure satisfy her so. 

That we sball stop her exclamation. 

Go we, as well as haste will sufiei us, 

To this uulook’d for unprepared pomp. 

f Exeunt all but the Bastard.— The Citi¬ 
zens retire Jrom the nulls. 
Bast. Mad world! mad kings! mad com¬ 
position I 

John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole, 

Hath willingly departed willi a pail : 

And Fiance, (whose armour conscience buck¬ 
led oil; 

Whom zeal aud charity brought to the field, 

As God’s own soldier,) rounded * m the eai 
With that same$urpo»e-ch.tiiser, that sly devil ; 
That biokei, that still breaks the pate of faith , 
That daily bieak-vow; he that wins of all. 

Of kings^ of heggats, old men, young men, 
maids 

Who having no external tiling to lose 
But the woid maid,—cheats the poor maid of 
that, ‘ * 

That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling com¬ 
modity ,t 

Commodity, the bias of the world ; 

Tlie vvoiid, who ol Foelf is pi-ised J well. 

Made to itin even, ii-ioii even giouud ; 

Till* this advantage, tins vile draaiug bias. 

Fins sway of motion, this commodity. 

Makes it take head liom all iiidifieiency, 

Fioiii all diiectiou, purpose, com***, intent: 

Aud this same bias, this commodity. 

This bawd, this biokei, this all-changing woid. 
Clapp’d on the outuaid eye ot tickle Fiance, 
H.nli di.iun him tioin his own del. rinm dam. 
From a resolv’d and bottom able war, 
lo a most base and v ile-concluded peace.— 

\i«l why tail I oti tlu» coimnoduy ? 

But for'because he hath not woo’d me vet: 

Not that 1 li ive the pouu to clutch my hand. 
When Ins fair nng Is j would salute my palm: 
But loi my hand, as unallempted vet. 

Like a poor beggar, lailetli on lhe iich. 

Well, whiles 1 am a heggai, I will iai!. 

And say,—there is no sm but to he iich; 

And being iich, my virtue then shall he. 

To say,—tlicie is no vice, but beggaiy: 

Since kings break faith upon commodity. 

Gam be im loid 1 foi I will worship thee! 

[Biit. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—The same.—The French King's 

Tent. 

Enter Constvnch, Arthur, and Salisbury. 

Const. Gone to be mat tied! gone to swear a 
peace ! 

False blood to false blood join'd! Gone to be 
friends I 

Sball Lewis have Blanch? aud Blanch those 
provinces? 

It is not so; thou hast mtspoke, misheaid; 

Be well advis’d, tell o’ei tin tale again: 

It cannot be; thou dost but say, ’tis so : 

I tiust, 1 may not tiust thee ; lor thy woid 
Is hut the vaiu breath of a common man : 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man; 

I have a king’s oath to the contrary. 

Thou shall be punish’d foi thus frighting me. 
For I am sick, and capable || of feats ; 

Oppress'd with wrougs, and therefore full of 
fears; 

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 


• Comput'd. t Interert. 

t Pomd, balanced. $ Coin. 

| buaceptibln. 
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KING JOHN. 


Act III. 


A woman naturally born to fears ; 

And (bough thou now confess, thou didst but 

jest. 

With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce, 

But they will quake and tremble all this day. 

V bat dost thou mean by shaking of thy head t 
Why dost thou look so sadly on iny sou t 
What oieaus that hand upon that breast of 
thine f 

Why bolds thine eye that lamentable rbenm. 

Like a proud river peering o*er his bounds Y 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words T 
Then speak again; not all thy former tale. 

But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true, as I believe you think them 
false. 

That give you cause to prove my saying true. 
Const. O if you teach me to believe this 
sorrow. 

Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die; 

Aud let belief and life encounter so. 

As doth the fury of two desperate men. 

Which, in the very meeting, fall, and die.— 
Lewis marry Blanch! O boy, then where art 
thou t * 

France fiiend with England! what becomes of 
me I— 

Fellow, be none ; I cannot brook tby sight: 

This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, 
done, 

Bnt spoke the harm that is hy others done Y 
Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is, 
As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

Arth. 1 do beseech you, madam, be content. 
Const. If thou, that bid’st me be content, 
wert ernn, 

Ugly, and slaiid’rotis to thy mother's womb. 

Full of uupleasing blots, and sightless stains. 
Lame, foolish, ciooked, swart, prodigious 
Patch’d with foul moles, aud eye-offending 
marks, 

I would not care, I then would be content: 

For then I should not love thee; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 

But thou art fair; and at tby birth, dear boy. 
Nature and fortune join’d to make thee great: 
Of nature’s gifts thou may’st with lilies boast. 
And with the half b'own lose : but fortune, oh ! 
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee ; 
She adulterates hourly wah thine uncle John ; 
Aud with her golden hand hath pluck’d on 
France 

To tread down fair respect of soven ignty. 

And made his majesty the bawd of their’s. 
France is a bawd to fortune and king John ; 

That strumpet fortune, that usurping John 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone. 

And leave those woes alone, which I aloue. 

Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal ■ Pardon me, madam, 

I may not go without you to the king'. 

Const. Thou may’st, thou shall, I will not go 
with thee : 

I will instruct my sorrows to be prond ; 

For grief is prond, and makes his owner stout. 
To me, aud to the 6tate of my great grief, 

Let kings assemble ; for my griefs so treat. 
That no snpportcr but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: here 1 and sorrow sit; 

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

{She throws herself on the ground. 

•Ewfer King So hx, King Philip, Lewis, 
Blanch, Elinor, Bastard, Austria, and 
Attendants. 

K. Phi. Tis true, fair daughter; and this 
blessed day. 

Ever in Trance shall be kept festival: 

To solemnize this day, the glorious sun 
Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist: 
Turning, with kplendour of his precious eye, 

Tbe meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold : 


The yearly course, that brings this day about. 
Shall never see it but a bolyday. 

Const. A wicked day, and uot a holyday 1— 

[Rising. 

What hath this day deserv'd, what hath it done. 
That it in golden letters should be set, 

Among the high tides, in the kalendar t 
Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week; 

This day of shame, ^oppression, perjuty : 

Or, if it must staud still, let wives with child 
Pray that their burdens may not fall this da). 

Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d : 

But, * oil this (lay, let seauieu fear no wieck ; 

No bargains break, that are not this day made: 
This day, all things begun coine to ill end ; 

Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change Y 
K. Phi. By heaveu, lady, you 6hall have no 
cause 

To curse tbe fair proceedings of this day : 

Have 1 not pawn'd to you my majesty T 
Const. You have beguil’d me with a coun¬ 
terfeit, [tiled. 

Resembling majesty ; which, being touch'd, aud 
Proves valueless: You are forsworn, forsworn; 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood. 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yoor's . 
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold lu amity and painted peace, ^ 

And our oppression hath made up this league : 
Arm, arm, you beaveus, against these perjur’d 
kings I 

A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens! 

Let uot the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day iu peace; hut, ere sunset. 

Set armed discord 'twlxt these perjur’d kiugs ! 
Hear me, O hear me 1 
A ust. Lady Constance, peace. 

Const. War 1 war 1 no peace ! peace is to me 
a war. 

O Lymoges ! O Austria! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil: Thou slave, thou wretch, 
thou coward ; 

Thou little valiant, great in villany! 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 

Thou fortune’s champion, that dost never flebt 
Itut when her humourous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety! thou art peijm’d too, 

Aud sooth’st up gieuWiess. What a fool art 
thou f 

A ramping fool; to brag, and stamp, and svrrar. 
Upon my party 1 Thou cold-blooded slave, 

Hast thou not spoke like thunder oil my side ? 
Being sworn my soldier f bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength 1 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes Y 
Thou wear a lion’s bide 1 doff it for shame. 

And hang a calfVskin on those recreant lunbs. 
A ust. O that a man should speak liio*e words 
to me I 

Past. And bang a c.ilPs-skin on those re¬ 
creant liuibs. 

A ust. Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy 
life. 

Past. And hang a calPs-skin on those re¬ 
creant limbs. • 

K. John . We like not this ; tbon dost forget 
thyself. 

Enter Pandulph. 

K. Phi. Here comes tbe holy legate of the 
pope. 

Pund. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven r 
To thee, king John, my holy errand Is. 

I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal. 

And from pope Innocent the legate here. 

Do, m his name, religiously demand, 

Why thou against the church, our holy mother. 
So wilfully dost spuen : and, force perforce. 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see t 
This, in our 'furesaid holy fathei's name. 

Pope Innocent, 1 do demand of thee. 

* But hare means except. 



Scene I, 

K.John. What earthly name to interrogato¬ 
ries. 

Can task the free hieath of a sacred king? 

Thou caust not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 

To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 

Tell him this tale; and from the month of 
England, 

Add thus much more,—That no Italian priest 

Shall tithe or toll in our dominions; 

but as we under heaven arc supreme head. 

So, under him, that great supremacy. 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 
Without (he assistance of a mortal hand ; 

So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart. 

To him and his usurp'd authority. 

K . Phi. Biother of England, you blaspheme 
in this. 

K. John . Though >ou, and all the kings of 
Christendom, 

Aie led so grossly by this meddling priest. 
Dreading tiie curse that money may buy out; 
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust. 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself: 
Though you, and all the rest, so giossiy led, 

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish; 
Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 
Against the pope, and couut his friends my 
Toes. 

Pand . Then, by the lawful power that 1 
have, 

Thou shall stand curs’d and excommunicate : 

And blessed shall be be, that doth levoli 
From bis allegiance to an heretic ; 

And meritoiious shall that hand be call’d. 
Canonized, and uorshipp’d as a saint. 

That takes away by any seciet couise 
I hy hateful life. 

Const. O lawful let it be. 

That 1 have room with Koine to curse a while! 
Good lather cardinal, cry thou Amen 
To my keen curses; for, without my wrong, 
Jhere is no tougue hath power to cuise him 
right. 

Pand. There’s law and warrant, lady, for in> 
curse. 

Const. And for mine too ; wrheu law can do 
no nght. 

Let it be lawful that law bar tio wrong: 

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 

For he, that bolds his kingdom, holds the 
law : 

Therefoie, since law itself is peifcct wrong. 

How can the law forbid my tougue to cuisc? 

Pand. Philip of France, oil peril of a curse, ! 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic; 

And raise the power of France upon his heud 
rules* he do submit himself to Rome. 
l.U. Look’st thou pale, France? do not let go 
thy hand. 

Const. Look to that, devil! lest that France 
repent. 

And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust. King Philip, listeu to the cardinal. 
Hast. And hang a calf ’s-^kin on his recreant 
limbs. 

Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these 
wrongs. 

Because- 

Hast. Your breeches best may carry’ them. 

K. John. Philip, what say’st thou to the car¬ 
dinal ? 

Const. What should he say, but as the car¬ 
dinal ? 

Lew. Bethink yon, father; for the difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Home, 

Or the light loss of England for a friend : 

Forego the easier. 

Blanch. That’s the curse of Rome. 

Const. O Lew : s, staud fast; the devil tempts 
thee here,, 

In likeness ol a new untrlmmed * bride. 
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Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not from 
her faith, 

Bnt from her need. 

Const . O if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, 

That need must needs infer this punciple,- 

That faith would live again by death ot need; 

O then tread dowa my need, and faith mounts 
up; 

Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 

K. John. The king is mov'd, and answers not 
to this. 

Const. O be remov'd from him, and answer 
well. 

Aust. Do so, king Philip; hang no more in 
doubt. 

Bast. Hang nothing hut a calf’s-skin, most 
sweet lout. 

K. Phi. I aui perplex’d, aud know not what 
to say. 

Pand. What cau’st thou say, hut will perplex 
thee uioie, a 

If thou stand excommunicate and curs'd 7 
K. Phi. Good level end lather, make my per¬ 
son your’s. 

And tell me. how you would bestow join self. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit; 

And the conjunction of our iuward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
With all religious stiength of sailed vows; 

The latest breath tli.it gave the sound of words. 
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love. 
Between our kingdoms, aud our loyal selves; 

And even before tlus truce, hut new before,— 

No longer than we well could wasii our hands. 

To clap this loyal bargain up of peace,- 

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d aud over¬ 
stated 

With slaughter’s pencil; where revenge did paint 
The fearful diffeieuce ol incensed kings : 

And shall these bauds, so lately purg’d of blood. 
So newly join’d in love, so strong in both, 
I'liyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet ! • 

PJay fast aud loose with faith? so jest with 
heaven. 

Make such uncoustant children of ourselves. 

As now again to suaU.li our palm froui palm ; 
L'nswear faith sworn ; aud oil the marriage bed 
Of smiliug peace to inaicb a bloody host. 

And make a not on the gentle brow 
Of true sinceiity? O holy Sir, 

My reverend father, let it not he so: 

Out of your grace, devise, oidam, impose 
Some gentle older; and then we shall be 
bless'd 

To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

Pand. All loan is foimless, order orderless. 
Save what is opposite to England’s love. 
Therefoie to aims J be champion of oui chinch ! 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her 
curse, 

A mother’s curse, on lier revolting son. 

Frauce, thou inay’st hold a serpent by the 
tongue. 

A cased lion hy the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger sater by the tooth, 

Thau keep iii peace that hand which thou dost 
hold. 

K. Phi. I may di^joiu my hand, but not my 
faith. 

Pand. So mak'st thou faith an enemy to 
Aud, like a civil war, set’st oath to oath, [faith ; 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O let thy vow 
Fust made to heaven, fust he to heaven per¬ 
form’d ; $ 

That is, to he the champion of onr church I 
What since thou swor’st, is sworn against thy¬ 
self, 

And may not be performed by thyself: 

For that, which thou hast sworn to do amiss., 

Is not amiss when it is truly done ; 

And being not done, where doing tends to Ul t 
The truth is then most done not doing it: 
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The better act of purposes mistook 
Is, to mistake again ; though indirect, 

Yet indnection thereby glows direct, 

And lalsehood falsehood cures; as fire cools 
fire, 

lVithin the scorched veins of one new horn’d. 

It is religion, that doth make vows kept; 

But thou hast sworn against religion; 

By what thou sweai’st, agaiust the thing thou 
swcarist; 

And mak'st an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath : The truth thou art uusuie 
To sweai, swear only not to be forsworn ; 

Else, what a mockery should it be to swear ? 

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn; 

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost 
swear. 

Therefore, thy latter vows, against thy first. 

Is m thy>elf rebellion to thyself: 

And better conquest never cau’st thou make. 
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 
Against those giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better part our prayers come in. 

If thou vouchsate them : but, if not, then know, 
The peril of our curses light on tbee ; 

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off, 

But, in despair, die under their black weight. 
Aast. Rfbtlliou, flat rebellion 1 
Hast. Will’t not be? 

W ill not a calfs-skiu stop that mouth of thine 1 
Lew. Father, to arms! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding day T 
Against the blood that thou hast married ? 

What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter’d 
men ? 

Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlish 
drums,— 

Clamours ot hell,—be measures * to our pomp ? 
O bushand, hear me !—ah, alack, bow new 
Is husband in my mouth !—even for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pro¬ 
nounce. 

Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Const. O upon my knee. 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee. 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Fore-thought by beaven. 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love ; What mo¬ 
tive may 

Be stronger with thee than the name of wife 7 
Const. That which upholdetb him that thee 
upholds, 

His honour: O thine honour, Lems, thine 
honour 1 

Leu. I muse yonr majesty doth seem so 
cold. 

When such profound respects do pull yon ou. 
Band, i will d nounce a curse upon his head. 
K. Phi. Thou shall not needEngland, I'll 
fall fiom tbee. 

Const . O fair return of banish'd majesty ! 

Lit. O foul revolt of French inconstancy I 
K. John. France, thou shall rue this hour 
within this hour. 

Bast . Old time the clock-setter, that bald 
sexton time. 

Is it as be will? well then, France shall rue. 
Blanch . The sun's o'ercast with blood : Fair 
day, adieu 1 

W hich is the side that I must go withal ? 

I am with both : each army hath a baud; 

And, in their rage, I having hold of both, 

1 hey whirl asunder, and dismember me. 
Husband, I caftiot pray that thou may’st win; 
Lucie, l needs must pray that thou may’st 
lose; 

Father, I may not wish the fortune thine; 

Grand am, i will not wish thy wishes thrive: 
Whoever wins, on that side shall 1 lose; 

Assured 1« ss, before the match be play’d. 

Lew. Lady, with me; with me thy fortune 
lies. 

* Mu tic fur 4ipci«n« 
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Blanch. There where my fortuue lives, there 
iu> life dies. 

K. John, Cousiu, go draw our puissance 
together.— [Exit Bastard. 

France, I am burn’d up with inflaming wrath; 

A rage, whose heat hath this condition. 

Than nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 

The blood, and deareat-valu’d blood, of Fiance. 
K. Phi. Thy rage shall bum thee up, and 
thou shalt turn 

To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire: 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

A'. John. No more than he that threats.—To 
arms lets hie » [Eicunt. 

SCENE II.—The same.—Plains near 
Angiers. 

Alarums, Excursions.—Enter the Bastard, 
with Aisimi's head. 

Bast. Now, by my life, this day glows won- 
dious hot; 

Some airy devil hovers in the skv, 

And pouis down mischief. Ausliia’s head lie 
tbeie, 

W hile Philip breathes. 

Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert. 

A'. John. Hubert, keep tins boy Philip, 
make up : 

My mother is assailed in our tent. 

Ami ta’en, 1 fear. 

Bast. My lord, 1 rescu’d her; 

Her highness is in safely, tear you not: 

But on, my liege: for very little pains 
Will hung this labour to a happy end. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same. 

Alarums ; Excursions; Retreat. Enter King 
John, Elinor, Arthur, the Bastard, Hu¬ 
ll ert, and Lords. 

K. John. So shall it be ; your grace shall 
stay behind, [To Elinor. 

So strongly guarded.—Cousin, look not sad : 

[To Au in uk. 

Thy grandain loves thee; and thy uncle will 
Aa'deai be to thee as tiiy lather wa*. 

Arth. O this will make my mother die with 
grief. 

K. John. Cousin, [7b the Bastard] away f. i 
England ; haste before : 

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the hags 
Ol hoarding abbots ; angels* linpnsomd 
Set thou at liberty : the lat nbs ot peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 

Ise our coimiussiou in his utmost loicc. 

Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not du\e 
me back, 

When gold and silver hecks me to come on. 

I leave your highness:—(jiaiidam, 1 will pray 
v'lftver 1 remeuibei to b: holy,) • 

For your lair safety , so I kiss your baud. 

Eli. Farewell, my geuile cousin. 

K. John. Co i f farewell. [Exit Bastard. 
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman , bark, a 
woid. [A'/ie takes Arthur aside . 

K. John. Come luther, Hubert. O my gentle 
Hubei t, 

W'e owe thee much; within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul, counts thee her cieditor, 

And with advantage means to pay thy love: 

And, my good friend, thy voluniary oath 
Lives ru this bosoiu, dearly chen&hed. 

Give me tby hand. I had a thing to say,— 

But 1 will tit it with some heller time. 

By heaven, Hubert, 1 am almost asbaniM 
To say what good respect 1 have ot thee. 

Hub. I am much bouuden to your majesty. 

K. John. Good tuend, thou hast no cause to 
say so yet: 

* Gold coin. 
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But thou shalt have ; and creep tune ne'er so 
slow, 

Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 

1 had a tiring to say,—But let it go; 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, * 

To give me audience :—If the midnight bell 
lint, with hi» lion tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night; 

If tins same were a church-yard where we 
stand, 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs; 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 

Had haW’d thy blood, and made it heavy, thick ; 
(Which, else, ruus tickling up and down the 
veins, 

Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes. 

And stiain their cheeks to iJle merriment, 

A passion hateful to my purposes ;) 

or if that thou could’st see me without eyes. 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceitt alone, 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of 
words ; 

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts: 

But ah, I will not:—Yet 1 love thee well ; 

And, by my troth, 1 think tuou lov’st me well. 
JJub. So well, that what you bid me under¬ 
take. 

Though that my death were adjunct to my act, 
By heaven. I’d do’L 

A. John . Do not I know, thou would’st? 

Good Hubeit, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On you young boy: I’ll tell thee what, my 
friend— 

II** i*< a ven serpent in mv wav; 

And, ubeisoe'er tins foot of mine doth tread, 

He lies before me: Dost thou understand im ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Huh. And I will Veep him so, 

That lie shall not offend your m.ijes’y. 

A'. John. Death. 

Hub. My lord' 

J\. Joint. A grave. 

JJub. He shall not live. 

K. John. Enough. 

T could he merry now : Hubert, I love thee ; 
Well, I’ll not ‘•ay what I intend for thee : 

Kem**mher.-Madam, fare you well : 

I'll scud those poweis o'er to your majesty. 

I'll. Mv blessing go with thee/ 

A'. John. For England, cousin : 

Hubeit shall be your man, attend on you 
With all tiue duty.—On toward Calais, ho! 

[Hianit. 

SCHXE IV—The saint .— The French King's 

Tent. 

Lntcr King Philip, Lewis, Pandclpii, and 

Attendants. 

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the 
Hood, 

A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is ‘cattei’d and disjoin’d trom fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort! all shall yet go 
well. 

K . Phi. What can go well, when we have run 
so ill ? 

Arc we not beaten T Is not Anciers lost ? 

Aithur ta’cn prisoner 1 diveis dear friends 
slain 1 

And bloody England into England gone, 

O’eihearing interfusion, spite of France f 

I.cu\ What he bath won, that hath he forti¬ 
fied : 

So hot n speed with such advice dispos’d. 

Such lempeiate order in so fierce a cause. 

Doth want example : Who hath read, or heard. 
Of any kindled action like to this 1 
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K• Phi. Well could I bear that England had 
this praise. 

So we could find some pattern of our shauic. 
Enter Constance. 

Look, who comes here J a grave unto a soul; 
Holding the eternal spirit against her will. 

In the vile prison of afflicted breath :— 

J pr’ythee, lady, go away with me. 

Coust. Lo, now I now sec the issue of jour 
peace 1 

K. Phi. Patience, good lady! comfort, gentle 
Constance l 

Const. No, 1 defy all counsel, all redrew, 

But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death :—O amiable lovely death ! 

Thou odoriterous stench ! sound rottenness l 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 
rinni hate and terror to prosperity. 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows ; 

And ring these lingers with thy household 
worms; 

And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust. 
And be a carrion monster like thyself: 

Come, grin on me; and 1 will think thou 
snnl’st, 

And lniss thee as thy wife ! Misery’s love, 

O come to me ! 

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace. 

Const. No, no, 1 will not, having breath to 
ciy 

O that my tongue were in the thunder's month ! 
Then with a passion would l shake »he world; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy. 

Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice. 

Which scorns a modern * invocation. 

Panel. Lady, you utter madness, and not 
sorrow. 

(’oust. Thou art not holy to belie me so ; 

I am not mad : this hair I tear, is nunc; 

Mv name is Constance ; I was Geffrey's wife ; 
Young Aithur is my son, and he is lost: 

I am not mad ;—I would to heaven I weie: 

For then, 'tis like I should forget myself: 

Oh ! if I could, what grief should I forget !— 
Pleach some phMosophy to make me mad. 

And thou shalt be canoniz’d, cardinal; 

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief. 

My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver'd of these woes. 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 

If I were mad, I should torget’ my son ; 

Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he ; 

I am not mad ; too well, too well 1 feel 
The diffeient plague of each calamity. 

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses : O what love 
I note 

In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 

Where but by chance a,silver drop hath fallen. 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glcw themselves in sociable guef; 

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves. 

Slicking together in calamity. 

('oust. To England, if you will. 

K. Phi. Bind up your hairs. 

Const. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore will 1 
do it? 

I tore them fiom their bonds ; and cued aloud, 
O that these hands could so redeem my son , 
As they hare gtten these hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty, 

\nd will again commit them to their bonds. 

Became my poor child is a piisoner.- 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say. 

That we shall see and know our friends In 
heaven : 

If that be true, I shall 6ee my boy again ; 

For, since the birth of Cam, the first male child. 
To him that did but yesterday suspire. 

There was not such a gracious creature born. 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek. 
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And he will look as hollow as a ghost; 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit; 

And so he’ll die ; and, rising so again, 

When 1 shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must 1 behold my pretty Arthur more. 
rand. You hold too heiuous a respect of 
grief. 

Const. He talks to me that never had a son. 

K. Phi. You are as fond of grief, as of your 
child. 

Const. Grief fills the room or my absent 
child. 

Lies iu his bed, walks up and down with me; 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats bis words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts. 

Stuffs ont his vacant garments with his form :* 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief. 

Fare you well; had you such a loss as I, 

1 could give better comfort than you do.— 

J will not keep this form upon my bead, 

[Tearing ojf her Head-dress. 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 

O lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair son! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world! 

Mv widow-comfort, and tin soriows’ cure ! 

(Erit. 

K. Phi. I fear some outrage, and I’ll follow 
her. [Ei it. 

Lew. There's nothing in the world can make 
me joy: 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexiug the dull ear of a drowsy man ; 

And bitter shame hath spoil’d the sweet world’s 
taste. 

That it yields naught, but shame and bitter¬ 
ness. 

Pand. Before tbe caring of a strong disease. 
Even in the instant of repair and health. 

The fit is strongest; evils, that take leave, 

On their departure most of all show evil: 

What have you lost bv losing of this day 1 
Leu. All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 
Pand. If you have won it, certainly, you had. 
No, no: when fortune means to men most 
good. 

She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 

'Tis strange, to think how much King John hath 
lost 

In this which he account* so clearly won : 

Are not you griev'd, that Author is lus pri¬ 
soner? 

Lew. As heartily, as lie is glad lie hath him. 
Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your 
blood. 

Now hear me speak, with a prophetic spiri' ; 

For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each lilUe rub. 
Out of tbe path which shall directly lead 
Thy foot to England’s throne; and, therefore, 
mark. * 

John hath seiz'd Arthur ; and it cannot be, 

That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s 
veins. 

The misplac’d John should entertain an hour. 
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest: 

A sceptre, snatch'd with an unruly band. 

Must be as boisterously maintain’d as gain’d : 
And he, that stands upon a slippery place, 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up : 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must 
fall; 

So be it, for it cannot be but so. 

Lew. But what shall i gain by youug Arthur's 
fall? 

Pand. Ydu, in tbe right of lady Blanch your 
wife. 

May then make all tbe claim that Arthur did. 
Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green are you, and fresh in this 
old world I 

John lays you plots; tbe times conspire with 
you: 

For he, that steeps his safety in true blood. 

Shall find but bloody safety, and untrue. 


Act IV. 

This act, so evilly born, shall cool the hearts 
or all bis people, and freeze up their teal; 

That none so small advantage shall step forth. 

To check bis reign, but they will cherish it: 

No natural exhalation in the sky, 

No scape of nature, no distemper'd day. 

No common wind, no customed event. 

But they will pluck away his natural cause. 

And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs. 
Abortives, presages aud tongues of heaven. 

Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

Lew. May be, he will uot touch young Ar¬ 
thur's life. 

But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pand. O Sir, when he 6hall hear of your ap¬ 
proach, 

If that young Arthur be not gone already. 

Even at that news he dies : and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him, 

And kiss the lips of imacnuaiuted change ; 

And pick strong matter of revolt ami wraili, 

Out of‘the bloody fingers’ ends of John. 
Methinks, I see this huily all on foot; 

And ob! what better matter breeds for you, 

Thau 1 have uaiu’d 1—The bastard Faulcon- 
bridge 

Is now in England, ransacking the church. 
Offending charity : If but a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To tram ten thousand English to their side ; 

Or, as a little snow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin, 
Go w ith me to tbe king: 'Tis wonderful, 

What may be wrought out of their discontent: 
Now that their souls are topfull of offence. 

For England go ; 1 will whet on the king. 

Leu. Strong reasons make strong actions: 
Let us go; 

If you say, ay, the king will uot 6ay, no. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—Northampton.—A Room in the 

Castle. 

Enter Hubert and two Attendant;.. 

Hub. Heat me these irons hot: aud look thou 
stand 

Within tbe arras : • when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth : 

And bind the boy, winch you shall find with 
me, 

Fast to the chair: be heedful: hence, aud 
watch. 

1 Attend. I hope your warrant will bear out 
the deed. 

Hub. Uncleanly scruples 1 Fear not you : look 
to’t.— 

[Exeunt Attendints. 
Young lad, come forth; I have to say with 
you. 

Enter Arthur. 

A nth. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth. As little prince (having so great a 
title 

To be more prince,) as may be.—You are sad. 
Hub. Indeed, I have been meiuer. 

Arth. Mercy on me I 
Methinks no body should be sad bnt I: 

Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 

Y'oung gentlemen would be»as sad as night. 

Only for wautonnes*. By my Christendom, 

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 

I should be as merry as tbe day is long ; 

And so I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me: 

He is afraid of me, and 1 of him: 

Is it m> fault that 1 was Geffrey's son 1 
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No, indeed, is’t not; And I would to heaVcn, 

I were your son, so you would love me, Hu¬ 
bei t. 

Hub. if 1 talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake uiy mercy, which lies dead : 
Therefore 1 will be sudden, and despatch. 

[Aside. 

Arth . Are you 6iik, Hubert? you look pale 
to-day : 

In sootii, 1 would you were a little 6ick ; 

'ih.it 1 might sit all night, and watch with you: 
1 warrant 1 fine >oii more than you do me. 
Hub. His words do take possession of my bo¬ 
som.— 

Read licie, young Arthur. [Shotting a paper.] 
How now, foolish rheum I [Aside. 

Turning dispiteous torture out of door! 

1 must be brief; lest rtsolution drop 

Out at nunc eyes, in tender womanish tears.— 

Can you nut read it? is it not fair writ? 

Aith. loo fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect: 
Must you with hot iious burn out both mine 
eyes ? 

Jfub. Young hoy, I must. 

Arth. And will you? 

J/ttO. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart? When your head 
did but akc, 

I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 

C1 be best 1 bad, a princess wrought it me,) 

And I did never ask it you again : 

And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour. 

Mill and anon cheei’d up the heavy time; 
Saying, What lack you ? and. Where lies your 
grief t 

Or, What good lo\e may I perform for you ? 
Many u poor man's son would have lam still. 
Amt ne'er Irave spoke a loving v%>rri to you; 
hut you at your sick seiviec bad a prince. 

Xa0r, you may think my love was crafty love 
And c 2 ll it cunning : I)o, an ti you will: 

H heaven he pleas’d that you mu*t use me ill. 
Why, then you must.—Will you put out uime 
eves f 

These eyes, that never did, lior never shall, 

So much as Irowu on you 1 
Hub. I have sworn to do it; 

And with hot nous must 1 hum them out. 

Arth. Ah ! none, but in this irou age, would 
do it 1 

The iion of itself, though heat red-hot. 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my 
tears, 

And quench his fiery indignation, 

I.ven in the nutter ol mine innocence; 

Nay, after that, consume away in rust. 

Tut tor containing fire to barm mine eye. 

'Aie you more stubborn-hard than bammei’d 
iron 1 

An if an augel should have come to me, 

And told me Hubeit should put out mine eyes, 

1 would not have believ’d no tongue, but Hu¬ 
bert'*, 

HuO. Come forth. [Stamps. 

Re-enter Attendants, with Card, Iron c, $c. 
Do as I bid you do. 

Arth. O save me, Hubert, save me! my eyes 
are out, 

liven with the fierce looks of these bloodymien. 
Hub. Give me the iion, I say, and bind bim 
here. 

Arth. Alas, what need you' be so boist’rous- 
rough? 

I will not struggle, I will stand stone still. 

For 'heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not be 
bound l 

Nay, hear me, Hubert! drive these men away. 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 

Nor look upon tbe iron angrily: 

Thrust but these uicn away, and I'll forgive 
you, 

Whatevei torment you do put me to. 


Ilub. Go, 6tand within; let me alone with 
him. 

1 Attend. I am best pleas'd to be from such 
a deed. [Exeunt Attendants. 

Arth. Alas! I then have tlud away my friend ; 

He bath a stern look, but a ueuile hedrt:_ 

Let him come back, that his compassion*may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself. 

Arth. Is tbeie no remedy? 

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth. O heaven!—that there were but a mote 
in your’a, 

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a waud’ring hair. 

Any annoyance in that precious sense 1 
Then, feeling what small things are boist'rous 
there. 

Your vile mteut must needs seem horrible. 
Hub. Is tins your promise i go to, bold your 
tougue. 

Arth. Hubert,, tbe utterance of a brace of 
tongues 

Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 

Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hu¬ 
bei t! 

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 

S(f 1 may keep mine eyes ; O spa^e mine eyes; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you ! 

Lo, by my troth, flie instrument is cold. 

And would not harm me 
Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth; the lire is dead 
with grief 

(Being create for comfort) to be us'd 
In undeserv'd extremes : * See else yourself ; 
There is no malice in this burning coal , 

The breath of heaven hath blowu Ins spirit out. 
And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with my bie..tb 1 can revive it, boy. 
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it 
blush. 

And glow wuh shame of your proceedings, Hu¬ 
bert : 

Nay, it, pel chance will spaikle in your eyes ; 
4nd, like a dog that is compeil’d to fight. 

Snatch at bis master that doth tarre t him on. 


j All things, that you should use to do me wrong. 
Deny their office : only you do lack 
That mercy, which fierce lire, and iron, extends. 
Creatures of note, for uiercy-lackmg uses. 

Hub. Well, see to live ; 1 will not touch thine 
eyes 

For all the treasure that thine uncle ones : 

Yet am I sworn, and 1 did purpose, boy, 

With this same very iron to bum them out. 
Arth. O now you look like Huhcitl all this 
while 

You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu; 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead : 

I’ll fill these dogged spies with false reports. 

Aud, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure. 
That Hubert, for the Wraith of all the woild. 

Will uot offend thee. ** ‘ 

Arth. O heaven l—I thank >o,u, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence; no more: Go closely in with 
me ; 

Much danger do I uudergo for thee. ^ 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE II.—The same.—A Room of State in 

the Palace. 


En\er King John , cron tied ; Pembokle, Salis¬ 
bury, and other Lords. The King takes 
his State. 

K. John. Here otice again we sit, once again 
crown'd. 

And look’d upou, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 
Pcm. This ouee agam, but that your highness 
pleas’d. 

Was once superfluous: you were crowu’J be¬ 
fore, . 

* la cruelty I hare not deserved. t Set him cn« 
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And that high royalty was ne'er pluck** off: 

The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land. 

With any knig’d-for change, or better state. 

Sai. Therefore, to be possess'd with doable 
pomp, 

To guard * a title that was rich before. 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. 

To throw a perfume on the violet. 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteona eye of heaven to garnish, 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

Pern. But that your royal pleasure mast be 
done. 

This act is as au ancient tafe new told • 

And, m the last repeating, troublesome. 

Being urged at a time unseasonable. 

Sal. la this, the antique and wett-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured: 

Ami, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch 
about: 

Startles and frights consideration ; 

Makes sound opioiou sick, and truth sus¬ 
pected, 

For putting .on so new a fashion'd robe. 

Pem. When workmen stnve to do better than 
well, 

The> do cuufouud their skill in covetousness: 
Aud, oftentimes, excusing of a fault. 

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 

As patches, set upon a little breach, 

Discredit more in biding of the fault 
Thau did the fanlt before it was so patch'd. 

Sul. To this effect, before yon were uew- 
crown'd. 

We breath'd our counsel: but it pleas’d your 
highness 

To overbear it; and we are all well pleas'd; 
Since all and every part of what we would. 

Doth make a stand at what your highness will. 

K. John. Some reasons of this double coro¬ 
nation 

1 bare possess'd you with, and think them 
strong; 

And more, more strong, (when lesser is my’ 
fear,) 

I shall indue you with : Mean time, but ask 
Wbat you would have reform'd, that is not 
well, 

Aud well shall you perceive, how willingly • 

I will both hear and grant you your requests. 
Pem. Then 1 (as one that am the tongue of 
these. 

To sound f the purposes of all their hearts,) 

Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all. 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies,) heartily request 
The enfranchisement of Arthur; whose re¬ 
straint 

Doth move the murmuring lips of discoutent 
To break into this dangerous argument,— 

If, wbat in rest you hav4, in right you bold. 

Why then your fears, (which, as they say, at¬ 
tend 

The steps of wrong,) should move you to mew 

Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarons ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise t 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our 6Uit, 

That yon have bid us ask his liberty; 

\\ hich for our goods we do no further ask, 

Than whereupon our weal, on you depending. 
Counts ic your weal, he have his liberty. 

K. John. Let it be so; 1 do commit his 
youth 

Enter Hubert. 

To your direction.—Hubert, what news with 
you t 

1 


JOHN. Act IV. 

' the man should do the bloody 

deed ; 

He sfaow'd bis warrant to a friend of mine s 
The image of a wicked heinous fruit 
Lives » his eye; that close aspect of bis 
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast ; 
Aud I do fearfully believe 'tis done, 

What we so fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sol, The colour of the king doth come and 
iro. 

Between his purpose and Ms conscience. 

Like heralds 'twist two dreadful battles set: 

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pem. And, when it breaks, l fear will issue 
theuce 

The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

K. John. We cannot hold mortality's stroug 
hand :— 

Good lords, although my win to give is living. 
The suit which you demand is gone and 
dead: 

He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to ni^hl. 

Sat. Indeed we fear'd his sickness was past 
cure. 

Pem. Indeed we beard bow near his death he 

WHS 

Before the child himself felt be was sick; 

This must be auswer'd, either here or hence. 

A'. John. Why do you bend such solemn 
brows on me ? 

Think you 1 hear the shears of destiny ? 

Have I commandment on the pulse of life ? 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play; and 'Us 
shame. 

That greatness should so grossly offer It: 

So thrive it m your game ! and so farewell. 

Pem. Stay yet, lord Salisbury; i’ll go uith 
thee, 

And find the ii^eritance of this poor child. 

His little kingdom ot a forced grave. 

That blood, which ow'd the buath of all this 
isle. 

Three foot of it doth bold; Bad world the 
while! 

This must not be thus borne: this will break 
out 

To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt. 

[Exeunt Lords 

K. John. They hum in indignation; 1 re¬ 
pent ; 

There is no 6ure foundation set ou blood; 

No certain life achiev'd by others' death.- 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast; Where is that blood. 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 

Pour down thy weather:—How goes all in 
F ranee ? 

Mess. From France to England-.—Never such 
a power 

For any foreign preparation, 

Was levied in the body of a laud ! 

The copy of your speed is learu'd by them ; 

For, when you should be told they do prepare. 
The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd. 

K. John. Oh! where bath our intelligence 
been drunk ? 

Where bath it slept? Where is my motbei’s 
care ? 

That such an army could be drawn in France, 
And she not bear of it? 

Aless. My liege, her ear 
Is stopp’d with dust; the first of AprH, died 
Your noble mother : And, as 1 hear, my lord, 
The lady Constance iu a frenzy died 
Three days before: but this from rumour's 
tongue 

I idly heard ; if true or false, 1 know not. 

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful oc¬ 
casion I 

Oh! make a league with me, till I ha\e 
pleas'd 

Mv discontented pecra!—Wliat! mother, dead? 
How wildly then walks my estate in France!— 


• fact. 
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Scene U. KING 

Under whose conduct ctane those powers of 
France, 

That thou for truth glv'st oat, are landed here f 
Mess. Under the Dauphin. 

Enter the Bastabd, and Pstbb qf Pomfret . 

K. John. Thou hast made me giddy fworld 
With these ill tidings.—Now, what says the 
To your proceedings ? do .net seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for k is full. 

Bast. But if you be afeard to bear the worst. 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your bead. 

K. John. Bear with me, eousin ; For I was 
Under the tide: but now 1 breathe again [amaz'd 
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of wfaat it wilL [men, 
Bust. How 1 have sped among the clergy- 
The sums I have collected shall express. 

But as 1 travelled hither throagh the land, 

1 find the people strangely ftmtasied; 

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams ; 

Not knowing what they fear, hut full of fear: 
And here's a prophet, that I brought with me 
Fiom forth the streets of Pomfret, whom 1 
found 

With many hundreds treading ou his heels ; 

To whom be sung, in rude harsh-sounding 
rhymes, 

1 hat, ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 

Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

K • John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst 
thou so 7 

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall 
out so. 

K. John. Hubert, away with him; imprison 
him : 

And on that day at noon, whereon be says 
1 shall ) teld up my crown, let him be bang'd : 
Deliver him to safety and return, 
l or 1 must use thee.—O my gentle cousin, 

[Exit Hu bsrt, with Peter. 
Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are ainv'd ( 
Bast. The French, my lord; men's mouths 
are full ot it: 

Besides, I met lord Bigot and lord Salisbury, 

O' nh eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,) 

And ntheis more, going to seek the grave 
Ol Arthur, who they say, is kill'd to night 
On your suggestion. 

A . John. Gentle kinsmen, go. 

And thrust thyself into their compauies : 

1 ha\e a way to win their loves again; 

Bn ii )4 them befoie me. 

Bust. 1 will seek them out. 

A'. John. Nay, but make baste; the better 
loot hetore.- 

O let me have no subject enemies. 

When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadtul pomp of stout invasion I— 

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels ; 

And liy, like thought, fiom them to me again. 
Bast. The spirit of the tone shall teach me 
speed. [Exit. 

K. John . Spoke like a spriteful noble gen¬ 
tleman.— 

Go aftei him ; for he, perhaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers : 

And be thou he.. 

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. *Exit. 
K. John. My mother dead I 

Re-enter Hubert. 

Thih. My lord, they say five moons were 
seen to-night: 

Tour lived ; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, iu wond'rous motiou, 

K. John. Five moons 7 
Hub. Old men, and beldams, in the streets 
Do prophecy upon it dangerously; [mouths : 
Tonus Arthur’s death is common m their 
And when they talk of him, they shake theii 
And whisper one another in the ear; [heads 
Aud he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearers 
wrist; 
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Whilst be that bean, makes fearful Idas, 

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling 
eyes. 

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus. 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool. 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor's uews; 
Who, with bis shears and measure in bis baud. 
Standing mi slippers, (which bis nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,) 

Told of a many thousand warlike French, 

That were embatteied and rank'd in Kent: 

Another lean unwasb'd artificer 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death. 

JC. John . Why seek'st thou to possess me 
with these fears 7 

Why urgeot thou so oft young Arthur's death 7 
Thy hand hath murder'd him: I had*mighty 
cause [him. 

To wish him dead, but thou Jhadst none to kill 
Hub. Had none, my Jord 1 why, did you not 
provoke me 7 

K. John. It is the curse of kings, to be at¬ 
tended [rant 

by slaves, that take (heir humours for a war- 
To break within the bloody house of Ute, 

Aud, on the winking of authority. 

To understand a law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty when, perchance, it 
frowns 

More upon humour than advis’d respect. * 

Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what I 
did. 

K. John. O when the last account 'twixt 
heaven and earth 

Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation! 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds. 
Makes deeds ill done 1 Hadest not thou beenb>, 
A fellow by the hand of uature mark'd. 

Quoted, i and sign'd, to do a deed of shame. 
This murder bad not come into my mind: 

But, taking note of thy abborr'd aspect. 

Finding thee fit for bloody villauy. 

Apt, liable, to be employ'd iu danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthui's death; 

Aud thou, to he eudeared to a king. 

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub. My loid,- 

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or 
made a pause, 

Wbeu I spake daikly what I purposed; 

Or turn’d ail eye of doubt upon my face. 

As bid me tell my tale in express words ; 

Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me 
break oil', [iu me : 

And those tby fears might have wrought fears 
But thou didst understand me by my signs. 

And didst in signs again parley with sin ; 

Yea, without stop, didst let tby heart consent. 
And, conseqi ently, thy rude baud to act 
The deed which both our tongues held vile to 
name,— 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me ; and my state is brav’d. 
Even at iny gates, wub ranks of foreign powers: 
Nay, in the body of this fleshly land, J 
This kingdom, this coufiue of blood and breath. 
Hostility and civil tumult leigns [death. 

Between my conscience aud my cousins 
Hub. Arm ;ou against your other enemies, 

I Ml make a peace between your soul aud you. 
Young Arthur is alive ; This baud of mine 
Is >et a maiden and an innocent haud. 

Not painted with the nimsou spots of blood. 

Within this hoso a m ne\» »• euter’d yet 

The dreadful motion ot a niurd’rous thought. 

And you have slaudered nature iu my form^ 
Which howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 

Than to be butcher of au innocent child. $ 

• Deliberate consideration. -f Observed. 

? Ills own body. $ This is an assertion which 

bis prciious determination to murder the valid, will 
•cartel) uphold. 
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K. John. Doth Arthur livet O haste thee 
to the peers. 

Throw this report on their incensed rage. 

And nuke them tame to their obedience ! 

Forgive the continent that my passion made 
Upon tliy feature ; for my rage was blind, 

And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Piesented thee moie hideous than thou art. 

O answer not; hut to my closet bring 
The augi y loi ds, with all expedient haste ; 

1 c6njure thee but slowly; run more la**t. 

[E.icunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.—Before the Castle. 

Enter Arthur, oh the Walls. 

Art Ik The wall is high; and yet will I leap 
down:— 

Good ground, be pitiful, and hart me not!— 
There’s few, or uone, do know me ; if they did. 
This ship-i ov’s semblance hath disguis’d me 
I am atraid; and yet I’ll venture it. [quite. 
If 1 get down, and do not break my limbs. 

I’ll liud a thousand shifts to get away : 

As good to die aud go, as die and stay. 

[Leaps down. 

O me 1 my uncle’s spirit is in these stones— 
Heaven lake my sonl, and England keep my 
bones 1 [Dies. 

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

Sal. Loids, 1 will meet him at Saiut Ed- 
linn id's-Bury ; 

It is our safety aud we must embrace 
This gentle otter of the perilous time. [dinal T 
Pern. Who brought that letter from the car- 
Sal. The count Meluu, a noble lord of 
France; 

Whose private with me, • of the Dauphin’s love, 
Is much more general than these lilies luipoit. 
Big. To-morrow morning let us meet bun 
theu. 

Sal. Or, rather then set forward : for ’twill be 
Two long da) s’ journey, lords, or 'e’er we meet. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distem- 
pei’d i lords!. * [straight. 

The king, by me, requests your preseure 
Sal. Tbe king bath dispossess'd himself of us ; 
We will not hue his thin bestaiued cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend tbe foot 
That leaves the piiut of blood where-e’er it 
walks; 

Return and tell him so; we know the worst. 
Bast. Whate’er you think, good words, 1 
think, were best. [now. 

Sal. Our griefs, and uot our manners, reason 
Bast. But there is little reason ill your grief; 
Therefore, ’mere reason you bad mauueis 
now. 

Pem. Sir, Sir, Impatience bath bis privilege. 
Bast. ’Tis true ; to hurt his master, no man 
else. 

Sal. This is the prison : What is he lies here ? 

[Seeing Arthur. 
Pam. O death, made proud with pure aud 
princely beauty I 

Tbe earth had uot a hole to hide this deed. 

SaL Murder, as hatiug what himself hath 
Doth lay it opeu, to urge on revenge. [done. 
Big. Or, when be doom’d this beauty to a 
grave. 

Found it loo precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what tkiufc)cul Have you 
beheld. 

Or have you read, or heard t or could you think t 
Or do you almost think, although you see. 

That you do see? could thought without this 
object, 

Pomi such another f This is the very top, 

The height, the crest, oi crest unto the crest, 

* fri\ait (cccaai. * Otu of honour. 
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Of minder’s arms : this is the bloodiest shame. 
The wildest savaga'iy, the vilest stioke. 

That ever wall-ey’U wiatli, or staring lage. 
Presented to the tears of soft remuise. • 

Pcm . All murders past do stand excus’d in 
And this, so sole, and so uumatchable, [tins ; 
Shall give a Itoliuess, a purity, 

To the yet-unbegotteu siu of time ; 

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Esaiupled by tbls heinous spectacle. 

Bast. It is a damued and a bloody vvcik ; 

The graceless action of a heavy hand. 

If that it be the work of auy hand. 

Sal. If that it be tbe work of auy hand 1 — 

We had a kind of light what would ensue; 

It is the shameful woik of Hubert's hand ; 

The pi act ice and the purpose oi the kmc .— 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul, 

Kiieilmg before this ruin of sweet life, 

And bieathmg to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow ; 

Never to taste the pleasures of the woild, . 
Never to be infected with delight. 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 

Till 1 have set a glory to this hand, t 
By giving it the worship of revenge. 

Ptm. Big. Our souls religiously confirm thy 
woids. 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking 
you : 

Arthur doth live; the king hath sent for you. 
Sal. Oh I he is bold, aud blushes not at 
death :— 

Avaunt thou hateful villain, get thee gone I 
Hub. 1 am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law ? 

[Drawing hi* stiortf. 
Bast. Your sword is buy lit, 5>n : pul *l up 
again. 

Sal. Not till I sheath it in a mtirdeter’s skin. 
Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand b.n k, 
Isay; [jomN: 

By heaven, 1 think mv sword’s as shaip a» 
1 would not have you, lord, foigct yourseii. 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 

Lest I, hy marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your gieaiuess, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill 1 dar’st thou brave a 
nobleman 1 

Hub. Not for my life: but yet I date defend 
My innocent life against an empcioi. 

Sal. Tiiuu art a nii’iderer. 

Hub. Do uot prove me so ; ♦ [fals»*. 

Yet, 1 am none : Whose tongue soe’er speak* 
Not truly speaks; who speaks nut truly, lie-. 
Pem. Cut him lo pieces. 

Bast. Keep tbe peace, I say. 

Sal. Stand by, or 1 shall gall you, Fauicoir- 
bridge. 

Bast. Thou wert^better gall the devil, Salis¬ 
bury : 

If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot. 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame. 

I’ll strike thee dead. Put up thy suoid be 
time; 

Or I’ll so maul you and your toasting-iron. 

That you shall think tbe devil utome liom hell. 
Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Fanlcou- 
budge 7 

Second a villain, and a murderer 1 
Hub. Loid Bigot, 1 atu none. 

Big. Who kill’d this prince 1 
Hub. ’Tis not an hour siucc I left him well: 
I honour’d hun, I lov’d him ; aud will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life’s loss. 

Sal. Trust not those cuuuing waters of his 
eyes, 

For villany is not without such rheum ; 

And he long traded in it, makes it seem 

• Pity. t Hand should be head j a glory if (be 

circle of rays which nurrmuidt the beads of t4int* in 
pictures. i By compelling me to kill you. 
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Like rivers of remorse, and innocency. 

A*vay with me, all >ou whose souls alihor 
The uncleanly savour* of a slaughter-house. 

For I urn stilled with this smdi of sin. 

Big. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin 
Uieie 1 

Pem. I here, tell the king, he may inquire us 
out. [Exeunt Lords. 

Bast. Here's a good world!—Knew you of 
this fair woik 1 

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed ol death. 

Art thou damn’d, Hubert. 

Hub, Do but bear me, Sir. 

Bast. Ha ! 1'il tell thee what; 

Thou ait damn’d as black—nay, uothing is so 
black; 

Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lu¬ 
cifer : 

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of bell 
A* thou shall be, if thou didst kill Ibis ohild. 

Hub. Upon my soul,- 

Bast. It thou didst but consent 
To this most cruel act, do but despair, 

Aud, if thou waut'6t a cord, the smallest '.bread 
That ever spider twisted fiom her womb 
Will seive to strangle thee; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on; or would’st thou 
drown thyself, 

Put hut a little water in a spoon, 

Aud it shall lie as all the ocean. 

Enough to stifle such a villain up.— 

1 do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. If 1 in act, consent, or sin of thought. 

Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
" inch was emboumled in this beauteous clay. 

Lei hell want pants enough to toiture me I 
I left him well. 

Bast. Go, btai him in thine arras.— 

! ain amaz'd, au-tlimks ; aud lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.— 
llow easy dost thou take all England up! 

From toitii this morsel of dead royalty, 

The late, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is tied to heaven; and England now is left 
To tug and scramble, aud to part by the teeth 
The uuowcd * interest Of proud-swelling state. 
Now, for the bare-pick'd bone of mqjesty. 

Doth dogged war bristle his augry crest. 

And suarielh in the geutie eyes of peace : 

Now powers Iroin borne, aud discouteuts at 
borne, 

Meet in one hue; and vast coufusion waits 
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,) 
r J ne iiiiiiiiuent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now b.ippy be, whose cloak and cincture f can 
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child. 

And follow me with speed; I'll to the king: 

A thousand businesses are brief in band. 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 

IExeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCEME I.—-The same—A Boom in the Pa¬ 
lace. 

Enter King John, Panddlph with the Crown , 
ana Attendants . 

K. John Thus have 1 yielded up into your 
band 

The circle of my glory. 

Pand. 'fake again 

[Giving John the Crown. 
From this my hand, as bolding of the pope. 

Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K. John. Now keep your boly word: go meet 
the French; 

And from His Holiness use all your power 
To stop tbeir marches, 'lore we are inflam'd. 
Our discontented counties do revolt; . 

Our people quarrel with obedience; 

• Um«o« 4. t Girdle. 
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Swearing allegiance and the love of soul, 

I’o straugei blood, to loiei^u royalty. 

Tins mundatiou ol mUtemper'd humour 
Re ts by you only to lie qualified. 

Then pause not; for the present time's so sick. 
That present medicine must be miuisier'd. 

Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pand. It was my breath that' blew this tem¬ 
pest up. 

Upon your stubborn usage of the pope: 

But, siuce you are a gentle conveitite, * 

My tongue shall bush again this storm of war. 
And make fair weather in your blustering laud. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well. 

Upon your oath of service to the pope. 

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. 

[Exit. 

K. John . Is this Ascension-day ? Did uot the 
prophet t 

Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon, 

My crown I should give off 1 Even so I have: 

I did suppose, it should be on constraint; 

But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluutary. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. All Keut hath yielded; nothing there 
bolds out, 

But Dover castle: London hath receiv'd. 

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and bis powers: 
Your nobles will uot hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 

And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John. Would uot my lords return to me 
again, 

After they heard young Arthur was alive f 
Bast . They found him dead, aud cast into 
the streets; 

An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some dauiu'd band was robb'd and ta'cu 
away. 

K. John. That villain Hubert told me he did 
live. 

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he 
knew. 

But wherefore do you droop T why look you sad ? 
Be great m act, as jou have beeu hi thought; 
Let not tiie world see fear and sad distrust 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 

Be stirring as the tune ; be tire with fire ; 
Threaten the threat’uer, and outface the crow 
Of bragging horror: so shall inferior eyes. 

That borrow tbeir behaviours from the great 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away; aud glister like tbe god of war. 

When be iutendetb to become the field : 

Show boldness, and aspiring confidence. 

Wbat, shall they seek the lion in bis den. 

And fright him there f and make him tremble 
there f 

O let it not be said !—Forage, and run 
To meet displeasure further from the doors; 

And grapple with him, ere be come so uigb. 

K. John. Tbe legate of the pope bath been 
with me. 

And I have made a happy peace with him; 

And be hath promis'd to dismiss the powers 
Led by tbe Dauphin. 

Bast. O inglorious league! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land. 

Send fair-play orders, aud make compromise 
lusinuation, parley, aud base truce. 

To arms invasive f shall a beardless boy, 

A cocker'd | silken wauton brave our fields 
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil. 

Mocking the air with colours idly spread. 

And find no check 1 Let us, uiy liege, to arms: 
Perchance, tbe cardiual caunot make your 
peace I 

Or if be do, let It at least be said 
They saw we bad a purpose of defence. 

* Convert. t This nan wai dragged U 

hnrves’ taile to tbe town ofWtrthwn, am' there banged 
«a a gibbet with hi* sou.— Hume. j Fondled. 
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JC. John. Have thou the ordering of this pie- 

eent time. 

Bast. Away then, with food courage; yet I 
know. 

Our party may weR Meet a prouder foe. 

[.Bare***. 

SCENE II.—A Plain near Si. Edmund.’s- 

Bury. 

Enter , in mw, Lnru, Siumdry, M »lo n, 
Pimb&okb, Bmot, and Soldiers. 

Lew. My lord Metnn, let this be copied out. 
And keep it safe for ©nr remembrance : 

Return the precedent to these lords again ; 

That, having ow fair order written down. 

Both they and we. perusing o’er these notes. 

May know wherefore we took the sacrament. 

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary real, and mmrg'd faith. 

To your proceedings; yet, believe me, prfuce, 

1 am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemn'd revolt. 

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound. 

By making many : Oh I it grieves my soul. 

That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker ; Oh ! and there, 

Where honourable rescue and defence. 

Cries out upon the name of Sallsbnry: 

But such is the infection of the time. 

That, for the health and physic of our right. 

We cannot deal but with the very band 
Of stern injustice and confused wrong.— 

And is’t not pity, O my grieved friends 1 
That we, the sons and children of this isle. 

Were born to see so sad an hour as this; 

Wherein we step after a stranger march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and dll up [weep 

Her enemies* ranks, (I must withdraw and 
Upon the spot of this enforced cause,) 

To grace the gentry of a land remote. 

And follow unacquainted colours here ? 

What, here 1 —O nation, that thou coulds't re¬ 
move ! 

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about. 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy¬ 
self. 

And grapple foee unto a pagan shore ; 

Where these two Christian armies might corn- 
The blood of malice hi a vein of league, [bine 
And not to spend it so unneigh hourly ! 

Lett. A noble temper dost thou show in this; 
And great affections, wrestling m thy bosom. 

Do make an earthquake of nobility. 

Oh 1 what a noble combat hast thou fought. 
Between compulsion, and a brave respect! * 

Let me wipe off this honourable dew. 

That silveriy doth progress on tby cheeks; 

My heart bath melted at a lady’s tears. 

Being an ordinary inundation! 

But this elfasion of such manly drops. 

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d 
Than i had seen the vaulty top of heaveu 
Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this storm. 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes, 

That never saw the giant world enrag'd ; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts. 

Full warm of Hood, of mirth, of gossiping. 
Come, come 1 for thou shaft thrust thy hand as 
deep 

Into the purse of rich prosperity, 

A» Lewis btnuelfso, nobles, shall yon all, * 
That knit year sinews to the strength of mine* 

Enter Pawdulph, attended. 

there » methinfcs, angel spake: 

Look. where the holy legate comes apace, 

• Iot» mt t on y . 
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To give us warrant from the hand of heaven 
And on our actions set the name of right. 

With holy breath. 

Pand. Hail, noble prince of France 1 
The neat la this,—king John hath reconcil'd 
Himself to Rome; his spirit is come in. 

That to stood nut against the holy church. 

The great metropolis and see of Rome: 

Therefore thy threat'll lag colours now wind up. 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war; 

That, like a lion foster’d up at hand. 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 

And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew . Your grace shall pardon me, I will not 
back 

I am too high-born to be propertied,* 

To be a secondary at control, 

Or useful serving-man, and instrument. 

To any sovereign state thiougbout the world. 

Your breach first kindled ibe dead coal of wars. 
Between this chastis’d kingdom and myself. 

And brought iu matter that ahouid should feed 
this (Ire; 

And now ’tie far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wrud which enkindled it. 
You taught me bow to know the face of right. 
Acquainted mu with interest to this land. 

Yea, thrust this euterpnze into my heart; 

And come you now to tell me, John bath made 
His peace with Romef What is that peace to 
me ? 

1, by the licnonr of my marriage-bed. 

After yountf Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 
And, now it is half-conquer’d, must 1 back, 
Because that John hath made his peace with 
Rome f 

Am I Rone’s slave ? What peuny liuth Rome 
borne, 

Wbat men provided, what munition sent. 

To underprop this artiou 1 is’t not 1, 

That undergo this charge I who else but 1, 

And such as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this business, and maintain this wji 1 
Have I not heird these islanders shout out, 

Vive le roy 1 as I have bank’d tbelr towns t 
Have I not here the best cards for the " .me. 

To win this easy match play’d for a crown 1 
And shall I now give o'er the yielded set l 
No, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pand. You look but ou the outside of tins 
work. 

Lew. Outside or inside, I will not return 
Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was pi unused 
Before 1 drew this gallant head of war. 

And cull'd these fiery spirits from the world. 

To outlook conquest, and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.— 

[Trumpet .sounds* 

What lusty trumpet thus doth sumtnou us ? 

Enter the Bastard attended. 

Bast. According to the fair play of the 
world, 

Let me have audience; I am sent to speak 
My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come, to learu how you have dealt lor him ; 
And, as you answer, 1 do know the 6cope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dauphin is too wiltul-opposite. 
And will not temporize with my entreaties ; 

He flatly says, he'll not lay down his arms. 

Bast. By all tbe trlood that ever fury breath'd. 
The youth says well:—-Now bear our English 
king ; 

For thus his royalty doth speak In me. 

He is prepar'd; and reason too, he should: 

This apish and unmannerly approach, 

This harness'd masque, and unadvised revel. 
This unhair'd madness, and boyish troops. 

The king doth isnlie at; and fa well prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms, 

From out the circle of his territories. 

* 

• Appropriated. t Leap aver tba batch* , 
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Tbat hand, which bad the strength, even at your 
door. 

To cndgel yon, and make you take the hatch; • 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells; 

To crouch in litter of yonr stable planks ; 

To lie, Hke pawns, lock'd up in chests and 
trunks ; 

To bus; with swine; to seek sweet safety oat 
In vaults and prisons; and to thrill, and shake. 
Even at the crying of your nation's crow, f 
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman 
Shall that victorious hand be fee bled here, 

Tbat In your chambers gave you chastisement 1 
No : Know, tbe gallant monarch is in arms; 

And like an eagle o'er bis aerie towers. 

To souse announce tbat cotnes uear bis nest.— 
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts. 

You bloody Neros, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blush lor shame : 
For your own ladies, and pale visag’d maids. 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums ; 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change, 
Their neetds % to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To tierce and bloody inclination. 

Letc. There end thy brave, $ and turn thy 
face in peace ; [well; 

We grant thou caust outscokl us: fare thee 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
W ith such a brabbler. 

Pand. Give me leave to speak. 

Past. No, I will speak. 

Pew. Wc will attend to neither:— 

Stt ike up the drums; and let the tongue of war 
Plead lor our iuterest, and our being here. 

Past. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will 
cr> out; 

And so shall yon, being beaten : Do but start 
And echo with the clamour of tby drum. 

And even at hand a dium is ready brac'd. 

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine; 

Sound hut another, and another shall 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkiu'6 ear, [hand 
And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder: for at 
(Not trusting to this halting legate here, 

W horn he hath us'd rather for sport than need,) 
Is wailike John ; and in lus forehead sits 
A b.ire-rtbb’d death, whose office is this day 
To teast upon whole thousands of the Freuch. 
Pew. Strike up our drums, to find this dan¬ 
ger out. 

Past. And thou shalt find it. Dauphin, do not 
doubt. [Exeunt. 

.SCENE 111.—The same.—A Field of Battle. 

Alarums.—Enter King John and Hubert. 

A'. John. How goes the day ivkh us 1 O tell 
me, Hubert. 

Hub. Badly, I fear: How fares your ma¬ 
jesty ? 

K. John. This fever, tbat hath troubled iue 
so long, 

Lies heavy ou me; O my heart is sick I 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faul- 
coubridge. 

Desires your majesty to leave the field ; 

And send him word by me, which way you go. 

K. John. Tell him, toward Switistead, to the 
abbey there. 

Mess. Be of good comfort; for the great 
supply. 

That was expected by the Dauphin here. 

Are wreck'd three nights ago on Godwin sands. 
This news was brought to Richard bat even now; 
Tbe French fight coldly, and retire thenoelveo. 

K. John . All me 1 this tyrant fever buna me up. 
And will not let uie welcome this good news.— 
Set ou toward Swinstead : to my litter straight; 
Weakness possessed! me, and I am taint. 

[Exeunt. 

_ • L»p orer the hutch, 

t Tbs crowing of a cork. X Needle*. $ Boast. 
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SCENE TV. — The same.—Another part of the 

same. 

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, Biter, and 

others. 

Sal. I did not think the king so stored with 
friends. 

Pem. Up once again ; put spirit in the French ; 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. • 

Sal. That misbegoUoit devil, Fanlconbridge, 

In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Pem. They say, king John, sore sick, hath 
left the field. 

Enter Melur wounded, and led by Soldiers. 
Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 
Sal. When we were happy, we bad other 
names. 

Pem. It is the count Melon. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Mel. Fiy, noble English, you are bought and 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, [sold ; 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 

Seek out king John, and fall before his feet; 

For, i t the French be lords of this loud day. 

He f means to recompense the pains you take. 
By cuttiug off your heads : Thus hath he sworn. 
And 1 with him, and many more with me 
Upon the altar at Saint Edmuud’s-Bury ; 

Even on that altar, where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 

Sal. May this be possible 1 may this be true f 
Mel. Have 1 not hideous death- within my 
Retaining but t quantity of !’fe : [view. 

Winch bleeds away, even as a foim of wax 
Resolved from his figure 'gainst the lire?; 

What in the world should make me now deceive, 

; Since I must lo6e the use of all deceit ? 

1 Why should I then he false; since u is true 
That 1 must die here, and live hence by truth T 
, I say again, if Lewis do win the day. 

He is forsworn, if e’er those eyes of your's 
Behold another day break m the east: [hreath 
But even this night,—whose black contagious 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
of the old, feeble, and day-weaned sun,— 

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery. 

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives. 

If Lewis by your assistance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king; 
The love of him,—and this respect besides. 

For that my grandsire was an Englishman,— 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me heuce 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field ; 
Where 1 may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace and part this body aud my sonl 
With contemplation aud devout desires. 

Sal. We do believe thee,—And beshrew my 
Bnt I-do love the favour and the form [soul 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight; 

And like a bated and retired flood. 

Leaving our rankness aud irregular course, 

Stoop low within those bounds we have o'er- 
And calmly run on in obedience, [look’d. 

Even to our ocean, to our great king Jobti.—- 
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee heuce; 
For I do see the cruel pangs of death [flight; 
Right $ in thine eye.—Away, my friends ! New 
And happy newness, J) that intends old right. 

[Exeunt, leading off Melon. 

SCENE T.—The same.—The French Camp. 

Enter Lewis and his Train. 

Lew. Tbe sun of heaven, me thought, was 
loath to set; 


• Pembroke wn not amonnt the ntoHoi : He 
maintained bia loyalty unshaken* during tha lowest 
fortune of the king. -Hume. t Lewlo 

t An allusion to cho imago* made by witches. 

| Immediate. | Innovation. 
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But stay'd, and made the western welkin blush. 
When the English measur'd backward their own 
In faint retire : O bravely came we off, [ground, 
Wheu w ith a volley of oar needless shot. 

After such bloody toil, we bid good night; 

And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up, 

Last in the field, and almost lords of it I 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Where is my prince the Dauphin ? 

Lew, HereWhat news ! 

Mess. The couut Melon is slain; the English 
lords. 

By bis persuasion, are again fallen off: [long, 
And your supply, which you have wish'd so 
Are cast away, and sunk, on Godwin sands. 

Lew. Ah 1 foul shrewd news!—Beshrew thy 
very heart 1 

I did not think to be so sad to-night. 

As this hath made me.—Who was he, that said 
King John did fly, an honr or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers ? 
Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 
Lew. Well ; keep good quarter and good care 
The day shall not be up so soon as 1, [to-night; 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. 

[Exeunt- 

SC EXE VI.—An open Place in the Neigh¬ 
bourhood of Swinstead-Abbey. 

Enter the Bastard and Hubert, meeting. 

Hub. WhoTs there T speak, ho 1 speak quickly, 
or 1 shoot. 

East. A friend What art thou t 
Hub. Of the part of England. 

Ba ft. Whither dost thou go 1 
Hub. What's that to thee? Why may not 1 
demand 

Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine f 
Bast. Hubeit, I think. 

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought: 

I will npon all hazards, well believe 

Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue so 

W bo art thou ? [well: 

Bust. Who thou wilt: an if thou please. 

Thou may's! befriend me so much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plautageneis. 

Hub. Uukind remembrance I thou, and eye¬ 
less night, [me. 

Have done me shameBrave soldier, pardon 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue. 
Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine 
ear. 

Bast. Come, come; sans compliment, what 
news abroad ? 

Hub. Why, here walk I, in the black brow 
of night. 

To find you out. 

Bast. Brief, then ; and what's the news ? 
Hub. O my sweet Sir, news fitting to the 
night. 

Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill 
news; 

1 am no woman. I'll not swoon at it. 

Hub. The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk : 
I left him almost speechless, aud broke out 
To acquaiat you with this evil: that you might 
The bettei *rm you to the sudden lime, 

Thau if you bad at leisure known of this. 

Bast. How did he take it? who did taste to 
him ? 

Hub. A monk, I tell yon ; a resolved villain. 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out: the klug 
Tet speaks, and peradventure, may recover. 
Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend bis 
majesty T 

Hub. Wb>, know you not? the lords are all 
come back, 

Aud brought prince Henry io their company; 

At whose request the king bath pardon'd them. 
And they are all about bis majesty. 
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Bast. Withhold thine Indignation, mighty 
heaven. 

And tempt us not to hear above our power I- 

1*11 tell tiiee, Hubert, half my power this night. 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide. 

These Lincoln washes have detoured them ; * 
Myself, well-mounted, baldly have escap'd. 
Away, before 1 couduct me to the king; 

I doubt, he wi]l he dead, or ere I come. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—The Orchard of Swinstcad• 

Abbey. 

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

P. Hen. It is too late; the life of all his 
blood 

Is touch'd corruptibly; aud his pure braii; 
(Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling- 
house,) 

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foietell the euding of mortality. 

Enter Peubkoeb. 

Pem. His highness yet doth speak ; aud holds 
belief. 

That, being brought into the open air, 

It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaiieth him. 

P. Hen. Let bnn he brought into the orchard 
here.— 

Doth he still rage? [Exit Bioor. 

Pem. He is more patient. 

Than when you left him; even now lie sung. 

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness t fierce ex¬ 
tremes, 

In their continuance, will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts. 
Leaves them insensible ; aud his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which be pucks and 
wounds 

With many legions of strange fantasies; 

Which, in their throng and press to that last 
hold. 

Confound themselves. *T4s strange, that death 
should sing.- 

1 ain the cygnet to this pale faint swan, 

Who chants a doleful lijntu to his own death ; 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailh, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are 
born 

To set a form upon that indigest 

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Re-enter Bicot and Attendant*, uho bring 
in King John in a Chair. 

K. John. Aye , marry, now my soul bath el- 
bow-rooui ; 

It would uot out at windows, nor at doors. 

There is so hot a summer in my bosom. 

That all my bowels crumble op to dust: 

1 am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment; aud against this lire 
Do I shrink up. 

P. Hen. How fares your majesty ? 

K. John. Poison'd,—ill-fare dead, forsook, 
cast off: 

And none of you will bid the winter come. 

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw; 

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take tbelr course 
Through my buru’d bosom; nor entreat the 
north 

To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold 1 do not ask you 
much; 

I beg cold comfort; and you are so strait. 

And so IngratefuJ, you deny me that, 

P. Hen. O that there were some virtue in 

■my toBrs, 

That might relieve you I 


• lanontiaii 


• HU occurred to King John faimelf. 



Scene VII 

K. John. The -salt in them is hot.— 

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
ls ( as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize 
On uureprievable condemned blood. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. Oh I 1 am scalded with my violent 
motion. 

And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 

A'. John. O cousin, thou art cotne to set 
mine eye: 

The tackle of mv heart is crack’d and bunt’d; 
And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should 
sail, 

Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 
Which holds but till ihy news be littered : 

And then ail this thou «ce’st, is but a clod. 

And module of confounded royalty. 

Bant. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward ; 
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer 
him : 

lor, in a night, the best part of my power, 

A> 1 upon advantage did remove, 

Were, in the washes, all unwarily. 

Devoured by the unexpected flood. 

„ , [The Kina dies, 

Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead 
an ear.— 

My liege 1 my lord I—But now a king,—now 
thus. 

P. lien. Even so must I run on, and even so 
stop. 

What surety of the world, what hope, what 
stay. 

When this was now a king, and now is clay! 
Hast. Art thou gone so? 1 do but slay be¬ 
hind. 

To do the office for thee of revenge ; [heaven. 
And then my soul shall wait on tbee to 
As it on earth hath been thy servant still.-*— 
Now, now, you stars, that move in your right 
.... spheres, [faiths; 

nere he your powers T Show now your mended 
And instantly leturn wi:h me again. 

To push destruction and perpetual shame 
Out of the weak-door of our fainting land : 
Straight let ns seek, or straight we shall be 
sought; 

The Dauphin rages at *..» very beets. 
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Sal. It seems you know not then so much 
as we; 4 

The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest. 

Who half an hour since came fiom the Dau¬ 
phin; 

And brings from him such offers of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take 
With purpose presently to leave this war*. 

Bast. He will the rather do it, when he sees 
Onrselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already; 

Tor many carriages he bath despatch'd 
To the sea-slile, and put his cause and quarrel 
1o the disposing of the cardinal: 

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords, 

If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To cAnsummate this business happily. 

Bast. Let it be so And you, my nobh 
prince, 

With other princes that may best he spar’d, 

Shall wait upon your father’s funeral. 

P. Hen. At Worcester • must his body be in- 
terr’d; 

For so be will’d it. 

Bast. Thither shall it then. 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ! 

To whom, with all submission, on my kuee, 

1 do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlasttugly. 

Sal . And the like tender of our love we 
make. 

To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen. I have a kind soul, that would give 
you thanks, 

And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 
Bust. O let us pay the time but needful 
woe. 

Since it hath been beforehand with onr griefs.— 
This England never did, (nor never shall,) 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it hrst did help to wound itself. 

Now these her princes are come home again. 
Come the three corners of the world in arms, 
And we shall shock them: Nought shall make 
us rue. 

If England to itself do rest but true. [Exeunt. 

• A atone ceffia, rontnininf the body of KinrJohn 
was a.»covcreu u» Worcester cutheilral, Jwl/ 17,171*7. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THE action of tbit drama comprises littia mare than the two latt years of King Richard's reign. It connuirn 
with Bolinbroke's accusation of traaaou against Mowbr*>, Duke of Norfolk, in 1318, and terminate! with tbo 
murder of Richard at Pomfrct Cattle,about the year 1400. Shakepeare wrote the play in 1597, deriving 1m ma¬ 
terials chiefly from Be 1 hushed's Chronicle, many postages of which, he haa almost literally embodied with lu» 
own. The speech of (be Bishop of Carlisle, in defence of King Richard's unalienable right, and immunity from 
human jurisdiction, is particularly copied from that old writer* The historical points of the tragril\ are 
consequently accurate ; for notwithstanding the Lancaster!an prejudices of those who have recorded his 
reign, Richard was a weak prince, and nnfit for government. lie had capacity enough, but no eolid judgment, 
uor good education : he was violent in temper, profuse in expence, fond of idle show, devoted to favourites, 
and addicted to low aociety. Yet his punishment outbalanced hu offenoe. Dr. Johnson haa remarked of this 
play, that it cannot be said ** much to affect the passions, or enlarge the understanding but it ia impossible 
to contemplate the abject degradation of the unfortunate monarch, as drawn by the poet, without questioning 
the truth nud judgment of this critical rescript. In dignity of thought and fertility of expression, it is cer¬ 
tainly superior to many of Snakspeare*s productions, however it may yield to them in attractive incident or 
highly-wrought catastrophe. Yet where can we find a combination of circumstances more truly pathetic, than 
those with which Shakspcare has surrounded the short career of Richard, from his landing in Mate*, to Ins 
murder at Pomfret. If the bitterness of his sorrow when deserted by his friends, nnd bearded by his barons— 
if the lowliness and patience of his carriage, whilst exposed to the insults of the rabble, and greeted with tha 
mockery of homage by bis aspinug rival—if the majesty of his sentiments, soaring above const mus help’ess- 
ness or constitutional imbecili ty—and if his heroic resistance when despatched by his savage assailants— 
are not calculated to “ affect the passions, or enlarge the understanding," there is no dramatic portraiture that 
is capable of doing so. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE J. — London.—A Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter King Richard, attended; John of 
Gaunt, and other Nobles, with him. 

K. Rich. Old John of Gannt, time honour'd 
Lancaster, 


Hast thon, according to tby oath and band, * 
Brought hither Henry Hereford tliy bold son; 
Here to make good the boisterous late ap¬ 
peal. 

Which then our leisure would not let us bear, 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow¬ 
bray ? 


* Bond, 
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Count, I have, my liege. 

K, Rich, Tell me moreover, hast thou sounded 
him, 

If be appeal the Duke on ancient malice; 

Or worthily as a good subject should. 

On some known ground of treachery in him f 
Gaunt. As near as I could sift him ou that 
argument,— 

On some apparent danger seen In him. 

Aim'd at your highness, no inveterate matter. 

K. Rich. Then call them to our presence; 
face to face, 

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser, and the accused, freely speak :— 

[Exeunt some Attendants . 
High-stomach’d are they both, and fall of ire. 

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Re-enter Attendants , with Boling moke 
and Koufoljl. 

Boling. May many years of happy days be¬ 
fall 

My gracious sovereign, my most loving ttege ! 

Xor. Each day still better other’s happiness ; 
Until the heavens, envying earth's good liap. 

Add an immortal title to your crown! 

K. Rich. We thank you both : yet one but 
flatters ns, 

As well appearelh by the cause you come ; 
Namely, to appeal* each ether of high trea¬ 
son.— 

Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Agutust the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow¬ 
bray ? 

Boling. First, (heaven be the record of my 
speech!) 

In the devotion of .a subject’s love. 

Tendering the precious safety of my prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appellant to this princely presence.— 
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do 1 turn to thee. 

And mark my greeting weH ; for what I speak, 
Afy body shall make good upon this earth. 

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 

Thou ait a traitor, and a miscreant; 

Too good to be to, aud too bad to live ; 

Since, the more fair and crystal is the sky, 

I he ughei seem the clouds that in it fly. 
once more, the more to aggravate the note. 

With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy tl.ioat; 
And ui«*h, (so please my sovereign,) ere I mote. 
What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword 
may prove. 

Nor. Let not my cold words here accuse iny 
zeal ; 

'Tis not the trial of a woman’s war 
(The hitter clamour of two eager tongues) 

Cm atbitrate this cause betwixt us twain: 

The blood is hot, that must be cool'd for this. 
Yet ran ! not of such tame patience boast. 

As to be hush'd, and naught at all to say ; 

First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs 
me 

From giving reins and spurs to my free speech ; 
Which else would post until it bad rebtrn’d 
These terms of treason doubled dowa his throat. 
.Setting aside bis high blood's royalty. 

And let him be no kinsman to my liege. 

1 do defy him, and 1 aprt at him; 

Call him—a slanderous coward, aad a villain; 
Which to maintain, I would allow him adds; 
And meet him, were I Ued to raa a-toot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable 
Where ever Englishman durst set bis foot. 

Mean time, let this defend my loyalty,— 

By all zny hopes, most ftlteiy doth be lie. 
Boling. Pale trembling coward, these > throw 
my gage. 

Disclaiming here the kindred of a king; 

And l*y aside my Ugh Wood’s royalty, 

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to ex¬ 
cept : 


If guilty dread bath left tbee so much atreurth. 
As to take up mine honour's pawn, then stoop: 
By that, and all the rights of kigbtbood else. 

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 
What 1 have spoke, or thou can'st worst de¬ 
vise. 

Nor. I take ft up; and, by that sword I swear 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my 
shoulder, 

I’ll answer thee la any fair degree. 

Or chivalrous design of kuightly tiial: 

And, when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If 1 be traitor, or unjustly tight! 

K. Rich. What doth our cousin lay to Mow. 
bray's charge T 

It must be great, that can inherit* ns 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Boling. Look, what I speak my life sbal 
prove it trne ;— 

That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thousand 
nobles. 

In name of lendings for your highness* soldiers 
The which he bath detain’d for lewd f employ¬ 
ments. 

Like a false traitor and injurious villain. 

Besides I say, aud will in battle prove,— 

Or here, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey’d by English eye,— 

That all the treasons, for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land, 

Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and 
spring. 

Further I say,—and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life, to make all this good,— 

That he did plot the Duke of Gloster's death; 
Suggest; bis soon*believing adversaries ; 

And, conseqneutly, like a traitor coward, 

Sluic’d out his innocent soul through streams of 
blood : 

Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries 
Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth. 
To me, for justice and rough chastisement; 

And, by the glorious worth of my desceut. 

This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

A'. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution 
soars 1 

Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st tbon to this ? 
Nor. Oh! let my sovereign turn away liis 
face. 

And bid his ears a little while be deaf. 

Till I have told ibis slander of lus blood, 

How God and good men bate so foul a liar. 

A'. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are oub eyes and 
ears: 

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir, 
(As he is bnt my father's brother's sonJ 
Now by my sceptre's awe I make a vow, 

Such ueiglibour nearness to our sacred hiood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor parlialize 
The unstooping firmness of my upright sdul; 

He Is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou ; 

Free speech, and fearless, I to thee allow. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy 
heart. 

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou 
liest 1 

The parts of that receipt 1 had for Calais, 
Disburs'd I duly to his highness' soldiers: 

The other part reserv’d 1 By cousent; 

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt. 
Upon remainder of a dear accouut, 

Since last 1 went to Frauce to fetch his queen: 

Now swallow down that lie.-For Gloster’s 

death,- 

I slew him not; bnt to my own disgrace. 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case,— 

For yon, my noble lord of Lancaster, 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once did I lay in ambush for your life 
A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul: 

But, ere I last receiv’d the sacrament, 

I did confess H; and exactly begg'd 
Your graee's pardon, and, I hope, I had it. 


• Charge. 


• Fount. 
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Thi* is roy fimlt: As for the rest appeal’d, • 

It issues ftoui the rancour of u villain, 

A recreant aud most degenerate traitor: 

Which hi myself 1 boldly will defend ; 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor’s foot. 

To prove myself a loyal gentleman 
Even in the best blood chaiubei'd In his bo¬ 
som : 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 
Your highness to assign our trial day! 

K. Rich . Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul’d 
by me; 

Let's purge this choler without letting blood : 
This we prescribe though no physician ; 

Deep malice makes too deep incision: 

Forget, forgive ; conclude, and he agreed ; 

Our doctors say, this is no time to bleed.—* 

Good uncle, let this end where it begun ; 

We’ll calm the duke of Norfolk, >ou >our son. 
Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my 
age : 

Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk’s 
gage. 

K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
Gaunt. W hen, Harry, when 
Obedieuce bids, I should not bid again. 

K. Rich . Norfolk, throw down ; we bid ; there 
is no boot. 

Nor . Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy 
foot ; 

My life thou sbalt command, but not my 
sh tme ; 

The one my duty owes: but my fair name, 
(Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,) 

To dark dishonour’s use thou slialt not have. 

I am disgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffled here ; 
Pierc’d to the soul with slaudei’s veuom'd 
spear; 

The which no balm can cure, but bis heart- 
blond 

Which breath’d this poison. 

K . Rich. Rage must be withstood : 

Give me his gage: Lions make leopards tame. 
Nor. Yea, but not change their spots: take 
but my shame. 

And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord. 

The purest treasure mortal times afford. 

Is—spotless reputatiou ; that away, 

Men are hut gilded loam, or painted clay. 

A jewel in a ten-times-barr’d-up chest 
Is—a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 

Mine honour is my life; both grow in one; 

Take hohnur from me and iny life is done : 
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try; 

In that 1 live, and for that will I die. 

AT. Rich. Cousin, throw down your gage ; do 
you begin. 

Boling. O God, defend my soul from such 
, foul sin! 

Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father’s sight Y 
Or with pale beggar-tear impeach my height 
Before this out dar’d dastard I Ere my tongue 
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble 
wrong. 

Or tonnd so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear; 

And spit it bleeding in his bigb disgrace. 

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's 
face. [Exit Gaunt. 

K. Rich . We were not bom to sue, but to 
command : 

Which since we cannot do to make you 
friends, 

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it. 

At Coventry, upon Saitit Lambert’s day; 

There shall your swords and lauces arbitrate 
The swelling* difference of your settled hate; 
Since we cannot atone yon, we shall see 
Justice design the victor’s chivalry.— 

Marshal, command opr officers at arms 
Be ready to direct these home-alarms. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE JJ.—The same.—A Room in the Duke 
of Lancaster’s Palace . 


Enter Gaunt, and Duchess of Gloster. 


Gaunt. Alasl the part* I had m Glosiei’s 
blood 

Doth more solicit me, than your exclaims, 

To stir against the butchers of his life. 

But since correction lietli in those hands, 
which made the fault that we cannot coirect. 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 

Who when he sees the boms npe on eaith, 

Will rain hot vengeance on olfendm’ heads. 
Duck. Finds brotherhood m thee no sharper 
spur t 

Hath love in thy old blood no living flief 
Edward’s seven sous, whereof thyself ait one. 
Were as seven phials ot bis sacred blood, 

Or seven fair blanches spriugiug from one root: 
Some of those seven are diied by nature’s 
course. 

Some of those branches by the destinies cut; 
But Thomas, my dear lord, my Ule, my Glos- 



One ffumisbiug branch of his most ro>.il root,— 
Is crack’d, and alt the precious liquor spill; 

Is back'd down, and bis summer leaves all 
faded, 

By envy’s hand, and murder’s bloody axe. 

Ah I Gaunt, his blood was thine ; that bed, that 
womb. 

That mettle, that self mculd, that fashion'd 
thee, 

Made bim a man; and though thou liv'st, and 
breath’st, 

Yet art thou shun in bim: Thou dost consent 
In some laige measure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou seesl thy wretched brother die 
Who was the model of thy father’s life. 

Call it uot patience, Gaunt, it is despair: 

In suffering thus thy brother to he slaughter’d. 
Thou show's! the naked pathway to thy life. 
Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee : 
That which lu mean meu we entitle—patieuce. 
Is pale cold cowardice In noble hi easts. 

W hat shall I say T (o safeguard thine own life, 
The best way is—to ’venge uiy Gloster’.* 
death. 


Gaunt. Heaven’s Is the quarrel; for heaven’s 
substitute. 

His deputy auoiuted in bis sight. 

Hath caus’d his death : the which, if wrong¬ 
fully, * 

Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift 
Ail angry arm against bis minister. 

JDuch. Where then, alas I may I complain 
myself Y 

Gaunt . To heaven, the widow’s champion 
and defeiice. 

Ducli. Why then, I will. Farewell, old 
Gannt. 

Thou go’st to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousiu Hereford, and fell Mowbray light: 

O sit my husband’s wrongs on Hereford’s 
•pear. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast 1 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 

Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom. 

That they may break his foaming courser* 
back, 

And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford! 

Fate well, old Gaunt; thy sometime brother’s 
wife, 

With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt. Sister, farewell; I must to Coventry : 
As much good stay with tbee, as go with me! 

Duck. Yet oue word more;—Gilef boundeth 
where It falls. 

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight: 

I take my leave before I have begun ; 

For sorrow ends not when It seemeth done. 


Charged against ma. 
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Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 

Lo, tins is ailNay, yet depart not so ; 

Thou eh this he all, do not so quickly go ; 

I shall remember more. Bid him—Oh 1 what ?— 
With all good speed at Piashy * visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old York there see. 
Hut empty lodgings and uu furnish'd wails. 
Unpeopled oilices, untrodden stones? 

And what clu-er there for welcome, but my 
groans 1 

Therefore commend me; let him not come 
there. 

To «eek out sorrow that dwells every where: 
Desolate, desolate, will I lienee, and die ; 

The List leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—Gosford Green, near Coventry. 

Lists set out, and a Throne. Heralds, 4c. 
attending. 

Enter the Lord Marshal, and Aumerle. 

Mar. My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford 
arm'd 1 

Aum. Yea, at all points ; and lougs to enter 
in. 

Mar. The duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and 
bold, 

Stays but the summons of the appellant's trum¬ 
pet. 

Aum. Why then, the champions are prepar'd, 
and stay, 

For nothiug but his majesty’s approach. 

Flourish of Trumpets.—Enter King Rich mid, 
uho takes Ins seat on his throne ; Gaunt, 
and several Noblemen, who take their 
places. A Trumpet is sounded , and an - 
suered by another Trumpet within. Then 
enter Norfolk in armour preceded by a 
Herald. 

K. Pick . Marshal, demand of yonder cham¬ 
pion 

The cause of his arrival here iu arms: 

Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed 
To swear him m the justice of his cause. 

Mar. In God's name, and the kiug's, say who 
thou art, 

And why thou com’ot, thus knightly clad in 
arms : 

Against what man thou com’st, and what thy 
quarrel ; 

Speak truly, on thy knighthood, and thy oath ; 
And so defend thee, heaven and thy valour ! 
Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of 
Norfolk ; 

Who hither come engaged by my oath, 

(Which, heaven defend, a knight should violate !} 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth. 

To God, my king, and my succeeding issue, 
Against the duke of Hereford that appeals me; 
And, by the grace of God, and this miue arm. 
To prove him, in defending of himself, 

A traitor to my God, my king, and me: 

And, as 1 truly tight, defend me, heaven ( 

[He takes his seat. 

Trumpet sounds .— Enter Bolincbroke, in 
armour ; preceded by a Herald. 

K. Rich. Marshal, ask youder knight in 
arms, 

Roth who he is, and why be rometh hither. 
Thus plated in habiliments of war; 

And formally, according to our law. 

Depose him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. What is thy name ? and wherefore 
com’st thou hither. 

Before King Richard in his royal Itys? 

Against whom comest thou; and what's thy 
quarrel ? 

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven 1 

• Her home in Essex. 


Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and 
Derby, 

Am I ; who ready here do stand m arms, 

To prove, by heaven’s grace, and my body’s 
valour. 

In lists, on Thomas Mowbray duke of Norfolk, 
That lie’s a traitor, foul and dangerous, 

To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me ; 
And as 1 truly tight, defend me, heaven' 

Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold. 
Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lists; 

Except the marshal, and such ofllceis 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 

Boling. Lord Marshal, let me kiss my sove¬ 
reign’s haud. 

And bow my knee l^fore his majesty: 

For Mowbiay and myself are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage; 

Then let us take a ceremonious leave. 

And loving faiewell of our several friends. 

Mar. The apptlhmt in all duty gleets your 
highness. 

And craves to kiss your band, and take his 
leave. 

K. Rich. We will descend, and fold him in 
our arms. 

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right. 

So be thy fortune m this ro>a! tight 1 
Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed. 
Lament we may, but uot revenge thee dead. 

Boling. O let no noble eye piofane a tear 
For me, if 1 be cored with Mowbray's spear ; 

As conhdent, as is the falcon’s flight 

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.- 

My loving lord, [To Lord Marshal.] I tiVe 
my leave of you ;— 

Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle 
Not, sick, although I have to do with death ; 

But lusty, )Riing, and cheerly drawing breath.— 
Lo, as at Euglish feasts, so I legreet 
l he dainties last, to make the end most sweet: 
O thou, the earthly author of my blood,— 

[7b Gaunt. 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-told vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head,— 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy praveis ; 
And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point. 
That it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat. 

And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt, 
Even in the lusty 'baviour of bis sou. 

Gaunt. Heaveu in tliy good cause make thte 
prosperousi 

Be swift like lightning in the execution; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy : 

Rouse up tby youthful blood, he valiant and 
live. 

Boling . Mine innocency, and Saint George to 
thrive I [He takes his seat . 

Nor • However heaven, or fortune, 

cast ray lot. 

There lives or dies, true to king Richard’s 
throne, 

A loyal, just, and upright gentlemau : 

Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains uf bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroll’d enfranchisement. 

More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine ad versa! >.— 

Most mighty liege, and my companion peers, 
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years: 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jest. 

Go 1 to fight; Truth hath a quiet breast. 

K. Rich. Farewell, my lord : securely I espy 

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye,- 

Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

[The Kino and the lords return to their 
seats . 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and 
Dei by. 

Receive thy lance ; and God defend the right! 
Boling. [Rising.] Strong as a tower in hope. 
I cry—Amen. 
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Mar . Go heir this tame [7b os Q£cer.] to 
Thomas duke of Norfolk. 

1 Her. Harry of Hereford. Lao caster, and 
Oerhf, 

Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself. 
On pain to be found false and recreant, 

To prove the dnke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his kin*, awl him. 

And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

* Her. Here staadeth Thomas Mowbray, duke 
of Norfolk, 

On pain to be found false and recreant. 

Both to defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

To God, his sovereign, and to him disloyal; 
Courageously, and with a free desire. 

Attending but the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trumpets; and set forward, 
combatants. [A Charge sounded. 

Stay, the king hath thrown bis wanker down. 

K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and 
their spears, 

And both return back to tlieir chairs again:— 
Withdraw with usami let the trumpets 
sound. 

While we return these dukes what we decree.— 

[A long Jiourish. 
Draw' near, [7b the Combatants. 

And list, what with oar couucil we have done. 
For that our kingdom’s earth should not be 
soil’d 

With that dear blood which it hath fostered 
And for our eyes do bate the dire aspect 
Of civil wounds plough’d up with neigjbboar** 
swords; 

[And for we think the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts. 

With rival-bating envy, set you ou 
To wake our peace, which in' our country's 
cradle 

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ;] 
Which so rous’d up with boisterous untun’d 
drums, 

With harsh resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray. 
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms. 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace. 
And make us wade even in oar kindred’s 
blood ;— 

Therefore, we banish you onr territories :- 

Yon, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death. 

Till twice five summers have enrich’d our fields. 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions. 

But tread tbe stranger paths of banishment. 
Boling. Your will be done: This must my 


Wbat is thy s e nten c e then, bat s peech less deatn, 
Which iwbs^mjr tongue from breathing native 

K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compos- 
donate; • 

After oar sentence plaining comes too late. 

Nor • Then thus I tarn me from my country's 
light. 

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

[Retiring. 

K. Rich. Re tarn again, and fake an oath with 
thee. 

Lay on our royal sword your banish’d hands ; 
Swear by tbe duty that you owe to heaven, 

(Our part therein we banish with yourselves,) 

To keep the oath that we administer : 

You never shall {so help yon truth and heaven 1) 
Embrace each other’s love in banishment; 

Nor never look npou each other’s face; 

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 
This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate, 
Nor never by advised purpose meet. 

To plot, contrive, or eomplot any ill, 

’Gainst ns, our state, our sulgects, or our land. 
Boling. I swear. 

Nor. And I, to keep all this. 

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy■ 
By this time, bad the king permitted as. 

One of our souls had wander’d in the air. 
Banish’d this frail sepdlcbre of our flesh. 

As now our flesh is banish’d from this land : 
Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm; 
Since thou hast far to go, bear uot along 
The clogging burden of a guilty soul. 

Nor. No, Bolingbroke ; if ever 1 were traitor. 
My name be blotted from the book of life. 

And I from heaven banish’d, as from hence' 

Bat what thou art, heaven, thou, aud I do 
know; 

And all too soon, I fear, tbe king shall rue.— 
Farewell, my liege :—Now no way can I stray ; 
Save back to England, all tbe world’s my way. 

{tint. 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in tbe glasses of ihiue 
eyes 

I see thy grieved heart: tby sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish’d years 
Pluck’d four away ;—Six frozeu wiuters spent. 
Return [7b Boling.] with welcome home from 
banishment. 

Boling. How long a time lies iu one little 
word ! 

Fonr lagging winters, and four wanton springs, 
j End in a word: Such is the breath of kings. 


comfort be,- 

That sun, that warms you here, shall shine on 
me ; 

And those bis golden beams, to you here lent. 
Shall point on me, and gild my banishment. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier 
doom. 

Which I with some unwillingness pronounce: 
Tbe fly-slow hours shall not determinate 
Tbe datekss limit of tby dear exile;— 

The hopeless word of—never to return 
Breathe 1 against thee, upon pain of life. 

Nor. A iieavy sentence, my most sovereign 
liege. 

And all unlook’d for from your highness* month : 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air. 

Have I deserved at your highness’ hand. 

The language I have leant’d these forty years. 
My native English, now I must forego: 

And.now my tongue’s use is to me no more. 
Than, an unstringed viol or a harp ; 

Or bke a canning instrument cas’d up, 

Or, being open, put into bis hands 
1 bat. knows no touch to tune tbe barmotiy. 
Within my mouth you have enjail’d my toogne. 
Doubly portcuiiis’d, with my teeth and lips; 

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my jailer to attend on me. 

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse. 

Too far w years to ft a pUpil now ; 


Gaunt. I thank my liege, that, m regard of 
me. 

He shortens fonr years of my sob's exile : 

But little vantage shall 1 reap thereby; 

For, ere the six years that he bath to spend. 

Can change their moons, aud bring their times 
about. 

My oil-dried lamp, and time-bewasted light. 

Shall be extinct with age, and endless night * 

My inch of taper will be burnt aud done. 

And blindfold death not lti me see my son. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years 
to live. 

Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou 
caast give : 

Shorten my days thou eanst with sullen sorrow. 

And pluck nights from me, bat not lend a 
morrow ; 

Thou canst help time to furrow me with age. 

But stop no wrinkle In bis pilgrimage; 

Thy word is current with him for my death; 

But, dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K. Rich. Thy sop is banish’d upon good 
advice, 

Whereto thy tongue a patty t verdict gave ; 

Why at ourtjustice seem’st thou then to lower ? 

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste, prove iu tlige*. 
tion sour. 


•To move compaction, 
t Had a part <*r aSare. 



Scene IV. 

You urg’d me as a judge: but I bad rather. 

You would have bit me argue tike a father:— 
n had it been a stranger, not my child. 

To smooth his fault I should hare bees mere 

mild: 

A partial slander • Bought I to avoid. 

And in the sentence my own life destroy’d. 

Alas, 1 look'd, when some of you should say, 

1 was too strict, to make mine own away; 

Hut you nave leave to my unwilling tongue. 
Against my will, to do myself this wrong. 

A - Hick. Cousin, farewell —and, unde, bid 
him so; 

Siv years we banish him, and be shall go. 

[Flourish. Exeunt X. Micbaio and 

Train. 

Aum. Cousin, fateweil : what presence most 
not know. 

From where you do remain, let paper show. 
Mar. My lord, no leave take is for 1 wiU 
ride, W 

As far as laud will let me, by yew side. 

Haunt. O to wbai purpose dost thou hoard 
thy words. 

That thou returu’&t no greeting to thy friends 7 
Holing. 1 have too few to take my kave ef 
yon, 

When the tongue’s office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abuudaut dolour of the beast. 
Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a 
time. 

Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for that 

tune. 

Gaunt. What is six winterst they are quickly 
gone. 

Boling. To men iu joy; but grief makes one 
hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak*6t for 
pleasure. 

Boling. My heart will sigh, when I miscall it 

so, 

Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The sulleu passage of thy weary steps 
3 bteem a foil, wherein thou art to set 
'ihe precious jewel of thy home return. 

Boling. Nay, rather, every tedmos stride 1 
make 

Will but lemember me, wbat a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 

Must I not serve a long apprenticebood 
To foreign passages ; and in the end. 

Having my freedom, boast of nothing else, 
but that I was a journeyman to grief 7 
Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven 
visits. 

Are to a wise man ports mid happy havens : 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus; 

There is no virtue like necessity. 

*1 (link not, the king did banish thee; 

but tiiou the king: Woe doth the heavier sit, 

\\ nere it perceives it is but faintly Ixirne. 

Go, say—I sent thee forth to purchase honour, 
And not—The king exil’d thee : or suppose, 
Dcvoiii mg pestilence bangs m our air. 

And thou art flying to a fresher dune. 

Look, what tby soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou 
com’st: 

Suppose the singing birds, musicians ; 

The «>ass whereou thou tread’st, the presence* 
strew’d ; 

The floweis, fait ladies: and tby steps, bo more 
Than a delightful measure, or a dance : 

For cnailing sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it, and sets k light. 
Boling. Oh l who can bold a fire in hia band, 
y thinking on the frosty Cancasus? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By lute imagination of a feast T 
Or wallow naked in December's snow. 

By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat ? 

Ob ! do : (he apprehension of the good 

• Reproach of partiality, 
f Pretence chamber at iwurt. 
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Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 

Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more, 
Thau when it bites, but huieeth sot the sore. 
Gaunt. Come, come, my sob. I’ll briug thee 
ou thy way: 

Had I thy youth, and cause, I would not stay. 
Boling. Then, England’s ground, farewell; 
sweet sod, adieu; 

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet! 

Where-e’er I wander, boast of this I can,- 

Though banish’d yet a trueborn Englishman. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE TV .— The same.—A Room in the 
King's Castle. 

Enter King Richard, Bacot, and Grieh ; 
Aombri^e folloieing. 

K. Rich. We did observe.—Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Hereford on his 
way 7 

Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call 
him so. 

But to the next highway, and there f left him. 
K. Rich. And say what store of parting tears 
were shed 7 

Aum. ’Faith, none by me: except the north¬ 
east wiud. 

Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 
Awak'd the sleeping rheum ; and so, by chance. 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K. Rich. What said our cousin, when you 
parted with him. 

Aum. Farewell: 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me 
craft 

To counterfeit oppression of such grief. 

That words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave. 
Many, would the word farewell have lengthen’d 
hours. 

And added years to his short banishment, 

He should have had a volume of farewells ; 

But, since it would not, be had none of uie. 

A'. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but 'tis 
doubt. 

When tune shall call him borne from banish¬ 
ment. 

Whether our kinsman come to see bis friends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot bere, and Green, 
Observ’d his courtship to the common people :— 
How be did seem to dive into their hearts. 

With bumble and familiar courtesy; 

What reverence he did throw away on slaves; 
Wooing poor craftsmen, with the craft of 
smiles. 

And patient uuderbearing of his fortune. 

As ’twere, to bauish their effects with him. 

Off goes his bounet to an oyster-wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid—God speed him weH, 
And had the tribute of his supple knee. 

With— Thanks my countrymen , my loving 
jfriends ; 

As were our England in reversion his. 

And he our subjects next degree in hope. 
Green. Well, he is gone; and with him go 
these thoughts. 

Now for the rebels, which stand out in Ire¬ 
land ;— 

Expedient • manage must be made, my liege; 
Ere further leisure yield them further means. 

For their advautage, and your highness’ loss. 

K. Rich. We will ourself in person to this 

war. 

And, fort our coffers with too great a court. 
And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light. 
We are enforc’d to farm our royal realm j 
| The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our affairs in hand : If that come short. 

Our substitutes at borne sball have blank char¬ 
ters : 

Whereto, when they shall know Tvhat men are 
nch, 

• n*prdiliou* 
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They shall subscribe, them for large sums of 
gold. 

And send them after to snpply*our wants; 

For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Bcsby. 

Bushy, what news T 

Bushy . Oftl Johu of Gaunt is grievous sick, 
roy lord; 

Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post haste. 

To eutreat your majesty to visit him. 

A'. Rich. Where lies he 1 
Bushy. At Ely-house. 

AT. Rich . Now put it, heaven, in his physi¬ 
cian's mind. 

To help him to his grave immediately! 

The lining of his coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.— 
Come, gentlemen, let'* .ill go visit him : 

Pray God, we may make haste, and come too 
late! [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE J. — London.—A Room in Ely-house. 

Gaunt on a Couch ; the Duke of York, and 
others standing by him. 

Gaunt. Will the king come? that I may 
breathe my last 

In wholesome counsel to his ttnslaid youth. 

York . Vex not yourself, nor strive not with 
your breath ; 

For all in vain comes counsel to bis ear. 

Gaunt. Oh l but they say the tongues of dj lug 
men 

Enforce attention, like deep harmony : 

Where words are sealce, they are seldom spent 
in vain : 

For they breathe truth, that breathe their words 
in pain. 

He, that no more may say, is listen'd more 
Then they whom youth and ease have taught 
to glose ; • 

More are men’s ends maik'd, than their lives 
before; 

The setting sun and music at the close. 

As the last taste of Bweets, is sweetest last; 

Writ in remembrance, more than things long 
past: [hear, 

Though Richard my life's counsel would not 
My death's sad tale may yet uudeaf his ear. 
York. No ; it is stopp'd with other flattering 
sounds, 

As, praises of his state : then, there are fouud 
Lascivious metres ; to whose venom souud 
The open ear of youth doth always listen: 

Report of fashions in proud Italy; 

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after, in base imitation. 

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity, 

(So it be new, there's no respect bow vile,) 

That is not quickly buzz'd into bis ears ? 

Then all too late comes couusel to be heard. 
Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard. 

Direct not him, whose way himself will choose ; 
*Ti» breath tbou lack’st, and that breath wilt 
thou lose. 

Count,' Me thinks I am a prophet new iu- 
apk’d; 

And thus, expiring, do foretell of him ; 

Hrt rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last; 

Foi violent fires soon burn out themselves: 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are 
short; 

He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes : 
With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder: 
Light vanity (insatiate cormorant. 

Consuming means) soon preys upon itself. 

This royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle. 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
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This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 

This fortress, built by nature lor herself. 

Against infection, and the hand of war ; 

This happy breed of men, this little woild; 

This precious stone set in the silver sea. 

Which serves it in the *oflice of a wall, 

Or as a most defensive to a house, 

Ag.uust the envy of less happier lands ; 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this 
England, 

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings 
Fear'd by tbeir breed, and famous b> their 
birth/ 

Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 

(For Christian service, and true chivalry,) 

As is the sepulchre In stubborn Jewry, 

Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's sou: 

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear 
land. 

Dear for Itet reputation through the world. 

Is now l«uura out (1 die pronouncing it,) 

Like to a tenement, or pelting * farm : 

England, hound in with the triumphant sea. 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame, 
With inky blots, aud rotten parchment bonds; 
That England, that was wout to conquer otlieis. 
Hath made a shameful conquest of Itself: 

Oh! would (be scandal vanish with my life. 

How happy theu were uiy ensuing death ! 

Enter King Richard, and Queen ; Aumerle, 
Bushy, Green, Bacot, Ross, and Wil¬ 
loughby. 

York. The king is come : deal mildly with his 
youth ; 

For ytfiiug hot colts, being rag'd, do rage the 
more. 

Queen. How fares onr noble uncle, Lancaster ? 
K. Rich. What comfort, man i How i»'t uub 
aged Gaunt f 

Gaunt. Oh I how that name befits my com¬ 
position f 

Old Gaunt/ indeed; and gaunt t in being old : 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious last; 

And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt ? 
For sleeping England long time have 1 watch'd ; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaum: 
The pleasure, that some fathers feed upon. 

Is my strict fast, I mean—my children's looks , 
And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt : 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
Whose hollow womb iuhenis nought but hones. 
K . Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with 
their names T 

Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock it¬ 
self : 

Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 

1 mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 

K. Rich. Should dying men flatter with those 
that live? 

Gaunt. No, no; men living flatter those that 
die, 

K. Rich. Thou, now a djing, say'st—thou 
flatter's! me. 

Gaunt . Oh 1 no; thou diest, though I the 
(icltw he. 

K . Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see 
thee 111. 

Gaunt . Now He that made me knows I see 
thee ill; 

Ill in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land. 
Wherein tbou Rest in reputation sick: 

And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Coromit’st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee: 

A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, 

Whose compass is no bigger than thy head ; 

And yet, incaged in so small a verge. 

The waste is no whit lesser than tby land. 

Oli I had thy grandsire, with a prophet's eye, 
Seen how his son's son should destroy his 6ons t 
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Scene I. 

From forth thy reach lie would have laid thy 
shame ; 

Deposing thee before thou wert possess'd, 

Wb\ch art possess'd * now to depose thyself. 
Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world. 

It were a shame to let this laud by lease: 

But, for thy world, enjoying but this hind. 

Is it not more than shame, to shame it so 1 
Landloid of England art thou now, not king: 

Thy state of law is bondslave to the law; 

And thou- 

K. Rich .-a lunatic lean-witted fool, 

Piesuming on an ague's privilege, 

Dar’st with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheek; chasing the royal blood, 

With fury, from his native residence. 

Now by my seat's right royal majesty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son. 
This tongue that runs so roundly in tby bead. 
Should run tby head from thy uureverend 
shoulders. 

Gaunt, o spare me not, my brother Ed¬ 
ward's son. 

For that I was his father Edward's son; 

That blood already, like the pelican, 

Hast thou tapp'd out, and druukenly carous'd : 
My biotber Gloster, plain well-meaning soul, 
(Whom fair befall iu heaven 'mongst happy 
souls 1) 

May be a precedent and witness good. 

That thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s 
blood ; 

Join with the present sickness that I have ; 

And thy unkindness be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a loo-long withered flower. 

Live in thy shame, but die not shame with 
thee !— 

These words hereafter thy tormenters be !— 
Convev me to my bed, then to my grave : 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. 

borne out by his Attendants. 
A'. Rich. And let them die that age and sul- 
lcns have : 

For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 

> ork. 'Beseech your majesty, impute bis 
To wayward sickliness and age in him : [words 
lie loves you, ou my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry duke of Heieford, were be here. 

A. Rich. Right; you say true; as Hereford’s 
iove, so his : 

As theirs, so mine; and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him 
to your majesty. 

K. Rich. What says he now ? 

North* Nay, nothing ; all is said : 

His tongue is now a strutgless instrument; 
Woids, life, and all, old I^ncaster hath spent. 
York. Be York the next that must be bauk- 
rupt so 1 

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

A'. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so 
doth he ; 

His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be: 

.So much for that.-Now for our Irish wars : 

We must supplaut those rough rug-headed 
k'‘rns ; t 

Which live like venoni, where no venom else, 
Rut only they, bath privilege to live. X 
And for these great affairs do ask some charge, 
Towards our assistance, we do seize to us 
The plate, com, leveuues, and moveables. 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess'd. 
York. How long shall 1 be patient? Ah 1 
how long 

Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong ? 

Not Gloster's death, nor Hereford's banishment. 
Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England's private 
wrongs, 

Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace, 

• Mad. + Irish soldiers. 

t Veooraoos reptiles are said uot to e> 1st in Ireland. 
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Have ever made me sour my patient cheek. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face.— 

I am the last of noble Edward’s sons. 

Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was 
first; 

In war, was never lion rag’d more fierce, 

Iu peace, was never gentle lamb more mild. 

Than was that young and princely gentleman : 
His face thou hast, for even 6o look’d he, 
Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours; 

But, when he frown'd, it was against the 
French, 

And not against his friends : his noble band 
Did win what be did spend, and speut not tint 
Which his triumphant father's hand had won : 
His hands were guilty of no kiudred's blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

O Richard I York is too far gone with grief. 

Or else he never would compare between. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, hat's the matter t 
York. O my liege, • 

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleas’d 
Not to be pardon'd, am content withal. 

Seek you to seize, and giipe into your bands. 

The royalties and rights of banish'd Hereford f 
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford 
live? 

Was not Gaunt just 1 and Is not Harry true ? 

Did not the one deserve to have an heir f 
Is not this heir a well deserving son ? 

Take Hereford's rights away, and take front time 
His charters, and bis customary rights; 

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ; 

Be not thyself, for how art thou a king. 

But by fair sequence and succession ? 

Now, afore God (God foibid, I say true 1) 

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights. 

Call in the letters patent that he hath 

By his attornies-geueral to sue 

His livery, and deny his offer'd homage. 

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head. 
You lose a thousand well disposed hearts, 

Aud prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

K. Rich . Think what you will; we seize into 
our hands 

His plate, bis goods, his money, and his lands. 
York. I’ll not be by the while. My liege, 
farewell: 

What will ensue hereof, there's none can tell; 
But by bad courses may be understood. 

That their events can never fall out good. 

[Exit. 

K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the earl of Wiltshire 
straight; 

Bid him repair to ns to Ely-house, 

To see this business : To-inorrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and 'tis time, I trow ; 

And we create, in absence of ouiself, 

Our uncle York lord governor of England, 

For he ft ju6t, and always lov'd us well.— 

Come on, our queen : to-morrow must we part; 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. 

[ Flourish. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, Bushy, Aumerlk, 
Green, and Bagot. 

North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is 
dead. 

Ross. And living too ; for now his son is 
duke. 

TJ'illo. Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North. Richly in both, if justice bad her 
right. 

Ross. My heart is great; but it must break 
with silence, 

Ere't be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 
North. Nay, speak thy nnnd; aud let him 
ne'er speak more, 

That speaks thy words again, to do thee harm I 
Willo. Tends that thou’dst speak, to the duke 
of Hereford ? 

If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 

Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards 
him. 

Ross. No good at all, that I can do for him ; 

2 B 
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Uniesa you call it good to pity him, 

Bereft aud gelded of his patrimony. 

J \orth. Now, afore heaven, 'tis shame, such 
wroiict> are borne. 

In him a royal prince, and many more 
Of uoble blood in this declining' land. 

The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers; and what they will inform. 

Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all. 

That will the king severely prosecute 
'Gaiust us, our lives, our children, and our 
heirs. 

Host. The commons hath he pill'd • with 
grievous taxes, 

Aud lost tneir hearts : the nobles hath be fin'd 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

IVillo. And daily new exactions are devis'd ; 
As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not wbat: 
But what, o'God's name, doth become of this ? 
North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd 
he hath not. 

But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which bis ancestors achiev'd with blows : 
More bath he spent in peace, than they in 
wars. 

Ross. The earl of Wiltshire halh the realm in 
farm. 

llltlo. The king’s grown bankrupt, like a 
brokeu man. 

North. Reproach, and dissolution, baugeth 
over hnn. 

Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars, 
His burdeuous taxations notwithstanding, 

But by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

North. His noble kinsman: most degenerate 
king! 

But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing. 

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm : 

We see the wind sit sore upon our sails. 

And yet we strike not, but securely perish, t 
Ross. We see the very wreck that we must 
suffer : 

And unavoided i6 the danger now. 

For sufteriug so the causes of onr wreck. 

North. Not so ; even through the hollow eyes 
of death, 

1 spy life peering ; but I dare not say 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

U iUo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou 
dost ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumber¬ 
land : 

We three are but thyself; aud, speaking, so. 

Thy words are-but as thoughts; therefoie, lie 
bold. 

North. 1 hen thus :—I have from Port le Blanc, 
a bay 

In Brittany, receiv’d intelligence. 

That Harry Hereford, Reignold lord Cobbam, 

{'I lie son of Richard Earl of Arundel,] • 

That late broke from the duke of Exeter, 

His brother, archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Mr Thomas Frpiiigliain, sir John Ramston, 

Mr John Norbery, sir Robert Watertou, and 
Francis Qnoint,- 

All these well furnish’d by the dnke of Bretagne, 
w ith eight tall ships, three thousand men of 
war. 

Are making hither with all due expedience, 

And shortly mean to touch our northcu shore : 
Perhaps, they had ere this; but that they stay 
The first departing of the king foi Ireland. 

If ili'ii we shall shake off our slavish yoke. 

Imp; out our drooping country’s broken wing, 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemish’d 
crown, 

ipe off the dust that hides onr sceptre's gilt. 
And make high majesty look like itself. 

Away with me in post to Raveuspnrg: 

But if you faint, as fearing to do so, 

Stay, and be secret, and myself will go. 

• Pillaged. 

♦ Perish by confidenre in onr security 
l dujijiiy r/itta new feathers. 


Ross. To horse, to horse I urge doubts to them 
that fear. 

Willo. Hold out my horse, and I will fit si be 

there. [Exeunt 

« 

SCENE II.—The same.—A Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot. 

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much 
sad : 

You promis’d, when you parted with the king. 

To lay aside life-harming heaviness. 

And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Queen. To please the king, I did; to please 
myself, 

I cannot do it; yet I know no cause 

Why 1 should welcome such a guest as giief. 

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As ray sweet Richard : Yet, agaiu, inctliiiiks, 
Some unborn sorrow, ripe iu fortune’s womb. 

Is coming towards me : and my inward soul 
\\ ith nothing trembles : at something it &i li ves, 
More than with parting from my loul the kiui;. 
Bushy. Each substance of a grief bath twenty 
shadows. 

Which show like grief itself, but are not so : 

For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears. 
Divides one thing eiitue to many objects ; 

Like perspectives,* winch, rightly gaz’d upon. 
Show nothme but confusion ; ey’d awry . 
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty. 
Looking awry upon your lord's departure. 

Finds shapes of grief, more tliau himself, tr* 
wail ; 

Which, look’d on as it is, is nought but shadow j 
Of what is not. Then, tbnce-giacinus quieu. 
More tliau your lord’s departure weep not; mou’s 
not seen: 

Or if it tie, 'tis with false sorrow's e>e. 

Which, for things true, weeps things imagriaiy 
Queen. It may be so; but yet my iiiwaid 
soul 

Persuades me, it is otherwise: flouc'ei it in, 

I canuot but be sad ; so heavy sad. 

As,—though, in thinking, on no thought i 
think,— 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shiink. 
Bushy. 'Tis nothing but conceit, f m> ci.i- 
cious lady. 

Queen. 'Tis nothing less : conceit is still de¬ 
riv'd 

From some fore-father grief; mine is not *><>; 
For nothing hath begot my something gnei, 

Oi something hath the nothing that 1 giuic : 
Tis in t eversion lliat 1 do possess; 

But, what it is, that is not yet kuown ; what 
1 cannot name; 'tis nameless woe, i nut.' 

Enter Green. 

Green. God save your majesty!—and well 
met, geutleinau : — 

I hope the king is not yet shipp'd for Ik laud. 
Queen. Why hop's! tbou so? ’Us bellii hope, 
he is ; 

Tor bis (lesigus crave baste, his haste good hope: 
Then wherefore dost thou hope, be is not 
shipp’d 1 

Green. That he, onr hope, might have rctu’d 
his power, $ 

And driven into despair an enemy's hope, 

Wbo strongly hath set footiug in this land : 

The banish’d Bolingbroke repeals himself. 

And with uplifted arms is safe arriv’d 
At Ravenspurg. 

Queen. Now God in heaven forbid I 
Green. O madam, 'tis too true : aud that la 
worse,— 

The lord Northumberland, his young sou Henry 
Percy, 

The lords of Ross, Bcaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 

• Pirtnrr*. 1 Fanciful ronrrptk n. 
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Scene. III. 

Bushy. Why have you not proclaim'd Northum- 
beilaud, 

And all the lest of the revolting faction 
Traitws ? 

Green. We have: whereon the earl of Wor¬ 
cester 

Hath broke his staff, resign'd bis stewardship, 
And all the household servants Aed with him 
To Bolingbioke. 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my 

woe. 

And r.oloutbroke my sorrow's dismal heir: 

Now Iraib my soul brought forth her prodigy: 
And I, a gasping new-deiiver’d mother. 

Have woe to woe, soirow to sorrow joui'd. 
Bushy. Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder met 
I will despair, and be at enmity 
At ah cozening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A pausite, a keepei-lack of death, 

A\ ho gently would dissolve the bauds of life. 
Which talse hope Iiugers in extremity. 

Enter York. 

Green. Here comes the duke of York. 

Queen. With 6igns of war about bis aged 
neck; 

O full of careful business are his looks!— 
Glide. 

For heaven'e sake, speak comfoi table words. 
York. Should I do so, I should belie my 
thoughts : 

Comfort’s in heaven ; and we are ou the earth, 
Wlicit* nothing lives but crosses, care, and 
grief. 

Your husband he is gone to save far off. 

Whilst otliers coiue to make him lose at home: 
Ilcie am 1 left to underprop his laud ; 

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself:— 1 
Noiv come> the & 11 A hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he tiy his friends that flatter'd him. 

Enter a Servant, 

St i v. My lord, your sou was gone before 1 
tame. 

York. He was?—Why, so !—go all which way 
it will!- 

1 he nobles they are fled, the commons cold. 

And will, I tea-, revolt on lleieford’s side.- 

Small, 

Get thee to Flashy, to iny sister Gloster: 

Hid b* i send me presently a thousand pound: 
Hold, lake my ling. 

Sue. My loid, i bad forgot to tell your lord¬ 
ship : 

To-dav. as 1 came by, 1 called there ; 

Hut I -'ball gneve you to report the rest. 

>’< / k. Wliat is it, f-uave? 

»v* re. An hour before 1 came, the duchess 
died 

Yin A*. God for liis mercy! what a tide of 
woes 

Conic- lushing oil this woeful land at once ! 

1 know not what to do:—1 would to God, 

'So my imtxutli * had not provok’d linn to it,) 
The lung had cut off iny head with my bro¬ 
ther's.— 

A\hat, aie these posts despatch'd for Ireland?— 
How shall we do for money tor these wars?— 
Come, sister,—cousin, i would say : pray pai- 
don me.— 

Go, fellow, [To the Servant.] get thee home, 
provide sonic carl3, 

And bring away the armour that is there.— 

[Edit Servant. 
Gentlemen, will you go muster men ? if 1 know 
How, oi which wav, to older these affairs. 

Thus tin ust disorderly into my hands. 

Never believe me. Both aie my knisiuen : — 

The one’s my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids del end ; the other again. 

Is iny kinsman, whom the king hath wioug'd ; 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to light. 

• l)i»loyalfjr. 


371 

Well, somewhat we must do.—Come, cousiu. 
I'll 

Dispose of you:—Go, muster up your men 
Aud meet me presently at Berkley-castle. 

1 should to Flashy too;- 

But time will not permit:—All is uneven* 

And every thing is left at six and seven. 

[Exeunt York and Queen. 
Bushy. The wind sits fair for news to go to 
Ireland, 

But none returns. For us to levy power. 
Proportionable to the enemy. 

Is ail impossible. 

Green. Besides our nearness to the king in 
love. 

Is near the hate of those love not the king. 
Bagot. And that's the wavering commons: 
for their love 

Lies in their purses; and whoso empties them. 
By so much Alls their hearts with deadly lute. 
Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally con¬ 
demn'd. 

Bagot. If judgment lie in them, then so do 
we. 

Because we ever have been near the king. 
Green. Well, I'll for refuge straight to Bristol 
castle: 

The earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy. Tbitiier will 1 with you: for little 
office 

The hateful commons will perform for us: 
Except like curs to teai us all to pieces.— 

\N ill you go along with us ? 

Bagot. No : fll to Ireland to his majesty. 
Farewell: if heart’s piesages be not vain, 

We three heie part, that ne'er shall meet 
again. 

Bushy. That’s as York thrives to beat back 
Boliiigbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke! tbe task be under¬ 
takes 

Is—iiumhTiug sands, aud drinking oceans dry; 
Where one on Ins side tights, thousands will fly. 
Bushy. Farewell at once ; for once, for ail, 
and ever. 

Green. Well, we may meet again, 

Bagot. 1 fear me, never. [Eicunt, 

SCENE Hi.-The Wilds in Gloster shire. 

Enter Bolingrroke and Northumberland, 
u ith Forces . 

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley 
now ? 

North . Believe me, noble lord, 

I am a stranger here m Glosteishire. 

These high wild lulls, aud rougli uneven way9 v 
Diaw out oiu miles, anil make them weaiisome : 
And yet your fair discomse hath been as sugar. 
Making the haul way sweet and delectable. 

But, I bethink me, wliat a weary way 
riom K.ivenspmg to Cotswold, will he found 
In Ross and Willoughby, wauling your com¬ 
pany ; 

Which, 1 piolcst hath very much beguil'd 
The tcdiousiiess and piocess of my travel: 

But then's is sweeten'd with the hope to have 
The present benefit which 1 possess: 

And hope to joy, is little less in joy, 

Thau hope enjoy’d : by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short; as mfue 
hath done 

By sigh* of wliat I have, your noble company. 

Boling. Of much less value is my company. 
Than your good words. But who comes here ? 

Enter Harry Plrcy. 

North It is my son, young Harry Percy, 

Sent fioin my brother Worcester, whenceso¬ 
ever.— 

Harry, now fares your uncle? 

Percy. I had thought, iny lord, to have learn'd 
his health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the queen? 
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Percy . No, my food lord; be bath forsook 
the court. 

Broken his staff of office, and dispers'd 
The household of the king. 

North. What was bis reason ? 

He was not so resolv'd, when last we spake 
together. 

Percy. Because your lordsfatp was proclaimed 
traitor. 

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, 

To offer service to the duke of Hereford ; 

Aud sent me o'er by Berkley to discover 
What power the duke of Yoik had levied there ; 
Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg. 

North. Have you forgot the duke of Here¬ 
ford, boy t 

Percy . No, uiy good lord ; for that is uot 
forgot, 

V/bich ne'er I did remember: to my know¬ 
ledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know hnn now; this is 
the duke. 

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my 
service. 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young ; 

W bich elder days shall ripen, and couflrm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy; aud be 
sure, 

I count myself in nothing else so happy. 

As in a soul rememb'inig tny good friends; 

And, as my fortune ripens with th> love. 

It shall be still tby true love’s recompense : 

IIy heart this covenant makes, iny hand thus 
seals it. 

North. How far is it to Beikley? And what 
stir 

Keeps good old York there, with his men of 
war 1 

Percy. There stands the castle, by 3 on tuft 
of tiees, 

Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have 
heard : 

And 111 it are the lords of Yoik, Berkley, and 
Seymour; 

None else of name, and noble estimate. 

Enter Ross and Willoughby. 

North. Here come the lords of Ross and 
Willoughby, 

Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with baste. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords: I wot • your 
love pursues 

A banish’d traitor ; all my treasury 

Is vet hut unfelt thanks, which, more enrich’d. 

Shall be your love and labour’s recompense. 

Boss. Your presence makes us rich, most 
noble lord. 

JVillo. Aud far surmounts our labour to at¬ 
tain it. 

Boling. Evermore thanks the exchequer of 
the poor ; 

Which, till my infant fortune come to years, 
Stands Cor my bounty. But who comes here f 

Enter Berkley. 

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess. 

Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is 
to you. 

Boling. My lord, my answer is—to Lan¬ 
caster ; 

Aud 1 am come to seek that name in Eugland: 
An ] I must find that title in your tongue, 

Be: >re I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord ; *tis uot my 
meaning. 

To raze one title of your honour out:— 

To >ou, my lord, 1 come, (what lord yon will,) 
From the most glorious regent of this land. 

The duke of York ; to know, what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time, f 
And fright our native peace with self-bom 
arms. 

• Kmow. 


JEntcr York attended. 

Boling. I shall not need transport my words 
by you; 

Here comes his grace in persou.—My noble 
uncle I [ Kneels. 

York. Show me tby humble heart, aud uot 
tby kuee. 

Whose duly is deceivable aud false. 

Boling. My gracious uncle I 
York. Tut, tut I 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle : 

1 ain no traitor's uncle; and that word—grace. 

In an ungracious mouth, is but profane. 

Why have those banish’d and forbidden legs 
Dar'd once to touch a dust of England's 
ground f 

But then more why;-Why have they dar’d 

to inarch 

So many miles upon her peaceful bosom ; 
Frighting her pale-fac’d villages with war. 

And ostentation of despised arms 1 

Com’st tbou because the anointed king is hence ? 

Why, foolish boy, the king is left bcbiud, 

Aud in my loyal bosom lies his power. 

Were I but uow the loid of such hot youth, 

As when brave Gaunt, thy father, aud myself. 
Rescued the Black Pnuce, that young Mats of 
men. 

From forth the ranks of many thousand French 
O then, bow quickly should this arm of mine. 
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee. 

And minister correction to tby fault I 
Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know inv 
fault; 

Oil what condition stands it, and wherein? 
York. Eveu in condition of the worst de- 
gree,— 

In gross rebellion aud detested treason : 

Tbou ait a banish’d man, aud here ait come. 
Before the expiration of thy time, 

In braving arms against thy soveielgn. 

Boling. As I was banish’d, I was banish’d 
Hereford : 

But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 

And, noble uncle, 1 beseech your grace. 

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent* eye: 
You are my father, for, mctiiiuks in you 
1 see old Gaunt alive ; O then, my lather ! 

Will you permit that 1 shall stand condemn’d 
A wand’ring vagabond; my rights and royal¬ 
ties 

Pluck'd fiorn iny arms perforce, and given 
away 

To upstart unthrifta? Wherefore was I born ? 
If that my cotisiu king be king of England, 

It must be granted, I am duke of Lancaster. 
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman , 
Had you first died, and he beeu thus trod 
down. 

He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father. 
To rouse bis wrougs,t and chase them to the 
bay. 

I am denied to sue my livery t here. 

And yet my letters-patent give me leave ; 

My father's goods are all distrain'd and sold ; 
And these, aud all, are all amiss employ'd. 

What would you have inc dot I aiu a subject, 
Aud challenge law : attornies aie denied me; 
And therefore personally 1 lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North. The noble duke hath been too much 
abus’d. 

Boss. It stands your grace upon, $ to do him 
right. 

Tf'illo. Base men by his endowments arc 
made great. 

York. My lords of Englaud, let me tell you 
ibis,— 

I have had feeling of my cousin's wrongs. 

And labour'd all 1 could to do him right: 

But in this kind to come. In braving arms. 

Be his own carver, and cut out his way, 

* Immrtial. ♦ The persona who wrong him. 

1 I’oubcmiou o' mj land, Stc. | It if your iuteri.>l 
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Scene IV. 

To Ond out right with wrong.—it may not be ; 
And you, that do abet him in this kind, 

Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all. 

North. The noble duke hath sworn his com¬ 
ing is 

But for his own : and for the right of that, 

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid; 

And let him ne'er see joy, that breaks that 
oath. 

York. Well, well, I see the issne of these 
arms ; 

1 cannot mend It, 1 must needs confess. 

Because my power is weak, and all ill left: 

But if 1 could, by him that gave me life 
1 would attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto tiie sovereign mercy of the king ; 

But, since I cannot, be it known to you, 

I do remain as neuter. So fare you well 
Unless you please to enter in the rastle, 

Aud there repose yon for this night. 

Holing. An otTer, ancle, that we will accept. 
But we must win your grace, to go with us 
To Bristol castle; which, they say, is held 
By Busby, Bagot, and their complices. 

The caterpillars of the commonwealth. 

Which 1 have sworn to weed, and pluck away. 
York. It may be I will go with yon:—but yet 
I'll pause; 

For I am loath to break our country's laws. 

Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are : 
Tilings past redress, are now with me past care. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — A Camp in \Vales. 

Enter Salisbury, and a Captain. 

Capt. My lord of Salisbury, we have staid ten 
days. 

And*hardly kept onr countrymen together. 

And yet we hear no tidiugs from the king ; 
Therefore we will disperse ouiselves: farewell. 
Sal . Stay jet auother day, thou trusty Welsh¬ 
man ; 

The king reposeth all bis confidence • 

In thee. 

Capt. 'Tis thought, the king is dead; we will 
not stay. 

The bay-trees in our country are all wither’d. 
And meteors flight the fixed stais of heaven ; 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth, 
And lean look'd prophets whisper fearful change; 
IUch men look sad, and ruffians dance aud 
leap; 

The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy. 

The other, to enjoy by rage and war: 

These signs forerun the death or fall of 
kings.— 

Farewell; our countrymen are gone and fled. 

As well assur’d, Richard their king is dead. 

[Et it. 

Sal. Ah ! Richard! with the eyes of heavy 
mind, 

] see thv glory, like a shooting star, 

Fall to the base earth from the firmament ! 

Thy sun sets weeping iu the lowly west, 
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest; 
Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes; 

And crossing to thy good all fortune goes. 

[Exit. 


ACT III. 

SCENE /.—Boling broke's Camp at Bristol. 

Enter Bolinobrokb, York, Northumber¬ 
land, Percy, Willoughby, Ross: Q/flf- 
cers behind with Bushy and Green, Pri¬ 
soners. 

Boling. Bring forth these men.— 

Bushy, aud Green, I will not vex your souls 
(Since presently your souls must part your 
bodies,) 

With too much urging your pernicious lives. 
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For 'twere no charity: yet, to wash yonr blood 
From off my hands, here, m the view of men, 

I will uufold some causes of your death. 

You have misled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman iu blood and lineaments. 

By you unbappied aud disfigur'd clean.* 

You have, In mauner, with your sinful hours. 
Made a divorce betwixt bis queeu and him , 
Broke the possession of a loyal bed. 

And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen’s cheeks 
With tear* drawn from her eyes by your toul 
wrongs. 

Myself—a priuce, by fortune of my birth. 

Near to the king iu blood, and near in love. 

Till you did make him misinterpret me,- 

Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries. 

And sigh'd my Euglish bieath in foreign 
clouds. 

Eating the bitter bread of banishment; 

Whilst you have fed upon my signories. 

Dispark'd t my parks, aud fell'd uiy forest 
woods ; 

From my own windows torn my household 
coat, X 

Raz'd out my impress, $ leaving me no sign. 

Save men's opinions, and my living blood. 

To Bhow the world I am a geutlemaii. 

This, and much more, much more than twice 
all this, 

Condemns you to the death :—See them deliver'd 
over 

To execution and the hand of death. 

Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death 
to me. 

Than Bolingbroke to England.—Lords, farewell. 
Green. My comfort is,—that heaveu will take 
our souls, 

And plague injustice with the pains of bell. 
Boling . My lord Northumberland, see them 
despatch'd. 

[Exeunt Northumberland and others * 
with Prisoners . 

Uncle, you say, the queen is at jour house; 

For heaven's sake, fan ly let her be entreated: 
Tell her, I send to her my kind commends; jl 
Take special care my greetings be deliver'd. 

York . A geHtleman of miue 1 have despatch’d 
With letters of jour love to her at large. 

Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle.—Come, lords, 
away; 

To fight with Glendower and his complices ; 
Awhile to work, aud, after, holiday. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The Coast of Wales.—A castle 

in view. 

Flourish: Brums and Trumpets . Enter 

King Richard, Bishop of Carlisle, Au- 
merle, and Soldiers. 

K. Rich. Baiklouglily castle call you this at 
hand T 

Aum. Yea, my lord: how brooks your grace 
the air. 

After late tossing on the breaking seas T 
K. Rich. Needs must I like it well: I weep 
for joy. 

To 6tand upou my kingdom once again.- 

Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses' 
hoofs: 

As a long parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in 
meeting; 

So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth. 
And do thee favour with my rojal hands. 

Feed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy sweets comfort bis rav'nous sense : 
But let tby spiders, that suck up tliy venom. 

And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way;, 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet, ' 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee. 

• Completely. 

f Thrown down the hedges. t Of arms. 

| Motto. | Commendetious. 
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Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies; 

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower. 
Guard it, 1 pray thee, with a lurking adder; 
Whose doable tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies.— 
Mock not my seuseiets conjuration, lords; 

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellions arms. 

Car. Fear not, my lord ; that Power, that 
' made you king, 

Hath power to keep you king in spite of all. 

The means that heaven yields must be em¬ 
brac’d. 

And not neglected ; else, if heaven would. 

And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse ; 

The proffer'd means of succour and redress. 
Aum . He means, my lord, that we are too 
remiss ; 

Whilst Bnlingbroke, through oor security. 

Grows strong and great, iu substance and in 
friends. 

K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin! know’st 
tbcu not. 

That when the searching eye of heaven is bid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world. 
Then thie\es and robbers range abroad unseen. 
In murders aud in outrage bloody here ; 

But when, from under this tnrestrial ball. 

He fires the pioud tops of the eastern pines. 

And darts his light through every guilty hole. 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins. 

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their 
backs. 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at them¬ 
selves ? 

So when this thief, this traitor Bolingbroke, 
(Who all this while hath revel'd in the night. 
Whilst we were wand’nug with the antipodes,) 
Shall see r.s rising in our throne the east. 

His treasons will sit blushing in bis face. 

Not able to endure the sight of day. 

But, self-affrighted, tremble at bis sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm from an anointed king : 

The breath of worldly ineu cannot depose 
The deputy elected by the Lord ; 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d. 

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 
God for his Richard hath m heavenly pay 
A glorious angel : then, if angels flight. 

Weak men must fall; for heaven still guards 
the right. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Welcome, my lord; How far off lies jour 
power ? 

Sal. Nor near, nor further off, my gracious 
lord, 

Than this weak arm: Discomfort guides my 
tongue, « 

And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 

One day too late, I fear, my noble lord, 

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 

O call back yesterday, bid time return. 

And thou shall have twelve thousand fighting 
men! 

To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 
O'erthrows thy joys, lriends, fortune, and thy 
state ; 

For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead. 
Are gone to Bolmgbroke, dispers'd, and fled. 
Aum. Comfort, my liege : why looks your 
grace so pale t 

K. Rich. But now, the blood of twenty thou¬ 
sand men 

Did triumph in my faee, and they are fled ; 
And, till so much blood tbither come again. 
Have 1 not reason to look pale and dead T 
AH souls that will be safe, fly from my side ; 
For time hath set a blot npon my pride. 

Aum Comfort, my liege ; remember who you 
are. 

K, Rich. I had forgot myself: Am I not 
king t 


Awake, thon sluggard majesty 1 thou sleep'st. 

Is not the king's name forty thousand names ? 
Arm, arm, my name 1 a puny subject strikes 
At tby great glory.—Look not to the ground. 

Ye favourites of a king: Are we not high f 
High be our thoughts: I know uiy unci-* 
York 

Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who 
Comes hen 1 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop . More health and happiness betide my 
liege. 

Than can my care-tnn'd tongue deliver him. 

K. Rich. Mine ear is opeu, aud my heart 
prepar’d ; 

The worst is worldly loss, thon canst unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom lost? why, ftwas my caie *, 
Aud what loss is it, to be rid of care ? 

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as wet 
Greater he shall not be ; if be serve God, 

We'll serve him too, and be his fellow so : 
Revolt our subjects? that we cannot uiend ; 

They break their faith to God, as well as us : 
Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decav ; 

The worst is—death, aud death will have ins 
day. 

Scroop. Glad am 1 that your highness is so 
arm’d 

To bear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unseasonable stormy day. 

Which makes the silver riveis drown tin ir 
shores. 

As if the world were all dissolv’d to tears ; 

So high above bis limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, cohering jour fearful land 
With hard bright steel, and beans haidei than 
steel. • 

White-beards have arm'd their thin and hauler 
scalps 

Against thy majesty; boys, with women's 
voices. 

Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against tin crown: 

Thy very b'adsmen learn to bend then l ow# 

Of donhte-faral jew against thj state ; 

Yea, di staff-wo men manage m&ty bills 
Against thy seat : both joung and old icbrl. 

And all goes worse than I have powtr to tell. 

K. Rich. Too well, too well, thou tell’-t a 
tale so ill. 

Where is the earl of Wiltshire? wlicie is fca- 
got? 

What is become of Busby ? where Is Gieen f 
That thej have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps? 
If we prevail, their heads shall paj nu it. 

I warrant they have made peace with Boliug- 
bfoke. 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, in¬ 
deed, iny Ioid. 

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn’d without 
redemptiuu I 

Dogs, easily vvou to fawn on any man I 
Snakes, in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting 
my heart 1 

Three Jodasses, each one thrice worse than 
Judas! 

Would they make peace ? terrible hell make 
war 

Upon their spotted souls for this oflVnce 1 

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his pro¬ 
perty. 

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate:— 
Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made 
With beads, and not with bauds : those whom 
you curse, [wound. 

Have felt the worst of death's destroying 
And lie full low, grav'd in the hollow ground. 

Aum. is Busby, Green, and the earl of Wilt¬ 
shire, dead 1 

Scroop. Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their 
beads. 

Aum. Where is the duke my father with bis 
power ? 
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Scene II. KING RICHARD II 

K» Rich. No matter where; of comfort bo 


man apeak; 

Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sonow on tbe bosom of the earth. 

Let’s choose executors, and talk of wills : 

And > et not so,—for what can we bequeath, 

Save our deposed bodies to the ground 1 
Our lauds, oui lives, and all are Bolingbrokc's 
And nothing can we call our own, Iml death; 
And that small model of the barren earth. 

Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For heaven's sake, let us sit upon the ground. 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings :— 
How some have been depos'd, some slain in 
war; 

Some haunted by the ghosts they bare depos’d; 
Some poison'd by their wives, some sleeping 
kill’d ; 

All murdei'd:—For within the hollow crown, 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king. 

Keeps death his couit; and there the antic 
sits. 

Scoffing Ins state, and grinning at his pomp ; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To mou.irchize, he fear’d, and kill with looks; 
lufusiiu! him with self and vain couceit. 

As it this flesh, which walls about oui life, 

Merc brass uupieguahle; and, humour'd thus. 
Comes at the last, and with a little pm 
Itoies thtough his castle wall, and—farewell 
kni" 1 

Cover vour heads, and mock not flesh and 
blood i 

With solemn reverence; throw away respect. 
Tradition, fbini, and ceremonious duty, 
loi you have hut mistook me all tins while: 

1 live with bread like you, feel wain, taste 
guef. 

Need friends :—Subjected thus, 

How can you say to me—1 am a king? 

Car. My loid, wise men ne’er wail llitir 
present woes, 

But prescutlv prevent the ways to wail. 

To feai the foe, since feat oppiesseth strength, 
Gives, in your weakness, stieagth unto your 
foe, 

And so youi follies fight against yourself. 

Fear, and he slam ; no woise can come, to 
fight.* 

And fie lit and die, is death destroying death ; 
Mliue fearing dvme, pays death servile bieath. 
Aum. My father hath a power, enquire of 
him ; 

And learn to make a body of a limb. 

A'. Rich. Thou chid’st Die well :—Proud Bol- 
inglnoke I come 

To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 
The ague-lit of fear Is over-blown 
An easy task it is, to win our owu.—— 

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with liis 
power ? 

Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be 
sour. 

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of 
the sky 

The stale and inclination of the day: 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye. 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 

I play tne tortuiei by small and small. 

To lengthen out the worst that must lie spoken: 
Your uncle York hath join'd with Boiingbroke; 
And all your uorthen castles yielded up. 

Ami all your southern gentlemen In arms 
Upon his party. • 

A'. Rich . Thou hast said enough. - 

Besbrcw t thee, cousin, which did'st lead me forth 

[To AUMBRi.il. 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair 1 
What say you now? What comfort have we 
now ? 

By heaven I'll hate him everlastingly. 


That bids me be of comfort any more* 

Go to Flint castle; there i’ll pine away; 

A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey. 

That power * 1 have, dischaige ; and let them 

To ear f tbe land that hath some hope to grow*. 
For I have none.—Let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is hut vaiu. 

Aum. My liege, one word. 

K. Rich. He does me double wiong. 

That wounds me with the flatteries of bis 
tongue. 

Discharge my followers, let them hence 
Away, 

From Richard's night, to Boiingbroke's fair day. 

[AxCMUf. 

SCENE III. — Wales.—Before Flint Castle. 

Enter , with Drum and Colours , Bolinc- 
ukokk, and Forces ; York, Koktruubsr- 
laM), and others. 

Boling. So that liy this intelligence we learn. 
The Welshmen aie dispers'd ; and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately lauded. 
With sonic few pi hate friends, upon this coast. 
North. The news is veiy fair and good, my 
loid ; 

Richard, not far from beuce, hath hid his 
head. 

York. It would beseem the lord Northum¬ 
berland, 

To say—king Richard -.—Alack the heavy day. 
When such a s.tcied king should hide his head ! 
North. Yoiii giace mistakes me; only to be 
brief,; 

Left I hid title out. 

York. Tbe time hath been. 

Would you have been so brief with him, he 
would 

Have been so brief with you, to shorten you, 
toi taking so the head,j your whole head’s 
length, 

Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you 
should. 

York. Take not, good cousiu, further than 
you should. 

Lest you mistake: The heavens are o’er your 
head. 

Boling. I know it, uncle; and oppose not 
Myself against Ibeir will.—But who comes 
here ? 

Enter Percy. 

Well, Harry ; what, will not this castle yield 
Percy. The castle royally is maim'd, my lord. 
Against thy entrance. 

Holing. Royally I 
Why, it contains no king ? 

Percy. Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain a king; King Richard lies 
W ithm the limits of yon lane and stone : 

And with him are the lord Aumerle, lord Salis¬ 
bury, 

Sir Stephen Scroop, besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence; who, 1 cannot learn. 

North. Belike, it is the bishop of Carlisle. 
Boling. Noble lord, \To North. 

Go to tbe i tide ribs of that ancient castle ; 
Through brazen trumpet seud the breath of 
parle | 

Into bis ruin'd ears, and thus deliver. 

Harry Boiingbroke 

Ou both bis knees doth kiss king Richard’s 
hand; 

And sends allegiance, and tree faith of heart. 

To his most royal person ; hithei come 
Even at his feet to lay my at ms and power ; 
Piovided that, my banishment repeal'd. 

And lands restor’d again, be freely granted: 

If not. I'll use the advantage of my power 


• Fore*. t IMoufh. t Short- 

bucli liberty | Party. 


• Part. 


? 111 betide. 
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And lay the summer's dust with showers of 
blood. 

Rain'd from the wounds of slaughter'd English¬ 
men : 

The which, bow far off from the mind of Bol- 
Ingbroke 

It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of mir king Richard's land. 
My stooping duty tenderly 6hal! show. 

Go, signify as ranch; while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain.— 

[Northumberland advances to the 
Castle , with a Trumpet. 

Let’s march without the noise of threat'ning 
drum. 

That from the castle's totter'd battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks, king Richard and myself should 
meet 

With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thuud'ring shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 

Be he the fire, 1*11 be the yielding water : 

Tbe rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
My waters; on the earth, and not on him. 

March on, and mark kiug Richard bow he 
looks. 

A parte sounded, and answered fry another 
Trumpet within. Flourish. Enter on the 
walls King Richard, the Bishop oj Car- 
lisle, Aumerlb, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

York. See, see, king Richard doth himself 
appear. 

As doth the blushing discontented sun 
From out the fiery portal of the east; 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to tbe Occident. 

Yet looks he like a king; behold, his eye. 

As bright as is tbe eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty; Alack, alack, for woe. 

That any harm should stain so fair a show 1 
K. Rich. We are amaz’d ; and thus long have 
we stood 

To watch the fearful bending of thv knee, 

[To Northumberland. 
Because we thought owself thy lawful king : 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence T 
If we be not, show us the hand of God 
That hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship; 

For well we know, no band of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre. 
Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have 
done, 

Have torn their souli, by turning them from 
ns. 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends ;- 

Yet know,—my master, God omnipotent. 

Is mustering in his clouds, in our behalf. 

Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn and unbegot, 

That lift year vassal bands against my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Boliugbroke, (for yond* methinks be is,) . 
That every stride he makes upon my land. 

Is dangerous treason : He is come to ope 
Tbe purple testament of bleeding war ; 

But e’er the crown be looks for live in peace. 
Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers* sons 
Shall ill become the flower of England's face; * 
Change tbe complexion of her maid-pale peace 
Toscarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her pastures* grass with faithful English blood. 
North. Tbe king of heaven forbid, our lord 
tbe king. 

Should so with civil and nndvil arms 
Be rush’d upon! Thy thriee-noble cousin, 

Harry Boliugbroke, doth humbly kiss thy band ; 
And by the honourable tomb he swears. 

That stands upon tby royal grandsire's bones; 

• Soil. 
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And by the royalties of both your bloods. 

Currents that spring from one most gracious 
head $ 

And by the buried band of warlike Gaunt; 

And by the worth and honour of himself. 
Comprising all that may be sworn or said,— 

His coming hither hath no further scope. 

Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his kuees: 

Which on tby royal party granted once. 

His glittering arms he will commend * to rust. 

His barbed Meeds to stables, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 

This swears he, as he is a prince, is just; 

And, as I am a gentleman, 1 credit brai. 

K. Bich. Northumberland, say, — thus the 
king returns;- 

His noble cousin is right welcome hither; 

And all the number of his fair demaods 
Shall be accomplish’d without contradiction : 

With all the gracious utterance thou bast 
Speak to his geutle bearing kind commeuds.— 

We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not, 

[To Aumerlb. 

To look so poorly, and to speak so fair T 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and seud 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die t 
Aum. No, good my lord ; let’s fight with gen¬ 
tle words. 

Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful 
swords. 

K. Rich. O God 1 O God! that e’er this 
tougue of mine. 

That laid tbe sentence of dread banishment 
On you proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth 1 1 O, that I were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than ray name 1 
Or that 1 could forget what I have been ! 

Or uot remember what i must be now I 
Sivell’st thou, proud heart 1 I’ll give thee scope 
to beat. 

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and 
me. 

Aum. Northumberland conies back from Bol¬ 
ing broke. 

K. Rich. What must tbe king do row'? Must 
be submit t 

The king shall do it. Must he be depos’d f 
The king shall be contented : Must he lose 
The name of kmgl o’God’s name, let it go : 

I’ll give my jewels, for a set of beads; 

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage; 

My ea> apparel, for an alms-mau’s gown ; 

My figur’d goblets, for a dish of wood ; 

My 6ceptrr, for a palmer's walking stall'; 

My subjects, for a pair of carved saints; 

And my large kingdom, for a little via\e, 

A little little grave, an obscure grave :— 

Or I’ll be buried iu the king's highway. 

Some way of common trade, where subjects’ 
feet 

May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head : 
For ou my heart they tread, now whilst I 
live; 

And, buried once, why not opon my head ?- 

Aumerle, thou weep’st; My tender-hearted 
cousin — 

We’ll make foul weather with despised tears ; 
Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer 
corn. 

And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes. 

And make some pretty match with shedding 
tears! 

As thus:—To drop them still upon one place. 
Till they have fretted ns a pair of graves 
Within the earth; and, therein laid,— There 
lies 

Two kinsmen, digg’d their graves with weep¬ 
ing eyes r 

Would not this 111 do weltT—Well, well, Z 
see 

I talk but idly, and you mock at me.— 
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Scene IV 

Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland, 
What says king Bolmgbroke 7 will his majesty 
Give Richard leave to live till Richard die ? 

You make a leg, * and Bolmgbroke Bays—ay* 
North. My lord, in the base t court he doth 
attend [down t 

To speak with yon ; may't please you to come 
K. Rich. Down, down, 1 come; like glister¬ 
ing Phaeton, 

Wanting the manage of unruly Jades. 

[North, retires to Boling. 
In the base court 1 Base court, where kings 
grow base. 

To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace, 
in the base court 1 Come down.? Down, court ! 
down, king I 

For night-owls shriek, where mounting larks 
should sing. L Exeunt, from above. 

Holing. What 6ays his majesty ? 

North. Sorrow and grief of heart 
Makes him speak fondly,j like a frantic man : 
Yet he is come. 

Enter King Richard, and his Attendants 

below • 

Boling. Stand all apart, 

And show fair duty to his majesty.- 

My gracious lord,— [Kneeling. 

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your prince¬ 
ly knee. 

To make the base earth proud with kissing it; 
Me rather had, my heart might feel your love, 
Than my unpleas'd eye see your courtesy. 

Up, cousin, up; your heart Is up, I know. 

Thus high at least, [Touching his oun head. 
although your knee be low. 

Boling. My gracious lord, 1 come but for 
mine own. 

K. Rich. Your own is your's, and I am your's, 
and all. 

Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted 
lord. 

As my true service shall deserve your love. 

K. Rich. Well you deserve:—They well de¬ 
serve to have, [get.— 

That know the strong'st and surest way to 
Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes ; 
Tears show their love, but want their reme¬ 
dies.— 

Cousin, I am too young to be your father. 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 

What you will have. I'll give, and willing too ; 
For do we must, what force will have us do.— 
Set on towards London Cousin, is it so T 
Boling. Yea, my good lord. 

K. Rich. Theu I must not say, no. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 

SCESE IV.—Langley.—The Duke of Yonx'a 

Garden. 

Enter the Queen, and two Ladies. 

Queen. What sport shall we devise here in 
this garden. 

To drive away the heavy thought of care ? 

1 Lady. Madam, we'll play at bowls. 

Queen. 'Twill make me think. 

The world is full of rubs, and that my fortune 
Runs 'gainst the bias. $ 

1 Lady. Madam, we will dance. 

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in de¬ 
light, 

When my poor heart no measure keeps in 
grief: 

Therefore, no deucing, girl; some other sport. 

1 Lady. Madam, we'll tell tales. 

Queen. Of sorrow or of joy? 

1 Lady. Of either, madam. 

Queen . Of neither, girl: 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting. 

It doth i emember me the more of sorrow ; 

• A bon. t Lower. t F«oli«hly. 

| A weight fixed on one tide of the bowl which turua 
It from the straight line. 
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Or if of grief, being altogether had, 

It adds mote sorrow to my want of joy: } 

Tor what I have, I need not to repeal; 1 

And what I warn, it boots • not to complain, 

] Lady. Madam, I’ll sing. 

Queen ’Tis well that thou hast cause ; 

But thou should'st please me belter, would’st 
thou weep. 

1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do 
yon good. 

Queen. And 1 could weep, would weeping do 
me good. 

And never borrow any tear of thee. 

But stay, here come the gardeners : 

Let's step into the shadow of these trees.— 

Enter a Gardener, and two Servants. 

My wretcheduess unto a row of pins. 

They'll talk of state; for every oue doth so 
Agaiust a change: Woe is foreruu with woe. 

* [Queen and Ladies retire , 

Card. Go, bind thou up yon' dangling apri- 
cocks, 

Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight ; 
Give some suppnrtance to the bendiug twigs.— 
Go thou, and like an executioner, 

Cut ofF the heads of too-fast-growiug sprays, 

That look too lofty in our commonwealth : 

Ail must be eveu in our governments- 

You thus employ'd, 1 will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without pront suck 
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers. 

I Serv. Why should we in the compass of a 
pale, * 

Keep law, and form, and due proportion, 
Showing, as in a model, our linn estate ? 

I When our sea-walled garden, the whole land. 

Is full of weeds; her fairest flowers chok’d up. 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruiu’d. 
Her knots J disorder'd, and her wholesome 
herbs 

Swarming with caterpillars ? 

Card. Hold thy peace 
He that bath suffer'd this disorder'd sprint:, 

Hath now himself met tilth the fall of leal : 

The weeds that his bioad-spreadiug leaiea did 
shelter, 

That seem'd m eating him to bold him up. 

Are pluck'd up, root and all, by Bolmgbroke 
I mean, the earl of Wiltshire, l.usbj. Green. 

1 Serv. What, are they dead ? 

Card. They are ; and Boliugbroke 
Hath seiz'd the wasteful kins.—Ob! What 
pity is it, [land. 

That be had not so trimm’d and dress’d hi* 
As we this garden ! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-tiees ; 
Lest being over-pioud with sap aud blood. 

With too much riches it confound itself: 

Had lie done so to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to bear, aud he to raste 
Their fruits of duty. All superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 

Had he done so, himself had borne the ciou-n. 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite tluown 
down. 

1 Serv. Wbat think yon then the king shall 
be depos'd ? 

Card. Depress’d he is already ; and depos’d, 
Tis doubt, § he will be: Letters came last 
night 

To a dear friend of the good duke of York's, 
That tell black tidings. 

Queen. O I am press'd to death. 

Through want of speaking I—Thou .old Adam's like¬ 
ness, [Coming from her concealment . 
Set to dress this gaideii, bow dares 
Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasiug 
news ? 

What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested.thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man ? 

• Profit*. ? lncloiure. X Figure* plmnted in bos. 

S No doubt 
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Why dost thou my king Richard is depos’d ? 
Dar*st tbou, thou little better tiling than earth, 
Divine his downfall Say, where, when, and 
how, [wretch. 

Cam’st thou by these ill tidings ? speak, thou 
Gard. Pardon me, madam: little joy have 1, 
To breathe this news; yet, what I say, is true. 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Boiinbroke ; their fortunes both arc weigh’d : 
In your lord’s scale is nothing hut himself. 

And some few vanities that make him light; 

But in the balance of great Bolmgbroke, 

Besides himself, are all the English peers, 

And with that odds he weighs king Richard 
down. 

Post you to London, and you’ll find it so; 

I speak no more than every one doth kuow. 
Queen. Nimble miscbauce, that art so light 
of foot. 

Doth not tby embassage belong to me, 

Aud am J last that knows it? O tbou tbink’st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in ray breast.—Come, ladies, go, 

To meet at Loudou London’s king iu woe.— 
Wbat, was 1 born to ibis! that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bollug- 
broke 1 — 

Gardener, for telling me this news of uoe, 

1 would the plants thou graft’s! may uever glow. 

[Exeunt Queen anti Ladies. 
Gard. Poor queen I so that tby state might 
be no worse, 

I would my skill were subject to thy curse.— 
Here did she drop a tear ; here, in this place, 
I’ll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace . 

Rue, even for ruth, * here shortly shall be seen, 
in the remembrance of a weeping queen. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — London.—W estminster Hall. 

The Lards spiritual on the right side of the 
Throne ; the Lords temporal on the left; 
the Commons be loti. Enter Bolingbroke, 
Aumerle, Surrey, Northumberland, 
Percy, Fitzwatbr, another Lord, Bishop 
of Carlisle, Abbot of Westminster, 
and Attendants. Officers behind , with 
Bacot. 

Boling. Call forth Bngot:- 

Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind ; 

What thou dost kuow of noble Gloster’s death ; 
Who wrought it with the king, and who per¬ 
form'd 

The bloody office of his timeless t end. 

Bagot. Then set before my face the lord Au¬ 
di erle. 

Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon 
that man. 

Bagot. My lord Aumerle, I know your dar¬ 
ing tongue 

Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d. 

In that dead time when Gloster’s death wa9 
plotted, 

I heard you say, —Is not my arm of length, 
That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais , to my uncle’s head ? 
Amongst much other talk, ’hat very time, 

I beard you 6ay, that you had rather refuse 
The offer of a hundred thousand crowus, 

Than Bolingbroke’a return to England ; 

Adding withal, bow blest this land would be. 

In this your cousin’s death. 

Aum. Princes, and noble lords, 

Wbat answer shall 1 make to this base man ? 
Shall i so much dishonour my fair stars. 

On equal terms to give him chastisement 1 
Either 1 must or have mine honour soil’d 
With the attainder of bis sland’rous lips. ■■■■ 


There is my gage, the manual seal of death. 
That marks thee out for bell: I say thou best. 
And will maiutata. what thou hast said is false. 
In tby heart-blood ^though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 
Boling. Bagot, forbear, thou shalt not take 
it up. 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the 
best 

In all this presence, that hath mov’d me so. 

Fits. If that tby valour stand on sympathies 
There is n»y gage, Aumerle, iu gage to thiue : 

By that fair sun that shows me wheie tbou 
staad’st, 

I beard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak’st it. 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster’s death. 

If thou deuy’st it, twenty tune* tbou best ; 

And 1 will turn thy falsehood to tby beait. 

Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point. 
Aum. Tbou dar’st not, coward, live to see 
that day. 

Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would U were this 
hour. 

A Min. Fitcwater, tbou art damn’d to hell for 
this. 

Percy. Aumerle, thou best; his honour is as 
true, 

III this appeal, as thou art all unjust; 

Aud, that thou art &o there I throw my gage. 

To prove it on thee to the extremes point 
Ol mortal breathing : seize it, it thou dai’st. 

Aum. And if 1 do uot, may uiy hauns tot off. 
And uever brandish more reveugelul steel 
Over the glittering helmet of ni> foe I 
Lord. 1 take the earth to the like, forsworn 
Aumerle ; 

And spur thee on with full as mam lies 
As may be holla’d in tby treacherous ear 
From sun to sun : there is my honour’* pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dai’st. 

Aum. Who sets me else! by licaveu, I’ll 
throw at all; 

I have a thousand spirits in one breast. 

To answer twenty thousand bucIi as you. 

Surrey. M> lord Filzwater, I do lemcmbn 
well 

The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fits. My lord,'tis true: you were m prcsencL 
then ; 

And you can witness with me, tins is true. 
Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaieu lisji'' 
is true. 

Fits. Suirey, tbon Jiest. 

Surrey , Dishonourable boy 1 
That lie shall lie so heavy on my 6wnrd, 

That it shall render vengeance and revenge, 

Till tbou the lie-givei, and that lie, do lie 
In earth as quiet as tby father» scull, 
in proof whereof, there is my honour’s pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial if thou dar’st. 

Fits. How foudiy dost tbou spur a foiwaul 
horse ? 

If 1 dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey iu a wilderness. 

And spit upon him, whilst I say be lies, 

And lies, and lies : there is iny boud of faith. 
To tie thee to my strong correction.— 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 

Besides, 1 heard the banish’d Norfolk say. 

That tbou, Aumerle, didst send two of tby men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a 

That Norfolk lies: here do I throw down this, 

If he may be repeal’d to try his honour. 

Holing. These differences shall all rest under 

Till Norfolk be repeal’d: repeal’d he shall be. 
And, though mine enemy, restor’d again 
To all his land and signoiies; wbeu he’sie- 
turn’d. 

Against Autnerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be 
seen.— 


* Pily. 
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Scene I 

Many a time bath banish’d Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ, in glorious Christian Arid, 
Streaming the ensigu of the Christian cross. 
Against black Pagaus, Turks, 4nd Saracens ; 

And, toll’d with works of war, retir’d himself 
To Italy; and there, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country's earth. 

And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 

Under whose colours he had fought so long 
Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead 1 
Car. As sure as i live, my lin’d. 

Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul 
to the bosom 

Of good old Abraham !—Lords appellants, 

Your differences shall all rest under gage. 

Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

Enter York, attended. 

York. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to 
thee 

From plume-pluck’d Richard ; who with willing 

soul , 

Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To tiie possession of thy royal hand: 

Ascend Ins throne, descending now from him,— 
And long live Hemy, of that name the fourth I 
Boling. In God's name. I’ll asceud the regal 
throne. 

Car. Marry, God forbid I— 

Woibt m this royal presence inay I speak, 

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 

Would God, that any in this noble preseuce 
Woe enough noble to be upright judge 
<)l mu le Hull-aid ; then true nohiess • would 
Lead him forbearance fioin so foul a wrong. 
Wlrat subject can give sentence on his kiuz ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richard’s sub¬ 
ject I 

Thieves aie not judg'd, but they are by to hear, 
Altlioi ->li apparent guilt be seeu in them : 

And '•hull the figure of God’s majesty, 

His captain, steward, deputy elect. 

Anointed, downed, planted many years. 

Be jndVd bv subject and inferior breath, 

And lie himself not present? O forbid it, God, 
That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed 1 
I sp'ftk to subjects, and a subject speaks. 

Min’d up by heaven thus boldly for bis km^. 

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 

1& a foul traitoi to proud Hereford's king : 

And if you ciown him, let me prophesy,— 

The blood of English shall manuie the ground, 
And Iutui e ages groan for this foul act; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and lutidels. 
And, in Lius sent of peace, tumultuous wars 
Mull km with km, and kind with kiud con¬ 
found ? 

Plunder, horror, fear, and mutiny, 

Shall here itihabii, and this land be rail’d 
The held ol Golgotha, and dead meu’s sculls. 

Oh' it you rear this house against this house. 

It will the woefullest division prove, 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth: 

Pieveut, resist it, let it not be so. 

Lest child, child’s childieu, cry against you— 
woe! t 

North. We’ll have you argu’d. Sir; and for 
your pains, 

Of capital treason we arrest you here 
My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till bis day of trial.— 

May’t please you, lords, to grant the commons’ 
suit. 

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that hi common 
view 

He may surrender; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York. 1 will be bis conduct. [£rif. 

Boling. Lords, you that are here under our 
arrest, 

* Nobleness. 

i Thu Bishop of Carlisle was the ooly person who 
hs«! the courage or the nrtue to speak in behalf ol au 
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Procure your sureties for your days of answer 
Little are we beholden to your love, [To Can- 

LISLE.] 

And little look’d for at your helping hands. 

Re-enter York, tvlth King Richard, and 
Officers bearing the Crown, S^c. 

K. Rich. Alack, why am K sent for to a king. 
Before 1 have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’d ? 1 hardly yet have leam’d 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee 
Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet 1 well remember 
The favours • of these men: Were they not 
mine ? 

Did they not sometime cry, all hail I to me 1 
So Judas did to Christ: but be, in twelve. 

Found truth in all, but one: 1, in twelve thou¬ 
sand, none. 

God save the king 1—Will no man say, amen ! 

Am I both priest and clerk ? well, then, ameu. 
God save the king ! although 1 be not be: 

And yet amen, if heaven do think him me.— 

To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

York. To do that office, of thine own good 
will. 

Which tired majesty did make thee offer,- 

The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Boliugbrokc. 

K. Rich. Give me the crown Here, cousin, 
seize Ibe crown; 

Here, on this side, my haud; on that side, 
thine. 

Now is this golden crown like a deep well. 

That owes t two buckets filling one anothet ; 

The emptier ever dancing iu the air. 

The other down, unseen, and full of water; 

That bucket down, and full of tears, am 1, 
Drinking my gnef, whilst you mount up on 
high. 

Boling. I thought you had been willing to re¬ 
sign. 

K. Rich. My ciown, 1 aui; but still my griefs 
are untie; 

You may my glories and my state depose. 

But not my griefs: still am I king of those. 
Boling. Part of your cares you give me with 
your ciown. 

K. Rich. Your cares set up, do not pluck my 
cares down. 

My care is—loss of care, by old care done ; 

Your care is—gain of care, by new care won: 
The caies I give, I have, though giveu away; 
They tend; the ciown, yet still*with me they 
stay. 

Boling. Are you contented to resign the 
crown ? 

K. Rich. Ay, no;—no, ay; for I must no 
thing be I 

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 

Now mark me how I will undo myself 
I give this heavy weight from off tny head. 

And this unwieldy sceptic fiom my hand, 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart; 
With miue own tears 1 wash away my balm,§ 
With mine own hands I give away my crown. 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state. 
With mine own breath ielea.se all duteous 
oaths; 

All pomp aud majesty I do forswear; 

My manors, rents, revenues, 1 forego; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes, 1 deny: 

God pardon all oaths that are broke to me 1 
God keep all vows uubroke, are n:ude to thee I 
Make me, that uothmg have, with nothing 
griev'd ; 

And thou with all pleas’d, that bast all achiev’dl 
Long rnay’st thou live m Richard’s seat to sit. 
And soon lie Richard in an earthly pit 1 
God save king Henry, unking’d Richard says. 
And send him many yeais of sunshine days l— 
What more remains ? 

• Countenances. 
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North. No more, but that you read 

[Offering a Paper . 

These accusations, and these grievous crimes. 
Committed by your persou aud your followers. 
Against the state aud profit of this land; 

That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depos'd. 

K. Rich. Must I do so ? and must I ravel 
out 

My weav’d-op follies ? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record. 

Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop, 
To-read a lecture of them ? If thou would’st. 
There should’st thou find one heinous article,— 
Containing the deposing of a king, 

And cracking the stioug warrant of an oath,— 
Mark'd with a blot, damu’d in the book of 
heaven :— 

Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon me. 
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait my¬ 
self.— 

Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your 
hands. 

Showing an outward pity: yet yon Pilates 
Hare here deliver'd me to my sour cross. 

And water cannot wash away jour sin. 

North. My lord, despatch; read o’er these 
articles, 

K. Rich . Mine eyes are full of tears, 1 cannot 
see : 

And yet salt water blinds them not so much. 

But they can see a sort • of traitors here. 

Nay, if i turn mine eyes upon myself, 

I find myself a traitor with the lest: 

For 1 have given here my soul's consent. 

To uudeck the pompous body of a king ; 

Make glory base ; and sovereignty a slave ; 

Proud majesty a subject; state a peasaut. 
North. My lord,- 

K. Rich. No lord of thiue, thou haught, t in¬ 
sulting man. 

Nor no man's loid; 1 have no name, tio title, 
No, not that name was given me at the font,— 
But *tis usurp’d Alack tlic heavy day. 

That I have worn so many winters ont, 

And kuow not now what name to call myself 1 
O that i were a mockery king of snow. 

Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 

To melt mjself away in water-drops ! 

Good king,—great king,—(and jet not greatly 
good,) 

An if my word be sterling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither straight; 

That it may show me what a face I have. 

Since it is baukrupt of his majesty. 

Boling. Go some of you, and fetch a looking- 
glass. [Exit an Attendant. 

North. Read o’er this paper, wbile tbe glass 
doth come. 

K. Rich. Fiend I thou torment'st me ere 1 
come to hell. 

Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northum¬ 
berland. 

North . The commons will not then be satis¬ 
fied. 

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied : I'll read 
enough, 

When 1 do see the very book indeed 
Where all ray sins are writ, aud that’s—my¬ 
self. 

Re-enter Attendant , with a Glass. 

Give me that glass, and therein will I read.— 

No deeper wriukles yett Hath sorrow struck 
So many blows upon this face of miue. 

And made no deeper wounds t—O flattering 
glass, 

Like to my followers in prosperity. 

Thou dost beguile me I Was this face the face, 
That every day uuder his household roof 
Did keep ten thousaud men! Was this the 
face. 

That, like the sun did make beholders wink 7 


Was fills the ftee, that fac’d so many follies. 

And was at last out-fac*d by Bolingbroke f 
A brittle glory sbjtoeth in this face: 

As brittle as the glory is the face: 

• [ Dashes the glass against the ground . 
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers.- 
Mark, silent kiug, tbe moral of this sport,— 

How soon my sorrow hath destroy'd my face. 
Boling. Tbe shadow of your sorrow hath 
destroy’d 

The shadow of yonr face. 

K. Rich. Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow T Ha I let's see 
*Tis very true, my grief lies all within ; 

And these external mauuers of lament 
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief. 

That swells with sileuce in tbe tortur'd soul; 
There lies the substance: and 1 thank thee, king. 
For thy great bounty, that uot only giv'st 
Me cause to wail, but tcachesl ine the way 
How to lament the cause. I’ll beg one boon, 
Aud theu be gone, and trouble you uo mote. 
Shall I obtain itf 
Boling. Name it, fair cousin. 

K. Rich. Fair cousin t Why, I ain greater than 
a king: 

For, wbeu I was a king, my flatterers 
Were theu but subjects: being now a subject, 

1 have a king here to my flatterer. 

Being so great, 1 have uo need to beg. 

Boling. Yet ask. 

K. Rich. And shall 1 have t 
Boling. You shall. 

K. Rich. Theu give me lea\c to go. 

Boling. Whither 7 

A'. Rich. Whither jou will, so I were fiun 
your sights. 

Boling. Go, some of you, convey him to the 
Tower. 

K. Rich. O good! Convey t—Conveyers • aie 
you all. 

That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall. 

[Exeunt K. Richard, some Lords , and 
a Guard. 

Boling. On Wednesday next, we solemnly sea 
down 

Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 

[Exeunt all but the Abbot, Bishop cj 
Carlisle, and Aumerle. 

Abbot. A woeful, pageant have we here be¬ 
held. 

Car. The woe's to come; tbe children yet un¬ 
born 

Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot 7 
Abbot. Before 1 freely speak my mind herein. 
You shall not only taker tbe sacrameut 
I'o bury i mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise:— 

1 see your brows are full of discouteut. 

Your hearts of sorrow, aud your eyes of teais: 
Come home with me to supper; I will lay 
A plot, shall show us all a merry day. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—London.—A Street leading to 
the Tower • 

Enter Queer, and Ladies . 

Queen. Tins way the kiug will come; this is 
the way 

To Julius Cxsar's Ill-erected tower, t 
To whose flint hosom my coudemned lord 
Is doom'd a prisoner, by proud Boliughroke: 
Here let us rest if this rebellions earth 
Have any testiug for her true king's queen. 

• Jugglers. ) Cone** . 

t Tbr tower of Loudon Is, traditionally, said to hav* 
been raised liy Julius Cwar. 
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Scene II. 

Enter King Richard, and Guards, 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see, 

My fair rose wither : Yet lookup ; behold ; 

That you in pity may dissolve to dew. 

And wash bun fresh again with true-love 
tears.— 

Ah! thou, the model where old Troy did stand ; 
Thou map * of honour; thou king Richard’s 
tomb 

And not king Richard ; thou most beauteous iuu. 
Why should bard-favour’d grief be lodg’d in 
thee, 

When triumph is become an ale-house guest f 
K. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do 
not so. 

To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul. 

To thiuk our former state a happy dream ; 

From which awak’d, the truth of what we are 
Shan's us but this; 1 am sworn brother, sweet, 

To grim necessity ; and he and I 
Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to 
France, 

And cloister thee in some religious house: 

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown, 
Which our profane bouts here have stricken 
down. 

Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape 
and mind 

Transform'd and weakened 1 Hath Bolingbroke 
Depos’d thine intellect? hath he been in thy 
heart ? 

The lion, dying, tbrustetli forth his paw, 

Aud wounds the earth, if nothiug else, with 
rage 

To be o’ei power’d ; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 
Take thy correction mildly ? kiss the rod; 

And fawn on rage with base humility. 

Winch art a lion, and a king of beasts ? 

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed; if augbt 
but beasts, 

I had been still a happy king of men. 

Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for 
France: 

Think 1 am dead *, and that even here thou 
tak’st, 

As from my death-bed, my last living feave. 

In winter’s tedious nights, sit by the Are 
W itii good old folks; and let them tell thee tales \ 
Of woful ages, long ago betid : t 
And, ere thou bid good night, to quilt their 
grief. 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 

For why, the senseless biands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue. 

And, in compassion, weep the Are out: 

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black, 
For the deposing of a rightful king. 

j Enter Northumberland attended. 

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is 
chang’d ; 

You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower.— 
And, madam, there is order ta’en for you; 

With all swift speed you must away to France. 

K. Rich. Northumberland,thou ladder where¬ 
withal 

The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne. 
The time shall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head. 
Shall break into corruption : thou shaft thiuk, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 
It 19 too little, helping him to all; 

And he shall think that thou, which know’st the 
way 

To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again. 

Being ne’er so little urg’d, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped 
throne. 

The love of wicked friends converts to fear; 
That fear, to hate; and hate turns one, or both. 
To worthy danger, and deserved death. 

• Picture of greatness. 

f |*U»«d t Be cun with them. 
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J\[orth. My guilt be on my head, and there an 
end. 

Take leave, and part; for you mast part forth- 
with. 

K . Rich. Doubly divorc’d ?—Bad man. ye 
violate 

A twofold marriage; ’twixt my crown and me; 
And then> betwixt me and my married wife.— 

Let me unkiss the oath ’twixt thee and me; 

And yet not so, for with a kiss ’twas made.— 

Part us, Northumberland ; 1 towards the north. 
Where shivering cold and sickness pines the 
clime; 

My wife to France; from whence set forth in 
pomp, 

She came adorned hither like sweet May, 

Sent back like Hallowmas, * or shortest of day. 
Queen. And must we be divided 1 must we 
part? 

K. Rich. Ay, band from band, my love, and 
heart from heart. 

Queen. Banish us both, and send the king 
with me. 

North. That were some love, but little policy. 
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me 
got 

K. Rich. So two, together weeping, make one 
woe. 

Weep thou for me in Franee, I for thee here; 
Better far off, than—near, be ne’er the near’, t 
Go, couut thy way with sighs ; 1, mine with 
groans. 

Queen. So longest way shall have the longest 
moans. 

K. Rich, Twice for one step I’ll groan, the 
way being short. 

And piece the way out with a heavy heart, 
Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief, 
Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief. 
One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly 
part; 

Thus give 1 mine, and thus 1 take thy heart. 

[They kiss. 

Queen. Give me mine own again ; ’twere no 
good part. 

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. 

[Kiss again . 

So, now I have ray own again, begone. 

That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond 
delay : 

Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same. — A Room in the Duke 
of York’s Palace. 

Enter York, and his Duchess. 

Duch. My lord, you told me you would tell 
the rest. 

When weeping made you break the story off 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

York. Where did 1 leave ? 

Duch. At that sad stop, my lord. 

Where rude misgovern'd hands, from window’s 
tops, 

Threw dust and rubbish on King Richard’s 
head. 

York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Bol- 
ingbioke,— 

Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed, 

Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know.— 
With slow but stately pace, kept on bis course. 
While all tongues cried—God save thee, Bol¬ 
ingbroke 1 

You would have thought the very windows 
spake, 

So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon bis vlfeage; aud that all the walls, 

With painted iroag’ry,J had said at once,— 

* All-hallow*, &. e. All-saint*, Nor. 1. 
t Never the nigher. 
t Tapestry hung from the window*. 
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Jesn preserve thee I welcome, Bolingbroke! 
Whilst be, from one side to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower than his promt steed's neck, 
Becpake them thus,—I thauk you, countrymen : 
And thus still doing, thus be pass'd along. 
Duck, Alas, poor Richard 1 where rides he 
the while? 

York. At in a theatre, the eyes of men. 

After a weil-grac'd actor leaves the stage. 

Are idly bent • on him that enters next. 
Thinking bis prattle to be tedious: 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men's 
e>es 

Did scowl on Richard ; no man cried, God save 
him ; 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home ; 
But dust was thrown upon bis sacred bead ; 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,— 
His face still combating with tears and smiles, 
The badges of bis gnef and patience,— 

That had not God, for some strong purpose, 
steel'd 

The hearts of men, they must perforce, have 
melted. 

And barbarism itself have pitied him. 

But hea\en hath a hand in these events ; 

To whose high will we bound ottr calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 
Whose stale and honour I for aye f allow. 

Enter Adxerle. 

Ditch. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lost, for being Richard's friend. 

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now: 

1 am in parliament pledge for his truth. 

And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Duch. Welcome, my son: Who are the vio- 
lets now’. 

That strew the green lap of the new-come 
sppng? 

Aum. Madam, 1 know not, nor 1 greatly care 
not: 

God knows, I bad as lief be none, as one. 

York. Well, bear >ou well in this new spring 
of time, 

Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime," 
What news from Oxford f hold those justs J and 
triumphs ? 

Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do. 
York. Yon will he there, I know’. 

Aum. If God prevent it not; 1 purpose so. 
York. What seal is that, that hangs without 
thy bosom ? 

Yea, look’st thou pale? let me sec the writing. 
Aum. My lord, ’tis nothing. 

York. No matter then who sees it: 

I will be satisfied, let me see the writing. 

Aum. I do beseech your grace to pat dun me ; 
It Is a matter of small consequence, 

Which for some leasous 1 would not have seen. 
York. Which for some reasons. Sir, I ifteau 
to see. 

1 fear, I fear,- 

Duch. What should you fear ? 

Tis nothing but some bond that he i§ enter’d 
into 

For gay apparel, ’gainst the triumph day. 

York. Bound to himself? what doth he with 
a bond 

That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool.— 
Boy, let me see the writing. 

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me; I may 
not show it. 

York. I will be satisfied; let me see it, I say. 

[Snatches it,' and reads. 
Treason ! foul treason!—villain! traitor! slave! 
Duch. What is the matter, my lord ? 

York. Ho ! who is within there? [Enter a 
Servant.] Saddle my horse. • 

God for his mercy! what treachery ia here I 
Duch. Why, what is it, my lord ? 

* Carpleitly turned. t Ever. 

♦ Tilts and tournament!. 


York. Give me my boots, I say ; saddle my 
horse:— 

Now by mfce honour, by my life, my troth, 

I will uppeach the villain. [Exit Servant 

Duch. What's the matter? 

York. Peace, foolish woman. 

Duck. I will not peaceWhat is the matter* 
son r 

Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no 
more * 

Thau my poor life must answer. 

Duch . Thy life answer ! 

Re-enter Servant, with Boots. 

York. Bring me my boots, I will unto the 
king 

Duch . Strike him, Aumerle.—Poor boy, thou 
art amaz'd : 

Hence, villain 1 never more come in my sight.— 

[To the Servant 

York. Give me my boots, I say. 

Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
wilt thou not hide tire trespass of thine own ? 
Have we more sons? or are we like to have ? 

Is not my teeming • date drunk up with tune ? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age. 
Ami rob me of a happy mother's name ? 

Is he not like thee l is he not thine own ? 

York. Thou fond mad woman, 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ? 

A dozen of them heie have la’en the sacrament. 
And interchangeably set down their hands. 

To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duch. He shall be none ; [him ? 

We'll keep him here ; Then what is that to 
\ork. Array, 

Fond woman! were he twenty times my son, 

I would appeach him. 

Duch. Hadst thou groan'd for him. 

As I have done, thou’d’st be more pitiful. 

But now I know thy nnnd ; thou dost suspect. 
That 1 have been disloyal to thy bed. 

And that be Is a bastard, not Uiy son : 

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind ; 
He is as like thee as a mail may be. 

Not like to me, or auy of my km, 

And yet I love him. 

York. Make way, unruly woman. [Exit. 
Duch. After, Aumeile ; mount thee upon h.- 
horse; 

Spur, post ; and get before him to the king. 

And beg tby pardon ere lie do accuse thee. 

I'll not lie lotft; behind : though 1 be old, 

I doubt not but to tide as fast as Yuik: 

And never will 1 rise up from the gioitnd. 

Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee; Away ; 
Begone. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 111 .— Windsor.—A Boom in the 

Castle. 

Enter Boling broke as King; Percy, and 
other Lords. 

Boling. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son ? 
'Tis full three months since I did see lmn 
last 

If any plague bang over us, 'tis lie. 

1 would to God, my lords, he might be found : 
Inquire at London, ’jnongst the taverns there. 
For there, they say, be daily doth frequent. 

With unrestrained loose compamous ; 

Even such, they say, as stand in nanow lanes. 
And bent our watch, and rub our passengers ; 
While lie, young, wanton, and effeminate boy. 
Takes on the point of honour, to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two daj'5 since I saw 
the prince; 

And told him of these triumphs held at Ox¬ 
ford. 

Boling. And what said the gallant ? 

Percy. Hi* answer was,—he would untc the 

stew*; 

• Breeding. 
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And from the common's! creature pluck a 
glove 

And wear It as a favour; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Noting. As dissolute as desperate; yet 
through both 

I sec some sparkles of a better hope. 

Which elder days may happily bring forth. 

But who comes here 1 

Enter Auherls, hastily. 

Autn. Where is the king 7 
Boling. What means 

Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly T 
Aum. God save your giace. I do beseech 
your majesty, 

To have some coiifeienre vith your grace alone. 
Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us 
here alone.— 

[Exeunt Percy and Lords. 
What is the matter with our cousin now 7 
Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the 
earth, [Kneels. 

M) tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
l nless a pardon, ere 1 rise or speak. 

Boling. Intended or committed, was this 
fault 7 

If but the first, how heinous ere it be, 

'lo win thy after-love, 1 pardon thee. 

Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn 
the key. 

That no man enter till my tale be done. 

Boling. Have thy desire. 

[Au merle locks the door. 
York. [Ifithhi.] My liege, beware; look to 
thyself; 

1 hou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 

Boling. Villain, 1*11 make thee safe. 

[Drau ing. 

Aum. Stay thy revengeful band; 

Thou hast no cause to fear. 

york. [Hilh/n.] Open the door, secure, fool¬ 
hardy king : 

Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face 7 
Open the door, or 1 will break it open. 

[Bolingbuoke opens the door. 

Enter York. 

Boling. What is the matter, uncle? speak ; 
Rerovei breath ; tell us how near is danger. 

That we may arm us to encouuter it. 

york. Peruse this writing here, and thou 
shall know 

The treason that my haste forbids me show. 
Aum. Remember, as thou read’st, thy pro¬ 
mise past: 

1 do repent me; read not my name there. 

My h* art is not confederate with my hand. 

Yoi A ’Twas, villain, ere thy hand did set it 
down.— 

I tore it irom the traitor’s bosom, king: 

I e.ti, and uot love, begets Ins penitence : 

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 
Boling. O heinous, strong, and bold conspi- 
mo !— 

O royal father of a treacherous son 1 
Thou sheci,* immaculate, and silver fountain, 
Tioni whence this stream through muddy pas¬ 
sages, 

Hath held hi9 current, and defil’d himself! 

Thy overflow of good converts to bad ; 

Anil thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing t son. 

York. So ehall my virtue be his vice’s 
bawd ; 

And he shall spend mine honour with his 
shame, 

As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold. 
Mine honour lives when his dishonour did. 

Or my sham’d life in his dishonour lies; 


Thou kill’s! me in bis life; giving him breath. 
The traitor lives, the true man’s put to death. 

Euch. [ Within.'] What bo, my liege 1 for 
God’s sake let me in. 

Boling. What shrill-voic'd suppliant makes 
this eager cry 7 

Euch. A woman, and thine aunt, great king, 
’tis I. 

Speak with me, pity we, open the door; 

A beggar begs, that never begg’d before. 

Boling. Our scene is alter’d,—from a serious 
thing. 

And now chang’d to The Beggar and the 
King. • 

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in ; 

1 know she’s come to pray for your foul sin. 

York . If thou do pardon, whosoever pray. 
More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper way. 
This fester’d joint cut oflf, the rest rests sound ; 
This, let aloue, will all the rest confound. 

Enter Duchess. 

Euch. O king, believe not this hard-hearted 
man ; 

Love, loving not itself, none other can. 

Yorfs. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou 
make t here 7 

Shall tby old dugs once more a traitor rear? 

Euch. Sweet York, be patient; Hear me, 
gentle liege. [Kneels. 

Boling. Rise up, good aunt, 

Euch. Not yet, 1 thee beseech : 

For ever will 1 kneel upon my knees. 

And never sec day that the happy sees. 

Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me j'oy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 

Aum. Unto my mother’s prayers, 1 bend my 
knee. [Kneels. 

York. Against them both, my tiue joints 
bended be. [Kneels. 

Ill may’at Lhou thrive, if thou grant, any grace I 

Euch. Pleads he in earnest? look upon his 
face ; 

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in 
jtst; 

His nords come from his mouthy ours from our 

breast : 

He prays but faintly, and would be denied; 

We piay with heart, and soul, and alt be¬ 

side : 

His weaiy joints would gladly rise, I know; 

Our knees shall kneel till to the giouud they 

grow ; 

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy; 

Oui’s of true zeal and deep integrity. 

Our prayers do out-piay Ins; then let them 
have 

That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 

Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Euch. Nay, do not say—stand up ; 

But, pardon, first; and afterwards stand up. 

And li 1 were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 

Paidon should be the first word of tby speech. 

1 never long’d to hear a woid till now ; 

Say pardon, king; let pity teach thee how ; 

The word is short, but uot so short as sweet; 

No word like pardon, for Kings* mouths so 
meet. 

York. Speak it in Freuch, king ; say, par- 
donnez moy. X 

Euch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to de¬ 
stroy ; 

Ah I my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord. 
That sei’st the word itseli against the word 7— 
Speak, paidou, as ’ti* current in our land ; 

The chopping French we do not understand. 
Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue 
there : 

Or, in tby piteons heart plant thou thine ear; 
That, hearing, how our plaints and prayers do 
pierce, 

Pity may move thee, pardon to rehearse. 

• Au old ballad. 

I Excuse mo. 


.• Transparent, 


t Transgressing. 
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Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duck. I do not sue to stand, 

Pat don is all the 6tiit I have in hand. 

Bolt tiff. I pardon him, as God shall pardon 
me. 

Due it. O happy vantage of a kueeling knee 1 
Yet aui I stek lor fear : speak it agaiu ; 

Twice saying pardou, doth not pardon twain. 

But mvke« one pardon 9troug. 

Boling . With aU my heart 
I pardon him. 

Ditch. A god on earth thou art. 

Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law,— 
and the abbot. 

With all the rest of that consorted crew,— 
Destruction straight snail dog them at the 
heels.— 

Good unde, help to order several powers • 

To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are: 

They shall not live within this world, 1 swear, 
But I will have them, if I once know where 
Uncle, farewell,—and cousin too, adieu : 

Your mother well bath pray'd, and prove you 
true. 

Ditch . Come, my old 6ou :—I pray God make 
thee uew. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Exton, and a Servant. 

Ex ton. Did’st thou uot mark the king, what 
words he spake ? 

Ilave I no friend will rid me of this living 
fear ? 

Was it uot so ? 

Bern. Those were bis very words. 

Exton. Have J no friend f quoth he: he 
spake it twice, 

And urg’d it twice together; did be not? 

Serv. He did. 

Ex ton. And, speaking it, be w istfully look’d 
on me ; 

As who should say,—1 would thou wert the 
man 

That would divorce this terror from my heart; 
Meaning, the king at Pomfiet. Come, let's 
go ; 

I am the king’s friend, and will rid his foe. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Pomfret. —77 !te Dungeon of the 

Castle. 

Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. I have been studying how I may 
compare 

This prison where 1 live, unto the world: 

And, for because the world is populous. 

And here is not a creature but myself, 

1 cannot do it;—Yet I'll hammer it out. 

My brain I’ll prove the female to my soul; 

My soul, the father: and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts. 

And these same thoughts people this little 
world ; t 

In humours like the people of this world. 

For no thought is contented. The better 
sort,— 

As thoughts of things divine,—are intermix’d 
With scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the word : J 

As thus,— Come little ones ; and then again,— 
It is as hard to come , as tor a camel 
To thread the postern $ of a needle's eye. 
Thought tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders: how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 
Of ibis hard world, my ragged prison walls; 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter them¬ 
selves,— 

That they are not the first of fortane’s slaves, 

• Forwi. f His own body. 

I I uly •criptnrc § Little gate. 


Nor shall not be the last; like silly beggars. 
Who, sitting iu the 6tocks refdge then shame,— 
That many have, aud otlieis must sit there : 

And in llitjfetbougbt they find a kind of case. 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of such as have before endur’d the like. 

Thus play I, in one person, many people, 

And none contented : Sometimes am 1 king ; 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggui, 
Aud so 1 am: Then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a king ; 

Then am I kiug’d again: and, by-aud-by. 

Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 

And straight am nothing But, wbate’er I am 
Nor 1, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing shall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing.—Music do 1 hear ? 

[Jfi/A/t. 

Ha, ha! keep time:—How sour sweet mu¬ 
sic is. 

When time is broke, and no proportion kept I 
So is it in the music of men’s lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear. 

To check time broke In a disorder’d string ; 

But for the concord of my state and time. 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

1 wasted time, and now doth time waste me. 

For now hath time made me his uumb’ring 
clock: 

My thoughts are minutes; and, with sighs, 
they jar • [watch. 

Their watches on to mine eyes, the outward 
Whereto my finger, like a dial’s point. 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 
Now, Sir, the sound, that tells what hour it is. 
Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my 
heart. 

Which is the bell: So sighs, and tears, and 
groans, (time 

Show minutes, times, aud hours:— but my 
Runs posting on iii Bolingbroke’s proud joy, 
Wbile I stand fooling here, is Jack o’lhe clock, t 
This music mads me, let It sound no more; 

For, though it have holpe madmen to their 
wits, 

In me, it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet blessiug oil bis heart that gives it me! 

For 'tis a sign of love; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch J iu this all-batiug world. 

Enter Gnoou. 

Groom. Hail, royal prince 1 
K. Rich. Thanks, noble peer ; 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 

What art thou ? aud how coinest thou hither. 
Where no man never comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortuue live ? 
Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable 
king. 

When thou wert king; who, travelling towaid* 
York, 

With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes $ master’s face. 

Ob ! how it yearn'd my heart, when I beheld. 

In London streets, that coronation day. 

When Bolingbroke rode on roau Barbary ! 

The horse, that thou so often hast hestrid ; 

That horse, that 1 so carefully have dress’d ! 

K. Rich . Rode he ou Barbary? Tell me, 
gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

Groom. So proudly, as if be disdain’d the 
ground. 

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on 
his back! 

That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
Tbis band bath made him proud with clapping 
him. 

Would be not stumble? Would be not fall 
down, [neck 

(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the 

• Tick. -f Strike for him, like the figure 

of ■ men on nbell. t A" ornamented buckle, 

and also a jewel iu general. S Fenner 
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Of that proud man that did usurp bis 
back ? 

Forgiveness, horse I why do I rail o£lhee. 

Since thou, created to be aw’d by man. 

Was born to .bear 1 I was not made a horse ; 

And >et 1 bear a burden like an ass, 

Spur-gall’d, and tir’d, by jauucing * Boling- 
broke. 

Enter Keeper, with a Dish. 

Keep. Fellow, give place; here is no longer 
stay. 

[To the Groom. 

K. Rich. If thou love me, ’tis time thou wert 
away. 

Groom. What thy tongue dares not, that my 
heart shall sav. [Exit. 

Keep. My lord, wili’t please you to fall to? 

K . Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to 
do. 

Keep. My lord, I dare not ; Sir Pierce of 
Exton, who 

Lately came from the king, commands the 
contrary. 

K. Rich. 1 he devil take Henry of Laucaster, 
and thee! 

Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. 

[Beats the Keeper. 

Keep. Help, help, help 1 

Enter Exton, and Sonants, armed• 

K. Rich. How uow? what means death in 
this rude assault ? 

Villain, thy own hand yields thy deatb’s in¬ 
strument. 

[Snatchurn; a weapon and killing one. 
Go toon, and fill auolher room in hell. 

[He hills another, then Exion strikes 
him don a. 

That band shall burn in never-quenching 
file. 

That staggers thus my person.—Exton, thy 
fierce hand 

Hath with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s 
own laud. [high ; 

Mount, mount, my soul! thy scat is up on 
Whiist my gross flesh sinks douuwaid, here to- 
dte. [Dies. 

Eiton. As full of valour, as of royal blood : 
Hoth bave I spilt; O would the deed were 
good I 

For now the devil, that told me I did well. 

Says that this deed is chiomcled in hell. 
lh:s dead king to the living king I’ll bear ;— 
fake beucc the rest, and give them burial bere. 

[Exeunt. 

SC FIXE VI. — Windsor.—A Room in the 
Castle. 

Tlourish. Enter Bolingbroke, and York, 
with Lor ns and Attendants. 

Boling . Kind uncle York, tbe latest news 
we hear 

Is—that the rebels have consum’d with fire 
oui town of Cicester in Glostcrshirc ; [not. 
But whether they be ta’eu, or slain, we hear 

Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome, my lord : What is the news? 

Forth. First, to thy sacred stale wish 1 all 
happiness. 

* Jaunting 
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The next news is 1 have to London sent 
The heads of Salibsury, Spencer, Blunt, and 
Kent : 

Tbe manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper bere. 

[/'resenting a paper . 

Boling . We tbauk thee, gentle Percy, for 
thy pains; 

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter Fitzxvater. 

Fits, My lord, 1 have from Oxford scut to 
London 

The heads of Brocas, and Sir Bennet Seely ; 
Two of tbe dangerous consorted traitors. 

That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Boling. Tby pains, Fittwater, shall not be 
forgot ; 

Right noble is tby merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy, with the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Percy. Tbe grand couspirator, abbot of West¬ 
minster, 

With clog of conscience, and sour melancholy. 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave; 

But here is Carlisle living to abide 

Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride. 

Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom :— 

Choose out some secret place, some reverend 
room, 

More than thou hast, and with it joy tby life ; 

So, as thou liv’st m peace, die free from, 
strife ; 

For though mine enemy thou hast tv#*r been. 
High sparks of honour in thee bave I seen. 

Enter Exton, uith Attendants hearing a 

Coffin, 

Exton. Great kiug, within this coffin I pre¬ 
sent 

Thy buried fear : hpreiu all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy gieatest enemies, 

Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought. 

Boling. Lvton, I thank thee not; for llioa 
hast wrought 

A deed of slander with thy fatal band, 

Ujion my head, aud all this famous land. 

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did 
I this deed. 

Boling. They love not poison that do poison 
need, 

Nor do I thee ; though I did wish him dead, 

I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 

The guilt of conscience take thou for thy la¬ 
bour. 

But neither my good .word, . nor princely fa¬ 
vour : 

With Cain go wander through the shade of 
night. 

And never show thy head by day nor light.— 
Lords, 1 protest my soul is full of woe. 

That blood should sprinkle me, to make me 
grow : 

Come, mourn with me for what I do lament. 
And put on sullen black incontinent; * 

I’ll make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off fiom my guilty 
hand :— 

March sadly after ; grace my mournings 
here, 

In weeping after this untimely bier, 

[Exeunt, 

* Immediately. 
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It wbi tong the prevailing opinion tnat Sir Piers Eaton, and other* of hi• guards, fell upon Richard in the 
ensile nf Pomfrct, where he was confined, and despatched him with their balberta. But it is more probable that 
he was starred to death iu prison ; and it is said that he prolonged his unhappy life for a fortnight, after all 
sustenance was dented him, before ha reached the cud of his miseries.— 1 -J/umc. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

fcHAKSPEARE wrote this dramatic history about the year 1597, founding it upon six old plain previously pub¬ 
lished. The action commence* with Hotspur's defeat of the Scots at Halidowo Hill, Sep. 14, 1403 ; and closes 
with the defeat and death of that leader at Shrewsbury, July 21, 1403. None of Shakspeare J s plays are perhaps 
so freqiieutiy read, as this and the one which succeeds it, but the want of ladies, and matter to interest Ic- 
xnaies, lies so heavily upon it, that etea with an excellent Falstaff, it can only enjoy occasional life upon the 
stage. The speeches of King Henry, though clothed in a fine, stately, and nervous diction, are much too 
long; and a deal of the humour, sparkling as it is, cannot be heard without a blush. The scenr of the ear¬ 
ners is grossly indecent, and so rery low, that it might be rejected without the slightest injury to the piece. 
The cholenc Hotspur, and the eb ad-cap Prince of Wales, are, howerer, charming portraits ; great, original, 
and just , exhibiting the nicest discernment in the character of mankind, and presenting a moral of very ge¬ 
neral application. Bat the subtle roguery of Falstaff—his laughable soliloquies—his w himsical investigation?, 
—and bis invincible assumption—(the richer and more ludicrous when opposed to Ins sneaking cowardice) are 
strokes of dramatic gemns which reuder this ' fat old man’ the leading attraction of the play i end though his 
Character ts vicious ia every respect, he it furnished with to much wit, at to be almost too great a favourite 
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ACT I. 

SCENE /.— London.—A Room in the 
Palace . 

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir 
Walter Blunt, and others . 

K. Hen.' So shaken as we are, so wan with 
' care, 

find we a time for frighted peace to pant. 

And breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc’d in stronds * afar remote. 

No more the thirsty Erinnys f of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children’s 
blood; 

No more shall trenching war channel her fields. 
Nor braise her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes. 


Which,—like the meteors of a troubled heaven. 
All of one nature, of one substance bred,— 

Did lately meet in the intestiue shock 
And furious close of civil butchery, 

Shall now, in mutual, well-beseemmg ranks, 
March all one way; and be no more oppos’d 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies : 

The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife. 

No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends, 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ, 

(Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 
We are impressed and engag’d to fight,) 
Forthwith a power of English shall we levy; 
Whose arms were moulded in their mothers' 
womb 

To chase these pagans, in those holy fields, 

Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet, 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail'd 
For our advantage, on the bitter cross. 

But this our purpose is a twelve-mouth old. 


• Strands. 


t The fury of dneord. 



And bootless His to tell you—we will go; 
Therefore we meet not now Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 

What yesternight our council did decree. 

Ill forwarding this dear exiwdicnce. * 

If cst. My liege, this buste was hot in ques¬ 
tion, 

And many limits t of the charge set down 
Cut yesternight; when, all athwart, there came 
A post from Wales, loaden with heavy news ; 
Whose worst was,—that the noble Mot timer. 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irieguiar and wild Glendower, 

Was by the mde hands of that Welshman taken. 
And a thousand of lus people butchered ; 

Upon whose dead corps 'here was such misuse, 
Such beastly, shameless transformation, 
by those Welshwomen done, as may not be, 

\\ itiiout much shame, re-told or spoken of. 

A'. Jlen. It seems then, that the tidings of 
this broil 

Uiake off our business for the Holy Land. 

West. This, match’d with other, did, my gra¬ 
cious lord; 

Tor more uneven and unwelcome news 
Cam*- from the noilh, and thus it did import. 
On ilolv-rood day,; the gallant Hotspui there. 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That e\er-\aliaut aud approved Scot, 

At Holiuedoii met, 

Whcie tiny did spend a sad and bloody hour; 

As by dischaige of their artillery, 

Aud shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 

For he that brought them, in the very beat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 
L’nccttain of the issue any way. 

A'. Hen Here 16 a dear aiid tnie-industrious 
fi lend, 

Sir Walter Blunt, new' lighted from his hot sc, 

St.mi’ll $ with the variation of each soil 
betwixt that Holmedou and this seat ot our’s; 
Aud he hath brought us smooth aud welcome 
news. 

The earl ot Douglas is discomfited ; 

'I t*n thousand hold Scots two-nud-twenty knights, 
ltalk’d || in their own blood, did Sir Walter see 
On Hoiinedun’s plains : Of prisoners, Hotspur 
took 

Monlake the earl of rife, and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas ; aud the earls of Athol, 

Of Mill ray, Angus, and Menteith. 

Ami is not tins an honourable spoil ? 

A gallant pn/e ? ba, cousin, is it not? 

If cst. In faith, 

It is a conquest lor a prince to boast of. 

K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, and 
mak’st me sin. 

In envy that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of so blest a son : 

A sou, who is the theme of lionoui’s tongue; 
Amongst a grove, the veiy straiglitest plant; 

Who is sweet fortune’s minion, and her pride : 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 

See ii >i and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my youug Harry. Oh ! that it could be 
mov’d, 

That some night-tripping fairy bad exchang’d 
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay. 
And call’d mine Peicy, his, Planiageuet! 

Then would I have lus Harry', and he mine, 

But let him from my thoughts :—What think 
you coz’, 

Of this young Percy’s pride ? the prisoners, 

It Inch lie In this adventure hath surpris’d. 

To his own use he keeps; and sends me word, 

1 shall have none but Mordake earl of Fife. 
West. This is bis uncle’s teaching, this is 
\\ oicester. 

Malevolent to you in all aspects; 

Which makes him pruue^T himself, and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

• Expedition. * t Estimates, 

t September 14. 5 Colored with dirt of different 

colours. H Piled up inn heap. 

T Iran, as birds clean their feathers. 
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But I have sent for him to answer 
this ; 

And, for this cause, awhile we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 

Cousin, ou Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor, so iuforni the lords : * 

Bat come yourself witn speed to us again 
For more is to be said, and to be done. 

Than out of anger can be uttered. 

West. I will, my liege. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same.—Another Room in 
the Palace. 

Enter Henry Prince of Wales , and 
Falstaff- 

Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking: 
of old sack, aud unbuttoning thee after supper, aud 
sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou hast 
forgotten to demand that truly which thou 
would’st truly know. What the devil hast thou 
to do with the time of the day ? unless hours 
were cups of sack, and minutes capons, and 
clocks the tongues of bawds, and dials the signs 
of leaping-houses, aud the blessed sun himself a 
fair hot wench in flame-colour’d taflata; I see 
no reason why thou should’st be so superfluous 
to demand the time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed, you come near me now, Hal ; 
for we, that take purses, go by the moon and 
seven stars; and not by Phoebus,—he, that 
uandering knight so fair. And, 1 pray thee, 
sweet wag, when thou art king,—as God save thy 
grace, (majesty 1 should say, for grace thou wilt 
have none,)- 

P. Hen. What, none? 

Fal. No, by my tioth ; not so much as will 
serve lo be piologue to an egg and butter. 

P. Hen. Well, how then? come, roundly, 
roundly. 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art 
king, let not us, that' are squires of the uight’s 
body, be called thieves of the day’s beauty ; let 
us be—Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the 
shade, minions • of the moon : And let men say 
we be men of good government; being governed 
as the sea is, by our noble and chaste imstiess 
the moon, under whose countenance we—steal. 

P. Hen. Thou say’st well; and it holds well 
,too : foi the fojtune of us, that are the moon’s 
men, doth ebb and flow like the sea; being 
governed as the sea is, by the moon. As lor 
proof now: A purse of gold most resolutely 
snatched on Monday night, and most dissolutely 
spent on Tuesday morning ; got with sweariny 
—lay by ; t and spent with crying—briug in:* 
now, in as low an ebb as the foot of tbc ladder, 
and by and by, in as high a flow as the ridge of 
tbe gallows. 

Fal. By the Lord, thou say’st true, lad. And 
is iiot my hostess of the tavein a most sweet 
wench ? 

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla. my old lad 
of the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most 
sweet robe of durance ? § 

Fal. How now, bow now, mad wag ? what, 
in thy quips, and thy quiddities ? what a plague 
have I to do with a buff jerkin? 

P. Hen. Why, what a pox have I to do with 
my hostess of the tavern ? 

Fal. Well, tbou hast called her to a reckon¬ 
ing many a time and oft. 

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay tliy 
part? 

Fal . No ; I’ll give thee thy due, thou hast paid 
all theie. 

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my 
coin would stretch ; and where it would not, 1 
have used my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and so used it, that were it not here 

• F*\onrites. t Stand still. 1 More vnoc. 

i The drees of slientTn officers. 
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apparent that thou art heir apparent,—But I 
pr'ythee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows 
standing in England when thou art king T and 
resolution thus fobbed as it is, with the rusty 
crub of old father autic the law 7 Do not thou, 
when thou art king, bang a thief. 

P. Hen . No ; thou sbalt. 

Fal. Shall IT O rare 1 By the Lord, i’ll be a 
brave judge. 

P. Hen. Thou judgest false already ; I mean, 
thou sbalt have the hanging of the thieves, and 
so become a rare hangman. 

Pal. Well, Hal, well ; and in some sort it 
jumps with my humour, as well as waiting in 
the court, I can tell you. 

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits 7 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of 6iiits: whereof 
the hangman bath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, 
I am as melancholy as a gib • rat, or a lugged 
bear. 

P. Hen. Or an old Hon ; or a lover's lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire 
bagpipe. 

P. Hen. What sayest tbou to a bare, or the 
melancloly of Moor ditch f 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavonry similes; 
and art, indeed, the most comparative, rascal- 
liest, sweet young prince,—Bui, Hal, I pr'y¬ 
thee, trouble me no more with vauity. 1 would 
to God, tbou and I knew where a commodity 
of good names were to be bought: An old loid 
of the council rated me the other day in the 
street about you. Sir; but I marked him not : 
and yet he talked very wisely ; but I regarded 
him not: and yet he talked wisely, and iu the 
street too. 

P. Hen. Thou did'st well; for wisdom cries 
out in the streets, and uo man tegards it. 

Fal. O thou hast damnable iteration ; t and 
art indeed able to corrupt a saiut. Thou hast 
done much harm upon me, Hal,- God forgive 
thee for it! Before 1 knew thee, Hal, I knew 
nothing; and now am I, if a man should speak 
truly, little better than one of the wicked. I 
must give over this life, and I will give it over; 
by the Lord, au 1 do not, I am a \ illam; I’ll 
be damned for never a king’s sou iu Christen¬ 
dom. 

P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to- 
moirow. Jack! 

Fal. Where tbou wilt, lad. I’ll make one; an 
I do not, call me villain, and baflle $ me. 

P. Hen . I see a good amendment of life in 
thee ; from praying to purse-taking. 

Enter Poins, at a distance. 

Fal. Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal ; 'tis 
no sin for a man to labour in his vocation. 
Poins!—Now shall we know if Gadshill hath set 
a match. § O if men were to be saved by me¬ 
rit, what bole iu hell were hot enough for him ? 
Ibis is the most omnipotent villain, that ever 
cried. Stand, to a true || man. 

P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poins. Good morrow, sweet Hal.—What says 
monsieur Remorse 7 \\ bat says Sir John Sack-, 
and-Sugar ? Jack, how agrees the devil and thee 1 
about tby soul, that thou soldest him on Good- 
Fi iday last, for a cup of Madeira and a cold ca¬ 
pon’s leg 7 

P. Hen. Sir John stands to bis word, the 
devil shall have his bargain; for he was never 
yet a breaker of proverbs, be'will give the devil 
his due. 

Poins. Then art tbou damned for keeping thy 
oord with the devil. 

P. Hen. Else be had been damned for cozen¬ 
ing the devil. 

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow 
morning, by four o'clock, early at Gadshill: 
There are pilgrims going to Canterbury with 

* A Scotch t»rm for a castrated eat. 

t Citation of holy Wait. I Treat me with igno- 

nuny. $ Made an appointment. | Honest. 
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rich offerings, and traders riding to London 
with fat purses: 1 have visors* tor you all, you 
have horses for yourselves; Gadshill lies to¬ 
night ki Rochester ; I have bespoke supper to- 
monow night in Eastcheap; we may do it as se¬ 
cure as sleep: If you will go, I will stuff your 
purses full of crowns; if you will not, tany at 
borne, and be hauged. 

Fal. Hear me, Yedward: if I tarty at home, 
and go not, I'll hang you for going. 

Poins. You will, chops 7 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one 7 

P. Hen. Who, I rob? I a thief? not I, by 
my faith. 

Fal. There’s neither honesty, manhood, nor 
good fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of 
the blood royal, if thou darest not stand for ten 
shillings, t 

P. Hen. Well, then, once iu my days I'll be 
a mad-cap. 

Fal. W hy, that’s well said. 

P. Hen. Well, come what will. I’ll tarry at 
home. 

Fal. By the Lord, 1*11 be a traitor then, when 
thou art king. 

P. Hen. I care not. 

Poins. Sir John, I pry’thee leave the prince 
and me alone; 1 will lay him down such reasous 
for this adventure, that he shall go. 

Pul. Well, may'st thou have the spirit of per¬ 
vasion, and he the ears of profiting, that what 
thou speakest may move, and wlut he brais 
may be believed, that the true prince may (tui 
recication sake,) prove a false thief; for the 
pool abuses of the time want countenance. I aie- 
weil : You shall find me iu Fastcheap. 

P. Hen. Farewell, thou lattei spring I Fare¬ 
well, All-hallow u summer ! ; 

{Exit Falstah’. 

Poins. Now, my good sweet honey lord, nde 
with us to-moirow ; I have a jest to evciiu, 
that 1 cannot manage alone. FalstaflT, B.mlolph, 
Peto, and Gadshill, shall lob those men that ue 
have alicady way-laid ; youiselt and ( will i.oi 
be thcie; and when they have the booty. If \«ui 
and I do not 10 b them, cut this head iioiu n.y 
shoulders. 

P. Hen. But how shall we part from Hum in 
setting forth? 

Poins. Why, we will set forth before or afbr 
them, and appoint them a place of meeting, 
wherein it is at our pleasure lo fail; and then 
will they adventure upon the exploit themselves, 
which they shall have no sooner achieved, but 
we’ll set upon them. 

P. lien. Ay, but ’tis like that they will know 
us, by our horses, by our habits, and by every 
other appointment, to be ourselves. 

Poins. Tut! our horses they shall not sec. 
I’ll tie them in the wood ; om vis.ns we will 
change, after wc leave them ; and, small, 1 have 
cases of buckram for the nonce, to iminask our 
noted outvvaid garments. 

P. Hen. But 1 doubt they will be too bard 
for us. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them 
to be as true-bred cowaids as ever turned back ; 
and for the third, if he fight longer than he sees 
reason, I’ll forswear arms. The virtue of this 
jest will be, the incomprehensible lies that tins 
same fat rogue will tell us, when we meet at 
supper: how thirty, at least, he fought with ; 
what wards, what blows, what extremities he 
endured; and, iu the reproof of this, lies the 
jest. 

P. Hen. Well. I’ll go wilh thee; provide ns 
all things necessary, and meet me to-morrow 
night in Eastcheap, there I’ll sup. Farewell. 

Point. Farewell, my lord. [Exit Poins. 

P. Hen. I know you all, and will a while 
uphold 

* • ManKH. 

t The value of a com called real or voi ml. ^ 

1 Fine neather at All-hallottn-tldr, (i t All SiIbm, 
Nov. l,t) i. called a All-ballon u hummer. 



Scene III. FIRST PART OF KING HENRY IV 


The unyok’d humour of your idleness : 

Yet herein will I imitate the sun, 

Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up iiis beauty from the world. 

That, when he please agaiu to be hunself, 
being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at. 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapoui9, that did seem to strangle him. 

Uf all the year were playing holidays, ^ 

To sport would be as tedious as to work 
but, when they seldom come, they wisn’d-for 
come, 

And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 

So, when tins loose behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt 1 never promised, 
by how much better than iny word I am, 
by so much shall 1 falsify men’s hopes ; 

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground. 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault. 

Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Thau that which hath no foil to set it off. 

I’ll so offend, to make offence a skill; 

Redeeming time, when meu think least I will. 

[Exit. 

SCENE III.—The same .—Another Room in 

the Puluce. 

Enter Kiiif* Henry, Northumberland, 
Worcester, Hotspur, Sir Walter Blunt, 
and others. 

K. lien. My blood bath been too cold and 
lemperate, 

Unapt to stir at these indignities. 

And you have found me; for accordingly, 

You tiead upon my patience: but be sure 
1 will from henceforth rather be myself, 

Mighty and to be fear’d, than my condition,* 
Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young 
down ; 

And therefore lost that title of respect, 

Which the proud soul ne’er pays, but to the 
proud. 

lf r or. our house, my sovereign liege, little 
deserves 

The scourge of greatness to be used on it; 

.And that same greatness too which our own 
hands 

Have holp to make so poorly. 

North. My lord,- 

K. lien. Worcester, get thee gone, for 1 see 
danger 

And disobedience in thine eye: O Sir, 

Your presence is too bold and peremptory. 

And majesty might never yet eudure 
The moody frontier t of a servant brow. 

You have eood leave to leave U9 ; when we 
need 

Your use and counsel, we shall send for >ou.— 

[Exit Worcester. 
You were about to speak. [7b North. 

North. Yea, iny good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness’ name de¬ 
manded. 

Which Harry Percy line at Holmedon took, 
Where, as he says, not with such strength de- ■ 
As is deliver’d to your majesty : [med 

Either envy, therefore, or misprison. 

Is guilty of this fault, and not my son. 

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 

But, 1 remember, when the fight was done. 

When 1 was dry with rage aud extieine toil, 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my svvoid, 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d, 
Fresh as a bridegroom, and his chin, new 
reap’d, 

Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest home ; 

He was pertumed like a milliner ; 

And ’twixt his finger, and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-hox which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and touk’t away again 
Who, therewith angry, when it next came 
there, 
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Took it in snuff:-and still he smil’d, and 
talk'd; 

And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by, 

He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday aud lady terms 
He qestion’d me ; ainoug the rest demanded 
My prisoners, in your majesty’s behali. 

1 then, ail smarting, with iny wounds being 
cold. 

To he so pester’d with a popinjay, • 

Out of my grief t and my impatience. 

Answer’d, neglectingly, 1 know not what; 

He should, or he should notfor he made me 
mad. 

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman, 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds, (God save 
the mark 1) 

And telling me, the sovereigns thing on earth 
Was parmaceti for an iuward bruise; 

Aud that it was great pity, so it was. 

That vilianous saltpetre should be digg’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth. 

Which many a good tall t fellow had destroy'd 
So cowaidly ; and hut for these vile guns 
He would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald unjouited chat of his, my lord, 

1 answer’d indirectly, as I said ; 

And, I beseech you, let not this report 
Come current for an accusation, 

Betwixt my love aud your high majestv. 

Blunt. The cii cumstance cousidei’d, good my 
lord. 

Whatever Harry Percy then hath said, 

To such a person, and in such a place. 

At such a time, with all the rest re-told. 

May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny bis pri¬ 
soners. 

But with proviso, and exception,— 

That we, at our own charge, shall ransom 
straight 

His brother-m-law, the foolish Mortimer; 

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d 
The lives of those that he did lead to tight 
Against the great magician, damn’d Glen- 
dovver ; 

Whose daughter, as we hear, the Earl of 
March 

Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then 
Be emptied, to redeem a traitor home? 

Shall we buy treason? and indenty with fears, 
When they nave lost and forfeited themselves? 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 

For 1 shall never hold that man my friend. 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom borne revolted Mortimer. 

Ilot. Revolted Mortimer! 

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 

But by the chance of war : To prove that true. 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those 
wounds, 

Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he 
took. 

When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank, 

In single opposition, hand to hand, 

He did confound || the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiment II with great Glen- 
dower: 

Three times they breath’d, and three times did 
they drink. 

Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood ; 

\\ bo then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 
R^ii fearfully among the trembling reeds. 

And hid bis crisp head in the hollow bank, 
Rlood-6tained with these valiant combatants. 
Never did bare and rotten policy 

• Pnrrot. ♦ Pain. $ Brave. 

4 Sign an indeuture. Expend. 

T Hardiness. 


• Disposition. 


t Forehead. 
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Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble M<>itimer 
Receive so many, and ail willingly: 

Then let bun not be slander'd with revolt. 

K. Hen. Tbou dost belie him, Percy, tliou 
dost belie him ; 

He never did encounter with Glendower: 

I tell thee, • 

He durst as well have met the devil alone, 

.As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art not ashamed ? But, Sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not bear you speak of Mortimer: 

Send me your prisoners with the speediest 
means. 

Or you shall bear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you.—My lord Northumber¬ 
land, 

We license your departure with your son :— 
Send us your prisoners, or you’ll bear of it. 
[Exeunt King Henry, Blcnt, and Train. 
Hot. And if the devil come and roar for 
them, 

J will not send them :—I will after straight. 

And tell him so; for 1 will ease my heart. 
Although it be with hazard of iny bead. 

North. What, drunk with choler? stay, and 
pause awhile ; 

Here comes your uncle. 

Re-enter Worcester. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer? 

Zounds, I will cpeak of ban; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if 1 do not joiu with him: 

Yea, on bis part. Til empty all these \eins, 

Aud shed my dear blood drop by drop l’llie dust, 
But l will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As hi£h rthe air as this unthankful king. 

As this ingrate and canker’d Bolingbroke. 

North. Brother, the king hath made your ne¬ 
phew mad. 17b Worcester. 

TFor. Who stiuck this heat up, after l was 
gone ? 

Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners ; 
And when 1 urg’d the ransom once again 
Of my wife’s brother, then his cheek look’d 
pale ; 

Aud on my face be tam'd an eye of death. 
Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

War. 1 cannot blame him: Was he not pro¬ 
claim’d. 

By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

North. He was; I heard the proclamation : 
And then it was, when the unhappy king 
(Whose w roues m us God pardon \) did set forth 
Upon bis lnsh expedition ; 

From wltence he, intercepted, did return 
To be depos’d, and shortly, murdered. 

Wor. And tor whose death, we ia the world's 
wide mouth 

Live scandaliz’d, and foully spoken of. 

Hot. But, soft, I pray you: Did king Richard 
then 

Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North. He did ; myself did bear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin 
kiug. 

That wish’d him on the barren mountains 
starv’d. 

But shall it be, that you, that set the crown 
Upon the bead of this forgetful man ; 

And, for his sake, wear the detested blot 
Of murd’rous subordination,—shall it be. 

That you a world of curses undergo ; 

Being the agents, or base second means. 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather f— 
O pardon me, that I descend so low. 

To show the line and the predicament 
Wberem you range under this subtle king. 

Shall it, for shame, be spoken ia these daps* 

Or dll up chronicles In time to come. 

That men of your nobility and power. 

Did gage them both in an unjust behalf,— 

As both of you, God pardon it! have done, — 

To pot down Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 


Act 11. 

And plant this thorn, this canker, Rohngbroke ? 
Aud sha'i it, in moie .shame, be fmthei spoken 
That your are fool’d, discarded, end shook oil 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent f 
No; jet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banish’d honours, and restore youiselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again : 
Revenge Hie jeering and disdain’d contempt 
Of this pioud knys; who studies, day and 
night. 

To answer all the debt he owes to you. 

Even with the bloody payment of your deaths. 

lheretore, 1 say,- 

Wor. Peace, cousin, say no more : 

And now 1 will unclasp a secret book. 

And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
i’ll read you matter deep and dangerous ; 

As full of peril and advenl’rous spirit. 

As to o’er-walk a current, roaring loud, 

On the unsteadfast footing of a speai. 

Hot. If be fall in, good nightor sink or 
swim : 

Send danger from the east unto the west. 

So honour cross it *>om the north to south, 

Aud let them giapple:—Oh! the blood more 
stirs. 

To rouse a lion than to start a hare 

North. Imagination of some gitat exploit. 
Drives him beyoud the bonnds ot patience. 

Hot. By heaven methinks it weic an ea-y 
leap, 

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd 
moon; 

Or dive unto the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never tom h the "round. 
And pluck up drowned honour by the lucks ; 

So be, that doth redeem her thence, mi^ht 
wear. 

Without co-rival,—all her dignities : 

But out upon tins half-tac’d fellowship! 

Wor. He apprehends a world oi figure- * 
here. 

But not the form of what he should attend.— 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Those same noble Scots, 

That are your prisoners,- 

Hot. i’ll keep them all ; 

By heaven he shall not have a Scot of them : 

No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not: 
J’il keep them, by this baud. 

Wor. You start away. 

And lend no ear unto my purposes.— 

Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that’s flat :— 

He said he would not ransom Moitimer; 

Forbade my tongue to speak of Morinuei ; 

But 1 will And him when he lies asleep. 

And in his ear I'll holla—Mortimer I 
Nay, 

I’ll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him. 

To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor. Hear you. 

Cousin ; a won). 

Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy, ♦ 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke: 

And that same sword-aud-buckler | Prince ot 
Wales.— 

Bnt that 1 think his father loves him not. 

And would be glad he met with some mis¬ 
chance. 

I'd have him poison’d with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman I I will talk to yon. 
When you are better temper’d to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impa¬ 
tient fool 

Art thou, to break into this woman's mood ; 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own f 
Hot. Wby, look yon, I am whipp'd aud 
•conrg’d with rode, 

* Shapes created by bis isufioitm. 
t Refuse. 

t The Sens for a blustering quarrelsome fellow. 
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Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
ot this vile politician, Bolinghroke. 

In Richard's time,—What do you call the 
place 1 — 

A plague npon't!—it is in Glostershire 
'Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle 
kept; 

His uncle York;—where I first bow’d my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolinghroke, 

When you and he came back from Raven- 
spurg. 

North. At Berkley castle. 

llot. Yo.i say true :-- 

Why, uhat a candy * deal of courtesy 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me 1 
Look,— uhm his inJant fortune came to 
one, • 

And, gentle Harry Percy , and, kind cousin,— 
Oh ! the devil take such cozeners !-God for¬ 
give me!-- 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 

IVor. Nay, if you have not, to’t agam ; 

We'll stay your leisure 
Hot. I have done, i’faith. 

IVor. Then once more to your Scottish pri¬ 
soners. 

Dcluer them up without their ransom straight, 
And make the Douglas’ son yonr only mean 
For powers in Scotland; which, for divers 
reason? 

Which I shall send you written, be assur'd 
Will easily be granted.—You, my lord, 

[To Northu.mbetiland. 
Yonr son in Scotland being thus employ’d. 

Mull secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well belov’d. 

The archbishop. 

Hot. Ol York, is’t not? 

U'o" True * who bears hard 
His brother's death at Bristol the lord Scroop. 

I speak not this in estimation, f 

As what I think might he, luit what I know 

Is ruminated, plotted, and set down ; 

And only st.i\s but to behold the face 
of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot. I smell it; upon niy life, it will do 
well. 

North. Before the game's a-foot, thou still 
let'st slip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble 
plot:— 

And then the power of Scotland, and of York,— 
To join with Moitimer, ha? 

If or. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 
}f'or. And ’tis no little reason bids us speed. 
To sa\e our beads by raising of a head : J 
Toi, bear omselves as even as we can, 

‘The king will always think him in our debt, 

Ami think we think onrselves unsatisfied, 

Till be hath found a time to pay us home. 

And see, already, how he doth begin 
To make us sti angers to his looks of love. 

Hot. He docs, he does; we’ll be reveng’d on 
him. 

War. Cousin, farewellNo further go in 
this, 

Than I by letters shall direct your course. 

When time is ripe, (which will be suddenly,) 

I’ll steal to Glendower and lord Mortimer; 
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at 
once, 

(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet. 

To bear our foi tunes In our own strong arms. 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

North. Farewell, good brother: we shall 
thrive, 1 tmst. 

Hot. Uncle, adieu Ob 1 let the hours be 
short, 

Ull fields, and blows, and groans applaud oar 
sport 1 

[Exeunt. 

• isgsred’ + Conjecture. 

| A body of force*. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Rochester. — An Inn Yard. 

Enter a Carrier, with a Lantern in his 

hand. 

1 Car. Heigh ho! An’t be not four by the 
day. I’ll be hanged : Charles' warn • is over the 
new chimney, and yet our horse not packed. 
What, ostler! 

Ost. [Within.'] Anon, anon. 

1 Car. I pry’ihee Tom, beat Cut's + saddle, 
put a few flocks in the point; the poor jade is 
wrung iu the withers out of all cess, j 

Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Pease aud beans are as dank $ here as 
a dog, and that is the next way to give poor 
jades the bots: H this house is turned upside 
down, since Robin ostler died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow ; never joyed since the 
price of oats rose; it was the death of him. 

2 Car. I think this be the most villainous 
house in all Loudon road for fleas ; I am stung 
like a tench.IF 

1 Car. Like a tench ? by the mass, there is 
ne’er a king m Christendom could be better bit 
than I have been since the first cock. 

2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne'er a jorden, 
and then we leak in your chimney ; and your 
chamhei-lie breeds fleas like a loach. •* 

1 Car. What, ostler ! couie away and be 
hanged, come away. 

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon, and two 
razes of ginger, to be delivered as far as Chariug- 
cross. 

1 Car. 'Odsbody! the turkies in my pannier 
are quite starved.—What, ostler !—A plague on 
thee: hast thou never au eye in tiiy head 1 
caust not hear? An 'twere not as good a deed 
as drink, to break the pate of thee, 1 am a very 
villain.—Come, and be hangedHast no faith 
in thee ? 

Enter Gadshill. 

Gads. Good morrow, earners. What's 
o’clock ? 

1 Car. I think it be two o'clock. 

Gads. I pr’ythee lend me thy lantern, to see 
my gelding in the stable. 

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye ; I know a ti ick 
worth two of that, I’faitli. 

Gads. I pr'ythee lend me thine. 

2 Car. Ay, wnen? canst tell ?—Lend me thy 

lantern, quoth a ?—marry. I’ll see thee banged 
first. V' 

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do yon mean 
to come to London? 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a can¬ 
dle, I warrant thee.—Come, neighbour Mugs, 
we'll call up the gentlemen ; they will along 
with company, for they have great charge. 

[Exeunt Carriers. 

Gads. What ho! chamberlain! 

Cham. [ Within.) At hand, quotb pick-purse, ft 

Gads. That's even as fair as—at band, quoth 
the chamberlain: for thou variest no more from 
picking of purses, than giving direction doth 
from labouring; thou lay'st the plot how. 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, master Gadshill. It 
bolds current that Hold you yesternight: There's 
a franklin tt in the wild of Kent, hath brought 
three hundred marks with him in gold: I beard 
him tell it to one of bis company, last night at 
supper; a kind of auditor; one that hath abun¬ 
dance of charge too, God knows what. They 
are up already, and call for eggs and butter: 
They will away presently. 

* The coaitellation Urt* mqjer. 
f Name of hia horse. 1 Measure. 4 Wet. 

| Worms. Y Spotted like a tench. 

••A small Ash supposed to breed fleas. 

A proverb, from the pick-purse beiug always 
ready. *1 Freeholder. 
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Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with saint 
Nicholas' clerks, • I'll give thee this ueck. 

Cham. No, I'll uoue of it: 1 pr’ytbee, keep 
that tor the hangman ; for I know thou worship'st 
saint Nicholas as truly as a man of falscLood 
may. 

Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hang¬ 
man 1 if I hang, I'll make a fat pair of gallows: 
for if 1 hang, old Sir John hangs with me; and 
thon knowest he's uo starveling. Tut! there are 
other Trojans that thou dreaniest not of; the 
which, for sport sake, are content to do the pro¬ 
fession some grace, that would, if matters should 
be looked into, for their own credit sake, make 
all whole. I am joined with uo foot Iand-rakers,t 
ho long-staff, sixpenny strikers; none of tliete 
mad, mustacbio purple-bued malt-worms: hut 
with nobility and tranquillity ; burgomasters and 
great oneyers ; j such as can bold in ; such as 
will strike sooner than speak, and speak sooner 
than drink, and drink sooner than pray : And 
yet I lie ; for they pray continually to their saint, 
the commonwealth; or, rather, not pray to her, 
but prey on her ; for they ride up and down on 
her, and make her tbeir boots. $ 

Cham. What, the commonwealth their boots ? 
will she hold oat water in foul nay Y 

Gads. She will, she will; justice bath li¬ 
quored her. U We steal ns m a castle, cocksure ; 
we have the receipt of fern-seed, we walk invisi¬ 
ble. 

Cham. Nay, by my faith I I think yon are 
more beholden to the night than to fern-seed, 
for your walking invisible. 

Gads. Give me thy hand: thou shalt have a 
share in our purchase, as I ain a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it as you are a 
false thief. 

Gads . Go to ; Homo is a common name to all 
meu. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of 
the stable. Farewell, you muddy knave. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The Road by Gadshill. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins ; Bardolph 
and Peto, at some distance. 

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter; I have re¬ 
moved FalstalTs horse, and he frets like a 
gummed velvet. 

P. Hen. Stand close. 

Enter Falstafp. 

Fat. Poins! Poins, and be hanged 1 Poins! 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal; What 
a brawling dost thou keep ? 

Fat. Where’s Poins, Hal ? 

P. Hen. He is walked up to the top of the 
hill; I'll go seek him. 

[Pretends to seek Poins. 

Fal. I am accursed to rob in that thief's 
company : the rascal bath removed my horse, and 
tied him I know not where. If I travel but four 
foot by the squired further afoot, I shall break 
my wind. Well, I doubt not but to die a fair 
death for all this, if 1 'scape hanging for killing 
that rogue. I have forsworn his company hourly 
any time this two-and-twenty years, and yet I 
am bewitched with the rogue's company. If the 
rascal have not given me medicines to make me 
love him, I'll be banged ; it could not be else ; 
1 have drunk medicines.—Poins!—Hal—a plague 
upon you both 1—Bardolph!—Peto I—I'll starve, 
ere I'll rob a foot further. An twere not as 
good a deed as drink, to tarn true jnan, and 
leave these rogues, I am the veriest varlet that 
ever chewed with a tooth. Eight yards of 
uneven ground, is threescore and ten miles 


• Cant term for highwaymen. 

J Footpadi. t Public accountant*. 

| Booty. | Oiled, ratotheil her over. 

^ Square. 


afoot with me; and the stony-hearted villains 
know it well enough: A plague upoii’t, when 
thieves cannot be true to one another! [They 
uhi\tle.] Whew I—A plague upon you all! Give 
me my horse, you rogues ; give uie my horse, aud 
be hanged. 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat guts! lie down: lay 
thine ear close to the ground, and list if thou 
caust bear the tread of travellers. 

Fal. Have you any levers to lift me up again, 
being down Y 'Sblowl, I'll not bear nunc own 
flesh so far afoot again, for all the com in thy 
lather’s exchequer. What a plague mean ye to 
colt • me thus 7 

P. Hen. Tbou liest, thou art not colted, thou 
art uncolted. 

Fal. I pr'ythee, good prince Hal, help me to 
my horse ; good king’s son. 

P . Hen. Out, you rogue! shall I be youi 
ostler! 

Fal . Go, bang thyself in thy own heir-appa¬ 
rent garters! It I be ta’en, I'll peach for this. 
An I have not ballads made on you all, a id 
sung to filthy tunes, let a cup of sack be my 
poison : When a jest is so forward, and afoot too, 
—1 hate it. 

Eater Gadshill. 

Gads. Stand. 

Fal. So I do, against my will, 

Poins. O ’tis our setter : 1 know his voire 

Enter Bardolph 
Bard. What nevvsY 

Gads. Case ye, case ye; on with your visors ; 
there’s money of the king's coming dowu the 
hill; ’Us going to the king’s exchequer. 

Fal. You lie, you rogue ; ’Us going to the 
king's tavern. 

Gads. 'There’s enough to make us all. 

Fal. To be banged. 

P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in 
the narrow laue ; Ned Poins and 1 will wall 
lower: if they ’scape from your cncounitr, 
then they light on us. 

Peto. How many be there of them 7 
Gads. Some eight, or ten. 

Fal. 'Zounds ! will they uot rob us Y 
P. Hen. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch J 
Fal. Indeed, 1 am not John of Gaunt, youi 
grandfather; but yet uo coward, Hal. 

P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof 
Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind 
the hedge; when tbou needest bun, there thou 
shalt And him. Farewell, and stand fast. 

Fal. Now cannot 1 6lnke him, if I should be 
hanged. 

P. Hen. Ned, where are our disguises Y 
Poins. Here, hard by; stand close. 

[Exeunt P. Henry and Poins. 
Fal. Now, my masters, happy man he las 
dole, say 1 ; every man to bis business. 

Enter Travellers. 

1 Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy shall lead 
our horses down the hill : we’ll walk afoot a 
while, and ease our legs. 

Thieves. Stand. 

Trav. Jesu bless us! 

Fal. Strike; down with them ; cut the vil¬ 
lains'throats: Ah ( whoreson caterpillars' ba¬ 
con-fed knaves I they hate us youth: down with 
them; fleece them. 

1 Trav. o we are undone, both we and our's, 
for ever. 

Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves; Are ye 
undone 7 No, ye fat chuffs; 1 would your store 
were here I On, bacons, on 1 What, ye knaves 7 
young men must live; You are grand jurors are 
ye Y We'll jure ye, i'falth. 

[Exeunt Falstafp, Ac. Driving the 
Travellers out. 

• Make • jroungsisr of ns. 
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Re-enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

P. lien. The thieves have bound the true 
men: Now could thou and I rob the thieves, 
and go merrily to London, it would be argument 
for a week, laughter for a month, and a good 
jest for ever. 

Poins. Stand close, I hear them coming. 

Re-enter Thieves. 

Fat. Come, my masters, let us share, and 
then to liorse before day. An the prince and 
Poins be not two arrant cowards, there's no 
equity stirring; there’s no more valour in that 
Poms, than in a wild duck. 

P. lien. Your money. 

[Rushing out upon them. 

Poins. Villains. 

[A* they are sharing , the Prince and 
Poins set upon them • Falstaff, after 
a blow or two, and the rest, run auay. 
leading their booty behind them.] 

P. Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily 
to hurse: 

The thieves are scatter’d, and possess’d with 
fear 

So strongly, that they dare not meet each other: 
Each takes Ins fellow for an officer. 

Awa\, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death. 

And lards * the lean earth as he walks along: 
Wer’t not for laughing, l should pity him. 

Poins. How the rogue roar’d ! [Exeunt. 

SCEXE 111 .— Warkworth.—A Room in the 

Castle. 

Enter Hotspur, reading a Letter. 

- lint, for mine on n part, my lord, I 

could be nell contented to be there, in res¬ 
pect of the love 1 bear your house.—He could 
lie contented,—Why is he not then? In respect 
of the love he hears our house •—he shows in this 
he loves his own barn (letter than be loves our 
house. Let me see some more. The purpose 
■you undertake is dangerous ; —Why, that’s cer¬ 
tain ; 'fis dangerous to take a cold, to sleep, to 
drink - hut I tell >ou, my lord fool, out of this 
nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety. The 
purpose you undertake, is dangerous; the 
friends you hate named, uncertain; the time 
-itself unsorted ; and your whole plot too light, 
for the counterpoise of so great an opposition. 
—Say you so, say you so ? I say unto you agaiu, 
you arc a shallow cowardly hind, and you lie. 
What a lack-brain is this? By the Lord, our 
plot is a good plot as ever was laid ; our friends 
true and constant: a good plot, good friends, and 
full of expectation : an excellent plot, very good 
friend*. What a frosty-spirited rogue is this? 
Why, my lord of York commends the plot, and 
the general course of the action. ’Zounds, an 
I were now by this rascal, I could brain him 
with Ins !ad>’s fan. Is there not my father, 
my uncle, and myself? lord Edward Mortimer, 
ray lord of York, and Owen Giendower? Is 
there not, besides, the Douglas? Have I not 
all their letters, to meet me in arms by the niuth 
of the next month ? and are they not, some of 
them, set forward already? What a pagan 
rascal is this t an infidel! Ha 1 you shall see 
now, in very sincerity of fear and cold heart, 
will he to the king, and lay open all our pro¬ 
ceedings. O I could divide myself, and go to 
buffets, for moving such a dish of skimmed 
milk with so honourable an action I Hang him f 
let him tell the king: We are prepared : 1 will 
set forward to-night. 

* 

Enter Lady Percy. 

How now, Kate? I must leave you within 
these two hours. 

Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus 
alone ? 

For what offence have I, this fortnight, been 

* Fattens. 
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A banish’d woman from my Harry’s bed ? 

Tell ine, sweet lord, what is*t that takes from 
thee 

Thy stomach, pleasure, aiid thy golden sleep ? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth, 
And start so often when thou sit’st alone ? 

Why bast thou lost the fresh blood in thy 
cheeks; 

And given my treasures, and my rights of thee, 
To thick-ey’d musing, and curs’d melancholy ? 

In tby ftdnt slumbers, 1 by thee have watch’d, 
And heard thee murmur tales of lion wars : 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 
Cry, Courage!—to the field! And thou bast 
talk'd 

Of sallies and retires ; of trenches, teuts. 

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets ; 

Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin; 

Of prisoners' ransom, and of soldiers slain. 

And all the currents * of a heady fight. 

Tby spirit within thee hath been so at war. 

And thus hath so bestir’d thee in the sleep. 

That beads of sweat have stood upon thy 
brow, 

Like hubbies in a late-di6turbed stream : 

Aud in thy face strange motions have ap¬ 
pear’d, [breath 

Such as we see when men restrain their 
On some great sudden baste. O what por 
tents are these ? 

Some heavy business bath my lord in hand, 

And I must know it, else he lows me nol. 

Hot. What, bo ! is Gilhams with the packet 
gone 1 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. He is, my lord, an horn ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought these horses from 
the sheriff? 

Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even 
now. 

Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not ? 
Sen. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne 
Well, I will back him straight: O esperance ! i — 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. 

[Exit Servant. 
Lady- But hear yon, my lord. 

Hot. What say’st, my lady ? 

Lady. Wbat is it carries you away ? 

Hot. My horse. 

My love, my horse. 

Lady. Out, you mad-beaded ape! 

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen, 

As you are toss’d with. In faith, 

I’ll know your business, Harry, that I will. 

I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About bis title : aud hath sent for you. 

To line J bis enterpnze; But if you go- 

Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 
Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer 
me 

Directly to this question that 1 ask. 

In faith, I’ll break thy little finger, Harry, 

Au if tbou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, 

Away, you tnfler I—Love ?—I love thee not, 

I care not for thee, Kate: this is no world. 

To play with mainmets, and to tilt with lips: 

We must have bloody noses, and crack’d 
crowns. 

And pass them current too.—Gods me, my 
horse I— 

Wbat say’st thou, Kate ? wbat would’st thou have 
with me ? 

Lady. Do you not love me? do you net In¬ 
deed ? 

Well, do uot then; for, since you love me not, 

I will not love myself. Do you not love me t 
Nay, tell me, if you speak in jest or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride *. 

And when 1 am o’horse-back, I will swear 

* Occurrence!. + Motto of the Party (tally. 
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1 love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate; 

1 must not have you henceforth quesliou me 
Whither I go, uor reason whereabout: 

Whither I must, I must; and, to conclude, 

This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 

I know yon wise ; but yet no farther wise, 

Thau Harry Percy’s wife: constant you are; 
But yet a woman: and for seciesy. 

No lady closer; for 1 well believe, 

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know; 
And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate 1 

Lady. How 1 so far ? 

Hot. Not an inch farther. Bat hark you, 
Kate f 

Whither 1 go, thither shall you go too; 

To-day will 1 set forth, to-morfow you.— 

Will this content yon, Kate? 

Lady . It must, of force. [Exeunt. 

SCEXE IV.—Eastcheap—A Room in the 
Boar's Head Tavern. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

P. Hen. Ned, pr’ythec come out of that fat 
room, and lend me tliy hand to laugh a little. 

Poms. IV here bast been, Hal T 

P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads, 
amongst three or four score hogsheads. 1 have 
sounded the very base string of humility. Sir¬ 
rah, ( am sworn brother t<» a leash * of drawers; 
and can tell them all by their Christian names, 
as—Tom, Diek, and Francis. They take it al¬ 
ready upon their salvation, that though 1 be but 
prince of Wales, yet I am the king of courtesy; 
and tell me flatly, I am no proud Jack, like 
Falstaff; but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a 
good boy,—by the Lord, so they call me ; and 
when 1 am king of England, 1 shall command 
all the good lads in Eastcheap. They call dnuk- 
ing deep, dying scarlet; and wben you breathe 
in yonr watering, they cry—hem ! and bid you 
play it off. To conclude, I am so good a profi¬ 
cient in one quartei of an hour, that I can drink 
with any tinker in his own language during my 
life. I tell thee, Ned, thon hast lost much ho¬ 
nour, that thou werr not with me in this 
action. But, sweet Ned,—to sweeten which 
name of Ned, 1 give thee this pennyworth of 
sugar, clapped e\en now in my hand by an 
mider-skiuker ; t one that never spake other En¬ 
glish iu lus life, than— Eight shillings and j«- 
pence,— and— You arc uelcome; with this 
shrill addition;— Anon, anon, Sir f Score a 
pint of bastard in the Half-moon, or so. 
But, Ned, to drive away the time till Falstaff 
come, I pr’ythee do thou stand iu some by- 
room, while I question my puny drawer, to 
what end he gave me the sugar; and do thou 
never leave calling—Francis, that bis tale to 
me may be nothing but—anon. Step aside, and 
I'll show thee a precedent. 

Poins. Francis I 

P. Hen . Thou art perfect. 

Poins. Francis 1^ [Exit Poins. 

Enter Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir,—Look down into the 
Pomegranate, Ralph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord. 

P . Hen. How long hast thon to serve, Fran¬ 
ck? 

Fran. Forsooth, five year, and as much as to— 

Poins. [ IVithin.] Francis f 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Hen. Five years I by’rlady, a long lease 
for the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, darest 
thon be so valiant, as to play the coward with 
thy indenture, and to show It a fair pair, of 
heels, and run from it? 

Fran, o lord, 8ir 1 I’ll be sworn upon all the 
books In England, I conid find in my heart— 

Poins. [ Within.] Francis 1 
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Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Hen. How old art thon, Francis ? 

Fran. Let me see,—About Michaelmas next 1 
shall be— 

Poins . [Within.] Trancis! 

Fran. Anon, Sit. —Pray you, slay a little 
my lord. 

P. Hen. Nay, but hark yon, Francis: For the 
sugar thou gavest me,—’twas a pennyworth, 
was't not ? 

Fran. O lord, Sir l I would it had lieen two. 

P. Hen. 1 will give thee for it a thousand 
pound; ask me when thou wilt, ami thou shall 
have it. 

Ports. [Within.] Francis 1 

/Von. Anou, anon. 

P. Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis: but 
to-morrow. Frauds; or, Francis, on Thurs¬ 
day ; or, indeed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, 
Francis,— 

Fran. My lord? 

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jrrkua, 
crystal-button, nolt-pated, agate-ring, puke-siniA- 
ing, caddis-garter, smooth-tongue, Spauish- 
poucb,— 

Fran. O lord, Sir, who do you mean ? 

P. Hen. Why theu, your brown bastard* is 
your only driuk; for, look you, Francis, your 
white canvass doublet will sully : iu Baibary, 
Sir, it cannot come to so much. 

Fran. What, Sir? 

Poms. [Within.] Francis 1 

P. lien. Away, you rogue ; Dost thou not 
hear them call ? 

[Here they both call him ; the lira i r stun is 
amazed, mot knott ing tthich nay to go. 

Enter Vintner. 

Vintm What! stand’s! thon still, and hoar’s! 
such a calling? Look to the guest*, within. 
Exit Fran.] My loid, old Sir John, with 
alf a dozen more, are at the door, Shall 1 lit 
them in r 

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then 
open the door. [Exit Vintner.] Poins J 

Re-enter Poins. 

Poins. Anon, auon, Sir. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, Falstaff and the ic<t of the 
thieves are at the door; Shall we be rnern ? 

Poms. As mrrry as cnckets, niy lad. But 
hark ye; What cunning match nave yon made 
with this jest of the drawer? come, .what’s the 
lssne ? 

P. Hen. I am now of all humours, that have 
show’d themselves humours, since the old days 
of goodtnau Adam, to the pupil age of tin** pie- 
sent twelve o’clock at midnight. [Re-enter 
Francis uith Wine.] What’s o’clock, Francis ? 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir ? 

P . Hen. That ever this fellow should have 
fewer words than a parrot, and vet the sun cf a 
woman I—His indubtry is—up-stairs, and down¬ 
stairs ; bis eloquence, the parcel of a reckoning. 
I am not yet of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur of 
the north ; he that kills me some s« or se\ en 
dozen of Scots at a breakfast, washes his hands, 
and says to bis wife,—Fie upon this quiet life! 
1 want work. O my sweet Harry , says she, 
how many hast thou killed to day ? Gne my 
roan horse a drench, says be; and answers. 
Some fourteen ; an hour after, a trirte, a 
trifle. I pr’ythee, call in Falstaff; I’ll play 
Percy, and that damned brawn shall play da me 
Mortimer, his wife. Rivo, says the dinnkard. 
Call in ribs, call in tallow. 

Enter Falstaff Gadshill, Bardolfh, and 

Pcto. 

Poins. Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou 
been? , , 

Fal. A plague of all cowards, I fay, and a 
vengeance too I marry, and amen I Give me a 
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nip of sack, boy.—Ere I lead this life long. Til 
new netherstocks, * and mend them, and foot 
them too. A plague of all cowards!—Give me 
a enp of sack, rogue.—Is there no virtue ex¬ 
tant? [He drinks. 

P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a 
disl- of butter ? pitiful hearted Titan, that melt¬ 
ed at the sweet tale of the son I if tnou didst, 
then behold that compound. 

Pal. You rogue, here's lime in this sack too : 
Tneie i& nothing but loguery to be found in vil¬ 
lainous man: Yet a coward is worse than a cup 
nf sack with lime in it; a villainous coward.— 
Go thy ways, old Jack ; die when thou wilt, if 
manhood, good manhood, be not forgot upon 
the face of the earth, then am I a shotten her¬ 
ring. There live not three good men unhanged 
in England ; and one of them is fat, and grows 
old : God help the while! a bad world, I say ; 

1 would I were a weaver; 1 could sing psalms 
or any thing ; A plague of all cowards, I say 
still. 

P. Hen. How now, wool-sack? what mutter 
you ? 

I'al. A king's son ! If I do not beat thee out of 
t!i> kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all 
thy subjects afore thee like a flock of wild geese, 
I'll never wear hair on my face more. You 
prince of Wales! 

P. Hen. Why, you whoreson round man! 
what’s the nutter! 

Pul. Are you not a coward ? answer me to 
that; and Poms there ? 

Pot ns. 'Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me 
coward. I’ll stab tlite. 

Ful. I call thee coward ! I'll see thee damned 
ere I rail thee coward : but I would give a thou¬ 
sand pound, I could run as fast as thou canst. 
You are stiaight enough in the shoulders, you 
care not who sees your back : Call you that 
hacking of your friends? A plague upon such 
backing! give me them that will face me.—Give 
roe a cup of sack 1 am a rogue, if I drunk 
to-day. 

P. Hen. O villain! thy lips are scarce wiped 
since thou drunk’st last. 

Ful. All's one for that. A plague of all cow¬ 
ards, still »ay I. [He drinks. 

P. Hen. What's the matter? 

Fal. What's the matter ? there be four of us 
here have ta'eu a thousand pound this morn¬ 
ing. 

P. Hen. Where is it, Jack T where is it? 

Fal. Where is it? taken from us it is; a hun¬ 
dred upon poor four «>i ns. 

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man? 

Fal. I am a rogue, if | were not at half- 
swoid with a dozen ot them two hours together. 

] have 'scap’d by miracle. I ain eight tunes 
thru-t through the doublet; four, through the 
hose; my buckler cut through and through ; 
my sword backed like a band-saw, ccce signum. 
I never dealt better since I was a man ; all 
would not do. A plague of all cowartls I—Let 
them speak: if they speak more or less than 
truth, they are villains, and the sons of dark¬ 
ness. 

P. Hen. Speak, Sirs; how was it ? 

Gads. Wc four set upon some dozen,- 

Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal . You rogue, they were bound, every 
man of them; or I am a Jew else, au Ebrew 
Jew. 

Gads. As we were sharing, some six or seven 
fresh men set upon us,— 

Fal. And uubound the rest, and then come 
in the other. 

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all ? 
Fal. All ? 1 know not what ye call, all; but 
if I fought not with fifty of them, I am a bonch 
of radish?if there were not two or three and 
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fifty upon poor old Jack, then I am no two-legged 
creature. 

Poms. Pray God, you have not murdered 
some of them. 

Fal. Nay, that’s past praying for : for I have 
peppered two ot them: two, | am sure, I have 
paid ; two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee 
what, Hal,—il I tell thee a lie, spit in my face, 
call me horse. Thou knowest my old ward 
here I lay, and thus ( bore my point. Four 

rogues in buckram let drive at me.- 

P. Hen . Wbat, lour? thou said'st but two, 
even now. 

Fal. Four, Hal; I told thee four. 

Poins. Ay, ay, lie said four. 

Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly 
thrust at me. I made me no more ado, but 
took all their seven points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven ? why, there were but four 
even now. 

Fal. In buckram. 

Poins. Ay, four, in buckram suits. 

Fal. Seven by these hilts, or I am a villain 
else. 

P. Hen. Pr'ytbee, let him alone; we shall 
have more auosu 
Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal ? 

P. Hen . Ay, and mark tbee too, Jack. 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. 
These nine in buckram, that 1 told thee of,— 

P. Htn. So, two more already. 

Ful. Their points being broken,— 

Poms. Down iell iheir hose. 

Fal. Began to give me ground* But I fol¬ 
lowed me close, came in foot and hand ; and, 
with a thought, seven of the eleven I paid 
P. Hen. O monstrous ! eleven buckram men 
grown out of two! 

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three 
misbegotten knaves, in Kendal green, came 
at my back, and let drive at me ;—for it was 
so dark, ilai, that tbou could'st not see thy 
hand. 

P. Hen. These lies are like the father that 
begets them ; gross as a mouutaiu, open, palpa¬ 
ble. Why, tbou ciay-braiued guts ; thou knotty- 
pated fool; thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tal¬ 
low-keech,— 

. Fal. \\ hat, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is 
not the truth the truth ? 

P. Hen. Why, bow could'st tbou know these 
men m Kendal green, when it was so dark thou 
could’st not see thy hand ? come, tell us your 
reason ? Wbat sayest tbou to this ? 

Poins. Come, your reason. Jack, yoor rea¬ 
son. 

Fal. Wbat, upou compulsion ? No; were I at 
the strappado, or all the racks in the world, K 
would not tell you ou compulsion. Give you a 
reason on compulsion 1 if reasons were as plenty 
as blackberries, 1 would give no man a reason 
upon compulsion, I. 

P. Hen. I’ll be no longer guilty of this sin : 
this sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this 
horse-back-breaker, this huge hill of flesh 
Fal. Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, you 
dried neat’s-tongue, bull's pizzie, you stock* 
fish,—O for breath to utter what is like thee l 
—you tailor's yard you sheath, yon bow-case, 

you vile standiug tuck;-- 

P. Hen. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it 
again ; and when thou hast tired thyself in base 
comparisons, hear me speak but this. 

Poins. Mark, Jack. 

P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four; 
you bound them, and were masters of their 
wealth; (mark now, how plain a tale shall put 
you down,) then did we two set on you four, 
and, with a word, out-faced you from your prize, 
and have it; yea, and can show it you here in 
the bouseand, Falstaflf, you carried yonr gnts 
away as nimbly, with as quick dexterity, and 
roaied for mercy, and still ran and roared, as 
ever I beard a bull-calf. Wbat a slave an thou, 
to back thy sword as thou bast done, and theu 
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■ay it was in fight T What trick, what device, 
what starting-bole, canst thou now find out 
to hide thee from this open and apparent 
shame ? 

Poms. Come, let’s hear. Jack: What trick 
hast thou now ? 

Pal. By the Lord, 1 knew ye, as well a i he 
that made ye. Why, hear ye, my masters: Was 
it for me to kill the heir apparent ? Should 1 
turn npou the true prince ? Why, thou knowest 
I arn as vaitant as Hercules: but beware in¬ 
stinct ; the liou will not touch the true prince. 
Instinct is a great matter; I was a coward on 
iustinct. 1 shall think the better of myself and 
thee, during iny life: I, for a valiant lion, and 
thou, toi a true pi mce. But, by the Lord, lads, 

I am alad you have the money.-Hostess, 

clap to the doors ; watch to-night, pray to-mor¬ 
row.—Gallants, lads, hoys, hearts of gold, all the 
titles of good fellowship come to you! What, 
shall we be merry ? shall we have a play extem¬ 
pore ? 

P. Hen. Content;—and the argument shall be, 
tbv miming away. 

Ful. Ah ! uo more of that, Hal, au thou lovest 
me. 

Enter Hostess• 

Host. My lord the prince,- 

P. Hen. How now, my lady tlie hostess, what 
say’st thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of 
the court at door, would speak with you : he says 
he comes from your father. 

P. Hen. Give? him as much as will make him 
a royal man, and send him back again to my 
mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is he t 

Host. An old mail. 

Fal. v\ hat doth gravity out of his bed at mid¬ 
night?—Shall 1 give him his auswer? 

P. Hen. Pr’ylhee, do, Jack. 

Fal. ’Faith, and I’ll send him packing. 

[Frit. 

P. Hen. Now, Sirs; by’r lady, you fought 
fairso did yon, Peto;—so did you, Bar- 
dolpb : you are lions too, you ran away upon in¬ 
stinct, you will not touch the true priuce: no, 
—lie! 

Hard. ’Faith, I ran when I saw others run. 

P. Hen. Tell me now in earnest, How came 
Falstalf’s sword so hacked ? 

Pcto. Why, he backed it with his dagger, and 
said, he would swear truth out of England, but 
he would make you believe it was doue m fight; 
and persuaded us to do the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear- 
grass, to make them bleed ; and then to bcsllibber 
our garments with it, and swear it was the blood 
of true men. 1 did that 1 did not this seven 
year before, I blushed to hear his monstrous de¬ 
vices. 

P. Hen. O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack 
eighteeu years ago, and wert taken with the man¬ 
ner, * and ever since thou hast blush’d extempore: 
Thou badst fire aud sword on thy side, and yet 
thou rau’st away; What instinct badst thou 
for iL? 

B&td. My lord, do you see these meteors ? Do 
you behold these exhalations t 

P. Hen . 1 do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. Hen. Hot livers and cold purses, i 

Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, halter. 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare hone. 
How now, my sweet creature of bombast How 
long i&’t ago. Jack, since thou sawest thine own 

knee ? 

Fal. My own knee t when I was about thy 

* la Ahr fact. t Drunkenness and poverty. 

t BohiImsI it the staffing of cluthet. 
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years, Ilal, I was not an eagle’s talon in the 
waist; 1 could have crept into an aldennau's 
thumb-ring : A plague of sighing and grief I it 
blows a man up like a bladdei. There’s vil¬ 
lainous news abroad : here was Sir Jobu Biacy 
fiom your father; you must to the couit in the 
morning. That same mad fellow of the north, 
Percy; and he of Wales, that gave Ainaimon • 
the bu'tmado, aud made Lucifer cuckold, and 
swore the devil his true liegeman upon the cross 
of a Welsh hook,—What, a plague, call you 
him I- 

Poins. Oh! Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Oweu ; the same ;—and his son- 
in-law, Mortimer ; aud old Northumberland ; and 
that spnghtly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs 
o’borseback up a hill pcrpeudicuiar. 

P. Hen . He that rides at high speed, aud with 
his pistol kills a sparrow dying. 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P . Hen. So did he never the sparrow. 

* Fal. Well, that rasoal bath good mettle in him ; 
he will not run. 

P. Hen. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to 
praise him so for running? 

Fal. O’borseback, ye cuckoo I but, afoot, he 
will not budge a loot. 

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 

Fal. 1 grant ye. upon instinct. Well, he is 
there too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue- 
caps t more: Worcester is stolen away to-night; 
thy father's beard is turned white with the news; 
yon may buy laud now as cheap as slinking 
mackarel. 

P. Hen. Why then, *Us like, if there come a 
hot June, and tins civil buffeting hold, we shall 
buy maidenheads as they buy hobnails, by the 
hundreds. 

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou savest true ; it is 
like we shall have good trading Out way.—But, 
tell me, Hal, art thou not hnrubly afeard ? Hum 
being heir apparent, could the world pick thee 
out three such enemies again, as that fiend 
Douglas, that spirit Percy, and that devil Gleu- 
dower ? Art thou not bornbly afraid ? doth not 
thy blood thrill at it ? 

P. Hen. Not a whit, l’faith ; I lack some of 
thy instinct. 

Fal. Well, thou wilt he horribly clud to-inor 
row, when thou comest to thy father : if thou love 
me, practise ail auswer. 

P. Hen. Do tbou stand for my father, and 
examine me upou the particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall I f content:— 1 This chair shall be 
my state,; this dagger my sceptre, aud this 
cushion my crown. 

P. Hen. Thy state is taken for a joint-stool 
thy golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and 
thy precious rich crown, for a pitiful bald 
crown i 

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite 
out of thee, now shall thou be moved.—Give me 
a cup of sack, to make mine eyes look red, that 
it may b« thought 1 have wept; for 1 must speak 
in passiou, aud I will do it in king Cauibyses’ $ 
vein. 

P. Hen. Well, here is my leg. || 

Fal. And here is my speech:—Stand aside, 
nobility. 

Host. This is excellent sport, i’faith. 

Fat . Weep not, sweet queen, tot trickling tears 
are vain. 

Host. O the father, how he holds bis counte¬ 
nance ! 

Fal. For God’s sake, lords, convey my triatfull! 
queen. 

For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes. 

Host. O rare I he doth it as like one of these 
harlotry players, as I ever see. 

• A demon 1 described •« one of ihe font kings, who 
govern all other demons. 

t Scotsmen in blue bonnets.# 
t Chair of state. 

| A ehsretsr la a Tragedy by T. Preston, 11*70. 

| Obeisance. 1 Sorrowful. 
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Fal. Peace, good point-pot; peace, good 
tickle-brain. '—Harry, 1 do not only marvel 
where thou spendt&t thy time, but also how thou 
art accompauied : tor though the catnoinild, the 
moie it is trodden on, the faster it grows, yet 
youth, the more it is wasted, the sooner it 
wears. That thou art my son, 1 have partly thy 
mother’s word, partly my own opinion ; but 
clneiiy, a villlanous trick of thine eye, and a 
foohsii hanging of thy nether lip, that doth war¬ 
rant me. If then thou be son to me, here lies 
the point;—Why, being son to me, art thou so 
pointed at t Shall the blessed sun of heaven 
prove a micher, + and eat black-berries T a ques¬ 
tion not to be asked. Shall the son of England 
prove a thief, and take purses T a question to be 
asked. There is a thing, Hairy, which thou hast 
often heard ot, and it is known to many in our 
land by the name of pitch : this pitch, as an¬ 
cient writers do repoit, doth defile : so doth the 
company thou keepest: for, Harry, now I do not 
speak to thee in drink, but in tears ; not m plea- 
suie, but in passion; not m words only, but iH 
woes also And yet there is a virtuous man, 
whom 1 have often noted in thy company, but I 
know not his name. 

P. Hen. What manner of man, an it like your 
majesty I 

Fal. A good portly man, i’faith, and a corpu¬ 
lent ; of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a 
most noble carriage; and, as I think, his age 
some fifty, or, by’r lady, inclining to three-score ; 
and now 1 remember me, his name is Falstaff: 
if that man should be lewdly given, he deceiveth 
ine ; for, Harry, l see virtue in his looks. If 
then the tree may be known by the fruit, as the 
fruit by the tree, then, peremptorily I speak 
it. time is virtue in that Falstaff: him keep 
with, the rest banish. And tell me now, thou 
ruimhty varlet, tell me, where hast thou beeu this 
mouth ? 

P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king! Do 
thou stand for me, ami 1* •• 11 play my fathei. 

Fal. Depose me 7 if thou dost it half so 
gravelv, so majestirally, both in word and mat¬ 
ter, hang me up by the heels for a rabbet-sucker,; 
or a pointer's hare. 

P. lien. Well, here ! am set. 

Fal. And here 1 stand judge, tnv masters. 

P Hen. Now, Uany? whence come you ? 

Fal. My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

P. Hen. The complaints I hear of thee are 
grievous. 

Fal. ’Sblood, my lord, they are falsenay. 
I'll tickle ye for a young prince, i’faith. 

P. Hen. Swearest thou, ungracious boy ? 
henceforth ne’er look oil me. Thou art violently 
earned away from grace: there is a devil haunts 
thee, in the likeness of a fat old man : a tun of 
man is thy companion. Why dost thou converse 
with that trunk of humours, that bolting-hutch § 
of beastliness, that swoln parcel of dropsies, that 
huge bombard || of sack, that stufTed cloak-bag of 
guts, that roasted Manningtree IT ox with the 
pudding in his belly, that reverend vice, that 
gr'-y iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in 
vea r s 7 W herein is he good, but to taste sack and 
drink it 7 wherein neat and cleanly, but to carve 
a capon and eat it 7 wherein cunning but in 
craft 7 wherein crafty, but in villauy 7 wherein 
villainous, but in all things l wherein worthy, but 
ill nothing 7 

Fal. I wonld your grace would take me with 
you ; •• Whom meaus your grace 7 

P. Hen. That villainous abominable mis- 
leader of youth, Falstaff, that old white-bearded 
Satan. 

Fal. My lord, the man I know. 

P. Hen. I know tbrtu dost. 

• Name of a strong liquor. 

f A truant bov. t A young rabbet 

6 'IT»* machine which separates flour from bran 
!) A leather blaek jack to hold beer. 

Tf In Essex, where a large ox was rousted whole. 

•• bpea 1 . uo fastci than 1 cun follow 
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Fal. But to say 1 know more harm in him 
than in myself, were to say more than l know. 
That he i9 old, (the more the pity,) his white 
hairs do witness it; but that he is (saving your 
reverence,) a whoremaster, that I utterly deny. 
If 6ack and sugar be a fault, God help the 
wicked ! If to be old and merry be a sin, then 
many an old host that I know, is damned: if 
to be fat be to be bated, then Pharaoh’s lean 
kine are to be loved. No, my good lord ; banish 
Peto, banish Baidolph, banish Poms: but for 
sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack Falstatf, true Jai.lt 
Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff, and therefore more 
valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff, banish 
not him thy Harry's company ; banish plump 
Jack, and banish all the world. 

P. Hen. I do, 1 will. [A knocking heaul. 
[Exeunt Hosiers, Francis, and Bra- 

DOLPH. 

Re-enter Bardolph, running. 

Bard. O my lord, my lord; the sheriff, w itli 
a most monstrous watch, is at the door. 

Fal. Out, you rogue 1 play out the play: I 
have much to say in the behalf of that lal- 
staff. 

Re-enter Hostess, hastily . 

Host. O Jesu, my lord, my lord I- 

Fal. Heigh, heigh I the devil nde3 upon a 
fiddlestick : What’s the matter 7 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the 
door : they are come to search the house ; Shall 
1 let them in 7 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal 7 never call a true 
piece of gold a counterfeit: thou art essentially 
mad, without seeming so. 

P. Hen. Aud thou a natural coward, without 
instinct. 

Fal. I deny your major : if you will deny the 
sheriff, so ; if not, let him enter : if I become 
not a cart as well as another man, a plague on 
my bringing up 1 1 hope I shall as soou be 
strangled with a halter, as another. 

P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras 
the rest walk up above. Now, my masters, lor 
a true face, and good conscience. 

Fal. Both which 1 have had : but their date 
is out, and therefore I'll hide me. 

[Exeunt alt Out the Prince and Poins. 
P. Hen . Call in the sheriff.- 

Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 

Now, master sheriff; what’s your will with me 7 
Sher. First, pardon me, my Mold. A hue and 
cry 

Hath follow’d certain men unto this house. 

P. Hen. What men 7 

Shcr. One of them is well known, my graci¬ 
ous lord, 

A gross fat man. 

Car. As fat as butter. 

P. Hen. The man, I do assnie you, is not 
here; 

For I myself at this time have employ’d him. 
And, shenff, I will engage my word to thee. 

That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time. 

Send him to answer thee or any man, £ 

For any thing he shall be charg’d withal: 

And so Jet me entreat you leave the house. 

Sher. I will, my lord : There aie two gentle¬ 
men 

Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 
P. Hen. it may be so : if be have robb’d 
these men. 

He shall be answerable : and so, farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 

P. Hen. I think It is good morrow; Is it 
not 7 

Sher. Indeed, my lord, 1 think it be two 
o’clock. [Exeunt Sheriff and 

Carrier. 

P. Hen. This oily rascal is known as well as 
Paul’s. Go, call him forth. 
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JPoins. Falstaff I—fast asleep behiud tiie arras, 
mud snorting like a horse. 

P. Ben. Hark, how bard he fetches breath : 
Search hi* pockets, [Poins searches .] Wliat 
hast thou found T 

Boms. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hen. Let's see what they be : read them. 
Pains. Item, A capon, 2s. 2d. 

Item, Sauce 4d. 

Item, Sack,two gallons, 5s. 8d. 

Iteiu, Anchovies, and sack after supper, 2s. 6d. 
Item, Bread, a halfpenny. 

P. Hen. O monstrous 1 but one half penny¬ 
worth of bread to this uitoieiablc deal of sack! 
—W'hat there is else, keep close ; we'll read it 
at more advantage: there let him sleep till day. 
I’ll to the coint in the morning: we must all to 
the wars, and thy place shall be honourable. I’ll 
picture this fat rogue a chaige of foot; and, I 
know, his death will lie a march of twelvescoie. 
The money shall be paid back again with advan¬ 
tage. Be with me betimes iii the morning ; and 
so good morrow', Poius. 

Poms. Good morrow, good my lord. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Banpor.—A Boom in the Arch¬ 
deacon’s House. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and 
Glemiower. 

Mart. These promises are fair, the parties 
sure. 

And our induction • full of prosperous hope. 
Hot. Lord Mortinur, and cousin Glendower, 

Will you sit down 7- 

Aud, uncle Worcestei :—A plague upon ill 
I have forgot the map. 

Glcnd. No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur : 
For by that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale, and, 
with 

A rising sigh, he wisheth you in heaven. 

Hot. And you in bell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower spoke of. 

Glend. I cannot blame him : at my nativity. 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 

Of burning cressets ; + and, at my birth. 

The fiame and huge foundation of the earth 
Miak’d like a coward. 

Hot. W by, so it wouM have done 
At the same season, if your mother's cat bad 
But kitten’d, though yourself had ne'er been 
born. 

Glen. I say the earth did shake when I was 
born. 

Hot. And I say the earth was not of my 
mind. 

If you suppose, as fearing you it shook. 

Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the 
earth did tremble. 

Hot. Ob I then the earth shook to see the hea¬ 
vens on fire. 

And not in fear of yonr nativity. 

Diseaaed nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruptions : oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colic pinch’d and vex’d 
By the imprisoning of unruly w ind 
Within her womb; which, .for enlargement 
striving, [down 

Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples; 
.Steeples and moss-grown towers. At your birth, 
°»r L'randam earth, having this distemperaturc, 
lu passion shook. 

Gitr.d. Cousin, of many men 
I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that, at my birth, 

* Beginning + Lights set cross ways epon 

(Cacous and also upon pules, whub wore used xn pro- 
CeMiou, &c. X Tubibles. 
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The front of heaven was full of fiery' shapes ; 
The goats ran from the mouutams, and tho 
herds 

Were strangely clamorous to the frighted 
fields. 

These signs have mark’d me extraordinary ; 

Aud all the courses of my life do show, 

I am not in the roll of common men. 

Where is he living,—clipp'd m with the sea 
lhat chides the banks of Eugland, Scotland, 
Wales,- 

Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me 7 
Aud bring him out, lhat is but woman’s son. 
Can tiacc uie in the tedious ways of art, 

Ami hold me pace iu deep experiments. 

Hot. 1 think there is no man speaks better 

Welsh:- 

I will to diuner. 

Mort. Peace, cousin Percy; you will make 
him inad. 

Glcnd. 1 can call spirits fiom tbe vasty deep. 
Hot. Why, so can 1; or 60 can any man : 

But will they come when you do call for them? 

Glcnd. Why, I can teach you,cousm, to com- 
Tbe devil. [mand 

Hot. And I can tcacli thee, co7, to shame the 
devil. 

By telliug truth ; Tell truth, and shame the de¬ 
vil.— 

If thou have power to raise him, bring him 
hither. 

And I’ll be sworn I have power to shame him 
hence. 

Ob! while you live, tell truth aud shame tbe 
devil. 

Mort. Come, come. 

No more of this unprofitable chat. 

Glcnd. Three Hints hath Henry Boliugbrole 
made head 

Against my power : thrice from the banks of 
W.ve, 

And sandy-bottom’d Severn, have I sent him. 
Bootless * home, and weather beaten back, 
llot. Home without boots, and m loul wea¬ 
ther too ! 

How 'scapes he agues, in the devil’s name T 
Glcnd . Couic, here’s the map: Shall we di 
vide our right. 

According to our three-fold order ta’eu T 
Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits, very equally : 

England, from Trent aud Severn hitherto, 

By south and east, is to my part assign’d : 

All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore, 
And all the fertile land within that bound, 

To Owen Glendower:—and, dear <oz, to you 
Tbe remnant northward, lying off from TreuL 
And our indentures tripartite t are drawn; 
Which, being scaled interchangeably, 

(A business that this night may execute,) 

To morrow, cousin Percy, you and I, 

And my good lord of Worcester, will set forth. 
To meet your father and the Scottish power. 

As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendower is not ready yet. 

Nor shall we need bis help these fourteen 
days :— 

Within that space, [To Glend.] you may have 
drawn together 

Yonr tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentle* 
men. 

Glend. A shorter time shall Bend me to you, 
lords. 

And In my conduct shall yonr ladies come: 

From whom you now must steal, aud Lake no 
leave; 

For there will be a'world of water shed. 

Upon the partiug of your wives and you. 

Hot. Methmks my moiety,} north from Bur¬ 
ton here, 

In quantity equals not one of your’s : 

See, how this river comes me cranking in 
And cuts me from the best of all my land, 

• Unsuccessful. t Three copies. 2 1'onion. 
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A huge half moon, a monstrous cantie • out. 

I’ll have the current in this place damra’d up; 
And here the smug and silver Trent shall run* 

In a new channel, fair and evenly: 

It shall not wind with such a d'-ep indent, 

To lob me of so rich a bottom here. 

CLend. Not wind 1 it shall, it must: yon see 
it doth. 

Mart, ^ea, 

but mark how he bears bis course, and runs 
me up 

With like advantage on the other side ; 
fielding the opposed continent as much. 

As on the other side it takes from you. 

H or. Yea, but a little charge will trench him 
here, 

And on this north side w.n this cape of land; 
And then he runs straight and even. 

Hot. i’il ha\e it so; a little charge will do it. 
Glend. I will not have it altei’d. 

Hot. Will not you 1 
('•lend. No, noi you shall not. 

Hot. Who shall say me nay? 

Gtefid. Why, that will I. 

Hot. Let me not understand it then. 

Speak it in Welsh. 

Glend. 1 can speak English, lord, as well as 
you : 

For I was nam’d Up in the English court: 
Where, hung but young, I framed to the harp 
M.tn> an English ditty, lovely well. 

And cave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 

A mi tue that was never seen in you. 

Hut. Mair>, and I’m glad of it with all my 
heait; 

I had lathei he a kitten, and cry mew’. 

Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers: 

1 had lather hear a brazen caustickf turn’d. 

Or a di\ wheel grate ou an axle-tree; 

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothiiii' so much as untieing poetry; 

'ii> like the forc’d gait of a shuffling nag. 
Gi>jid. Conic, )ou shall have Trent turn'd. 
J/ot. I do not care; I’ll give thrice so much 
land 

To jii\ well-deserving friend ; 

but, m the way of bargain, mark ye me, 

1*1 i cavil on the nmth part of a hair. 

Aie the indentures drawn 1 shall we be gone? 
Glend. The moon shiues fair, you may away 
by night: 

I’ll Insle the writer,$ and, withal, 

Bieak with your wives of your departure hence : 
I <iui afraid my daughter will ruu mad. 

So much she doteth on her Mortimer. 

[Exit. 

Mott. Fie, cousin Percy 1 how you cross my 
lather I 

Hot. 1 cannot choose: sometimes he angers 
me, 

With tetur.g me of the moldwarp and the ant, 

Ol the diearner Merlin and his prophecies; 

Ami of a dragon and a Unless fish, 

A ciip-wmg'd gnftin, and a moulten raven, 

A (ouchi ig lion, and a ramping cat. 

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puls me tiom my laith. I tell you what,— 

He held me, but last night, at least nine 
hours. 

In reckoning up the several devils' names, 

That were his lackeys: I cried, humph,—and 
well,—go to,— 

But mark’d him not a word. Oh l he's as te¬ 
dious 

As is a tiled horse, a railing wife; 

Wuise than a smoky house a—I bad rather 
live 

With cheese and garlic, in a windmill, far. 

Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me, 

Iu <mv summer-house iu Christendom. 

Mart. Iu faith, he is a worthy gentleman ; 
Exceeding!' well read, and piotited 

• Corner t Candlestick. 

I Ilia writer of the articles. 
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In 6trange concealments; valian- as a lion, 

And wond’rous affable ; and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin? 

He holds your temper in a high respect. 

Ana curbs himself even of his natural scope. 
When you do cross his humour; faith, he 
does: 

I warrant you, that man is not alive. 

Might so have tempted him as you have done 
Without the taste of danger and reproof; 

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

Wor. In laith, my lord, you are too wilful- 
blame ; 

And since your coming hither have done enough 
To put him quite beside his patience. 

You must needs learn, lord, to amend llm 
fault: 

Though sometimes it show greatness, courage; 
blood, 

(And that’s the dearest grace it renders you,) 
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh lage. 

Defect of manners, want of government. 

Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain: 

The least ot which, haunting a nobleman, 

Loseth men’s hearts; and leaves behind a 
stain 

Upon the beauty of all parts besides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 
llot. Well, I am school'd ; good mauners be 
vour speed 1 

Here conies our wives, and let us take our 
leave. 

Re-enter Glen dower, uilh the Ladies. 

Mort. This is the deadly spite that angers 
me,— 

My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh. 
Glend. My daughter weeps; she will uot part 
with you. 

She’ll be a soldier too, she’ll to the wars. 

Mort. Good father tell her, that she and my 
aunt Percy, 

Shall follow m your conduct • speedily 

[Glesdowlr spiaks to his Daughter in 
Welsh, and she ansuers him m the 
same. 

Glend . She’s desperate here; a peevish self- 
will’d bailotry. 

One no persuasion cau do good upon. 

[Lady M. speaks to Mortimer in Welsh. 
Mort. I understand thy looks : that pretty 
W elsh 

Which thou pourest down from these swelling 
heavens, 

I am too peifect in; and, but for shame. 

In 6Ufli a parley would I auswer thee. 

[Lady M. speaks. 

I understand thy kisses, and thou mine. 

And that’s a feeling disputation : 

But I will never be a tiuant, love, 

Till l have leurn’d thy language; for thy 
tongue 

Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly peun'd. 
Sung by a iatr queen in a summer’s bower. 

With ravishing division, to her lute. 

Glend . Nay, if you melt, then will she run 
mad. [Lady M. speaks again. 

Mort. Oh 1 I am ignorance itseif m this. 
Glend. She bids you ’ 9 

Upon tbe wanton rushes lay yon down. 

And rest your gentle head upon her lap, 

And she will sing tbe 6ong that pieaseth you. 

And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep. 
Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness; 
Making such difference 'twixt wake and sleep. 

As is the difference betwixt day and night, 

The hour before the heaveniy-harnessVi team 
Begms lus golden progress in the east. 

Mort. With all my heart I’ll sit, and hear 
her sing: 

By that time will our book, f I tbiuk, be drawn 
Glend. Do so; 

And those musicians that shall play to you, 

• Escoit. t Our paper of conditions. 
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Hut* in the air a thousand leagues from 
hehce; 

Yet straight they shall be here: sit, and at¬ 
tend. 

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying 
down : Come, quick, qnick ; that 1 may lay my 
head in thy lap. 

Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose. 

G lem dow an speaks some Welsh uords, and 
then the Music plays. 

Hot . Now I perceive the devil understands 
Welsh : 

And 'tis no marvel lie’s so humorous. 

By*r lady, he's a good musician. 

Lady P. Then should you be nothing but 
musical; for you are altogether governed by hu¬ 
mours. Lie still, ye thief, and hear the lady 
sing in Welsh. 

Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my brack,*- 
bowl iu Irish. 

Lady P. Would’st thou have thy head 
broken 1 
Hot. No. 

Lady P. Then be still. 

Hot. Neither ; tis a woman’s fault. 

Lady P. Now God help thee ! 

Hot. To the Welsh lady’s bed. 

Lady P. What’s that 1 
Hot. Peace ! she sings. 

A Welsh Song sung by Lady M. 

Hot. Come, Kate, I’ll have your song too. 
Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth. 

Hot. Not your’s, in good sooth ! 'Heart, you 
swear like a comfit-maker’s wife ! Not you, in 
good sooth ; and, As true as I live ; and. As 
God shall mend me ; and, As sure as day : 

And giv’st such sarcenet surety for thy oaths. 
As if thou ne\cr walk’dst further than Fins¬ 
bury. t 

Swear me, Kate, like a lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath ; and leave in sooth , 
And such protest of pepper-gingeroread. 

To velvet-guards; and Sunday-citizens. 

Come, sing. 

Lady P. I will not sing. 

Hot. ’Tis the nevt way to turn tailor, or be 
redbreast teacher. An the indentures be drawu. 
I'll away within these two hours; and so come 
iu when ye wi!i. [Exit. 

Glend. Come, come, lord Mortimer; you are 
as slow. 

As hot lord Percy is on Are to go. 

By this our book’s drawu; we’ll but seal, and 
then '« 

To horse immediately. 

Mort. With all my heart. [ Exeunt. 

SCEXEII.—London.—A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, and 

Lords. 

K. Hen. Lords, give us leave; the prince of 
Wales and I, 

Must have some conference: But be near at 
hand. 

For we shall presently have need of you.— 

[Exeunt Lords. 

I know not whether God will have it so. 

For some displeasing service I have done. 

That in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He’ll breed revengement and a scourge for 
me: 

But tbon dost, in thy passages of life. 

Make me believe, that tbon art only mark’d 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven. 

To punish my mis-treadings. Tell me else. 
Could 6uch inordinate and low desires. 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean 
attempts. 

Such barren pleasures, rude soeiety, 

• Hound. t In Moo rfieldi 

t Tii# finery of rotknica 


As thou art match’d withal, and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood, 

And hold their level with tby princely heart f 
K. Hen. So please your majesty, I would I 
could 

Quit all offences with as clear eacnse. 

As well as, 1 am doubtless, I can purge 
My self of many I am charg’d withal: 

Yet such extenuation let me beg. 

As, in reproof of many tales devis’d. 

Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear, 
By smiling plck-thauks * and base newsmon¬ 
gers, 

I may, for some things true, wherein mv youth 
Hath faulty wander’d and irregular. 

Find pardon on my true submission. 

K . Hen. God pardon thee !—yet let me won¬ 
der, Harry, 

At thy affections which do bold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 

Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost. 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied ; 

And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court and piinces of my blood : 

The hope and expectation of tby time 
Is ruin’d ; and the soul of every man 
Prophetically does fore-think thy fall. 

Had I so lavish of my presence been, 

So common-hackney’d in the eyes of men. 

So stale and cheap to vulgar company ; 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown. 

Had still kept loyal to possession ; t 
And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, 1 could not stir 
But, like a comet, 1 was wonder'd at: 

That men would tell their children. That is he; 
Others would say,— Where! uhich is Boling- 
broke ? 

And then I stole all courtesy from heaven, 

And dress’d myself in such humility, 

That 1 did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts. 
Loud shouts and salutations from their nioulh&. 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 

Thus did I keep my person fresh and new ; 

My presence, like a robe pontifical. 

Ne’er seen, but wonder’d at : and so my state. 
Seldom hut sumptuous, showed like a feast; 

And won, by rareness, such solemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters, and rash bawii; wits 
Soon kindled, and soon burn’d; carded ins 
state ; 

Mingled his royalty with capering fools ; 

Had his great name profaned with their scorns ; 
And gave his countenance, against his name, 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 
Of every beardless vain comparative : § 

Grew a companion to the common streets. 
Enfeoff’d \\ himself to popularity : 

That being daily swallow’d by men’s eyes. 

They surfeited with honey ; and began 
To loathe the taste of sweetuesB, whereof a 
little 

Moie than a little Is by much too inncli. 

So, when he bad occasion to be seen, 

He was but as the cuckoo is hi June, 

Heard, not regarded; seen, but with such 
eyes. 

As, sick and blnnted with community. 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as Is bent on sun-like majesty 
When it shines seldom in admiring eyes : 

But rather drowz’d, and huug their eye-lids 
down. 

Slept In his face^and render’d such aspect 
As cloudy men use to their adversaries ; 

Being with his presence glutted, goig’d, and 
full. 

And in that very line, Harry, staud’st thou; 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege. 


• Officious parasites. 

f True to bint that bad then posaculon of tho crown. 
t Bruabtt ood. $ llival. U I'u&ies ad. 
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With vile participation; not an eye 
But is a-weary of thy common sight, 

Save miue, which hath deslf’d to fee thee 
more ; 

Which now doth that I would not have it do. 
Make blind itself yltb foolish tenderness. 

P. Hen . I shall hereafter, my t hr ice-gracious 
lord. 

Be more myself. 

K. Hen. For all the world. 

As tliou art to this hour, was Richard then. 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg; 
And even as 1 was then, is Percy now. 

Now by my sceptre, and my soul to boot. 

He bath more worthy interest to the state. 

Than thou, the shadow of succession : 

For, of no right, nor colour like to right. 

He doth fill fields with harness* in the realm; 
Turns head agaiust the lion's armed jaws ; 

And, being no more in debt to years than 
thou. 

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on 
To bloody battles and to bruising arms. 

What never-dying honour hath he got 
A gainst renowned Douglas ; whose high deeds. 
Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms. 
Holds from all soldiers chief majority. 

And military title capital. 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge 
Christ ? 

Thrice hath this Hotspur Mars in swathing 
clothes, 

This infant warrior, in his enterprlzes. 
Discomfited great Douglas : ta’en him once. 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 

To (111 the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And shake the peace aud safety of our throne. 
And what say you to this? Percy, Northum¬ 
berland, 

The archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, 
Mortimer. 

Capitulate t against us and are up. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes. 

Which art my ncar’st and dearest; enemy? 

Tliou that art like enough (through' vassal 
fear. 

Base inclination, and the start of spleen,) 

To fight against inc under Percy's pay. 

To dog bis heels, aud court'sy at his frowns, * 
lo show how much degenerate thou art. 

P. Hen. Do not think so, you shall not find { 
it so ; 

Aud God forgive them, that have so much 
sway’d 

Your majesty’s good thoughts away from mel 
1 will redeem all tins on Percy's head. 

And, in the closing of some glorious day. 

Be hold to tell you that I am your son ; 

When 1 will wear a garment all of blood. 

And stain my favours with a bloody mask, 

W Inch, wash’d away, shall scour my shame 
with it. 

And that shall be the day, whene'er it lights, 
That this same child of honour and renown, 

This caliant Hotspur, this all-praised knight, 

And your imthoiigl^-of Harry, chance to meet: 
Foi every honour sitting on his helm, 

'Would they were multitudes; aud on my 
head 

My shames- redoubled! for the time will come. 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indiguities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord. 

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 

And I will cay him to so strict account. 

That he shall render every glor f up. 

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time. 

Or 1 will tear the reckoning from bis heart 
This, in the name of God, I promise here .\ 

The which, if be be pleas'd 1 shall perform, 

I do beitech your rasyesty, may salve 


♦ CobblM. t Moat fatal. 
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The long-grown wounds of my intemperances 
If not, tbe end of life cancels all bands; 

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths. 

Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

JC. Hen . A hundred thousand rebels die in 
this 

Thou shalt have charge, and sovereign trust, 
herein. 

Enter Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt 1 thy looks are full o( 
speed. 

Blunt. So bath the business that I come to 
speak of. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word. 

That Douglas and tbe English rebels met, 

Tbe eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury: 

A mighty and a fearful head they are. 

If promises be kept on every band. 

As ever offer'd foul play iu a state. 

K. Hen. The earl of Westmoreland set forth 
to-day; 

With him my son, lord John of Lancaster; 

For this advertisement is five days old :— 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you sb&ll eet 
Forward; on Thursday, we ourselves will 
march : 

Our meetiug is Bridgnorth : and, Harry, you 
Shall march through Glostershire; by which 
account. 

Our business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet. 

Our hands are lull ot business : let’s away; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. 

[Exeuni. 

SCENE III. — Eastcheap.— A Room in the 
Boar's Head Tavern . 

Enter Falstafv and Bardolph. 

Pal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely 
since this last actum ? do I not bate ? do I not 
dwindle? Why, ni> skin hangs about me like 
an old lady’s loose gown ; 1 am wither’d like 
an old apple-John. Well, I’ll repent, and that 
suddenly, while I am in some liking ;* I shall 
be out of heart shortly, and then 1 shall have 
no strength to repent. An I have not forgotten 
what the inside of a church is made of, I am 
a pepper-corn, a brewer’s horse ; the inside of 
a church f Company, villainous company, hath 
been the spoil of me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you can 
not live long. 

Pal. Why, there is it-come, sing me a 
bawdy song ; make me merry. 1 was as vir¬ 
tuously given, as a geutleman need to be ; vir¬ 
tuous enough : swore little ; diced, not above 
seven times a week ; went to a bawdy-house, 
not above once in a quarter—of au hour; paid 
money that I borrowed, three or four times ; 
lived well, and in good compass: and now I 
live out of all order, out of all compass. 

Bard. Why, jou are so fat, Sir John, that 
you must needs be out ot all compass ; out of 
all reasonable compass, Sir Joliu. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend 
my life: Thou a(t our admiral, t thou bearest 
the lantern in the poop,—but 'tis in the nose of 
thee ; thou art the knight of the burning 
lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no 
harm. 

Fal. No, I’ll be sworn ; I make as good use 
of it as many a man doth of a death's head, or 
a memento mori: I never see thy face, but C 
think upon hell-fire, and Dives that lived in 
purple ; for there he is in bis robes, burning, 
burning. If thou wert auy way given to virtue* 

I would swear by thy face; my oath shotud 
be. By this fire: but thou art altogether given 
over; aud wert indeed, but for the light iu thy 

• Hm ion* (liik, 
f Admnl'a ship. 
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face, the son of utter darkness. When thou 
ran'st up Gads-hill in the night to catch my 
horse, if I did not think thou hadst been an 
ignis jatuus , or a ball of wildfire, there's no 
purchase ill moucy. o thou art a perpetual 
triumph, an everlasting bonfire-light 1 Thou 
hast sav'd me a thousand marks in links and 
torches, walking with thee in the night betwixt 
tavern and tavern: but the sack that thou hast 
drunk me, would have bought me lights as 
good cheap, at the dearest chandler's in Europe, 
i have maintain’d that salamander of youi's 
am th fire, any time this two and thiitf years; 
Heaven reward me for it) 

Bard. 'Sblood, I would my face were in 
your belly! 

Fal. God a-mercy! so should I be sure to be 
heart-burned. 

Enter Hostess. 

How now, dame Partlet the ben ? * have you 
inquired yet who picked iny pocket? 

Host. Why, Sir John! what do yon thiuk, 
Sir John? Do you think 1 keep thieves iu my 
house? I have searched, 1 have inquired, so 
has my husbaud, man by man, boy by boy, 
servant by servant: the tithe of a hair was 
never lost In my house before. 

Vol. You lie, hostess; Bardolph was shaved, 
and lost many a hair: and I’ll be sworn, my 
pocket was picked: Go to, you are a woman, 
go- 

Host. Who, I ? 1 defy thee : I was never called 
so in mine own house before. 

Eal. Go to, 1 know you well enough. 

Host. No, Sir John, you do no. know me, Sir 
John: I know you, Sir John *. you owe me 
money, Sir John, and now you pick a quarrel 
to beguile me of it: I bought you a dozen of 
shirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas; I have given 
them away to bakers' wives, and they have 
made bolters of them. 

Host. Now, as I am a true woman, holland 
of eight shillings an ell. You owe money here 
besides. Sir John, for your diet, and by-drink¬ 
ings, and money lent you, four and twenty 
pound. 

Fal. He bad bis part of it; let him pay. 

Host . He ? alas, he is poor; he hath no¬ 
thing. 

Fal. How! poor? look upon his face; What 
call you rich! let them coin his nose, let them 
com his cheeks; 1'il not pay a denier. What, 
will you make a yotmker of me ? shall I not 
take mine ease in mine inn, but I shall have 
my pocket picked ? I have lost a seal-ring of 
iny grandfather's worth forty mark. 

Host y O Jesu I I have heard the prince tell 
him, I know not liow oft, that that ring was 
copper. 

Fal. How! the prince is a Jack,? a sneak- 
cup ; and if he were here, I would cudgel him 
like a dog, if he would say so. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins, marching. 
Falstacf meets the Prince, playing on his 
truncheon like a fife. 

Fal. How now, lad ? is the wind in that door 
i’faitb ? must we all inarch ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate-fashion ? 
Host. My lord, 1 pray you, hear me. 

Pi Hen. What sayest thou, mistress Quickly? 
Ho|t.does thy husbaud? I love him well, he is 
an nouest man. 

Host. Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal. Pr'ythee let her alone, and list to me. 
P. Hen . What sayest thou, Jack ? 

Fal. The other night I fell asleep here be* 
bind the srras, and had my pocket picked: 
this house v'turned bawdy-house, they pick 
pockets. 

* fo the *tory-book of Reynard the Fen. 

A tern of coQiemjjt frequently need by Sbakapcare. 


Act III 

P. Hen. What didst thou lose, Jack ? 

Fal • Wilt thqu believe me, Hal: three or 
four bonds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal 
ring of my grandfather's. 
p. Hen . A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 
Host. So 1 told him, my loid ; and I said 1 
heard your giaee say so: And, my lord, lit* 
speaks most vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed 
man as he is : and said he would cudgel you. 
P. Hen. What 1 he did not ? 

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor woman¬ 
hood in me else. 

Fal. There's no more faith in thee than in a 
stewed prune; nor no more truth in thee, than 
in a drawn fox; and for womanhood, maid 
Marian • may be the depiity's wife of the wai d 
to thee. Go, yon thing, go- 
Host. Say, vvliat tbiug ? what thing ? 

Fal. What thing? why a thing to thank 
God on. 

Jlost. I am no thing to thank God on, I 
would thou sliould’st know it; I am an honest 
man’s wife; and, setting thy knighthood aside, 
thou art a knave to call me so. 

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art 
a beast to say otherwise. 

Host. Say w hat beast, thou knave, thou ? 

Fal. Wliat beast I why an otler. 

P. Hen. An otttr. Sir John 7 why an ott *-? 
Fal. Why ? she’s neither fisli nor flesh, a 
man know& not where to have lie:. 

Host . Thou art an unjust man in saying so ; 
thou or any man knows where to have me, 
thou knave thou! 

F. Hen. Thou sayc«t true, hostess; and lie 
slanders thee most giossly. 

Host. So he doth yon, my lord ; and said tins 
other day you owed him a thousand pound. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, do [ owe you a thousand 
pound ? 

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal ? a million: 
thy love is worth a million; thou owest me tliy 
love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called yon Jack, aud 
said lie would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Fal. Yea ; if he said my ring was copper. 

P. Hen. I say 'tis copper: darest thou lie as 
good as thy word now? 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knnwe*t, as tlion ait 
hut man, I dare : but, as thou art prince, £ 
fear thee as 1 fear the mating ot the JiuiiV 
whelp. 

P. Hen. And why not, as the lion ? 

Fal. The king himself is to be teaiecl as the 
lion: Dost tbou thiuk I’ll teai thee as I tear thy 
father ? nay, an 1 do, i pray God my girdle 
bleak I 

P. Hen, Oh I if it should, how would thy guts 
fall about thy knees 1 But, sirrah, there’s no 
room for faith, truth, nor honesty, in this bosom 
of thine ; it is tilled up with guts and mid¬ 
riff. Charge an honest woman with picking 
thy pocket l Why, thou whoreson, impudent em¬ 
bossed t rascal, if there were auy thing m thy 
pocket but tavern-reckoning^, memorandums of 
bawdy-houses, aad one poor ppiiny-vtorUi of 
sugar-candy to make thee long winded ; if thy 
pocket were enriched with any other injuries but 
these, I aui a villain. And yet you will stand to 
it; you will not pocket up wmng: Art thou not 
ashamed ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal ? thou knowest, ii» 
the state of innoceucy, Adam fell; and what 
should poor Jack Falstaff do, in the days of vil¬ 
lainy ? Thou seest 1 have more flesh than another 

man ; and therefore more frailty.-You confess 

then, you picked my pocket? 

P . Hen . It appears so by the story. 

Fal. Hostess, I forgive thee: Go, make 

• A nan dramd like a woman, who attends mama 
dancara. 

? Swolui 
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ready breakfast; love thy husband, look to thy 
seivaiits, cherish thy guests: thou shall find 
Hie tiactable to any honest reason: thou seestl 
arn pacilied—Still 7—Nay, pr’ytliee, be gone. 
[Exit Hostess.] Now, Hal, to the new* at 
couit: for the robbery, lad,—How is that an¬ 
swered ? 

P. Hen. O my sweet beef, I must still be 
poorl angel to theeThe money is paid back 
again. 

Pal. O I do not like that paying back, 'tis a 
double labour. 

P. Hen. 1 am pood friends with ray father, 
and may do any thing. 

Pal. Hob me tbe exchequer the first thing 
thou doe^t, and do it with unwashed bauds too. 
Hard. Do, my lo.d. 

P. JJen. 1 have procured thee. Jack, a charge 
of foot. 

Pal. I would it had been of horse. Where 
shall I find one that can steal well ? O for a 
line thief, of the age of two and tweutv, or there¬ 
about-, » I am heinously iiuproudcd. Well, 
God be thanked lor these rebels, they offend 
none but the virtuous ; I laud them, l praise 
them. 

P. Hen. Bardolph- 

Hard. My loid. 

P. Hen. Go bear this letter to lord John of 
Lancaster, 

My brother John ; this to my lord of Westmore¬ 
land.— 

G«», Poms, to horse, to horse ; for thou and I 

Have tliiitv nuleatoride yet ere dinnertime.- 

J.u K, 

Mi ei me to-morrow i’the temple liall 
A t two o’clock l’thc afternoon: 

There ‘'halt thou know thy charge: and there re¬ 
ceive 

Money, and order for their furniture. 

The laud is but mug ; Peiey stands on high ; 

And either the\, oi wo, must lower lie. 

[An a til Prince, Poins, and Bardolth. 

Pul. Hare words! brave world!-Hostess, 

my breakfast; tome :— 

O I could wish this lav ei u were my drum. 

[Exit. 


ACT IV. 

SCEIYE J. — The Rtbcl Camp near Shrews¬ 
bury. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, and Douglas. 

Hot. Weil said, my noble Scot: if speaking 
truth. 

In this fine age, were not thought flattery, 

Sinn attribution should the Douglas* have, 

A" not a soldier of this season’s stamp 
Should go so general cm rent through the world. 
Kv heaven, I cannot flatter; I defy 
The ‘ungues ol soothers ; but a braver place 
In my heart's Jove, hath no man than your¬ 
self ; 

Nay, task me to the word ; approve me, lord. 

Doug. Thon art the king of houour: 

No man so potent breathes upon the ground. 

But I will beard t him. 

Hot. Do so, aud *tis well ■ — 

Enter a Messengers, with letters. 

What letters hast thou there!—I can but thank 
3 ou. 

Mess. 1 liese letters come from your father,— 
Hot. Letters from him! why comes he not 
himself! 

Mess. He cannot come, my lord; he's grievous 
sick. 

• Thin expref^ion fa opplied by way of preeminence 
to the head of the I)oug).i» family. 

t Meet him lace to face. 


Hot. 'Zounds! how has he the leisure to bo 
sick, 

In snch a justling tune 1 Who leads bis power ? 
Under whose government come they along ? 
Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my 
lord. 

Wor. I pr’ythee, tell me, doth be keep bis 
bed T 

Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set 
forth; 

And at the time of my departure thence. 

He was much feai’d by bis physicians. 

D or. I would the suite ol time hud first been 
whole* 

Ere he by 6ickness had been visited ; 

His health was never better worth than now. 
Hot. Sick now ! droop now i this sickuess doth 
infect 

The veiy life-blood of our enterprize ; 

'l is catching billier, eveu to our camp.- 

He writes me here,—tiiat inward sickness— 

And that Ins friends by deputation could not 
So soon he drawn ; nor did he think it meet. 

To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 
On any soul remov’d hut on his otvn. 

Tit doth he give us bold adveiuseuieut,— 

'i hat with our small conjunction, wc should on. 
To see iiow tortuue is dispos'd to us : 
lor, us he wmes, there is no quailing now; 
Because the king is certainly possess'd 
Ol all our purposes. What say you to it! 

Wor. Your lather’s sickness is a maun to us. 
Hot. A perilous gash, a very htub lopp'd 
oft*.— 

And yet, m faith, 'tis not; his present want 
Seems more than we shall lmd it:—W ere it 
good. 

To set the exact wealth of all our states 
All at one cast 1 lo set so neb a main 
Ou the uice hazard ol oue doubtful hour! 

It weie not good . for theiein should we read 
The very bottom and the soul of hope ; 

The very list, • the veiy utmost bouud 
Of all our fortunes. 

Doug. 'Faith, aud so we should I 
Where f now remains a sweet reversion : 

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to coine in : 

A comfoit of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A lendezvous, a home to fly unto. 

If that the devil and imscbauce look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affaus. 

Wor. But yet 1 would your father had been 
heie, 

The quality and hair of our attempt 
Biooks uo division: It will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away. 

That wisdom, loyalty, aud mere dislike 
Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence; 
And think, how such an apprehension 
May tain the tide of tearful factiou, * 

And biecd a kind of questiou in our cause: 

For well you know, we of the offering side 
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement; 

And stop all sight-holes, every loop, from 
whence 

The eye of reason may pry in upon us : 

This absence of your father’s chaws a curtain. 
That shews the ignorant a kmd of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. Yon strain too far. • 

I, rather, of his absence make this use;— 

It lends a lustre, and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprise, 

Thau if the earl were here: for men must 
think. 

If we, without Ins help, can make a bead 
To push against the kingdom: with bis help, 

We shall o’erturn it topsy-turvy down.— 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joiuts are whole. 
Doug. As Nan can think : there is not such a 
vvoid 

Spoke of m Scotland, as this term of fear. 


• Line. 


t Where**. 
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Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Hot. My cousin Vernon I welcome, by my 

soul. 

Ter. Pray God, my news be worth a wel¬ 
come, lord. 

The earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong. 
Is marching hitherwards; with him, prince 
John. 

Hot. No harm : What more ? 

Vcr. And further, I have Icaru’d,— 

The king himself in person is set forth. 

Or hitherwards intended speedily, 

With strong and might* preparation. 

Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is his 
son. 

The nimble-footed mad-cap prince of Wales, 

And bis comrades, that dalPd the world aside. 
And bid it pas>s ? 

Ver. All turnisb’d, all in arms, 

All plum'd like cstudges * that wing the wind ; 
Bated like eagles having lately bath'd ;t 
Glittering in golden coats, like images ; 

As full of spmt as the mouth of May, < 

And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 

I saw young Harry, with his beaver on, 

His cuisses l on bis thighs, gallantly arm'd. 

Rise from the ground like feather'd Mercury, 

And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 

As if an angel dropp’d down from the clouds, 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 

And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 
Hot. No more, no more ; worse than the sun 
in March, 

This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come; 
They come like sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war, 

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit. 

Up to the ears m blood. 1 am on fire. 

To bear this rich reprisal is so digb. 

And yet not our’s:—Come, let me take 
horse, 

Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt. 

Against the bosom of the prince of Wales: 

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 

Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a 
corse.— 

O that Glendower were come 1 
Ver. There is more news : 

I team’d in Worcester, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 
Doug. That’s the worst tidings that I hear of 
yet. 

TTor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty 
sound. 

Hot. What may the king's whole battle reach 
unto ? 

Ver. To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let it he ; 

My fatliet aud Glendower being both away, 

'Ihe powers of us may serve so great a day. 
Come, let us make a muster speedily : 

Doomsday is near; die all, die merrily. 

Doug. Talk not of dying ; 1 am out of fear 
Of death, or death's haud, for this one half year. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Public Road near Coventry. 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; 
fill me a bottle of sack: oar soldiers shall 
march through; we’ll to SuUon-Colfleld to¬ 
night. 

Bard Will yon give me money, captain f 
Pal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard This bottle makes an angel. 

An it do, take it for thy labour ; and 
if it make twenty, take them all. I’ll auswer 

* PS***! Ostrich feather*. 

T nukai bird* just naked. 

I Armour 
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the coinage. Bid my lieutenaut Peto meet me 
at the town’s end. 

Bard . I will, captain : farewell. [Exit. 

Fal. If 1 he not ashamed oi my soldieis, 1 
am a souced gurnet. * 1 have misused the king’s 
press damnably. I have qot, in exchange of a 
hundred and fifty soldiers, three bundled and odd 
pounds. I pi ess me none but good householders, 
yeomen’s sons : inquire uie out contracted bache¬ 
lors, such as had been asked twice on the bans ; 
such a commodity of warm slaves, as had as 
licff hear the devil as a drum ; such as fear the 
report of a caliver, t worse than a struck fowl, 
or a hurt wild duck. 1 pressed me none but 
such toasts and butter, with hearts in their 
bellies no bigger than pins’ heads, and they 
have bought out their services; and now my 
whole charge consists of ancients, corporals, 
lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, slaves as 
ragged as Lazanu iu the panned cloth, where 
the glutton’s dogs licked las sores: and such 
as, indeed, were never soldiers; but discarded 
unjust serving-men, younger sons to youuger 
brothers, revolted tapsters, and ostlers trade- 
fallen ; the cankers of a calm world, and a long 
peace; ten times more dishonourably ragged 
than an old faced ancient:; and such have I, to 
fill up the rooms of them that have bought out 
their services, that you would think that 1 had a 
bundled and fifty tattered prodigals, lately come 
from swine-keeping, from eating draft and husks. 
A mad fellow met me on the way, and told me 
I had unloaded all the gibbets, and pressed the 
dead bodies. No eye bath seen such scare-crows. 
I’ll not march through Coventry with them, 
that's flat:—Nay, and the villaius march wide 
betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves § on ; for, 
indeed, I had the most of them out ot pnsou. 
There’s but a shirt aud a half in all my com¬ 
pany; aad the half-shut is two napkins, tacked 
together, and thrown over the shoulders like a 
herald’s coat without sleeves ; aud the shirt, to 
say the truth, stolen from my host at Saint 
Alban’s, or the ied-nose inn-keeper of Daintiy. | 
But that’s all one ; they’ll find linen enough on 
every hedge. 

Enter Prince Henry and Westmore¬ 
land. 

P. Hen. How now, blown Jack! how now, 
quilt? 

Fal. B hat, Hal ? How now, mad wag ? what 
a devil dost thou in Warwickshire ?—My good 
lord of Westmoreland, I cij you mcicy; 1 
thought }our honour had already been at Shrews¬ 
bury. 

West. ’Faith, Sir John, ’tis more than time 
that I were there, and you too; but my powers 
are there already: The king, I can tell you, 
looks for us all; we must away all night. 

Fal. Tut, never fear me; I am as vigilant as 
a cat to steal cream. 

P. Hen. I think to steal cream indeed ; for 
thy theft hath already made thee butter. But 
tell me, Jack ; Whose fellows are these that 
come after ? 

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. 

P. Hen. 1 did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fal. Tut, tut; good enough to toss; food for 
powder, tood for powder; they'll fill a pit, as 
well as better : tush, man, moiial men, mortal 
men. 

West. Ay, but. Sir John, nicthinks they are 
exceeding poor and bare; too beggarly. 

Fal. 'Faith, for their poverty, I know not 
where they had that: and for their bareucss, I 
am*sure they never learned that of me. 

P. Hen. No, I’ll be sworn ; unless yon call 
three lingers on the ribs, bare. But, siriab, 
make haste ; Percy is already in the field. 

Fal. What is the king eucamped X 

• A fish. * A gun. 

t Standard. I Fatten* 

1 Datentry. 
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West. He is. Sir John ; I fear, we shall stay 
too long. 

Fal. Well, 

To the latter end of a fray, and the beginning 
of a feast, 

Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE III.—The Rebel Camp near Shreivs- 

bury. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Douglas, and 

Vernon. 

Hot. We'll fight with him to-night. 

Wor . It may not he. 

Doug. You give him then advantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. 

llot. Why say jou so? looks he not for sup¬ 
ply 1 

Ver. So do we. 

Hot. His is certain, our’s is doubtful. 

IVor. Good cousin, be advis'd ; stir not to¬ 
night. 

Ver. Do not, my lord. 

Doug, You do not counsel well; 

You speak it out of ftar, and cold heart. 

Ver . Do me no slander, Douglas : by my 
life, 

(And I dare well maintain it with my life,) 

If well respecied honour hid me on, 

I hold as little counsel with weak fear. 

As von my lord, or any Scot that lives 
Let it he seen to-iuonuw in the battle. 

Which of us tears. 

Doug. Yea, or to-nigbt. 

Ver. Content. 

Hot. lo-iiight, say* I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much, being men ot sucb great lead¬ 
ing, • 

That you loresee not what impediments 
Drag b.tck our expedition : Ceitain horse 
of inv cousin Vei lion’s are not yet come up : 
Your uncle Worcester’s boise came but t* 
ilny ; 

And now their piide and mettle is asleep, 

Then coinage with hard labour tame and dull, 
Th.it not a horse is half the half himself. 

Hot. So aie the horses of the enemy 
In general, journey-bated, and brought low; 

The belter part of our’s is full of rest. 

IVor. The number of die king exceedetb 
ours : 

For God’s sake, cou.-in, stay till all come in. 

[77ic Ti umpet sounds a parley. 

Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the 
king, 

If yon vouchsafe n:e hearing and respect. 

Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt; And 'would 
to God, 

Y'ou were of our determination I 

Some of us love you well ; and even those some 

Envy your great deserving, and good name ; 

Because you are not of our quality, f 

But htaud anamst us like an enemy. 

Blunt. And God defend, but still I should 
stand so, 

So long as out of limit and troe rule. 

You stand against anointed majesty 1 

But, to my charge.—The king hath sent to know 

The nntme of your griefs ; J and whereupon 

Y'ou conpire from the breast of civil peace 

Such hold hostility, teaching this duteous land 

Audacious cruelty: If that the king 

Have any way your good deserts forgot, 

W hich he eoufesseth to he manifold. 

He bids you name your griefs, and, with all 
speed, 

You shall have your desires with interest; 


And pardon absolute yonrself, and these. 

Herein misled by your suggestion. 

Hot. The king is kind ; and, well we know, 
the king 

Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 
My father, and my uncle, and myself. 

Did give him that same royalty he wears: 

And,—when he %as not six and twenty strong. 
Sick In the world's regard, wretched and low” 

A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home,— 

My father gave him welcome to the shore : 
And,—when he beard him swear, and vow to 
God, 

He came but to be dnke of Lancaster, 

To sue bis livery, • and beg his peace; 

With tears of innocency, and terms of zeal,— 
My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd. 

Swore him assistance, and perform'd it too. 

N r ow, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him. 

The more and less + came in with cap and knee ; 
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages; 

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes. 

Laid gifts before bim, proffer'd bim their oaths 
Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow’d him. 
Even at the heels, iu golden multitudes. 

He presently,—as greatness knows Itself,— 

Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor. 
Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg; 

And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees. 
That lie too heavy on tin* commonwealth: 

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over bis country’s wrongs; and, by this face. 
This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Proceeded further; cut me off the heads 
Of all the favourites, and the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When he was personal in the lush war. 

Blunt. Tut, 1 came not to bear Ibis. 

Hot. Then, to the point.- 

In short tune after, he deposed the king; 

Soon after that, depriv'd him of his life; 

And, in the neck of that, task’d the whole state : 
To make that worse, suffer’d his kinsmair 
March 

''Who Is, if every owner were well plac'd. 

Indeed his king,) to he ir.cag'd in Wales, 

There without tansorn to lie forfeited ; 

Disgrac'd me in my happy victories ; 

Sought to entrap me by intelligence; 

Rated niv uncle from the council-board : 

In rage dismiss'd my father trom the court; 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong : 
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
This head of safety; and, withal, to pry 
Into his title, the winch we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 9 
Blunt. Shall 1 return this answer to the 
king ? 

Hot. Not so. Sir Walter; we’ll withiliaw 
awhile. 

Go to the king ; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again. 

And iu the morning early shall muie uncle 
Bring him our purposes: and so fareueil. 

Blunt. 1 would you would accept cf grace 
and love. 

Hot. And, may be, so we shall. 

Blunt. 'Pray heaven, you do ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — York.—A Boom in the Arch- 
blshop*s house. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, am? a Gen¬ 
tleman. 

Arch . Hie, good Sir Michael, bear this sealed 
brief. 

With winged haste, to the lord maresebat ; 

This to my cousin Scroop; and all the rest 


• Skill. 


t Fellowship. 
* 


• The delivery of hii lindi. 

* The greater and the leu. 


t Grievance!. 
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To whom they are directed : if yon knew 
How much they do import, you would make 
haste. 

Gent . Mv good lord, 

I guess their tenor. 

Arch. Like enough, you do. 

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, Is a day, 

\\ herein the fortune of ten thoumiKl men 
Must ’bide the touch : For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As 1 am truly given to understand. 

The king, with mighty aud quick-raised power. 
Meets with loid Harry: aud 1 fear. Sir Mi¬ 
chael,— 

What with the sickness of Northumberland, 

(\\ hose power was in the first proportion,) 

Aud what with Owen Glendower’s absence, 
thence, 

(Who with them was a rated sinew too, • 

And comes not in, oYr-rul'd by prophecies,)— 

1 fear the power of Percy is too weak 
To wane an instant trial with the king. 

Gmt. Why, good my lord, you need not fear ; 
tbere'sDouglas, 

And Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Mortimer’s not there. 

Gent. But there is Moidake, Vernon, lord 
Iiarry Percy, 

And there’s my lord of Worcester; and a head 
Of nallant warriors, noble seiithnnen. 

Atch. And so there is : but yet the king hath 
drawn, 

The special head of all the land together ;— 

The prince of Wales, lord John ot Lancaster, 
The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt; 
And many moie coirivals, and dear men 
Of estimation and command m arms. 

Gent. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be well 
oppos'd. 

Arch. I hope no less, yet needful ’tis to fear ; 
And, to pieveut the worst, Sir Michael, speed : 
For, if lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us,— 

For he hath heard of our confederacy- 

And ’tis but wisdom to make strong against 
him ,* 

Therefore, make haste : I must po write again 
To other fueuds ; and so farewell, Sir Michael. 

[Exeunt severally. 


ACT V. 

SCEXE J. — The King’s Camp near Shrews¬ 
bury. 

Enter King Henry, Prince Henry, Prince 
John oj Lancaster, Sir Wllter Blunt, 
and Sir John Falstaff. 

K. Pen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon buskv t hill 1 the day looks pale 
At his distemperature, 

P. Hen. The southern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purposes ; 

And, by his hollow whistling in the leaves, 
Toretelis a tempest, and a blustering day. 

K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sym- 
pathize; 

For nothing can seem fonl to those that win.— 

Trumpet.—Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

How now, my lord of Worcester? 'tis not well. 
That you and 1 should meet upon such terms 
As now we meet: You have deceiv’d our trust; 
And made ns doff our easy robes of peace. 

To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel : 

This is mot well, my lord. Ibis is not well. 

What say you to’U will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war? 

And move in that obedient orb again. 

Where you would give a fair and natural light; 

* A itreugt'h on which they reckoned* 
t Wood) . 


Aud be no more an exhal'd meteor, 

A piodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached mischief to the unborn timesf 
ft'or. Hear me, my liege : 

For mine own part, I couid be well content 
jo cuteitaiu the lag-cud of my life 
With quiet hows; lor, I do protest, 

1 have not sought the day of this dislike. 

A'. Hen. You have not sought ioi ill how 
comes it then ? 

Ful. Rebellion lay in his way, aud he found 
it. 

K. lien. Peace, chewet, * peace. 

If or. It pleas’d your majesty to turn >our 
looks 

Of favour, Irom myself and all our house ; 

And yet l must reiiiembei you, my loid. 

Me weie the hist and dearest of your fueuds. 

For you, mv stalf of ollice did I bieak 
In Richaid’a tune ; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your timid. 
When yet you wire in place and m account 
Nothing so strong and loitunjlc as 1. 

It was myself, my brother, aud Im son. 

That brought you home, aud boldly did out¬ 
dare, 

The dangeis of the time : You swore to ii-,— 
l ml you did sweai that oath at l)*mca>i< i,— 

Ilia* you did nothing puipose ’gainst the state; 
Nor claim no further than yout ucw-tail'll 
light. 

The seat oi Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster : 

To tin-, we swore out aid. B it, in shoit space. 
It taiu’d dowu ioi tune show mug on your 
head; 

And such a Hood of greatness fell on you,— 
\Miat with our help; what with the absent 
king ; 

What with the mjuiics of a wanton time ; 

The seeming siifierantes that w»u had honi*’ ; 

4 ml the emit! anons winds, that held the king 
•So long in his unlucky lush wars, 
ihal all in England did repute him dead,— 
And, Irotu tins swaim of fair advantages. 

You took occasion to he quickly woo’d 
To gupe the geueral sway into your hand : 
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster; 

And, being fed by us, you us’d us so 
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo’s b.id, 

Useth the spairow ; did oppress our nest; 

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk. 

That even our love durst not come near your 
sight 

For fear of swallowing ; but with nimble wing 
We were enforc’d, lor safety sake, to fly 
Out of your sight, and raise this present head : 
Whereby we stand opposed by 6uch means 
As you yourself have lorg’d against youiseif; 

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation ol all faith and tioth 
Sworn lo us in yqur younger euterprize. 

K. Hen. These things, indeed, you have arti¬ 
culated, 

Proclaim’d at market-crosses, read in churches; 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With some tine colour, that may please the 
eye 

Of flckle changelings, and poor discontents. 
Which gape, and rub the elbow, at the newt 
Of burly burly innovation: 

And never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours, to iuipaiut his canse; 

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pell-mell havoc aud coufosion. 

P. Hen. In both our armies, there la many 
a soul 

Shull pay full dearly for this encounter. 

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew, 
The prince of Wales doth Join with all the 
world 

In praise of Henry Percy; "By my hopes. 

This present enterprize set off his head, 

• 

* A chattering bird, a pic 
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I ifo not think a braver gentleman. 

More active-valiant, or more valiant-young. 

More dating, or more bold, is now alive. 

To giace tins latter age with nonle deed*. 

For my part, 1 may speak it to my shame, 

I have a truant been to chivalry; 

And so, 1 hear, he doth account tne too: 

Yet this belore my lather’s majesty, 

I am content, that he shall take the odds 
of In* gical name and estimation ; 

And Hill, to save the blood on either side, 

Tiv toi tune with him in a single tight. 

K. Hen • And, pi luce of Wales, so dare we 
venture thee : * 

Albeit, considerations infinite 
l)o make against it:—No, good Worcester, no, 
We love oiii people well; even those we love. 
That aie misled upon your cousin’s part: 

And, will lli«*> .take the otter of our grace. 

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every mail 
Shail be my It tend again, and I’ll be ins : 

So tell votir cousin, and bring me woul 
What lie will do But if he will not yield. 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they shall do their ofllce. So, he gone; 

We will not now be tioubled with reply ; 

We ollci lair, take it advisedh. 

[/,'ififw/ Wokcesif.k and Vernon. 
P. lien. It will not be accepted, on my life ; 
The Douglas and the Hotspm, botii togctbei 
Aie confident against the wmld mi aims. 

K. lint. Hence, thcicto.e, oeiy leader to 
his charge ; 

Foi, on their answer, will we Eet on them : 

And God befriend u-, as our cause is just ! 

[/ unnt King, Blum, and Prince John. 
Pul. Hal. if thou see me down in the battle, 
and bestride me so; ’us a point of fin.ud- 
slitp. 

Jim. Nothing hut a Colossus can do thee 
tli.u fiiLiidship. day thy piuyus, and larc- 
Well. 

J al. I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all 
well. 

P. lien. Wliv, tliou owest God a death. 

[Exit. 

Pal. 'Tis not due yet; I would be loath to 
pay hnn l>efore his day. What need I he so 
foiwaid with bun that calls not on me? W'ell, 
'Us no matter ; Honour pricks me on. Yea, but 
Row it' honour prick me off when 1 come on: 
how then ? Can honour set to a Jeg t No. Or an 
arm ? No. Or take away the grief of a wound 7 
No. Honour hath no skill hi surgery then ? No. 
What is honour ? a word. What is in that word, 
honour 1 What is that honour? Air. A turn 
reckoning I—W ho hath it ? He that died o’ 
W i dnesday. Doth he feel it? No. Doth lie 
hear it ? No. Is it insensible then ? Yea, to the 
<l*sul. But will it not live with the hung? 
No. Why? Detraction will not suffer it:—theie- 
fote I’ll none of it: Honour is a mere scutcheon, 
and so ends my catechism. [Exit. 

SC EXE II.—The Rebel Camp.—Enter Wor¬ 
cester and Vernon. 

War. O no, my nephew must not know. 
Sir Richard, 

The liberal kind otter of the king. 

Ver. 'Twere best he did. 

Wor. Then are we all undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be. 

The king should keep his word in loving us : 

He will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish this ofTence in other faults: 

Suspicion shall be all stuck frill of eyes : 

For treason is but trusted like the fox ; 

Who, ne’er so tame, so cherish’d, and lock'd 
up, 

W’ili have a wild trick of his ancestors. 

Look bow we can, or 6ad, or merrily, 

* It it common for tbe kina to Le here aeatod on • 
arum. Bud to rue at tins fine; when Falstalf, who 
la air.tnpcly plated behind him, tumble* donu, to 
crea*« a aery ill-timed liartboloincw-iair laugh. 
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Interpretation will misquote our looks; 

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall. 

The better cherish’d, still the nearer death. 

My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot. 

It hath the excuse of youth, and heat of blood ; 
And an adopted name of pnvilege,— 

A hair-braiu’d Hotspur, govern’d by a spleen: 
All bis oflences live upon my head, 

And on his father’s;—we did train him on ; 
And, his corruption being ta’eu from up. 

We, as the spring of all, shall pay tor all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know. 

In any case, the otter of the king. 

Ver. Deliver what you will. I’ll say, ’tis so. 
Heie comes your cousin. 

Enter Hotspur and Douglas; and OJ/iccrs 
and Soldiers, behind. 

Hot. My uncle is return’d :—Deliver up 
My lord of Westmoreland.—Uncle, what news? 
fl or. The King will bid you battle presently. 
Doug. Defy Inin by the lord of Westmore¬ 
land. 

Hot. Lord Douglas S° y° u and tell him so. 
Voug. Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 

[ Lx it. 

JVor. There is no seeming mercy in the 
king. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God foibid ! 

If or. I told him gently of our grievances. 

Of his oaih-breakiug; which be mended 
thus,— 

By now foi swearing that he is forsworn : 

He calls us rebels, traitors ; and will scourge 
With haughty arms this batelul name in us. 

Reenter Douglas. 

Doug. Ann,, gentlemen ; to arms I for 1 Lav 2 
thrown 

A hiave defiance in king Henry’s teeth, 

And Westmoreland, that was engaged, did 
bear it: 

Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 
If or. The pi nice of Wales stepp’d foith beioie 
the kiug, 

And nephew, challeng’d you to single fight. 

Hot. O 'would the quarrel lay upou onr 
heads; [day. 

And that 110 man might draw slioit breath to- 
But 1 and Harry Monmouth f Tell me, tell me. 
How sbow’d his tasking ? seem’d it in con¬ 
tempt ? 

Ver. No, by my soul; I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg’d more modestly. 

Unless a brother should a hi other dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 

He gave you all the duties of a man ; 

Tri mill'd up your piaises with a princely 
tongue ; 

Spoke your deservings like a chronicle ; 

Making you e\e> better than his praise. 

By still dispraising praise, valued with you : 
And, which became him like a prince indeed. 

He made a blushing cital of himself ; 

And chid his truant youth with such a grace. 

As if he master’d there a double spirit 
Of teaching and of learning, instantly. 

There did he pause : nut let me tell the 
world,— 

If he outlive the envy of this day, 

England did never owe * so sweet -a hope. 

So much misconstrued in his wautouness. 

Hot. Cousin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies; never did I hear 
Of any prince, so wild, at liberty :— 

But, be be as be will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him with a soldier's arm. 

That he .shall shriuk under my courtesy.—— 

Arm, arm, with speed:-And, fellow*, soldiers* 

fi lends. 

Better consider what you have to do. 

Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue. 
Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 

• Own. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, here ire letters for yon. 

Hot. I cannot read them now.— 

O gentlemen, the time of life is short: 

To spend that shortness basely, were too long, 

If life did ride upon a dial's point, 
hull ending at the arrival of an hoar. 

An if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 

If die, brave death, when princes die with ns I 
Now for onr conscience,—the arms are fair, 

W hen the Intent of bearing them is just. 

Enter another Mess eng a a. 

Mess. My lord, prepare ; the king comes on 
apace. 

Hot. I thank him that he cuts me from my 
tale. 

For I profess not talking : Only this— 

Let each man do Ins best: and here draw I 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood that 1 can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now,—Espeiauce 1—Percy I—And set on. 

Sound all the lofty instruments of war. 

And by that music let ns all embrace : 

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy. 

[The Trumpets sound. They embrace, and 

exeunt . 

SCENE III.—Plain near Shrewsbury. 

Excursions , and Parties fighting. Alarum 
to the Battle . Then enter Douglas and 
Blunt, meeting . 

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle 
tbus 

Thou crossest meT what honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head t 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas; 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus. 

Because some tell me that thou art a king. 
Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Doug. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath 
bought 

Thy likeness ; for, instead of thee, king Harry, 
Tins sword hath ended him : so shall it thee, 
l'nless thou yield thee as my prisoner. [Scot, 
Blunt. I was not born z yielder, tbou proud 
And thou shalt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. 

[They fight, and Blunt is slain . 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Hoi- 
medon tbus, 

I never had triumph'd upon a Scot. 

Doug. All's done, all's won ; here breathless 
lies the king. 

Hot. Where? 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas f no, I know this face 
full well: 

A gallant knight he was, bis name was Blunt; 
Serablably * furnish’d like the king himself. 

Doug. A fool go with thy soul, whither It 
A borrow’d title bast thou bought too dear, [goes : 
Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king T 
Hot. The king hath many marchiug in his 
coats. 

Doug . Now, by my sword, I will kill all his 
coats; 

I’ll murder all bis wardrobe, piece by piece, 
Uutd I meet the king. 

Hot. Up, and away; 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. 

[ Exeunt • 

Other Alarums.—Enter Falstafp. 

Fal Though I could 'scape shot-free at Lon¬ 
don, I fear the shot here; here’s no scoring, 
bnl upon the pate.—Soft 1 who art tbou t Sir 


Act V. 

Walter Blnnt ; — there's honour for you s Here'a 
no vanity t—l am ns bol as molten Lad, and aa 
heavy too : God keep lead out of me 1 1 need iio 
more weight than mine own bowels.—I have led 
ray raggamuffins where they are peppered: 
there's but three of my hundred and fifty left 
alive; and they are for the town's end, to beg 
during life. Bat w ho comes here ? 

Enter Prince Henry. 

P. Hen. What, stand’s! thou idle here t lend 
me thy sword ; 

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 

W hose deaths arc uureveug'd ; Pr*ythee, lend 
thy sword: 

Fal. O Hal, 1 pr'ythec, give me leave to 
breathe a while.—Turk Gregory never did such 
deeds iu arras, as I have done this day. I have 
paid Percy, 1 have made him sure. 

P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill 
thee. Lend me thy sword, 1 pr’ythec. 

Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be alive* 
thou get’st not my sword; but take my pistol, 
if thou wilt. 

P. Hen. Give it me: What, is it In the case? 
Fal. Ay, Hal ; 'tis hot, ’lis hot; there's that 
will sack a city. 

[7Vie Prince draws out a bottle of sack. 
P . Hen. What, is’t a time to jest and dally 
now ? [77m;u s it at him and t nt . 

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive. I’ll pierce him. 
If he do come in my way, so : if he do not, il I 
come in his willingly, let him make a carbo¬ 
nado • of me. I like not such grinning honour 
as Sir Walter hath: Give me life: which if 1 
can save, so; if not, honour comes unlookcd for, 
and there’s an end. [Ent. 

SCENE IF.—Another part of the Field. 

Alarums. — Excursions .— Enter the King, 
Prince Henry, Prince John, and West¬ 
moreland. 

K. Hen. I pr’ythee, [much :— 

Harry, withdraw thyself; thou bleed’st too 
Lord John of Laucaster, go you with linn. 

P. John. Not 1, my lord, unless I did bleed 
too. 

P. Hen. I do beseech your majesty, make up. 
Lest your retirement do amaze your lrieuds. 

K. Hen. I will do so :— 

My lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent. 
tl'cst. Come, my lord, I will lead you to 
your tent 

P. Hen. Lead me, my lord T I do not need 
your help : 

And heaven forbid a shallow scratch should 
drive 

The prince of Wales from such a field as this; 
Where stain'd nobility lies trodden on. 

And rebel’s arms triumph in massaciest 
P. John. We breathe too long Come, cou¬ 
sin Westmorelaud, 

Our duty this way lies; for God’s sake, come. 

[Exeunt Prince John and Westmoreland. 
P. Hen. By heaven, tbou hast deceiv'd me, 
Lancaster, 

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit; 

Before I lov’d thee as a brother, John ; 

But now, I do respect thee as my soul. 

K. Hen. I saw him hold lord Percy at the 
point. 

With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such au ungrown wuirior. 

P. Hen. Oh ! this boy 

Lends mettle to us all! [Exit* 

Alarums.—Enter Douclas. 

Doug. Another king! they grow like Hydra's 
heads : 

I am the Douglas, fatal to all those 
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That wear those colours on them.—What art 
That counterfeit's! the person of a king f [thou, 
K . Hen. The king himself; who, Douglas, 
grieves at heart. 

So many of his shadows tliou hast met. 

And not the very king. I have two boy^ 

Seek Percy and thyself about the field : 

But, seeing thou fall'st on me so luckily, 

1 will assay thee; so defend thyself. 

Doug. I fear thou art another counterfeit; 

And yet, iu faith, thou.bear’st thee like a king : 
But mine, I am sure, thou art, wlio’er thou be. 
And thus I win thee. 

[They Jight ; the King being in danger , enter 
Prince Henry. 

P. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou 
art like 

Never to hold it up again! the spirits 
Of Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms : 

U is the prince of Wales that threateus thee ; 
Who never promiseth, but be meaos to pay.— 

[They fight; Douglas files. 
Clieerly, my lord ; How lares your grace t— 

Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent, 

And so hath Clifton ; I’ll to Clifton stiaigbt. 

A'. Hen. Stay, and breathe a while 
T^iou hast redeem’d thy lost opinion ; * [life, 
Aud show’d thou mak’st some tender of my 
lu this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 

P. lien. O lieaveui they did me too much 
injury, 

That ever said I hearken’d for your death. 

If it were so, I might have let aloue 
The insulting hand of Douglas over you ; 

Which would have been as speedy in your end. 
As all the poisonous potions in the world. 

And sav’d the treacherous labour of your son. 

K. Hen. Make up to Clifton, I’ll to Sir Nich¬ 
olas Gawsey. [Edit King Henry. 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry Moir 
mouth. 

P. Hen. Thou speak’st as if I would deny 
iny name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

P. Hen. Why, then 1 see 
A very valiant rebel of the name. 

I am the prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy, 
To share with me in glory any more : 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere ; 
Nor can one England brook a double reigu. 

Of Harry Percy and the pi nice of Wales. 

Hot. Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us; And ’would to God, 

Thj name in arms were now as great as mine I 
P. Hen. I’ll make it greater, eie I part from 
And all the budding honours on thy crest [thee ; 
I’ll crop to make a cailand for my head. 

Jlot. I can no longer brook iby vanities. 

[They fight. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Well said, Hal! to it, Hal I—Nay, you 
shall lind no boy’s play here, 1 can tell you. 

Enter Douglas; he fights with Falstafp, 
u ho falls down as if he uere dead t and 
exit Douglas. Hotspur is wounded , and 
Jails* 

Ifct. O Harry, thon hast robb’d me of my 
1 better brook the loss of brittle life, [youth, 
Than those proud titles tbou i hast won of me; 
They wound my thoughts, tvoise than tby sword 

my flesh ;- [fool ; 

But thought's (he slave of life, and life time’s 
Aud tune, that takes survey of all the world. 

Must have a stop. O 1 could prophesy. 

But that the earthy and cold hand of deatb 
Lies on my tongue -No, Percy, tbou art dust, 
And food for- [Dies. 

• There it no reason to suppose that Hotinnr was 
slniti by the Prince of Woles i he probably l«d> by an 
unknown hand. 

t Reputation. 
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P . Hen. For worms, brave Percy s Fare thee 
well, great heart 1— 

III weav’d ambitiou, how much art then shrunk I 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound: 

But now, two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enoughThis earth, that bears thee 
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. [dead. 
If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 

I should not make so dear a show of zeal:— 

But let my favours * hide thy mangled lace; 

And, even in thy behalf, I’ll thank myself 
For doing these fair ntes of tenderness. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaveu ! 
Thy ignomy sleep with thee in the grave. 

But not remembered in thy epitaph !— 

[He sees Falstapf on the ground. 
WhatI old acquaintance! could not all this flesh 
Keep m a little life 1 Poor Jack, farewell J 
I could have better spar’d a belter man. 

O I should have a heavy miss of tbee. 

If I were much iu love with vanity. 

Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day, 

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray :— 
EmboweU’d will 1 see thee by and by; 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit. 

Fal. [Rising slowly.\ Embowelled i if thou 
embowel me to-day. I’ll give you leave to pow¬ 
der t me, and eat me too, to-morrow. ’Sblood, 
’twas time Jo counterfeit, or that hot termagant 
Scot bad paid me scot and lot too. Counter¬ 
feit ? 1 lie, am no counterfeit: To die, 19 to be a 
counterfeit; for me is but the counterfeit of a 
man, wbo hath not the life of a man: but to 
counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, 
is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfect 
image of life indeed. The better part of valour 
is—discieliou ; in the which better part, 1 have 
saved my life. ’Zounds, I am afraid of this 
gunpowder Percy, though he he dead: How, 
if he should counterfeit too, and rise II aiu 
afraid be would prove the better counterfeit. 
Therefore I’ll make him sure: yea, and I’ll 
swear I killed him. Why may not he rise, as 
well as I ? nothing confutes me but eyes, and 
nobody sees me. Therefore, Sirrah, [Stubbing 
Arm.] with a new wound m your thigh, come you 
along with me. [Takes Hotspur on hu> bat.. 

Re-enter Prince Henry and Prince John. 

P. Hen. Come, brother John, full biavely 
hast tbou flesh'd 
Thy maiden sword. 

P. John. But, soft! whom have we beret 
Did you not tell me, this fat man was dead 1 
P. Hen . I did ; 1 saw him dead, bieatbless. 

Upon th»* ground.- [and bleeding 

Ait tbou alive 1 or is it fantasy [speak : 

That plays upon our eyesight 1 I pr’ythee 
We will not trust our eyes, without onr ears 
Thou art not what thou seem’st. 

Fal. No, that’s certain ; 1 am not a double 
man : but if 1 be not Jai k Falstaff, then am 1 
a Jack. There is Peicy : [Throwing the body 
down.] if your father will do me any honour 
so; if not, let him kill the next Percy hunseil. 

1 look to be either eatl or duke, I can assuie 
you. 

P. Hen . Why, Percy I killed myself, aud 
saw thee dead. 

Fal. Didst thou t Lord, Loid, how this 
world is given to lying!—I grant you, I was 
down, and out of breath; and so was he: but 
we arose both at an instant, and fought a long hour 
by Shrewsbury clock. If 1 may be believed, so ; 
if not, let them that should reward valour bear 
the sin upon their own heads. I’ll take it upon 
my death, 1 gave him this wound in the thigh: 
if the man were alive, and would deny it, I 
would make him eat a piece of my sword. 

P. John. This is the strangest tale that e’er I 
heard. 

• Scarf, with which he covers Percy's tees. t Balt. 
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P . Hen. This is the strangest fellow, brother 
John.- 

Come, luiiif joui luggage nobly on yo«r back; 
For in' part, it' a lie may do ibee grace. 

I’d gild it with the happiest terms I have. 

[A Retreat is sounded . 
The n mnpet sounds retieat, the day is our’s. 
Come, toother, let’s to the highest of the field, 
1o see what tneuds are liviug, who are dead. 
[huunt Prince Henry and Prince John. 
Ful. I’ll follow, as they say for reward. He 
that rewauls me, God leward him I If I do 
grow great, I'll glow lc*s; for I'll purge, and 
lca\e sack, and li\c cleanly, as a no Ulema u 
should do. [Exit, btaring off the body. 

SCEXE V.—Another part of the Field. 

The Trumpets sound.—Enter King Henry, 
Pi nice Henry, Prune John, W esi more- 
land and othtrs, mth Worcester and 
Vernon, prisoners. 

P. lien. Thus ever did rebellion find re¬ 
buke.— 

IJ.-spmted Worcester! did we not «cud grace, 
1’aidou, and terms of love to all ot you 7 
And would'st thou turu our offers coutiaiy 7 
MI*ifee the tenor of thy kinsman's trust 1 " 

Time knights upon our party slain to day, 

A noble earl, and many a creature cUe, 

Had been alive this hour, > 

It, like a Christian, thou badst truly borne 
Eetwi\t our armies tiue intelligence. 

if or. What l have dout, my safety urged nie 
to; 

And I embrace this fortune patiently, 

Siuce not to be avoided it falls on me. 


A'. Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, anil 
Vei non too: 

Other offenders we will pause upon.— 

[Exeunt Worcester and Vernon, guarded 
How goes the field 7 

P. lien. The noble Scot, loid Douglas, when 
be saw 

The fortune of the day quite turn’d fioin him. 
The noble Percy slain and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear,—tied with the lest; 

And, falling fioiu a hill, he was so bruis’d. 

That the'puisuers took him. At my but 
Tlie Douglas is ; And 1 beseech your grace, 
i may dispose ot him. 

A'. Hen. With all my heart. 

P. lien. Then, hiother John of Lancaster to 
This lionouiable bounty shall belong : [you 

Go to the Douglas and deliver him 
Up to Ins pleasuie, ran.-omle.-s, and free : 

His valour, shown upon our Cleats to-day. 

Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
Eveu in the bosom ol our adversuiics. 

K. Hen. Then this remains, that we divide 
our power.— 

You, sou John, aucl my cousin Westmoreland, 
Towards Yuik shall bend you, with your dourest 
speed. 

To meet Northumberlaml and the pi elate 
Scroop, 

Who, as ue luar, are busily in arm*: 

Myself and you, soli Harry, will towards Wale.*., 
'I o fight with Gkndown ami the call ot MuuL. 
Rebellion m this land shall lose his sway. 

Meeting the check oi such another dn> ; 

And since this business so lair is done, 

Let ue not leave till eU our own be won. 

[ Exeunt. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

SriAKSPr.ARE 11 supposed to h«e wntteu this play in 153S> Its action comprehends a period of nine vears f com- 
infill in )t with Hotspur's death, 1403, and terminating with the coronation of Henry V. 1412*13. Many ol thi» 
trigii sicnei in this second portion of the history are forcible and pathetic; but the couudy is of a uu ch 
loose r anil more imirceut cnaracter, than auy in the preceding part. Shallow is an odd though pleating por¬ 
trait of a biainliss magistrate , and a character, it is to be (cared, not peculiar to Glostcrsbire ouly. In thus 
exhibiting hit worship to the ridicule of an audicnci, Snukspeare amply revenged lnmsclf on Ins old U ar 
viikshirc prosecutor. On the character of Falstaff, as exhibited in the two pluys, Dr. Johnson makes ihe 
following admirable remarks “ falstaff 1 uniniilateil, uo mutable Fdlstafl, how shall I describe luce, thou 
compound of sense and vice, of sense which may be ndmired, but not esteemed ; of sue which may be 
df-pitt ,|, but hnrdly detested. Talstaff is a character loaded with faults, and with those faults which natura'ly 
produce contempt. lie la a thiefaud a glutton, a coward and a boasur ; always ready to cheat the weak, ana 
pn > upon the poor; to terrify the timorous, and insult the diknreless. At once obsequious and malignant, 
he satirizes in t heir abac nee those whom he lms In flattering. He is familiar w ith the prince, «.» .ly as an 
ut of vice ; hut of this familiarity he is so proud, as not only to be supercilious and haughty with common 
men, but to tlmik his interest of importance to the Duke of Lancaster. Yet the man thus corrupt, thi', 
despicable, makes himself necessary to the prince that despises linn, bv the most pleasirc of all qualm. , 
p« rpetual gaity , by an unluiling power of t \citicg laughter, which is the more Inch indulged, as h.sw.i i* 
Hot uf lhe%plendid or ambitious kind, but consists in easy scapes aud sallies of ltmv, which make sport, hi.. 
ni'C iiucm). It must be obsened, that lie is stained with no enormous or sanguinary crimes, so that h:i 
licentiousness ,s not so offensive but that it may b« borne fur his mirth." 


DRAMATIS PERSON.*:. 


Kinc Hfnry the Fourth. 

11l>ry, Prince of Wait c, aftir -• 
wards hint' Henry J\ 

Thomas, Duke of Clarence, 

Puiiscf. John of Lancaster, after-? his Sons. 

wards Duke of Bedford ; I 
Pni>cE Humphrey of Gloster, 
afteruards Duke of Gloster, 

Fuii. of Warwick, \ 

VVl5 ™ 0Ri; - [of Ulc King’s Party. 

I# A pl II p & 

GO* ER,—HaRCOCRT, y 

Lor n Chief Justice of the King's Bench. 

A Gintleman attending on the Chief Justice. 
Eari. of Northumberland, \ 

Scroop, Archbishop of York, / Enemies 
Lord Mowbray ; Lord Hastings, V to the 
Lord Uardolph j Sir John Colk-\ King. 

V1LB, J 


Tra v er-; and Morton, Domestics of Northum- 
bcrland. 

Fai.staff, Baiidoi.ph, Pistol, and Page. 
Poins and Ptio, Attendants on Piince 
Henry. 

Shallow and Silencf, Country Justices . 
Davy, Sen ant to Shallou. 

Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and 
Bullcalf, Recruits. 

Fang and Snake, Sheriff's Officers . 
Rumour.—A Porter. 

A Dancer, Speaker of the Epilogue 

Lady Northumberland.—Lady Percy, 
Hostess Quickly.—Doll Tear-shelt. 

Lords and other Attenddnts , Officers , Sol. 
diers, Messenger, Drawers, Beadles, 
Grooms , ^c. 


Scene, England. 


INDUCTION. 

Warkworth.—Before Northumberland's 
Castle . 

Enter Rumour, painted full of Tongues. 

Rum. Open your ears; For which of you will 
stop 

The vent of hearing, when load Rumour speaks 1 


I, from the orient to the drooping west, 
Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced oil tills bail of earth : 
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride; 
The which in every language I pronounce. 
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 

I 6peak of peace, while covert enmity. 

Under the smile of safety wounds the world: 
And who bat Rumour, who bat onJy I, 
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Make earftal masters and prepar'd defence ; 
Whilst the big year, swoll’a with some other 
grief. 

Is thong bt with child hy the stern tyrant war, 
And no such matter t Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures; 

And of so easy and so plain a stop. 

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads. 
The still discordant wavering multitude. 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 
My well-known body to anatomise 
Among my householdT Why is Rumour heref 
I ran before king Harry’s victory; 

Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury, 

Hath beaten down young Hotspur, and bis 
troops. 

Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 
Even with the rebel’s blood. But what mean 1 
To speak so true at first? my office is 
To noise abroad,—that Harry Moumouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's sword; 

And that the king before the Douglas’ rage 
Stoop'd bis anoiuted head as low as death. 

This have 1 rumour’d through the peasant 
towns 

Between that royal field of Shrewsbury 
And this worm-eaten bold of ragged stone, • 
Where Hotspur's father, old Northumberland, 
Lies crafty-sick: the posts come tiring on. 

And not a man of them brings other news 
Than they have iearu’d of me; From Rumour's 
tongues 

They bring smooth comforts false, worse than 
true wrongs. [£ait. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—The same —The Porter before 
the Gate ; Enter Lord Bardolph. 

Bard . Who keeps the gate here, hoi— 
Where is the earl ? 

Port . What shall I say you are t 
Bard. Tell thou the earl. 

That the lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 
Port. His lordship is walk’d forth into the 
orchard ; 

Please It your honour, knock but at the gate. 
And he himself will answer. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Bard. Here comes the earl. 

North. What news, lord Bardolph? every 
minute now 

Sho d be the father of some stratagem : t 
The times are wild ; contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose. 
And bears down all before him. 

Bard. Noble earl, 

I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 
North. Good, an heaven will l 
Bard. As good as heart can wish !— 

The kins is almost wounded to the death ; 

And, in the fortune of my lord your son, 

Prmce Harry slain outright ; aud both the 
Blunts 

Kill'd by tbe band of Douglas: young prince 
John, 

And Westmoreland, and Stafford, fled the field ; 
And Harry Monmouth’s brawn, tbe bulk* Sir John, 
Is prisoner to your son : O such a day. 

So fought, so follow’d, and so fairly woo, 

Came not, till now, to dignify the limes. 

Since Caesar's fortunes! 

North. How is this deriv’d? 

Saw you t e field ? came you from Shrewsbury ? 
Bard . l spake with one, my lord, that came 
from thence ; 

A gentleman well bred, and of good name. 

Hut freely render’d me these news for true. 

• Northumberland castle, 
t Important or dreadful event. 


North . Here comes my servant, Travers, 
whom I sent 

On Tuesday last to listen after news. 

Bard. Mv lord, 1 over-rode him on the way ; 
And he Is furnish'd'with no certaiuties. 

More than be haply may retain from iue. 

Enter Trayzm. 

North. Now, Travers, what good tidings come 
with you t , 

Tra. My lord, Sir John Umfrevile turn'd me 
back 

With joyful tidings; and, being better hors’d, 
Out-rode me. Alter him, came spurring hard, 

A gentleman almost forspent with speed. 

That slopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied 
horse: 

He ask’d the way to Chester; and of him 
I did demand, what news from Shrewsbury. 

He told me, that rebellion had bad luck. 

And that young Harry P<rcy’s spur was cold ; 
With that, be gave his able horse tbe brad. 

And, bending forwaid, struck his armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to tbe rowel-head; and, starting so. 

He seem’d in running to devour tbe nay. 

Staying no longer question. 

North. Ha !-Again. 

Said be, young Harry Percy's spnr was cold I 
Of Hotspur, coldspur f that rebellion 
Had met ill-luck 1 

Bard. My lord. I’ll tell you what;— 

If my young lord your sou have not the day. 
Upon mine honour, for a silken poiut * 

I’ll give my barony: never talk of it. 

North. Why should the geutlemau, that rode 
by Travers, 

Give then such instances of loss f 
Bard. Who, he T 

He was some biMing fellow, that had stol’n 
The horse be rode on ; and, upon my life. 

Spoke at a veuture. Look, beic comes more 
news. 

Enter Morton. 

North. Yea, this man’s brow, like to a title 
leaf, 

Fortells tbe nature of a tragic volume: 

So looks the strond, wberon the imperious flood 

Hath left a witness'd usurpation . t- 

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrews¬ 
bury ? 

Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord; 
Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask. 

To fngbt our party. 

North. How doth my son and brother ? 

Thou tremblest; and tbe whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 

Even such a mail, so faint, so spuuless. 

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone. 

Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 

And would have told bun, half his Troy was 
bunt'd : 

But Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue, 

Aud I my Percy's death, ere thou repoit'st it. 
This thou wuuld’st say,—Your sou did thus aud 
thus. 

Your brother, thus; so fought tbe noble Doug¬ 
las ; 

Stopping uiy greedy ear with their bold deeds: 
But in the end, to stop mine ear indeed, 

Thou lia*>t a sigh to blow away this praise, 
Ending with—brother, son, aud all arc dead. 
Mor. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet. 

But, for my lord your sou,- 

North. Why, he i« dead. 

See, wbat a ready tongue suspicion hath ? 

He that but fears the thing he would not 
know. 

Hath, by instinct, knowledge from other’s eyes. 
That what he fear’d ia chanced. Yet speak, 
Morton; 

Tell thou tby earl, his divination lies; 

• Lace tagged. ♦ An attestation of us ravage. 
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And I will take It as a sweet disgrace, 

And make thee rich for doing me such wrong. 
Mor. You are too gteut to be by me gain¬ 
said : 

Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. 
North. Yet, for all this, say not that Percy's 
dead. 

I see a strange confession in thine eye : 

Thou bhak'si thy bead, and hold’st it fear or sin. 
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so: 

The tongue otfends not, that reports bis death: 
And he doth sin, that doth belie the dead; 

Not he, which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet die first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing office; and bis tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Hemeinber'd knotting a departing friend. 

Hard. I cannot think, my lord, your son is 
dead. 

Mor. I am sorry I should force you to be¬ 
lieve 

That, which I would to heaven I had not seen : 
but these mine eyes saw him in bloody state, 
Itcud'nng faint quittance, • wearied aud out- 
breath *d 

To Harry Monmouth; whose swift wrafli beat 
down 

The never-daunted Percy to the earth. 

From whence with life he never more sprung 
up. 

In few, t his death (whose spirit lent a fire 
Kven to the dullest peasant in his camp,) 

Being bruited % once, took (ire and heat away 
l'roui the best temper’d couiage in his troops : 
Foi from Ins metal was his party steel’d; 

Which once m him abated, all the rest 
Turn'd on themselves, like dull and heavy lead. 
And as the thing that's heavy in itself, 

Ifpou eniurcciiieut, flies with greatest speed ; 

So did our men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss, 

Lend to this weight such lightness with their 
fear. 

That arrows fled not swifter toward their ann, 

! hail did our soldiers, aiming at their safety. 

Fly liom the field: Tbeu was that noble Wor¬ 
cester 

Too soon ta'en prisoner: and that furious Scot, 
The bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring 
sword 

Had three times slain the appearance of the 
king, 

'Gao vail $ his stomach, and did grace the 
shame 

Of those that turn’d their backs; and, in his 
flight. 

Stumbling hi fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is,—that the king lmh won ; and hath sent out 
A speedy power to encounter you, my lord, 
Under the conduct oi youug Lancaster, 

And Westmoieland ; this is the news at full. 
North. For ibis 1 shall have time enough to 
mourn. 

In poison there is physic ; and these news. 
Having been well, that would have made me 
sick, 

Being sick, have in some measure made me well : 
And as the wretch whose fever-weakenM joints. 
Like strength less hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a (Ire 
Out of his keeper's arms ; even so my limbs. 
Weaken'd with grid, being now enrag'd with 
grief, 

Are thrice themselves: hence therefore, thou 
nice || crutch ; * 

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel. 

Mutt glove this hand : and hence, tbou sickly 
quoii,H 

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head. 

Which princes, flesh'd with conquest, aim to 
hit. 

Now bind my brows with iron; and approach 

• Return of blows. t In few words. 
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The ragged’st nour that time and spite da: 3 
filing. 

To frown upon the enrag'd Northumberland! 

Let beaven kiss eaith l Now let not nature's 
hand 

Keep the wild flood confin'd I let order die 1 
And let this world no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering act; * 

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scent may end. 

And darkness be the burier of the dead i 
, Tra* This strained passion doth you wrong, 
my lord. 

Bard . Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from 
your honour. 

• Mor . The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health; the which, if you give 
o'er 

To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 

You cast the event of war, my noble lord, 

And suiiim'd the account of chance, before you 
said,— 

Let us make head. It was your presurmise. 

That in the dole * of blows your son might 
drop: 

You knew be walk'd o’er perils, on an edge. 

More likely to fall in, than to get o’er : 

You were advis’d, his flesh was capable 
Of wounds, and scars; and that bis forward 
spirits 

Would lift him where most trade of danger 
rang’d ; 

Yet did you say,—Go forth ; and none of this. 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
The stiff-h>rne action: What hath then be¬ 
fallen. 

Or what bath this hold enterprize brought forth. 
More than that being which was like to be T 
Bard . We all, that are engaged to this loss. 
Knew that we ventur’d on 6ucb dangerous 
seas, 

That, if we wrought out life, 'twas ten to oae: 
And yet we veujur’d, for the gain propos’d 
Chok’d the lespect of likely peril fear'd ; 

And, since we are o’erset, venture again. 

Come, we will all put forth ; body and goods. 
Mor. *Tis more tban time : And, my most 
noble lord, 

I hear for certain, and do speak the truth,- 

The gentle archbishop ot Y’ork is up. 

With well-appointed powers; he is a man. 

Who with a double suiety binds his followers. 

My lord your soil had ouiy but tbe corps, 

But shadows, aud the shows of men, to fight: 

For that same word, rebellion, did divide 
The action of their bodies from their souls ; 

And they did light with queasiness, constrain'd. 
As men drink potions ; that their weapons onl> 
Seem’d on our side, but for their spirits auj 
souls, 

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up. 

As fish are m a pond: But now the bishop 
Tunis insurrection to leligion: 

Suppos'd sincere aud holy in his thoughts. 

He’s follow’d both wiili body and with mind ; 
And doth enlarge his using with the blood 
Of fair king Richard, scrap’d from Pomfret 
stones. 

Derives from heaven his quarrel and his cause; 
Tells them be doth bestride a bleeding land. 
Gasping for life under great Uolinghroke ; 

And more, + and less, do flock to follow him. 
North. 1 kuew of this before ; but to speak 
truth. 

This present grief hath wip’d it from my mind. 
Go in with me ; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety and revenge: 

Get posts, and letters, and make friends with 
speed; 

Never so tew, and never yet more need. 


• DlStTlbul'OD. 
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SC EXE II.—London.—A Street. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff, with his Pagb 
bearing Jits Siverti and Muck ter. 

Fal. Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor 
to im water? 

Page. He said. Sir, the water Itself was a 
good healthy water: hut, for the party that 
owed * it, he might have more diseases than he 
Knew for. 

I'al. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird 
at me: The brain of this foolisb-compouuded 
cla>, man, is not able to vent any thing that 
tends to laughter, more than I invent, or. is in¬ 
vented ob me: I am not ouly witty in fnyself, 
but the cause that wit is in other men. I do 
here walk beiore thee, like a sow, that hath 
o\ern helmed all her Utter but oue. If the 
prince put thee iuto my service loi any other 
reason than to set me off, why then I hate no 
judgment. Thou wboresou mandrake, t thou 
ait utter to be wont in my cap, than to wait at 
]ii\ betls. 1 was never manned with an agate j 
till now : but I will set von neither in gold, nor 
silver, but in vile apparel, and send you back 
again to yonr master, tor a icvvcl, the juveuai, 
the pi luce your master, whose chin is not vet 
fledged. I will sooner have a beard grow’m the 
palm of my hand, than he shall get one ou his 
cueek : aud vet he will not stick to s:»>, his fare 
is a lace-royal : God mav finish it when he will, 
it is not a hair amiss vet: he may keep it still 
a> a face-royal, for a barber shall never earn six¬ 
pence out ot it; aud yet he will be trowing, as 
ii he had writ man ever since his lather was a 
bachelor. He may keep his own grace, hut lie 

i» almost out of miue. I can assure him.- 

M bat said master Dumbleton about the satin for 
my short cloak and slops T 
Page. He said. Sir, you should pmeure him 
better assurance than Bardolph : he would not 
take bis bond and your’s; he liked not the se¬ 
curity. 

Put. Let him be damned like** glutton J may 
hts ton sue be hotter !—A whoreson Aclntophel J 
a jascally yea-forsooth knave! to bear a gen¬ 
tleman in hand, and then stand upon security 1 
—The whoreson smooth-pates do now wear 
nothing but high shoes, and bunches of keys 
at then girdles ; and if a man is thorough i with 
them in honest taking up, then they must stand 
—upon security. I bad as lief they would put 
ratsbane in my mouth, as offer to stop it with 
sec ii i it>. I looked he should have sent me 
two aud twenty yards of 6aun, as I am a true 
kni'.'ht, and lie sends me security. Well, he 
iiki} sleep in security ; for he bath the bon| of 
abundance, and the lightness of his wife shines 
tlitoiigh it: and yet cannot he see, though he 
have hts own lantern to light him.-Where’s 

iiardnlpli i 

Page. He’s gone into Smitbfield, to buy your 
woi ship a horse. 

I at. I bought him in Paul’s, and he'll buy 
me a horse in Smitbfield; an I could get me 
but a wife in the stews, 1 were manned, horsed, 
and wived, fi 

Enter the Lord Chief Justice ^ and an 

Attendant. 

Pace. Sir, here comes the nobleman that 
committed the prince for striking him about 

bardolph. 

Fal. Wait dose, I will not sec him. 

Ch. Just. What’s he that goes there? 

Attee. Falstaff, an’t please your lordship. 

<'h. Just . He that was in question fur the 

robbery ? 

• 0*ned. f A root (opposed to haveAfae shape 

? « 8 r V ,n- l A little fignre cal i.t an agate. 

* *? ,r ,r debt. | Alluding to an old pro- 

i* r n ° poe * *° Wettminiter 1 or a wife, to St. 
Paul a for a man, and to Smitlifield lor a borae, may 
meet with* whore, * knave, and a jade. ^ Sir 

William Gascoigne, Chief Justice of the King’s Bench. 


Atten. He, my Lord : but be hath since done 
good service at Shrewsbuiy; and as 1 hear, is 
now going with some charge to the lord Johu of 
Lancaster. 

Ch. Just • What, to York? Call him back 
again. 

Attend. Sir Johu Falstaff! 

Fal. Boy, tell him, ] am deaf. 

Page. You must speak louder, my master is 
deaf. 

Ch. Just. I am snre he is, to the hearing of 
any thing good.—Go, pluck him by the elbow ; I 
must speak with hiui. 

Attend. Sir John,- 

Fat. y> hat I a young knave, and beg! Is 
there not wars? is theie not employment ? Doth 
not the king lack subjects ? do not the ichela 
need soldiers ? Though it be a shame to be on 
any side but one, it is worse shame to beg 
than to be on tSie woist side, were it noise 
than the name of rebellion cau tell bow to 
make it. 

Atten. You mistake me, Sir. 

Fal. Whv, Sir, did I say you were an honest 
man 1 setting my knighthood and my soldier¬ 
ship aside, 1 had lied m uiy thioat if 1 had 
said so. 

Atten • I pray you, Sir, then set your knight- 
hood aud your soldiership aside ; aud give me 
leave to tell you, you lie in your tliroal, it you 
say I am any other than an honest man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so ! I lay 
aside that which grows to me ! If thou cel St 
any leave of me, hang me : it thou takes; leave, 
thou vvert better be banged : You hunt-t ouuici, * 
hence ! avaunt! 

Atten. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 

Ch. Just. Sir John Falstaff, a word null you. 

Fal. My good loidl—God give your Imdslnp 
good time ot day. I am glad to see your loid- 
ship abroad: 1 heard say, your lordship was 
sick ; 1 hope your lordship goes ahioud by advice. 
Your lordship, though not cleau past your youth, 
hath yet some smack of age in you, some relish 
of the saltnr-s of time ; aud l most humbly be¬ 
seech your loidsbip, to have a levercud taie oi 
your health. 

C/e, Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your 
expedition to Shrewsbury. 

Fa',. An t please your lordship, I hear lu*> 
majesty is returned with some discomfort from 
b ales. 9 

Ch. Just. I talk not of his majesty You 
would not come when I sent for you. 

Fat. And I hear moreover, his highness is 
fallen into this same whoicsou apoplexy. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven mend hiui! I pray, 
let me speak with you. 

Fal. This apoplexy is, as 1 take it, a kind of 
lethargy, an’t please your lordship; a kind of 
sleeping in the blood, a whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just. What tell you uie of it? be it a» 
it is. 

Fal. It bath its original from much grief: 
from study, and perturbation of the bra;a: I 
have read the cause of his effects iu Galen ; it 
is a Wind of deafness. 

Ch. Just. I thiuk, you are fallen iuto the 
disease ; for you hear not what I say to you. 

Fal. Very well, my lord, very well: rather, 
an’t please you, it is the disease of not listening, 
the malady of not marking, that I am troubled 
withal. « 

Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels, would 
amend the attention of your ears; and I care 
not, if I do become your physician. 

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not 
so patient: your lordship may minister t!»e 
potion of imprisonment to me, in respect of 
poverty; hut how 1 should be your patient to 
follow your prescriptions, the wiBe may make 
some dram of a scruple, or, indeed, a scruple 
Itself. 


* Bailiff. 
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Ch. Just. 1 sent for you, when there were 
mallets against you for your life, to come speak 
with me. 

Pat. As I was then advised by my learned 
counsel in the laws of this laud'service, 1 did 
not tome. 

Ch. Just. Well, the truth is. Sir John, .you 
live in cieat infamy. 

/'Vi/. He that buckles him in my belt, can¬ 
not live in less. 

Ch. Just. Your means are very slender, and 
your waste is great. 

Jut. I would it were otherwise; I would my 
means weie gieater, and my waist slenderer. * 
Ch. Just. \ou have misled the youthful 
pi mre. 

Fat. The young prince hath misled me: 1 
am the fellow with the great belly, and he my 

tiOg. 

ch. Just. Well, I am loath to gall a new- 
healed wound; jour day’s seivicc at Slirews- 
buij hath a little gilded over your night's ex¬ 
ploit on Gads-hill : yon may thank the unquiet 
tune for vnur quiet o’er-posting that action. 

Fat. My lord ? i 

Ch. Ju t. But since all is well, keep it so: 
waki not a sleeping wolf. 

Fat. 'io wake a wolf, is as bad as to smell a 
lo\. 

Ch. Just. What! you are as a candle, the bet- 
tei part burnt out. 

bat. A v.a—cl candle, my lord; all tallow : 
if I dut say of wax, my growth would approve 
the tiulh.’ 

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your 
face, but '-hould have his effect of grant). 

I'ul. Hi*, iilect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch. Ji Yon follow the young prince up 
anil down, like his ill angel. 

F»l \ut «•<►, my loid ; your ill angel is 
light ; but, I hope, he that looks upon me, will 
take me without weighing . and yet, in some 
re-put-, I giant, 1 cannot go, I cannot tell: 
\irtur l*. of so little legat’d in these costermon- 
p» i times, that tine valour i? tinned beai-lierd : 
Picgii.uiry is made a tapster, and bath hi? 
quuk wit waited in giving leckoniugs: all the 
other gilts appeitinent to man, as the malice of 
tin-, age shapes them, are not w r oith a goose- 
benv. You, that arc old, consider not the ca¬ 
pacities of us that are young : you measure the 
Jie..» <.f our livers with the bitterness of your 
galls: and vve that are in the vaward of our 
youth, 1 must confess, are wags too. 

Ch. Just. Do you set down your name in 
the -cioil of youth, that are written down old 
with all the characters of age? Have you not a 
iimi*i eye? a dry land? n yellow cheek? a 
whi’*- beard ? a decreasing leg? an increasing 
belli? Is not your voice broken? your wind 
shoit ? youi chin double? your wit single? and 
every part about you blasted with antiquity? and 
will you yet call yourself young? Fie, fie, lie. 
Sir John! 

Fut. My lord, I was born about three of the 
clock in the afternoon, with a white head, ami 
sometbu g a round belly. For my voice,—l have 
lo-t it with hollaing, and singing of anthems. 
To approve my youth further, I will not: the 
Truth is, I am only old in judgment and under¬ 
standing ; ami he that will caper with me for z 
thousand marks, let him lend me the money, 
and have at hitn. For the box o’thc ear that 
the prince gave yon,—be gave it like a rude 
pruice, and you took it like a sensible lord. 1 
have checked him for it ; and the young lion re¬ 
pents : marry, not in ashes and sackcloth ; but 
iu new silk and old sack. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven send the prince a 
better companion i 

Fal. Heaven send the companion a better 


John of Lancaster, against the archbishop and 
the earl of Northumbeiland. 

Fal. Yea ; 1 thank your pretty sweet wit for 
it. But look you pray, all you that kiss my lady 
peace at home, that our armies join not in a hot 
day I for, by the Lord 1 take but two shuts out 
with ine, and I mean not to sweat extraordina¬ 
rily : if it be a hot day, an I brandish any limn* but 
my bottle, 1 would 1 might never spit white again. 
There is not a dangerous action can peep out |,ts 
head, hot 1 am thrust upon it: Will, i <amn»t 
last ever: But it was always yet the link of 
our English nation, if they have a good tlun» 
(o make it too common. If you will needs sn’ 
I am an old man, you should give me re>t. i 
would to God, my name were not so teirible to 
the enemy as it is. I were better to be eaten 
to deatli with rust, than to be scouted to nothing 
with perpetual motion. 

Ch. Just. Well, be honest, he honest; A.*cl 
God bless your expedition I 
Fal. Will youi lordhinp lend me a thousand 
pound, to furnish me forth ? 

Ch, Just. Not a penny, not a penny ; you are 
too impatient to bear crosses. Fare you well: 
Commend me to my cousin Westmoreland. 

[Eicunt Chief Jlstice and Attendant. 
Fal. If I do, fillip me with a tlnee-maii 
beetle.*—A man can no more separate age and 
covetousness, than be can part young limb*, and 
lechery : but the gout galls the one, and the pox 
pinches the other; and so both the degrees pre¬ 
vent f my curses.—Boy !- 

Page. Sir ? 

Fal. What money is in my purse ? 

Page. Seven groats and twopence. 

Fal. I can get no ictnedy against this con¬ 
sumption of the purse: borrowing only linget.s 
and lingers it out, but the disease i- uirmahlt. 
—Go, bear this lettei to my lord of Lanca-u r ; 
tin- to the pimce; this to the earl of Wt-tmorc- 
land ; and this to old mhticts I'rsula, whom I 
have vveeklv sworn to many since 1 peiceived the 
fir-t white hair "on my chin : About it ; you know* 
where to find me. [Exit Pace.] A pox of 
this gout! or, a gout of tins pox ! for the one 
or the other plays the rogue with my gieat toe. 
It is no matter, if I do halt; 1 have the wars 
for my colour, and my pension shall seem tue 
more reasonable : A good wit will make use of 
any thing; I will turn diseases to comuioditv. 

[Exit. 

SCEXE III. — York. — A Boom in the Arch- 
9 bishops Palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, the Fords 
Hastings, Mowbray, and Bvkdoj.pii. 
Arch. Thus have voti heard oui cause, aud 
known our means ; 

And, my most noble filends, 1 pray you all. 
Speak plainly your opiuions of our hopes: 

And first, loid marshal, what say you to it? 

Moub. I well allow the occasion of oui arms ; 
But gladly would be better satisfied. 

How, in out means, vve should advance our¬ 
selves 

To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the power aud puissance of tiie king. 

Hast. Our present mustcis grow upon the 
file 

To five and twenty thousand men of choice ; 

And our supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumbeiland, whose bosom burns 
With an incensed fire of injuries. 

Bard. The question then, loid Hastings, 
standeth thus :— 

Whether our present five aud twenty thou¬ 
sand 

May hold up head without Northumbeiland. 

Hast. With him, we may. 


prince! 1 cannot rid my bands of him. 

('h. Just. Well, the king hath severed yon and 


Prince Harrv; 1 hear you are going with lord ] three u«u t® vmUi it. 


* A Isrre wooden hemtner so heavy os t« require 

5 * i . ■ a . 
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Sard. Ay, marry, there’s the point: 

But if without Inin we he thought too feeble, 

Mv judgment is, we should not step too far 
Till we bad his assistance by the hand : 

For, in a theme so bloody-fac’d as this. 
Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted. 

Arch. *Tis \ery true, lord Bardolph; for,* 
Indeed, 

It was young Hotspnr’s case at Shrewsbury. 

Bard . It was, my lord ; who lin'd himself with 
hope. 

Eating the air on promise of supply. 

Flattering himself with project of a power. 

Much smaller than the smallest of bis thoughts : 
And so, with great imagination. 

Proper to madmen, led his powers to death. 

And, wiukmg, leap’d into destruction. 

Hast. But, by >our leave, it never yet did 
hurt. 

To lay down likelihoods, aud forms of hope. 
Bard. Yes, in this present quality of 
war 

Indeed the instant action, fa cause on foot,) 

Lixes so in hope, as in an early spring 
We see the appearing buds; which, to prove 
fruit, 

Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair. 

That frosts will bite them. When we mean to 
build. 

We first survey the plot, then draw the model; 
And when we see the figure of the house. 

Then must we rate the cost of the erection : 
Which if we find outweighs ability, 

What do we then, but draw anew the mode! 
in fewer offices ; or, at least, desist 
To build at all 1 Much more, in this great 
work, 

(Which is, almost, to pluck a kingdom down, 
And set another up,) should we survey 
The plot of situation, and the model; 

Consent upon a sure foundation ; 

Question surveyors ; know onr own estate. 

How able such a work to undergo. 

To weigh against his opposite; or else. 

We fortify in paper, and m figures, 

Using the names of men, instead of men : 

Like one, that draws the model of a house 
Beyond his power to build it; who, half 
through. 

Gives o’er, and leaves his part created cost 
A naked subject to the weeping clouds. 

And waste for churlish winter’s tyranny. 

Jlast. Grant that our hopes (yet likely for 
fair birth,) 

Should be still-born, and that we» now pos¬ 
sess’d 

Tbe utmost man of expectation ; 

I think we are a body strong enough. 

Even as we are, to equal with the king. 

Sard. What 1 is tbe king but five and twenty 
thonsand i 

Hast. To us, no more; nay, not so much, 
lord Bardolpli. 

For bis divisions, as the times do brawl, 

Are in three beads: one power against the 
French, 

And one against Glendower ; perforce, a third 
Must take up us: So is the unfirm king 
In three divided ; and his coffers sound 
With hollow poverty and emptiness. 

Arch. That be should draw his several 
strengths together, 

And come against us in full puissance. 

Need not be dreaded. 

Hast. If he should do so. 

He leaves hie back unarm’d, the French aid 
Welsh 

Baying him at tbe heels: never fear that. 

Sard, who ts it like should lead his forces 
hither 7 

Hast. The duke of Lancaster, and West¬ 
moreland : 

Against the Welsh, himself aud Harry Mon¬ 
mouth : 


But who is substituted 'gainst the French, • 

1 have no certain notice. 

Arch. Let us oil ; 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 

Tbe commonwealth is sick of their own choice. 
Their over-greedy love hath suifated :— 

A habitation giddy ftmi unsure 
Hath he, that buiideth on the vulgar heart, 
o thou*fond many! with what loud applause 
Didst tbou beat heaven with blessing Boling- 
broke. 

Before he was what thou wouldst have liiin be T 
And being now trimm’d in thine own desnes, 
Tbou, beastly feeder, art so full of him. 

That thou provok’st thyself to cast him up. 

So, so, thou common dog, didst thou di«goige 
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Flichard ; 

And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up. 
And howl’st to find it. What trust is m these 
times t 

They that, when Richard liv’d, would have him 
die. 

Are now become enamour’d on bis grave ; 

Thou, that threw’st dust upon his goodly head. 
When through proud Loudon he came sighiug 
on 

After the admired heels of Bolingbroke, 

Cry'it now, O earth , yield us that king again , 
And take thou this l O thoughts of meu accurst 1 
Past, and to come, seem best; things present, 
worst. 

Moub. Shall we go draw our numbers, and 
set on T 

Hast. We arc time’s subjects, and time bids 
be gone. [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.■ — London .—A Street. 

Enter Hostess; Fskg, and his Soy, uith 
her ; and Smrs jolloumg. 

Host. Master Fang, have you eutered the 
action 7 

Fang. It is entered. 

Host . Where is your yeoman 7 Is it a lusty 
yeoman ? will a’ stand to’t 7 

Fang. Surah,, where's Snare? 

Host. O lord, ay: good master Snaie. 

Snare. Here, here. 

Fang. Suare, we must arrest Sir John Fai- 
staff. 

Host. Yea, good master Snare ; I have en¬ 
tered him aud all. 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our 
lives, for he will stab. 

Host. Alas tbe day 1 take heed of lum ; he 
stabbed me in mine own house, and that most 
beastly : in good faith, ’a cares not what mis¬ 
chief he doth. If his weapon be out: he will 
loin t like any devil; lie will spare neither 
man, woman, nor child. 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for 
tn» thrust. 

Host. No, nor I neither: I'll be at your 
elbow. 

Fang . An I but fist him once; an *a come 
but within my vice :— 

Jlos. I am undone by tyis going ; 1 warrant 
you, he’s an infinite thing upon my scoie:— 
Good master Fang, bold him sure;— good mas¬ 
ter Snare, let me not scape. He comes con- 
tlnnantly to Pie-corner, (saving your man¬ 
hoods,) to buy a saddle; aud he’s indited to 
dinner to tbe lubbar’s head in Lumbert-street, 
to master Smooth’s the silkman: 1 pray ye, 
since my exioti is entered, and my case so 
openly known to the world, let him be brought 
iu to his answer. A hundred mark is a long 


* 12, 000 Frenchmen landed at Milford Havan daring 
thi* rebellion to md Glandewa*. t Threat. 
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loan for a poor tone woman to bear: and I have 
borne, and borne, and borne; and have been 
tubbed off, and Tubbed off, and fubbed off, 
from this day to that day, that it is a shame to ; 
be thought on. There is no honesty in such 
dealim; ; unless a woman should be made ail 
ass, and a beast, to bear eveiy knave’s wrong.— 


Enter Sir John Talstaff, Pace, and Bar- 

1 ) 01 . 1 * 1 !. 


Yonder he comes; and that arrant malmsey- 
nose knave, Bardoipb, with him. Do your 
ofhtcs, do your office**, master Tan?, and mas¬ 
ter Snare ; do me, do me, do me jour offices. 

Fal. How now? whose mate's dead? what’s 
the matter? 

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of 
mistier Quickly. 

Ful. A wav, varlets 1—Draw, Bardolph ; cut 
me off the villain’s head; throw the quean in 
tiie channel. 

Host . Throw me in the channel ? I’ll throw 
thee in thee channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? 
thou bastardly rogue!—Murder, murder I O 
thou hone) -suckle • villain! wilt thou kill God’s 
officers, and the king’s 7 O thou honey-seed f 
rogue! thou art a honey-seed ; a mau-qucller, 
and a worn an-quel lei. 

Fal. Keep them ofT, Bardoipb. 

J'ang. A rescue ! a rescue ! 

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or two.— 
Thou wo’t, vvo’t thou ? thou wo't, wo’t thou ? do, 
do, thou rogue I do, thou hemp-seed I 

Fat. Away, 5011 scallion! you rampnlliau 1 
you fubtilanau ! I’ll tickle jour catastrophe. 

Enter the Lord Chief Justicf, attended. 

i’h. Just. What’s the matter? keep the peace' 
heir, ho ! 

Host Good mv lord, be good to me ! 1 beseech 
jou, stand to me I 

Ch. Just. How now, Sir John? what, are you 
brawling here 7 

Doth this become jour place, your time, and 
business 7 

You should have been well on jour way to 
York.— 

Stand from bun, fellow ; Wherefore baug’st 
thou on him ? 

Host. O my most worshipful lord, an’t please 
your grace, 1 am a poor widow of Easlcbeap, 
and he is arrested at my suit. 

Ch. Just. For what sum 7 

Host. It is more than for some, my lord : it is 
for all, all 1 have: he bath eaten me out of 
house and home ; he bath put all my substance 
mlo that fat belly of his:—but I will have some 
of ii out again, or I’ll ndethee o’mghts, like the 
man*. 

Fal. I think, I am as like to ride the mare, if 
1 have au> vantage of ground to get up. 

Ch. Just. How comes this, Sir John 7 Fie! 
what mail of good temper would endure this 
temped of exclamation 7 Are you not ashamed, 
to enforce a poor widow to so lough a course to 
come by her own ? 

Fat. What is the gross sum that I owe thee? 

Host. Marry, if thou, wert an honest man, 
thyself and the money too. Thou didst swear 
to me upon a parcel-gilt t goblet, sitting iu iny 
Dolphin chamber, at the round table, by a sea- 
coal fire, upon Wednesday in Whitsnn-week, 
when the prince broke thy head for liking his 
father to a singing-man ot Windsor: thou didst 
Bvvear to me then, as I was washing thy wound, 
to marry me, and make me my lady thy wife. 
Canst thou deny it? Did not goodwife Keecfa, 
the butcher’s wife, come in then, and call me 
gossip Quickly? coming in to borrow a mess 
of vinegar; telling us, she had a good dish of 
prawns: whereby tbou didst desire to eat some ; 
whereby I told thee, they were ill for a green 


* Homicidal. 
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wound T And didst thou not, when she was gone 
down stairs, desire me to be no muie so fami¬ 
liarity with such poor people ; saying, that ere 
long they should call me madam ? And didst 
thou not kiss me, and bid ine fetch thee thirty 
shillings? 1 put thee now to thy book-oath ; deny 
it, if thou canst. 

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul; and she 
says, up and down the town, that her eldest son 
is like you : she bath been m good case, and the 
truth is, poverty hath distracted her. But fur 
these foolish officers, I beseech jou, 1 may have 
redress against them. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, Sir John, I ain well ac¬ 
quainted with your maimer of wrenching the. tiue 
cause the false way. It is not a confident blow, 
nor the throng of words that come with such mute 
than impudent sauciuess from you, can thrust me 
from a level consideration: you have, as it ap¬ 
pears to me, practised upou the easy-yielding 
spirit of this womau, and made her serve jour 
uses both iu purse and person. 

Host. Yea, in troth, my lord. 

Ch. Just. Pr'jthee, peace:—Pay her the 
debt you owe her, and uupay the villainy you 
have done with her : the one you may do with 
sterling money, and the other with current re¬ 
pentance. 

Fal . My lord, l will not undergo this sneap • 
without reply. You call honourable boldness, im¬ 
pudent sauciuess: if a man will make couit’sy, 
and say nothing, he is virtuous: No, my loid, 
my humble duty remembered, 1 will nut be your 
suitor; 1 say to you, I do desue den* eiauce lioin 
these ofliceis, being upon hasty employment iu 
the king’s affairs. 

Ch. Just. You speak as having power to do 
wrong : but answer iu tlie effect of jour imputa¬ 
tion, t and satisfy the poor woman. 

Fal. Come hither, hostess. 

[Taking her aside. 

Enter Gower. 

Ch. Just. N'ow, master Gower ; What news 7 

Gote. The King, my lord, and Harry pnnee of 
Wales, 

Are near at hand : the rest the paper tells. 

Fal. As I ain a gentleman ;- 

Host. Nay, jou said so before. 

Fal. As i am a gentleman;-Come, no more 

words of it. 

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, 1 
must be fain to pawn both my plate, and the 
tapestry of my dming-chambers. 

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking : 
and for thy walls,—a pretty slight drolleiy, or the 
story of the prodigal, or the German hunting in 
water-work, is worth a thousand of these bed-hang¬ 
ings, and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let it be 
ten pound, if tbou canst. Come, an it were not 
for thy humours, theie is not a better wmcii in 
England. Go, wash thy lace, and ’draw thy ac¬ 
tion : Come, thon must not be in this humour 
w ith me; dost not know me 7 Come, come, I 
know thou wast set on to this. 

Host. Pray thee, Sir Johu, let it be but twenty 
nobles ; i’faith 1 am loath to pawn my plate, m 
good earnest, la. 

Fal. Let it alone ; I’ll make other shift: you’ll 
be a fool still. 

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn 
my gown. I hope you’ll come to suppei : You’ll 
pay me all together ? 

Fal. Will I live ?—Go, with her, with her; 
[To Bardolph.] hook on, hook on. 

Host. Will you have Doll Teai-sheet meet you 
at supper 7 

Fal . No more words ; let’s have her. 

[Exeunt Hostess, Bardolph, Officers, 
and Page. 

Ch. Just . I have heard better news. 

Fal . What’s the news, n»y good lord 7 

Ch. Just . Where lay the king last night f; 

* Snub. t Suitable to vonr character. 
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Gore. At Basingstoke, lnv lord. 

/V//. I hope, my lord, all's well: What’s the 
news, my lord ? 

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back? 

Gou. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred 
horse. 

Are march’d up to my lord of Lancaster. 

Again>t Northumberland, and the archbishop. 

/Vi/. Conies the king back from Wales, my 
noble loid ? 

(Vi. Just. You shall have letters of me pre¬ 
sently : Come, go along with me, good master 
Gower. 

Ful. My lord I 

i'U. Just. What’s the matter t 

Ful. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with 
me to dinner ? 

Go/r. 1 must wait upon my good lord here : I 
thank you, good Sir John. 

C/i. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long, 
seeing you are to take soldiers up in counties as 
you go. 

Ful. Will you sup with roe, master Gower? 

C/t. Just. * \\ hat foolish master taught you 
these manners. Sir John f 

Fat. Master Gower, if they become me not, 
he was a fool that taught them me.—This is the 
right fencing grace, my lord ; tap for tap, and so 
pan lair. 

Ch. Just. Now the Lord lighten thee! thou 
art a gieat tool. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same.—Another Street. 

Enter Prince Hrnry and Poins. 

P. Hen. Trust me, I am exceeding weary. 

Pouts . Is it come to that? I had thought 
weariness durst not have attached one of so high 
blood. 

P. Hen. ’Faith, it does me : though it dis¬ 
colours the complexion of my greatness to ac¬ 
knowledge it. Doth it not show vilely tu me, to 
de>ire small beer ? 

Poms. Why, a prince should not be so 
loosely studied, as to remember so weak a com¬ 
position. 

P. Hen. Belike then, my appetite was not 
pi nicely got ; for, by my troth, I do now re- 
liieinbcr the poor creature, small beer. But, 
hide* d, these humble considerations make me 
our of love with my greatness. What a dis¬ 
grace is it to me, to remeinbei thy name ? or to 
know thy face to-morrow ? or to take note how 
many pair of silk stockings thou hast; nz. 
these, and those that were the peach-coloni*d 
ones ? or to bear the inventory of thy shirts ; 
as, one for superfluity, and one other for use ? 
—hut that, the tennis-court keeper knows better 
than 1 ; for it is a low ebb of linen with thee, 
when thou keepest not racket there; as thou 
hast not done a great while, because the rest 
of thy low-countries have made a shift to eat 
up tby Holland: and God knows, whether those 
that bawl out the turns of tby linen, • shall 
inherit his kingdom : but the midwives say, the 
children are not in the fault; whereupon the 
world increases, and kiudreds are mightily 
strengthened. 

Point. How HI it follows, after you have la¬ 
boured s>o bard, you should talk so idly ? Tell 
me, how many good young princes would do so, 
their fathers being so sick as your’s at this time 
is ? 

P. Hen. Shall I tell thee one thing. Polos ? 

Poms. Yes ; and let it be an excellent good 

thing. 

P- Hen. It will serve among wits of bo higher 
breeding than tbine. 

Poms. Go to : I stand the push of your one 
thing that you will tell. 

P. Hen. why, I tell thee,—it is not meet that 
I should be sad, now my father is sick: albeit I 
could tell to thee, (as to one it pleases me, for 

• Children wnosed op In hit old oh iris. 


fault of a better, to call my frlfcnd,) I could be 
sad, and sad indeed too. 

Poms. Veiy hardly, upon such a subject. 

P. Hen . By this hand, thou think 1 st me as-for 
in the devil’s book, as thou and Falsi all, for ob¬ 
duracy and persistency : Let the cud tiy the hum. 
But I tell thee,—iny heart bleeds imvuidlv, tnat 
my father is so sick: and ke«pmg such vile 
company as thou ait, bath in leasou taken lroui 
me all ostentation of sorrow. 

Poins. 'I'he i eason ? 

P. Hen. What would’st thou think of me, if 
I should weep ? 

Poms. 1 would think thee a most princely hy¬ 
pocrite. 

P. Hen. It would be ever) man’s thought: 
and thou art a blessed fellow, to think as cveiy 
man thinks; never a man’s thought in the noild 
keeps the load-way better than thine: ever) man 
would think me a hypocrite indeed. A ml what 
arcitcs )oui most worshipful thought, to think 
so ? 

Poins. Why, because you have been so lewd, 
and so much engrafted to Falstatf. 

P. Hen. And to thee. 

Poins. By this light, I am well spoken of, I can 
hear it with iny own ears ; the worst that they 
can say of me is, that 1 tun a second bi other, anil 
that 1 am a proper fellow of my baud’* ; ami 
those two things, I confess, I cauuot help. By 
the mass, here comes Bardulph. 

P. Hen. And the boy that I cave FalstafV: he 
had him fiom me Christian ; and look, if the lat 
villain hath not tiausfolined him ape. 

j Enter Bardolph and Pace. 

Bard. ’Save your giace! 

P. Hen. And your’f, most noble Bardolph l 

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass, [To the Paci .] 
you bashful fool, must you he blushing? where¬ 
fore blush you now? Wlrat a maidenly ir.au at 
arms aie you become? Is it suih a mallei, t<» 
get a pottle-pot’s maidenhead. 

Page. He called me even now, my loid, 
through a icd lattice,* 1 and I could discern i:<> 
pait of his lace from the window : at last, I ■•pied 
lus eves; and, meihought, he had made two 
holes in the ale-wile’s new petticoat, and peeped 
through. 

P. Hen. Hath not the boy profited ? 

Bard. . Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, 
away ' 

Page. Away, you rascally Althea’s dream, 
away ! 

P. Hen. Instruct us, boy : What dream, boy ? 

Page. Marry, my lord, Althea dreamed she was 
delivered of a fire-brand ; and theieloie 1 call him 
her dream. 

P. Hen. A crown’s worth of good interpreta¬ 
tion.—There it is, boy. [Gties hint money. 

Poins. O that this good blossom could be kept 
from cankers 1—W ell, there is sixpence to preserve 
thee. 

Bard. An you do not make him be hanged 
among you, the gallows shall have wrong. 

P. Hen . And how doth thy master, Bar¬ 
dolph ? 

Bard. Well, my lord.* He heard of your grace’s 
coming to town ; there’s a letter for you. 

Poins. Delivered with good respect.—And how 
doth the martlemas, f your master ? 

Bard • In bodily health, Sir. 

Poins. Marry'* the immortal part needs a phy¬ 
sician : but that moves not him ; though that be 
sick, it dies cot. 

P. Hen. I do allow this wen J to be as familiar 
with me as my dog : and he holds his place; for 
look you bow he writes. 

Poins. [Reads.} John FaUtafT, knight, - 

Every man must know that, as oft as he has 
occasion to name himself. Even like those that 
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are Kin to the king ; for they never prick their 
finger, hut they say, There is some of the kind's 
blood syllt: How comes that f says be, that 
takes upon him not to conceive : the answer is 
as ready as a boi rower's cap, I am the king's 
poor cousin. Sir. 

P. Hen. Nay, they will be kiti to us, or they 
will fetch it from Japhet. But the letter :— 

Poms. Sir John Fa I staff, knight, to the son 
of the king, nearest hts father , Harry Prince 
of JPates, greeting. —Why, this is a certifir 
cate. 

P. Hen. Peace. 

Poms. I u ill imitate the honourable Roman 
in brevity :—he sure means brevity in breath ; 
short-winded.— I commend me to thee , I com¬ 
mend thee, and / leac* thee. Be not too fami¬ 
liar uith Poms ; for i,e misuses thy favours no 
much, that he swears thou art to marry his sis¬ 
ter Veil, lit pent at idle times as thou may'st , 
and so farewell. 

Thine, by yea and no, (which is as 
much as to say , as thou usest him,) 
Jack Falstaff, with my familiars ; 
John, ith my brothers and sisters , 
and Sir John, with all Europe. 

M\ lord, I will steep this letter in sack, and make 
him cat it. 

P. Hen. That's to make him eat twenty of his 
woids. But do you use me thus, Ned? must i 
mai rv your sister ? 

Pains. May the wench have no worse fortune 1 
but 1 never said so. 

P. Hen. Well, thus we play the fools with 
thr* tune ; and the spirits of the wise sit in the 
clouds and mock us.—Is your master here in 
London? 

Hard. Yes, my lord. 

P. Hen. Where sups he? doth the old boaa 
ft id in the old fiauk ? • 

Bard. At the old place, my lord ; in East- 
cheap. 

P. Hen. What company? 

Pag* . Lpheai.ins, my loid ; of the old church. 

P. Hen . Sup anv women with hnn ? 

Page. None, my lord, but old mistress Quickly, 
and mistiess Doll Tear-sheet. 

P. Hen. What Pagan may that be ? 

Page. A proper gentlewoman. Sir, and a kins¬ 
woman of my master’s. 

/'. Jitn. Even such kin, as the parish heifers 
an to the town bull.—Shall we steal upon them, 
Ned, at supper? 

Pouts. Iaoi your shadow, my lord; I’ll follow 
you. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, you boy,—and Bardolph ;— 
no woid to your master, that 1 am yet come to 
town There’s for your silence. 

Bard. 1 have no tongue. Sir. 

page. Anri for mine, Sir,—1 will govern it. 

P. Hen. Fare ye well ; go. [ Exeunt Bardolph 
and Page.]—T his Doll Tear-sheet should be some 
ioari. 

Poms . I warrant yon, as common as tbe way 
betwem Saint Alban's and London. 

P. Hen. How might we see Falstaff bestow 
himself to-night in his true colours, and not our¬ 
selves be seen? 

Poms. Put on two leather jerkins and aprons, 
and wait upon him at his table ns drawers. 

P. Hen. From a god to a boil f a heavy de- 
scctistim I it was Jove's case. From a prince to 
a prentice ? a low transformation ! that shall be 
mine: for, in every thing, the purpose must weigh 
with the folly. Follow me, Ned. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE 111. — Warkworth.—Before the 

Castle . 

Enter Northumberland, Lady Nortbvm- 
bkbland, and Lady Percy. 

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle 
daughter, 

* Sty. 


Give even way unto my rough affair*s 
Put not you on the visage oi tbe tunes. 

And he, like them, to Percy tioublesoinc. 

Lady N. I have given ovei, 1 will speak no 
more : 

Do what you will ; your wisdom be your guide. ' 
IKorthm Alas, sweet wile, my honour is at 
pawn; 

And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P . O yet, tor God's sake, go not to these 
wais! 

The time was, father, that you broke your word. 
When yon were more endear’d to it than uow ; 
When your own Percy, when my heart's dear 
Harry, 

Threw many a northward look to see his father 
Bring up his powers; but he did long m 
vain. 

Who then persuaded you to stay at home ? 

Theie were two honours lost; your's and your 
son’s. 

For your's—may heavenly glory brighten it! 

For his,—it stuck upon him, as the sun 
In the grey vault of heaven; and, by his light. 
Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acts : he was indeed, the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did diess themselves. 
He had no legs, that practised not his gait: 

Aud speaking thick, which nature made bis 
blemish. 

Became the accents of tbe valiant; 

For those that could speak low, and tardily. 
Would turn their owu perfection to abuse ', 

To seem like him : So that, m speech, in gait, 
lu diet, in affections of delight, 
lu military rules, humours of blood. 

He was the mark aud glass, copy aud book. 

That fashiou’d others And him,—O wondrous 
bun ! 

O miracle of meu!—him did you leave, 

(Second to none, unseconded by you J 
To look upon the hideous god of war 
In disadvantage; to abide a field. 

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur's 
name 

Did seein defensible so you left him : 

Never, O never, do his ghoAt the wrong. 

To hold your honour more precise and nice 
With others than with him ; let them alone , 

I he maisbal aud the archbishop are strong: 

Had my sueet Hairy had but half their num¬ 
bers. 

To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck. 

Have talk’d of Moiiuiuutb’s grave. 

North. Bcshiew your beait. 

Fair daughter 1 you do draw my spirits from 
me. 

With new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But I must go, aud meet with danger there ; 

Or it will seek me iu another place. 

And find me worse provided. 

Lady N. O fly to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles, aud the armed commons. 
Have of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lady P. If they get ground aud vantage of 
tbe king. 

Then join you with them like a rib of steel. 

To make strength stronger; but, for all our 
loves, , 

First let them try themselves: So did your son ; 
He was so suffer'd ; so came 1 a widow; 

And never shall have length of life euougb. 

To rain upon remembrance with mine eye9. 

That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven 
For recordation to my noble husband. 

North. Come, come, go in with me: 'tis with 
my mind. 

As with the tide swell’d up onto Us height. 

That makes a still-stand, running neither way* 
Fain would I go to meet the archbishop. 

But many thousand reasons hold me back:— 

I will resolve for Scotland; there am 1, 

Till time aud vantage trave my company. 

[Ereunt* 
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SCENE IV.—Txmdon.—A Room in the Boar's 
/lead Tavern, in Eastcheap. 

Enter two Drawers. 

1 Draw . What the devil hast thou brought 
there ? apple-Johns ? thou kuow’bt, Sir Johu 
cannot endure an apple-John. • 

2 Draw . Mass, thou sayest true : The prince 
once set a dish of apple-Johns before him, and 
told bun, there weie five more Sir Johns : and, 
putting off his lint, said, I will now take my 
leuve of these six dry, round, old, wither’d 
knights. it angered hnn to the heart; but he 
hath forgot that. 

1 Drau. Why then, cover, and set them 
down : Ami see if thou caust find out Sneak’s 
noise; t mistress Tear-sheet would fain hear 
some music. Despatch :—The room where 
they supped is too hot: they’ll come in 
straight. 

2 Draw . Sirrah, here will be the prince and 
master Poins anon ; aud they will put on two 
of our jerkins and aprous ; and Sir John must 
not know of it: Bardolph hath brought word. 

1 Draw . By the mass, here wili be old utis : ; 
It will be an excellent stratagem. 

2 Draw. I'll see if J can find ont Sneak. 

[Exit. 

Enter Hostess and Doll Tear-sheet. 
Host. 1’faitb, sweet heart, methmks now you 
aie in ail excellent good temperality ; your pul- 
sidge heals as extraordinarily as heart would 
desire; aud your colour, 1 warrant you, is as 
red as any rose : But, i’faith, you have drunk too 
much cauaiies ; aud that’s a marvellous search¬ 
ing wine, and it perfumes the blood ere one can 
say,—What’s this? How do you now? 

Dot. Better than 1 was. Hem! 

Host. Why, that’s well said ; a good heart's 
worth gold. Look, here comes Sir Johu. 

Enter Falstaff, singing. 

Fat. When Arthur first in Court —Empty 
the Jordan. —And uas a worthy king: [Exit 
Drawer.] How now, mistress Doll T 
Host. Sick of a calm : yea, good sooth. 

Fat. So is all ber sect; an they be once in a 
calm, they are sick. 

Dot. You muddy rascal, is that all the com¬ 
fort you give me ? 

Fat. You make fat rascals, mistress Doll. 

Dot. I make them! gluttouy and diseases 
make them ; ! make them not. 

Ful. If the cook help to make the gluttony, 
you help to make the diseases, Doll: we catch 
of you, Doll, we catch of you ; grant that, my 
poor virtue, grant that. 

Dot. Aye, marry ; our chains, and our jewels. 
Fal. Your brooches, pearls , and ou ches: 
—for to sene bravely, is to come halting off, 
you know: To come off the breach with his pike 
bent bravely, and to surgery bravely ; to ven¬ 
ture upon the charged chambers $ bravely:- 

Dol. Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang 
yourself I 

Host. By my troth, this is tbe old fashion ; you 
two never meet, but you fall to 6ome discoFd : 
you are both, in good troth, as rheumatic as two 
diy toasts ; you cannot one bear with another’s 
conflnnities. What the good-year 1 one must bear, 
and that must be you : [To Doli .] you are the 
weaker vessel, as they say, the emptier vessel. 

Dol. Can a weak empty vessel bear &uch a 
huge full hogshead t there's a whole merchant’s 
venture of Bourdeaux stuff In him ; yon have 
not seen a hulk bett* r stuffed in the hold.—Come, 
I’ll be friends with thee. Jack: thou art going to 
the wars; and whether I shall ever see thee agaiu, 
or no, there is nobody cares. 

. c * * n ■Fl»le that will keep faro year*. 

T snak was u urm miiitiral : • unite of mmidui 
Wncteiitfy signified i iniitrrt. J Merry doings. 

| bmal! picrca of ordnance. 
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Re-enter Drawer. 

Draw. Sir, ancient 41 Pistol’s below, am? 
would speak with you. 

Dol. Hang him, swaggering rascal I let bun 
not come hither: it is Hit* foul moulh’dst rogue 
in Englaud. 

Host • If he swagger, let him not come here: 
no, by my faith; 1 must live amongst my 
neighbours; I’ll no swaggerers: I am in good 
name and fame with the veiy bestShut ihe 
door;—there comes no swaggerers here: 1 have 
not lived all this while, to have swaggei iug now : 
—shut the door, I pray you. 

Fal . Dost thou bear, hostess ?— 

Host. Pray you, pacify yourself, Sir John ; 
there comes no swaggerers here. 

Fal. Dost thou hear ? it is mine ancient. 

Host. Tilly-fallj, Sir John, never tell me; 
your ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors. 
I was before master Tisick, the deputy, the other 
day ; and, as he said to me,—it uas no longer 
ago than Wednesday last,— Neighbour Quickly, 
says be master Dumb, our minister, uas by 
them Neighbour Quickly, says he; rcceitc 
those that are civil; for, saith he, you arc 
in an ill name ;—now he said so, 1 can tell 
uhereupon; for, says he, you are an honest 
uotnan, and well thought on; tlinc/orc take 
heed uhat guests you receive: Rricur, says 

he, no swaggering companions. -There comes 

none here you would bless you to hear what 
he sard ;—no. I’ll no swaggerers. 

Fal He’s no swaggerer, hostess; a tame 
cheater,t he; you may stroke hitn as gently as 
a puppy greyhound : he mill not swagger with a 
Barbaiy lien, if her feathers turn back in any 
show of resistance.—Call him up, drawer. 

Host. Cheater, call you him ? I will bar no 
honest man my house, nor no cheater: But' 1 do 
not love swaggering; by my troth, 1 ain the 
worse, when one says—swagger: feel, masters, 
how I shake ; look you, I warrant you. 

Dol. So you do, hostess. 

Host. Do 1 ? yea, in very’ truth, do I, an 
'twere an aspen leaf: I cannot abide swag¬ 
gerers. 

Enter Pistol, Bardolph, and Pace. 

Pist. ’Save you, Srr John! 

Fal. Welcome, nucimt Pistol. Here, Pistol, 
I charge you with a cup of sack: do you dis¬ 
charge upon mine hostess. 

Pist. I will discharge upon her. Sir John, 
with two bullets. 

Fal. She is pistol proof. Sir; you shall hardly 
offend her. 

Host. Come, I’ll drink no proofs, nor no bul¬ 
lets: I’ll drink no more than will do ine good, 
for no man's pleasure, I. 

Pist. Then to you, mistress Dorothy *, 1 will 
charge you. 

Dol . Charge me ? I scorn you, scurvy com¬ 
panion. What! you poor, base, rascally, cheat¬ 
ing, lacklinen male I Away you mouldy icguc, 
away I I aui meat for your master. 

Pist. I know you, mistress Doiothy. 

Dol. Away, you cut-puise rascal! you filthy 
bung, away 1 by this wine. I'll thrust my knife 
in your mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy 
cuttle with me. Away, you bottle.ale rascal 1 
you basket-hilt stale juggler, you !—Since when, 

1 pray you. Sir?—What, with two points; oo 
y our shoulder! much I $ 

Pist. I will murder your ruff for thi*. 

Fal. No more, Pistol ; 1 would not have you 
go off here: dischaige yourself of our company. 
Pistol. . 

Host . No, good captain Pistol; not here, 
sweet captain. 

Dol. Captain! thou abominable damned 
cheater, art thou not ashamed to be called— 

• Entlf’ii. 

t Gamester. 1 LuceSf mnrks of hi* commission. 

| Ail expression of disdain. 
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captain ? If captains were of my uiind, they 
Would tiiincliooii >011 out, toi taking their 
names upon you beloie >011 have earned them. 
You a captain, >011 slave 1 lor what? for tearing 
a poor whole’s mil' in a bawdy -house ?—He a 
captain! Hang him, io»iiel He lives upon 
mouldy stewed piunes, and dned cakes. A 
captain ! these villains will make the word cap¬ 
tain as odious as the woid occupy ; which was an 
excellent good woid before it was ill-sorted; 
theieioie captains had need look to it. 

Mat'd . Fiay thee, go down, good ancient. 

Ful. Haik thee hither, mistiess Doll. 

Fist. Not 1 : tell thee what, corporal Bar- 
dolph ;—l could tear herI'll be revenged on 
her. 

Fa^e. Pray thee, go down. 

Fist. I’ll see hei damned firstto Pluto’s 
damned lake, to the infernal deep, with Erebus 
and loiiuies xlie also. Hold hook and line, say 
I. Down, down, dogs I down faitors! Have 
we not linen here I* 

Jlost. Good captain Peesel, be quiet; it is 
veiy late, I’failh : 1 beseek you uow, aggravate 
your choler. 

Fist. These be good humours, indeed 1 Shall 
pack horses, 

And hollow pampei’d jades of Asia, 

W Inch cannot go but thirty miles a day. 

Compare with Calais and with Cannibals, + 

And Tiojau Gieeks? nay, rather * damn them 
with 

Kin’ Cerberus ; and let the welkin roar. 

.Shall we fall foul for toys? 

Host. By my tiotli, captain, these are very 
biittr words. 

Haul. Be gone, good ancient : this will grow 
to a In awl anon. 

Fist. Die men, like dogs; give crowns like 
pins. Have we not Hiren here? 

Host. O’ my word, captain, there’s none 
such heie. What the good-ye.u ! do you 
think 1 would deny her? for God’s sake, be 
(jinet. 

Fist. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Cali- 
polis : J 

Come, give’s some sack. 

Si J or tuna me tormenta, sperato me 
contenta. - 

Tear we broadsides? no, let the fiend give fire : 
Give me some 6.ick and, sweetheart, lie thou 
tlieie. [Laying down his sword. 

Come we to full points here; aud are ct cctera's 
nothing ? 

rul. Pistol, 1 would be quiet. 

Fut. Sweet knight, 1 kiss thy neif: $ What ! 
wc have seen the seven stais. 

I)ol. Huust hnu down stairs; I cannot cn- 
d ne such a fustian lascal. 

Hist, thrust him down stairs! know we not 
Galloway nags ? || 

Fat. Qi oit H him down, Baidolph, like a 
shove-groat shilling : nay, if lie do nothing but 
speak nothing, he shall he nothing here. 

Haul. Come, get vou down stairs. 

Fist Uliafl shall we have incision ? shall we 

nnbiue?- [Snatching up his snord. 

Then death lock me asleep, abudge my doleful 
days•• 

Why then, let grievous, ghastly gaping wounds 
liilwiue the sisters tbieel Come, Atiopos, I 
say I 

Host. Here’s goodly stuff toward I 
Ful. Give me my rapier, boy. 

Dot. 1 pray thee, Jack, 1 pray thee, do uot 
dutw. 

Fat. Get you down stairs. 

[Druuing unit driving Pistol out. 
Host. Here’s a goodly tumult! I’ll forswear 

• A quotation from n play of G Peele’s. 

1 Blunder lor Ilaiimh.iU. 

t Parody of a line m the Uxltle ol Alcasar, an old pla\. 

$ I’i«. } Common limknie'. ^ Tnrow. 

• • Purl of an anoeut aons. 
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keeping house, afore 1*11 be in these tirrits and 

flights. So; muidcr, I warrant now.-Alas, 

aiax! put up your naked weapons, put up your 
naked weapons. 

[Exeunt Pistol and Bardolph. 
Hot. I pray thee, Jack, he quiet; the lascal 
is gone. Ah I your whoieson little valiant vil¬ 
lain, you. 

Host. Are you not hurt i’the groin? me- 
thought, he made a shrewd thrust at your belly. 

Re-enter Bakdolfh. 

Fat. Have you turned him out of doors ? 
Hard. \es, Sir. The rascal’s diunk: you 
have hurt bun. Sir , iu the shoulder. 

Fat. A rascal! to brave me I 

Dot. Ah ! you sweet little rogue, you ! Alas, 
poor ape, how tliou sweat’st! Come, let me 
wipe thy face ;—come on, you whoieson chops : 
*—Ah, rogue 1 i’faith, I love thee. Thou art as 
valorous as Hector of Tioy, woitli five of 
Agamemnon, and ten times better tbau the nine 
worthies. Ah villain ! 

Ful. A lascally slave 1 I will toss the rogue in 
a blanket. 

Dot. Do, if thou darest for thy heart: if thou 
dost. I’ll canvas thee between a pair of sheets. 

Enter Music. 

Page. The music is come. Sir. 

Fat. Let them play Play, Sirs.—Sit on mjr 
knee, Doll. A rascal hraggiug slave 1 the rogue 
Bed Horn me like quicksilvei. 

Hoi. i’failh, and thou followedst him like a 
church. Thou whoreson little tidy Baiiholomew 
boar-pig, when wilt thou leave fighting o’davs, 
aud loiuiug o’tughts, and begiu to patch up 
thine old body tor heaven? 

Enter behind Prince Henry and Poins, r/is* 
guised like Hraucrs. 

Fal. Peace, good Doll 1 do not speak like a 
death’s head : do not bid me remember mine 
end. 

l)ol. Sirrah, what humour is the prince oft 

Ful. A goid shallow young lellow : he would 
have made a good pauiler, he would have 
chipped bread well. 

Hoi. They say Poins has a good wit. 

Fal. He a good wu? hang him, baboon 1 
bis wit is as thick as Tewksbury mustaid ; 
there is no more couccit in bun, than is in a 
mallet. 

Hot. Why docs the prince love him so then 1 

Fal. because their legs are both of a bigness: 
and lie plays at quoits well; aud eats conger 
and fennel ; and dunks off caudles’ ends for 
fiap-diagous; aud tides the wild mate with the 
boys ; aud jumps upon joint stools; aud swears 
with a good grace; aud weais his boot very 
smooth, like unto the sign of the leg; aud 
biecds no bate with telling of disciect stones, 
and such other gambol (acuities ho hath, that 
show a weak mind aud an able body, for the 
which the prince admits him : for the prince 
himself is such another: the weight of a hair 
will turn the scales between their avoiidupnb. 

P. Hen. Would uot this nave of a wheel have 
his ears cut off? 

Poms. Let’s beat him before his whore. 

P. Hen. Look, if the uilbeied eider hath not 
his poll clawed like a pariot. 

Poins. Is it not strange, that desire should sc 
many years outlive peifonnauce t 

Fat. Kiss me. Dull. 

P. Hen. Saturn and Venus this year in con¬ 
junction 1 what says the almanack to that ? 

Poins. And, look, whether the fieiy Tiigon, • 
his man, be not lisping to his master’s old ta¬ 
bles ; lus note-book, his couusel-keeper. 

Fat. Thou dost give me fluttering busses. 


• An astronomical term. 
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Dol. Nay, truly; I kiss thee with a meet 
constant heal I. 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Dol • I l»'f thee better than I love e'er a 
scum towns bo> of them all. 

Fat. hat stud wilt lwrve a kirtle • of? I shall 
receive money on Thursday : thou sbalt have a 
cap to-morrow. A merry song, come : it grows 
late, we'll to bed. Thou'lt forget me, when 1 
am gone. 

Dol. By niv troth, thou’lt set me a weeping, 
an thou safest so : prove that ever I die^s my¬ 
self handsome till thy return.-Well, hearkeu 

the end. 

Fal. Some sack, Francis. 

F. lien. Poins . Anon, anon. Sir. 

[ Advancing. 

Fal. Ha ! a bastard son of the king’s 1—And 
art not thou Poins bis brother ? 

P. Hen. Why, thou globe of siuful continents, 
what a life dost thou lead ? 

Fal. A better than thou: I am a gentleman, 
thou art a drawer. 

P. Hen. Very true. Sir; and 1 come to draw 
you out by the ears. 

Host. O the Lord preserve thy good grace ! 
by my troth, welcome to London.—Now the 
Lord bless that sweet face of thuie 1 O Jesu, 
are >ou come from Wales? 

Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of ma- ’ 
jesty,—by this light flesh and corrupt blood, 
tbou art welcome. 

[Leaning his hand upon Doll. 

Dol. How! you fat fool, 1 scorn you. 

Poins. My lord, he will drive you out of your 
revenge, and turn all to a merriment, if you 
take not the heat. 

P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, yon ; 
how vilely did you speak of me even now, be¬ 
fore this honest, virtuous, civil gentlewoman? 

Host. ’Blessing o’your good heart! aud so she 
is, by my troth. 

Fal. Didst thou bear me ? 

P. Hen. Yes ; aud you knew me, as you did 
when you ran away by Gad's-hili: you knew, 
I was at youi back, and spoke it on purpose, to 
try my patience. 

Fal. No, no, no ; not so; I did not think 
thou wast within hearing. 

P. Hen. I shall drive you then to confess the 
wilful abuse; aud then I kuow how to handle 
you. 

Fal. No abase, Hal, on mine honour ; no 
abuse. 

P. Hen. Not! to dispraise me ; and call me— 
pantler, and bread-chipper; and I know not 
what ? 

Fal. No abase, Hal. 

Poins. No abuse! 

Fal. No abuse, Ned, In the world ; honest 
Ned, none. I dispraised him before the wicked, 
that the wicked might not fall in love with him : 
—in which doing, I have done the part of a care¬ 
ful fnend and a tme subject, and thy father is 
to give me thanks for it. No abuse, Hal; none, 
Ned, none ;—no, boys, none. 

P. lfen. See now, whether pure fear, and en¬ 
tire cowardice, doth not make thee wrong this 
virtuous gentlewoman to close with us 1 Is she 
of the wicked ? Is thine hostess here of (he 
wicked? Or is the boy of the wicked? Or 
honest Bardolpb, whose zeal burns in his nose, 
of the wicked ? 

Poms. Answer, thou dead dm, answer. 

Fal. The fiend bath pricked down Bardolpb 
I recoverable : and his face is Lucifer’s privy 
kitchen, where he doth nothing bat roast malt- 
worms. For the boy,—'there is a good angel 
about him ; but che devil outbids him toe. 

P. Hen. For the women,—— 

Fal. For one of them,—she is In hell already, 
*nd burns poor soal! For the other,— i ewe 

• A short cloak 
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her money; and whether she be damned for 
that, 1 know not. 

Host. No, 1 warrant yon. 

Fal. No, 1 think thou urt not; I think thou 
art quit for that: Marry, there is another indict¬ 
ment upon thee, for sullcruig flesh to be eaten 
m thy house, contrary to the law ; foi the which 
1 think, Uiou wilt howl. 

Host. Ail victuallers do so: What’s a joiut 
of mutton or two m a whole Lent? 

P . Hen. You, geiiUewotuau,- 

Dol. What says your glare? 

Fal. His grace says that which his flesh rebels 
against. 

Host. Who knocks so loud at door 1 look to 
the door there, Francis. 

Esiter Peto. 

P. Hen. Peto, liow now? wbat news? 

Peto. The king your father is at Westmin 
ster; 

And there air twenty weak and wearied posts. 
Come from the north : and, as I came along, 

I met and overtook a dozen captains, 
Bare-lieaded, sweating, knocking at the ta¬ 
verns, 

And asking every one for Sir John Falstafl. 

P. Hen. By heaven, Poius, 1 feel me much 
to blame. 

So idly to profaue the precious time ; 

W hen tempest of commotion, like the south 
Borne with biack vapour, doth begin to melt, 

Aud drop upon our bare unarmed beads. 

Give me my sword aud cloak FaUlatf, good 
night. 

[Exeunt Prince Henry, Poins, Peto, and 
Bardolph. 

Fal. Now romes in the sweetest morsel of 
the night, aud we must hence, aud I raw ti un¬ 
picked. [Knocking heard.} More knocking at 
the door ? 

Re-enter Bardolpu. 

How now ? what’s the matter ? 

Bard. You must away to court. Sir, present¬ 
ly ; a dozen captains s-tay at door tor you. 

Fal. Pay the musicians, surah. [To the 
Page.]— Farewell, hostess ;—laiewell, Doll.— 
you see, my good wenches, how men of me'it 
aie sought after: the uudeserver may sleep, 
wheu the roan of action is called on. Farewell, 
good wenches : If I be not scut away pott, 1 will 
see you again ere 1 go. 

Dol. I cannot speak;—If my heart he not 
ready to burst:—Well, sweet Jack, have a cate 
of thyself. 

Fal. Farewell, farewell. 

[Exeunt Kalstaff and Bardolph. 
Host. Well, fare thee well: I haw known 
thee these twenty-nine years, coine peascod-timc, 
but an iiouester, aud truer-hearted mau,—Well, 
fare thee well. 

Hard. [Within.} Mistress Tear-sheet,- 

Host. What's the matter? 

Bard. [Within.] Bid Mistress Tear-sheet 
come to my master. • 

Host. O run, Doll, run ; run, good Doll. 

[Exeunt- 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry in his Night-goum, with 

a Page. 

K. Hen. Go, call the earls of Surrey and of 
Warwick ; 

But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read these 
letters, 

bad well consider of thorn ; Make good speed — 

[Exit Faux. 
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How many thousand of mv poorest subjects 
Air at (ins hour asleep !—Sleep, gentle 6 leep, 
Nature’s, soft muse, how have I flighted thee. 
That thou no moie wilt weigh my eyelids down. 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness? 

M hy rather, sleep, best thou in smoky cribs, 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee. 

Ami hush’d with buzzing nighl-ilies to thy 
slumber; 

Than in the pei fum’d chambers of the great, 
Viulei the canopies ol costly state. 

And lull’d with sounds of sweetest melody? 

O thou dull god, why best thou with the vile. 

In loathsome beds; and leav’st the kiugly 
couch, 

A watch-case, or a common 'larum bell? 

M lit thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his 
bums 

Jn cradle of the rude imperious surge. 

And in the visitation of the winds. 

Who take the ruthan billows by the top, 

Cuiliug then monstrous heads, and hauging 
them 

"ith deal’mug clamouis ill the slippery clouds, 

'I hat, with the liuily, • death itself awakes? 

Can si thou, O paitial sleep! give thy repose 
'In the wet sea -1 hi) in an hum so rude; 

And, m the calmest and most stillest night, 

A\ nil all appliances and means to boot, 

I ten) it to a king I Then happy low + lie down ! 
Luca?) lies the head that weais a crown. 

Enter Warwick and Surrey. 

'nr. Many good moirows to your majesty I 
K. I Ini. Is it good mot tow, loids? 

II nr. MV one o’clock, and past. 

K.Jivn. \\ by then, good morrow to you all, 

mv lords. 

Have you lead o’er the letters that I sent yon? 

If \n . \\ t have, my liege. 

K. Uni. 1 lieu you peiceive, the body of our 
kingdom 

Ilow foul it is , what rank diseases grow', 

And with what daugei, near the heait of it. 

II nr. It is but as a body, yet, distemper’d ; 

\\ hit It to his fount i strength may be restor'd, 

w nil good advice, and little medicine :- 

My lout Notthuinbcilaud will soon be cool’d. 

A'. /Ini. o heaven ! that oue might read the 
book of fate ; 

And see the ievolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent 
ftteary ot solid firmness,} melt itself 
Into the sea ! and, other times, to 6 ee 
'l lie beachy gndte of the ocean 
Too wide for Neptune’s hips: how chances 
mock. 

And changes till the cup of alteration 
With diveis liquors! O if this weie seen. 

The happiest youth,—viewing his progress 
tluough. 

What penis past, what crosses to ensue,— 

Would shut the book, and sit him down and 
Mis not ten years gone, [die. 

Since Hicliaid and Northumberland, great 
fi lends, 

Hid feast together, and in two yeais after, 

Mete they at wars : It is hut eight yeais, since 
This Pcicy was the man nearest my soul; 

M lio like a brother toil’d in mv affairs. 

And laid hts love and life under my foot; 

Yea, tor my sake, even to the eyes of Richard, 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was hy, 
(You, cousin Nevil, as 1 may remember,) 

[7b Warwick. 

When Richard, with his eye brlmfuU of tears. 
Then check d and rated by North umber I and. 

Did speak these words, now prov’d a prophecy ? 
A 'orth umber land, thou ladder , by the which 
Mu cousin Bolingbroke ascends.my throne 
Though then, heaven kuows, I had no such< 
intent; } 

t Those In lowly situations. : 


But that necessity so bow'd the state, 

That I and greatness weie competl’a to kiss:—- 
The time shall come , thus did he follow it. 

The time will come , that Joul sin , gathering 
head , 

Shall break into corruption so went on. 
Foretelling tins same tiuu-v condition. 

And the division of our amity. 

War. There is a Jnstoiy lii all men’s lives, 
Figiuiiig the nature of the times deceas’d: 

The which observ’d, a man may piophccy. 

With a near aim, of the main chance ot 'things 
As yet not come to life ; which m their seeds, 
And weak beginnings, be mtreasured. 

Such things become the hatch aud brood of 
time; 

And by the necessary form of this. 

King Richaid might create a perfect guess, 

'I hat great Nortliuinbeilaud, then false to him. 
Would, of that seed, grow to a greater false¬ 
ness ; 

Which should not find a ground to root upon. 
Unless on you. 

K. Hen. Are these things then necessities ? 
Then iet us meet them like necessities; 

And that same word even now cues out on us: 
They say, the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand stiong. 

War. It cannot he, my lord ; 

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo. 
The numbers of the fear’d'.— Please it your 
grace, 

To go to bed ; upon my life, my lord. 

The poweis that you already have sent foith. 
Shall bring this p'uze in vtrv easily. 

To comfort you the more, 1 have leceiv’d 
A ceitaui instance, that Glendovvei is .dead. • 
Y'otu majesty hath been this fortnight ill ; 

Aud these unseason'd hours, perloice, must add 
Unto your sickness. 

K. Hni. I will take your counsel: 

And, were these inward wars once out of hand. 
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE11.—Court before Justice Shallow’s 
House in Ulostcrs/urc . 

Enter Shallow and Silence, meeting. 
Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, Bull- 
calf, and Servants , behind. 

Shut. Come on, come on, come on ; give me 
your hand, Sir, give me your baud. Sir: ail 
early stirrer, by the lood. t And how doth my 
good cousin Silence ? 

Sil. Good moirovv, good cousin Shallow. 

Shiil. Aud how doth my cousin, your bedfel¬ 
low ? aud your fairest daughter, and mine, my 
god-daughter Ellen ? 

Sil. Alas, a black ouzel, cousin Shallow. 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sii, I dare say my 
cousin William is become a good scholar : He 
is at Oxford still, is be not? 

Sit. Indeed, Sir; to my cost. 

Shul. He must then to the inns of court 
shortly: I was once of ClemeiitViuu ; where I 
think, they will talk of mad Shallow yet. 

Sil. You were called—lusty Shallow, then, 
cousin. 

Shal. By the mass, I was called any thing.; 
and I would have done any thing, indeed, and 
roundly too. Theie was I, and little John Doit 
of Staffordshire, and black George Bare, and 
Francis Pickhone, and Y' ill Squele, a Couwoid 
man,—you had not four such swinge-bucklers £ 
in all the inns of court again : and, >1 may say 
to von, we knew where the houa-rohas j were; 
and had the best of them all at cpmuianduieut. 
Then was Jack Falstaff, now Sir Joint, a boy 
and page to Thomas Mowbray duke of Nor¬ 
folk. 

• GlenJoner mrrkrtl Henry IV. 
f Croat. t Rakrt, or nctora. 

§ Ladiea of plcimre. 
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Sil. Tins Sir John, cousin, that conics hither 
anon about soldiers ? 

.V fml. The same Sir John, the very same. I 
sa« hi in buak Skopin's head at the com: gate, 
when he was a cuck, * not thus high : and the 
tei> same day did 1 right with one Sampson 
Stoikiisli, a Iruiteivi, behind Gray's-inu. O 
the mad days that i ha\c spent! and to see how 
main of mine old acquaintance aie dead ! 

Sil. We shall all follow, cousin. 

Shal. Certain, Tis certain; veiy »«re, very 
sure: death, as the INaliuist saitli, is certain to 
all; all shall die. How a good >oke of bullocks 
at Siamfoid fair? 

•S'//. Imh, cousin, 1 was not there. 

Shal Death is certain.—la old Double of 
your town In 1115 jet? 

SjI. Dead, Sir. 

Shat. Dead!—See, see!—lie drew a good 
bow ;—Amt dead ;—he shut a line shoot: — 
John of Gaunt loved him well, and betted 
much money on his head. Dead !—he would 
have clapped i’tlie clout at twelle score ; t and 
catried sou a forehand shaft a fourteen and 
lourteeeii and a half, that N would have done a 
man’s heart good 10 see.—How a scoie of ewes 
now ? 

Stl. Thereafter as they lie : a score of good 
ewes may be worth ten pounds. 

Shat. And is old Double dead 1 

Enter Bardolph, end one uith him . 

Sil. Here come two of Sir John Talslaff's 
men, as i'tlunk. 

Hard. Good inoiron, honest gentlemen : I 
beseech jon, which is justice Shallow? 

Shal. Fain Robert Shallow, Sir; a poor es¬ 
quire of tins county, and one of the king’s jus¬ 
tices of the peace : What is your good pleasuie 
with me? 

Hurd. My captain. Sir, commends him to 
you : my captain. Sir John Talstatl': a tall 
gentleman, by beaven, and a most gallant 
leader. 

S'lal. He greets me well, Sir ; I knew him a 
good tiackswoid man : How doth the good 
knight? may I as!, bow mj lady Ins wife doth ? 

Hard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accom¬ 
modated than with a wife. 

Shal. It is well said, in faith. Sir; and it is 
well said indeed too. Better accommodated! 
—it is good; jea, indeed, it is: good phrases 
are surely, and ever were, very commendable. 
Accommodated !— it comes from accommodo : 
very good : a good phrase. 

Hard. Pardon me. Sir: I have heard the 
word. Phrase, call you it? By this good day, I 
know- not the phrase : but I will maintain the 
word with niy sword, to be a soldier-like word, 
and a word of exceeding good command. Ac¬ 
commodated ; That is, when a man is, as they 
say, accommodated : or, when a man is,—being, 
—v.hereby,—he maybe thought to be accommo¬ 
dated ; which is au excellent thing. 

Enter Fai.stafp. 

Shal. It is very just:—Look, here comes 
good Sir John.—Give me jujir hand, give me 
your worship’s good baud : By my noth, you 
look well, and bear your years very well: wel¬ 
come, good Sir John. 

Fal. I asp glad to Bee you well, good master 
Robert Shallow Master Sure-card, as I think. 

Shal. No, Sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, 
in couiuiisMuii with me. 

Eat,. Good master Silence, it well befits you 
should lie of the peace. 

Sil. Your good worship is welcome. 

Eat. l ie I this is hot weather.—Gentlemen, 
Bate you provided uie here half a dozen stiih- 
cieut men 1 


• Hoy. 

t Hit ih«'«biie mark at tutlti arore )inii. 
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Shal. Mairy, have we. Sir. Will you an? 

Eat. Lit me see them, I lusecli you. 

Shal. Where’s the loll? while’s the 1 oil ? 
when’s the loll ?—Let me see, let me sec. So, 
$ 0 , so, so: Yea, many, S 11 K.ilph Mouldy :— 
I -i them appear as I call; let them do so, let 
them do so.-Let me see ; Wheie is Mouldy » 

Mont. Here, au’t please you. 

Shttl. What think yon. Sir John? a good 
limbi d fellow: young, sliong, and of good 
fuemb. 

Eat. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Afoul. Yea, an’t please you. 

Eal. ’Tis the imne tune thou tverl used. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha! must excellent, 1 ’faith I 
things that are mouldy lack use : Veiy singular 
good 1—lu faith, well said. Sir John : \eiy well 
said. 

Eal. Prick him. [To Shai.i.ow. 

J lout. 1 was pi 1 eked well enough betoie, an 
you could have let me alone : my old dame 
will he undone now, for one to do hei husban¬ 
dly, and hei drudgeiy : you need not to have 
pinked me; there aie other iiieu utter to go out 
tiuii I. 

Eat. Go to; pence, Mouldy, you shall go. 
Mouldy, it is tune you weie spent. 

Moul. Spent I 

Shat. Peace, fellow, peace; stand aside; 
Know you where you are i —For the otlici. Sir 
John let me see ;—Simon Shadow 1 

Eat. A) mairy, leL me have him to sit under : 
lie’s like to be a cold soldier. 

Shal. Wlieie’s Shadow? 

Shad. Heie Sir. 

Eal. Shadow, whose sou art thou ? 

Shad. My mother’s sun. So. 

Eal. Thy mothers soul like ciiougii; and 
thy fathei’s shadow : so the sou of the lemale is 
the shadow of the male : it is often so, inde»d ; 
but not much of the tathei’s substance. 

Shal. Do you like him, S 11 John? 

Eal. Shadow will serve fui suimnci, -prick 
him ;—for we have a number of shadows to till 
up the muster-book. 

Shal, Thomas W art I 

Eal. W lieie’a he ? 

Hart. Here, Sir. 

Eat. Is thy name Wait? 

It art. Yea, Sir. 

Eal. than art a very ragged wart. 

Shal. Shall 1 puck him. Sir John? 

Eal. It were sitpeillmms ; foi his apparel it 
built upon his back, and the whole tianie stands 
upon pins : prick him 110 more. 

Shal. lid, ha, ha!—you can do it, Sn ; you 
can do it: 1 commend you well.—1’iaucis 
Feeble l 

Eie. Here, Sir. 

Eat. What Hade art thou, Feeble 2 

Fee. A woman’s tailor. Sir. 

Shal. Shall I puck him. Sir? 

Eal. You may : but 11 lie had been a man s 
tailor, he would have pricked you.—W ill thou 
make as many holes 111 au enemy's battle, as 
thou hast done in a woman’s peltico.it 1 

Fee. I will do my good will, S 11 ; you cm 
have 110 more* 

Eal. Well said, good woman’s tailor! well 
said, couiageoiis Feeble! 'lhou will be as v.maiit 
as the wrathful dove, 01 most magnanimous 
mouse.—Fuck the woman’s tailor well mastei 
Shallow ; deep, mastei Shallow. 

Fee. 1 would. Wait might have gone. Sir. 

Fal. I would, thou well a man’s lailm ; that 
thou mighl’sl mend linn, and make him lit to 
go. 1 cannot put him to a private soltliei, that 
is the leader of so many thousands: Let Ihu: 
suffice, most forcible Feeble. 

Fee. It shall suffice, Sir. 

Eal. I am houud to thee, reverend Feeble.— 
Who is next ? 

Shal l’eier Bull-calf of the green 1 

Eal. Yea, marry, let us see Bull-calf. 

Mull. Here, Sir. 
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Fal. Tore God, a likely fellow 1—Come, 
prick me Bull-calf till be roar again. 

Bull. O lord 1 good my lord captain,— 

Fal. What, dost thou roar before tbou ait 
pricked 1 

Bull. O lord. Sir 1 I am a diseased man. 

Fal. What disease hast thou t 

Bull. A whoreson cold, Sir; a cough. Sir; 
which I caught with ringing in the king's affairs, 
upon his coronation day. Sir. 

Fal. Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a 
gown ; we will have away thy cold ; and I will 
take such order, that thy friends shall ring for 
thee.—Is here all I 

SJial. Here is two more called than your 
number ; you must have but four here. Sir 
and so, I pray you, go in with me to diuner. 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I 
cannot tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, in 
good troth, master Shallow. 

&<hal. O Su John, do you remember since 
we lay all night in the windmill in St. George's 
fields. 

Fal. No more of that, good master Shallow, 
no more of that. 

Shal. Ha, it was a merry night. And is Jane 
Night-work alive? 

Fat. She lives, master Shallow. 

Shal. She never could away with me. 

Fal. Never, never : slie would always say, 
she could not abide master Shallow. 

Skul. By the inass, 1 could anger her to the 
heart. She was then a botia-roba. Doth she 
bold her own well ? 

Fal. Old, old, master Shallow. 

Shal. Nay, she must be old ; she cannot 
choose hut be old : certain, she's old ; and had 
Koliin Night-woik by old Night-work, before 1 
came to Clcineiit's-inn. 

Sii. That’s fifty-five year ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst 
seen that that this knight and 1 have seeu !— 
11a, Sii John, said I well? 

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, 
master Shallow. 

Shal. That we have, that we have, that we 
have, in taitli. Sir John, we have; our watch¬ 
word was, Hem, boys! —Come, let’s to dinner; 
come, let’s to dinner :—O the days that we have 
seen I—Coine, come. 

[Exeunt Falstaif, Shallow, and Silence. 

Bull. Good master corpoiate Bardolph, stand 
my friend ; aud here is lour Harry ten shillings 
in TTcnch crowns for you. In very truth. Sir, I 
had as lief be hanged, Sir, as go : and yet, tor 
mine owu part, Sir, 1 do not care ; but, rather, 
because I .tin unwilling, aird, tor mine own part, 
have a desire to stay with my friends ; else. Sir, 

1 did not care, for mine own part, so much. 

Bard. Go to ; stand aside. 

Monl. And good master corporal captain, for 
my old dame’s sake, stand my friend: she has 
nobody to do any thing about her, when I am 
gone : and she is old, aud cannot help herself: 
you shall have forty, Sir. 

Bard. Go to : stand aside. 

Fee. By my troth I care nota man can die 
but once ;—we owe God a death ;— I’ll ne’er 
bear a base mind ;—an't be my destiny, so; an’t 
be not, so : No man's too good to serve his 
prince ; and, let it go which way it will, he that 
dies this year, is quit for the next. 

Banl. Weil said ; thou’rt a good fellow. 

Fee. ’Faith, I’ll bear no base mind. 

Re-enter Falstaff, and Justices. 

Fal. Come, Sir, which men shall l have T 

Shal. Tour, of which you please. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you :—I have three 
pound to free Mouldy and Bull-calf. 

Fal. Go to ; well. 

Shal. Come, Sir John, which ftur will you 
have. 

Fal. Do you choose for me. 
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Shal. Marry then,—Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble, 
and Shadow. 

Fal. Mouldy, and Bull-calf;—For you, Moul- 
dy, 6 tay at home still ; you are past service :— 
and, for your part, Bull-calf,—grow till you 
come unto it; I will none ot you. 

Shal. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourself 
wrong: they are your likelier men, aud 1 would 
have you served with the best. 

Fal. Will you tell me, master Shallow, how 
to choose a man ? Care I lor the limb, the tliewes, 
the stature, bulk, and big a 6 semblance of a man ! 
Give me the spirit, master Shallow.—Here’s 
Wart;—you see what aftragged appearance it is : 
he shall charge you, and discharge you, with 
the motion of a pewterer’s hammer; come off, 
and on, swifter than he that gibbets-on the 
brewer’s bucket. And this same half-fac’d 
fellow. Shadow,—give me this mail; be presents 
no mark to the enemy; the foeinan may with as 
great aim level at the edge of a penknife : And, 
for a retreat,—how swiftly will this Feeble, the 
woman’s tailor, mil off? Oh 1 give me the spare 
men, and spare me the great ones.—Put me a 
caliver into Wart’s hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse, thus, thus, thus. 

Fal. Come, manage me your caliver. So 
very well :—go to :—very good :—exceeding 
good.—O give me always a little, lean, old 
chapped, bald shot.—Well said, l'failb Wart ; 
fhour’t a good scab: hold, there’s a tester for 
Ibec. 

Shal. He is not his craft’s-master, he doth 
not do it right. I lemembei at Miie-eud green, 
(when I lay at Clement's iun,—I was then Sir 
Da^onet m Aithur’s show,) there was a little 
quiver fellow, aud ’a would manage you his piece 
thus : and 'a would about, aud about, andcome you 
m, and come you m : rah, tah, tah, would 'a 
say ; bounce, would 'a say, and away again would 
'a go, and ayain would 'a come:—I shall never 
see such a fellow. 

Fid. These fellows will do well, master 
Shallow.—God keep you, master Silence; 1 will 
not use mam woids with you :—Fare you well, 
gentlemen both : I thank you : 1 must a do/eu 
mile to mght.—Bardolph, give the soldiers 
coats. 

Shal. Sii John, beaveu bless you, aud pros¬ 
per your affairs, and send us peace 1 As you 
return, visit my bouse; let our old acquaintance 
be renewed : peradventure I will with you to 
ibe court. 

Fal. 1 would you would, master Shallow. 

Shal. Go to : I have spoke at a word. Fare 
you well. [Exeunt Shallow and Silence. 

Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. On, 
Bardolph ; lead the men away. [Exeunt Bar- 
dolph, Recruits, 4c.] As 1 return, I will 
fetch off these justices : I do see the bottom of 
justice Shallow. Lord, lord, how subject we old 
men are to this vice of lying 1 —This same 
starved justice hath done nothing but prate to 
me of the wildness of bis youth,aud the feats he 
hath done about Turubull-street; * and every 
third word a lie, duer paid to the hearer thau 
the Turk's tiihute. I do remember him at 
ClementVinn, like a man made after supper of 
a cheese-paring : when lie was naked, he was, 
for all the wot Id like a forked radish, with a 
head fantastically carved upon it with a knife: 
he was so forlorn, that his dimensions to any 
thick sight were invisible : he was the very 
Genius of famine ; yet lecheious as a monkey, 
and the whores called him mandrake; he came 
ever in the rear-ward of the fashion : and sung 
(hose tunes to the over-scutched huswives that 
he heard the carmen whistle, and sware—they 
were his fancies, or his good-nights, t And now 
is tins Vice’s dagger X become a squire ; and 
talks as familiarly of John of Gaunt, as if he bad 

• Clerkmwell. t Titles of little poems. 

t A wooden dagger like tknt vised by the modern 
Harlequin. 
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been sworn brother to him ; and 1*11 be sworn 
lie never saw bun but ouce in the Tilt-yard ; 
and then be burst his head, for crowding 
anion- the marshal’s men. I saw it ; and told 
John of Gaum, he beat his own name : for you 
might have truss’d him, and all his apparel, 
into ail eel-skiu ; the case of a treble baut-boy 
was a mansion for him, a court; and now has 
he land and beeves. W ell; 1 will be acquainted 
with him, if I return : and it shall go hard, but 
1 will make him a philosopher’s two stones 
to me : If the -young dace be a hait for the old 
pike, 1 see no reason, in ilie law of nature, but 
I may snap at him. LetMime shape, aud theie 
an end. [£ait. 


ACT IV. 

SCEKE I.—A Forest in Yorkshire. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, Moavbray, 
Hastings, and others. 

Arch. What is this forest call’d 7 
Hast. *Tis Gaultree forest, au’t shall please 
your grace. 

Arch . Here stand, my lords ; and aeud dis¬ 
coverers forth. 

To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Hast. We have sent forth ahead). 

ArcA. ’Hs well done. 

My friends, and brethren in these great affairs, 

1 must acquaint you that 1 have receiv'd 
New-dated letteis from Northumberland ; 

Theii cold intent, tenor, and substance thus 
Here doth he wish bis person, with such powers 
As might hold soitance with Ins quality. 

The which he could not levy , whereupon 
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing fortunes. 

To Scotland : and concludes in heaity pi avers. 
That your attempts may overlive the hazard, 

Aud tearful meeting ot their opposite. 

Moub. Thus do the hopes we haye in him 
touch ground. 

And dash themselves to pieces. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Hast. Now, what news? 

Ales*. West of this forest, scarcely off a mile. 
In goodly form conies on the enemy : 

Aud, by the ground they hide, I judge their 
number 

Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousand. 
Moub. The just proportion that we gave them 
out. 

Let us sway on, and face them in the field. 
Enter W estmorelikd. 

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us 
here 7 

Moxvb. l think, it is my lord of Westmore¬ 
land. 

West. Health and fair greeting from our ge¬ 
neral. 

The prince, lord John and duke of Lancaster. 

Arch. Say on, my lord of Westmoreland, in 
What doth concern your coming 1 [peace ; 

West. Then, my lord. 

Into your grace do I in chief address 

The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 

Came like itself, in base and abject routs. 

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage. 

And countenanc'd by boys and beggary; 

I say, if damn'd commotion so appear'd. 

In his true, native, and roost proper shape. 

You, reverend father, mid these noble lords. 
Had not been here, to dress the ugly lorm 
Of base and bloody insurrection [bishop, — 

With your fair honours. ¥oo, lord vcli- 
Wbose see is by a civil peace maintain’d ; 
Whose beaid the silver hand of peace bath 
touch’d; stor'd ; 

Whose learning and good letters peace bath tu- 
Whose white investments figure innocence. 


The dove and very blessed spirit of peace,— 
WUereiore do you so til tianslate vouiM-lr, 

Out of the speech u( peace, that brats such 
grace. 

Into the harsh and boist'rous tonguo of war 1 
Turning your books to grave*, your ink to 
blood, 

Your pe «6 to lances; and your tongue divine 
To a loud trumpet, and a point ol war ? 

Arch. Whertlore do I this?—so the question 
stands. 

Briefly to this end :—We are all diseas’d ; 

And, with our surfeiting aud wanton horns. 

Have brought ourselves into a burning ievir. 

And we must bleed for it: of which disease 
Our late king, Richard, being, infected, died. 
But, my most noble lord of Westmoreland, 

1 take not on me here as a physician ; 

Nor do I, as an enemy to peace. 

Troop in the throngs of militaiy men : 

But, rather, show a while l.ke leaitul war. 

To diet rank minds, sick of happiness ; 

And purge the obsti action*-, which in gin to stop 
Our very veins of life. Heai me nunc plainly, 
i have in eq>.al balance justly weigh’d 
What wrongs our arms uiay do, what wrongs v\e 
sutler. 

And find our griefs heavier than our offences. 

\\c see winch way the stream ot time doth mu, 
And arc enforc’d from our most quiet sphere 
By the rough torient of occasiou : 

And have the summary ot nil our gnefc. 

When tune filial! aeivc, to slum m aitubs; 
Which, long ere this, we otlei’d to the king, 

And might by no suit gain our audience: 

When we are wrong'd, and would untold our 
griefs. 

We are denied access unto his person 
Even by those men that moat Lave done us 
wrong. 

The dangers of the days but newly gone, 

(Whose memory is written on the e&tlli 
With yet-appearing blood,) and the cN.unples 
Of every niiuute’s instance, (piesent iiow,j 
Have put us in these ill-hesc« iniiig aims. 

Not to break peace, or any branch oi it : 

But to establish here a |K*ace indeed, 

Couciining both in name and quality. 

West. When ever yet was youi appeal de¬ 
nied 1 

Wherein have you been pdl^d by the king 7 
What peer hath been suborn’d to grate on von 7 
That you should sea! this lawless bloody buoiv 
Of forg’d rebillioii with a seal divine, 

And consecrate commotion's bitter edge ? 

Arch. My brother general, the common 
wealth, 

To brother born an household cruelty, 

1 nuke my quartel hi particular. 

h'rst. There is no nt^ed ol any such redress ; 
Or, if there were, it not belongs to y«,u. 

Moub. Why not to linn, iu part; aud to ns 
That feel the bruises of the days heloie ; [all, 
And sutler the cuiiditiun of these limes 
To lay a heavy and unequal baud 
Upon our honours 7 

We<-t. O my good lord Mowbray, 

Construe the times to their necessities. 

And you shall say indeed,—it is the time. 

And not the king, that noth you injuries. 

Yet for your part, it uot appeals to me. 

Either from the kmc, or in the present time, 

'I hat you should have an inch ol any ground 
To build a grief on : Were you nut lestoi’d 
To all the duke of Norlolk’s sigmones. 

Your noble and riglit-well-rcmeinber’d father’s 
Moub . What thing, iu honour, had my father 
lost. 

That need to be reviv'd, and breath’d in me T 
The king, that lov'd him, as the state stood 
then, 

W’as, force perforce, compel I d to ban di him : 
And then, when Harry Bolinghroke aud lie,— 
Being mounted, and both roused in their 
seats. 
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Their neighing coursers daring of the spur. 

Then ai mud slaws in charge, their beavers 
down, 

Their eyes <>i fire sparkling through sights of 
steel, 

Ami the loud trumpet blowing them together; 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have 
staid 

My fathei fiom the breast of Bolingbroke, 
o when the king did throw his warder down, 

His own life hung upon the staff he threw : 

Then threw he down hnuself; and all their 
lives. 

That, h> indictment, and by dint of sword, 

Have siuce miscarried under Bolingbroke. 

West. You speak, lord Mowbray, now you 
know not what 

The carl of Hereford v.as reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman ; 

Who knows, on whom foitune would then have 
smil’d ? 

But, il your father had been victor there. 

He ne’ei li.ul home it out of Coventry : 

1 oi all country, in a general voice, 

Cued bate upon him; and all their prayers, ami 
love, 

Were «ct on Hereford, whom they doted on. 

And ble?s’d, and grac’d indeed, more than tho 
king. 

But this is mere digression from my purpose.— 
lleie come I from our princely general, 

'In know \our griefs; to tell you from his 
grace. 

That he will gi\c you audience ; and wherein 
It shall appear that your demands are ju«t, 

\ou shall enjoy them ; every thing set off, 

'that might so much as think you euenu»*s. 
Moult. But he hath forc’d us to compel this 
otter ; 

Ami it proceed 1 ? from policy, not love. 

If t sf. Mowbray, you overween to take it 

so ; 

This offer comes from mercy, not from fear: 
Fi*r, lo ! withiii a ken, our army lies; 
l’l»oii mine lionoui, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 

Our battle is inure full of names than your’s. 
Our men tnoic perfect in the use of arm*, 

Om armour all as strong, our cause the best; 
Then reason wills, our hearts should be as 
good :— 

Say >oi. not then, out offer is compelled. 

Aloicb. Well, by my will, we shall admit no 
pai ley. 

lf\st. That argues but the shame of your 
offence : 

A rotten case abides no handling. 

Jia % t . Hath the pnuce John a full commis¬ 
sion. 

In \eiy ample virtue of his father. 

To hear, and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon? 

West. That is intended in the general’s 
name : 

I muse you make so slight a question. 

A/ch. Then take, my lord of Westmoreland, 
this schedule : 

Tor this contains our general grievances:— 

Facta several article herein redress’d; 

All members of our cause, both here and hence. 
That are msiiiew’d to this action. 

Acquitted by a true substantial form; 

And present execution of our wills 
'I o us, and to oui purposes, consign’d ; 

>\ e come within our awful banks again. 

Ami knit our powers to tbe arm of peaee. 

West. This will 1 show* the geneial. Please 
von, lords. 

In sight of both our battles we may meet: 

An 1 either eud in peace, which heaven so 
frame I 

Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which must decide it. 

Arch. My lord, we will do to. 

L Exit Wist. 


Mowb. There is a thing within my bosom, 
tells me, 

That no conditions of our peace can stand. 

Hast. Fear you not that: if we can make our 
peace 

Upon snch large terms, and so absolute, 

As our conditions shall consist upon. 

Our peace shall stand as lirm as rocky moun¬ 
tains. 

Mowb. Ay, bnt our valuation shall be such. 
That -every slight and false-derived cause. 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason. 

Shall, to the king, taste of this arlinn : 

That were our royal faiths martyrs in love. 

We shall he winnow’d with so rough a wind, 
That, even our corn shalh stem as light as chaff. 
And good from bad find no partition'. 

Arch. No, no, my lord : Note this,—the king 
is weary 

Of dainty and such picking grievances : 

For be bath found, to end one doubt b 7 
death. 

Revives two greater in the heirs of life. 

And therefore will he wipe Ins tables clean; 

And keep no tell tale to iiis memory. 

That may repeat and history bis loss 

To new remembrance : For full well he knows, 

He cannot so precisely weed this land. 

As his misdoubts present occasion : 

His foes are so enrooted with his ftiends. 

That, plucking to unfix an enemy. 

He doth uutasten so, and shake a friend. 

So that this land, like an offensive wife. 

That hath enrag’d linn on to offer strokes ; 

As he is striking, holds his infant up. 

And hangs resolv’d correction m the arm 
That was uprear’d to execution. 

Hast. Besides the king hath wasted ail hi9 
rods 

On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very instiunieiits of chastisinent: 

So that his power, like a fangless lion, 

Mav offer, hut not hold. 

Arch. 'Tis very true;— 

And therefore be assur'd, my good lord mar¬ 
shal, 

If we do now make our atonement well. 

Our peace will, like a broken limb united. 

Glow stronger for tbe breaking. 

Moub. Be it so. 

Here is return’d my lord of Westmoreland. 
Re-enter Westmoreland. 

West. The prince is here at hand : Pleaseth 
your lordship. 

To meet Ills grace just distance ’tweeen our ar¬ 
mies ? 

Moub. Your grace of York, in God's name 
then set lot ward. 

Arch. Before, and greet his grace my lord, 
wc come. [Exeunt. 

SCEXE //.—Another part of the Forest. 

Enter, from one side, Mowbray, the Arch¬ 
bishop, Hastings, and others; from the 
other side , Prince John of JMtitaster , 
Westmoreland, Officers , and Attendants. 

P. John. You are well encounter'd here, my 
cousin Mowbray :— 

Good day to you, gentle lord Archbishop;— 

And so to you, lord Hastings,—and to all.— 

My lord of York, it better show’d with you. 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell. 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text; 

Thai) now to see you lieie an iron roan, 
Cheering a Tout of rebels with your drum. 
Turning tbe word to sword, and life to death. 
That man, that sits withiu a monarch’s heart, 
And ripens in the sunshine of his favour, 

\\ ould he abuse tbe countenance pf the king, 
Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach. 

In shadow of such greatness 1 With you, lord 
bishop. 
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It is even sos—W lio hath not heard it spoken, 
llow deep jou were within the books of God i 
To us, (be speaker iu his pai Lament; 

To u>, the unarm'd voice of God himself 
The \eiv opener, and intelligencer, 

Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven, 

And our dull workings: Ob! who shall be¬ 
lieve. 

But you misuse the reverence of your place ; 
Eiuplo) the countenance and grace of heaven. 

As a talse favourite doth his prince's name, 

In deeds dishonourable ? You have taken up, • 
Under the counterfeited zeal of God, 

The subjects of bis substitute, my father; 

And, both against the peace of heaven and 
him, 4 

Have here up-swarm'd them. 

Arch. Good my lord of Lancaster, 

I nm not here against your father’s peace: 

But, as-I told my lord of Westmoreland, 

The time Disorder'd doth, in common sense. 
Croud us, and crush us, to this monstrous 
form. 

To hold our safety up. I sent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief; 

The which hath beeu with scoru shov’d from the 
court, 

Whereon this Hydra son of war is born : 

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm'd 
asleep, 

With grant of our most just and right desires ; 
And true obedience of this madness cur’d. 

Sloop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Moivb. If not, we ready are to try our for¬ 
tunes. 

To the last man. 

Hast. And thoucli we here fall down, 

We have supplies to second our attempt; 

If they miscarry, their’s shall second them : 

And so, success t ot mischief shall be horn ; 

And heir from heir shall hold ibis quarrel up. 
Whiles England shall have generation. 

P. John. You are too shallow, Hastings, much 
too shallow. 

To sound the bottom of the after-times. 

West. Pieaseib your grace, to answer them 
directly, 

How far-forth you do like their articles? 

P. John. I like them all, aud do allow them 
well : 

And swear here by the honour of my blood. 

My father’s purposes have been mistook; 

And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested bis meaning and authority.— 

My lord, these griefs shall be with speed re¬ 
dress’d ; 

Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please 
you. 

Discharge your powers unto the several counties, 
As we will our’s : and here, between the ar¬ 
mies, 

Let’s drink together friendly, and embrace; 

That all their eyes may bear those tokens home. 
Of our restored love, and amity. 

Arch. 1 take your princely word for these re¬ 
dresses. 

P. John. I give it yon, and will maiutain my 
word : 

And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Hast. Go, captain, [7b an Officer.\ and de¬ 
liver to the aiiny 

Tins news of peace; let them have pay, and 
part: 

1 know it will well please them : Hie thee, cap¬ 
tain. [Exit Officer. 

Arch. To you, my noble lord of Westmore¬ 
land. 

West. I pledge your grace: And, if yon knew 
what pains 

I have bestow’d, to breed Ibis present peace. 

You would rliink freely : but iny Jove to you 
filial! show itself more openly beirafter. 

Arch. 1 do not doubt you. 

t Saneuioa. 


H e st. I am glad of it.— 

Health to my lord aud gentle cousin Mowbiay. 
Moub . You m&h me health in very happy 
season ; 

For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 

Arch . Against ill chances, men are ever 
meriy ; 

But heaviness foreruns the good event. 

H'est. Therefore be merrv, coz; siuce sud¬ 
den sorrow 

Serves to say thus^Some good thing comes to¬ 
morrow. 

Arch. Believo me, I am passing light In 
spirit. 

Moub. So much the worse, if your own rule 
be true. [Shouts nilhm. 

P. John. The word of peace is tender'd ; Hark, 
how they shout 1 

Moub. This bad been cheerful, after victory. 
Arch. A peace is of the nature of a con¬ 
quest ; 

For then both parties nobly are subdued. 

And neither party loser. 

P. John. Co, toy lord. 

And let our army be discharged too.— 

[Exit WtSTMORELAND. 
And, good my lord, so please you, iti our 
trains * * 

March by us : that we may peruse the men 
We should have cop’d withal. 

Arch. Go, good lord Hastings, 

And, ere they be dismiss’d, let them march hv. 

[Exit II ASTI NOS. 
P. John. I trust, my lords, we shall lie to¬ 
night together.— 

% Re-enter Westmoreland. 

Now, cousin, wberefoie stands our army still f 
H'est. The leaders having chaigc fiom jou to 
stand. 

Will not go off until they hear von speak. 

P. John. They know their duties. 

Re-enter Hastings. 

Hast. My lord, our army is dispers'd alr^arlj : 
Like youthful steeis uujok’d, they take their 
courses [up. 

East, west, north, south ; or, like a si liool luotie 
Each hunies tovvaid his home and spoitmg- 
place. 

West. Good tidings,m> loid Hastings; for the 
which 

I do arrest thee, traitor, of high tieason : — 

And you, lord archbishop; and you, lord Mow¬ 
bray, 

Of capital treason 1 attach you both. 

Moub. Is this proceeding just and honour¬ 
able T 

West. Is your assembly so? 

Arch. Will >ou thus break your faith ? 

P. John. I pawn’d tbee none : • 

I promis’d you redress of these same grievances. 
Whereof you did complain; which, by mine 
bononr, 

I will perforin with a most Christian care. 

I<ut for you, rebels, look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as jour's. 

Most shallowly did you these arms commence. 
Fondly t brought here, and foolishly sent hence. 
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d stiaj ; 
Heaven, and not we, have safely fought to-duv. 
Some guard these Bailors to the block of death ; 
rreasou’a true bed, aud yicldtr up oi breath. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—Another part of the Forest. 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter Falstafk and 
Colev Ilf., meeting . 

Fal. What’s your name. Sir? of what coudi- 
tiou are you ; and of what place, 1 pray ? 

* This mi an art of atrocious baseness on the part of 
the Lancasteriau chief. 

t Foolishly. 


* Raised ar<ns. 
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Cole. I am a knight. Sir ; and my name is— 
Colevile of the dale. 

Fal. Well then, Colevile is your name ; a 
• knight is your degree ; and your place, the dale : 
Colevile shall still be your name ; a traitor your 
degree ; and the dungeon your place,—a place 
deep enough ; so shall you still be Colevile of 
the dale. 

Cole. Are not you Sir John FalstaffT 

Fal. As good a man as he. Sir, whoe'er I am. 
Do ye yield. Sir? or shall I sweat for you? If 
I do sweat, they are drops of thy lovers, and 
they weep for thy death : therefore rouse up 
fear and trembling, and do observance to my 
mercy. 

Cole. I think, you are Sir John Falstaff; and, 
in that thought, yield me. 

Fal. 1 have a whole school of tongues in this 
belly of mine ; and not a tongue of them all 
speaks any other word hut my name. An 1 had 
but a belly of any indiflerency, I were simply 
the most active fellow in Europe: My womb, 
my womb, my womb undoes me.—Here comes 
our general. 

Enter Prince John of Lancaster , Westmore¬ 
land, and others. 

P . John . The heat is past, follow no further 
now ;— 

Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland.— 

[E±it West. 

Now, TalstafT, where have you been all this 
while 7 

When every thing is ended, then yon come: 
These tardy tricks of your’s will, on my life, 

One tune or other break some gallows* back. 

Fal. 1 would be soriy, my lord, but it should 
l'e thus ; I never knew yet, but rebuke and check 
was the reward of valour. Do you think me a 
swallow, an arrow, or a bullet? have 1, in niy 
poor and old motion, the expedition of thought ? 

I have speeded lather with the very extremest 
Inch of possibility ; I have foundered tune-score 
mid odd posts: and here, travel-tainted as I am, 
have, m my pure and immaculate valour, taken 
Sir John Colevile of the dale, a most furious 
knight and valorous enemy : But what of that ? 
he saw m*, ami yielded ; that 1 may justly say 

with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome,*-1 

came, saw, and overcame. 

P. John. It was more of his courtesy than 
your deserving. 

Ful. I know not; here he is, and here I yield 
him : and 1 beseech your grace, let it be booked 
with the rest of this day's deeds; or, by the 
Lord, 1 will have it in a particular ballad else, 
with mine own picture on the top of it. Cole- 
vile kissing my foot: To the which course if I 
be (tifoiced, if you do not all show like gilt 
twopeiices to me; and I, in the clear sky of 
fame, o’erslune you as much as the full moon 
doth the cinders of the element, which show 
like pins* heads to her; believe not the word of 
the noble: Therefore let me have right, aud let 
desert mount. 

P. John. Thine’s too heavy to mount. 

Fal. Let it shine then. 

P. John. Thine’s too thick to shine. 

Fal . Let it do something, my good lord, that 
may do me good, and call it what you will. 

P. John. Is thy name Colevile? 

Cole. It is, my lord. 

P. John. A famous rebel art thou. Cole¬ 
vile. 

Fal . And a famous true subject took him. 

Cole. I am, my lord, but as my betters 


are, 



You should have won them dearer than you 


have. 

Fal . I know not how they sold themselves: 


hut thou, like a kind fellow, gavest thyself away: 
and I thank thee for lliee. 

Re-enter Westmoreland. 

P. John. Now, have you left pursuit? 

li est. Retreat is made, and execution stay’d. 

P• John. Send Colevile, with his confe¬ 
derates, 

To York, to present execution 
Blunt, lead him beuce ; and see you guard him 
sure. 

[Exeunt some with Colevile. 
And now despatch we toward the court, my 
lords ; 

I hear the king my father is sore sick : 

Our news shall go before us to bis majesty, 
Which, cousin, you shalL bear, to comfort linn ; 
Aud we with sober speed will follow you. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave 
to go through Glostersbire : aud when you come 
to court, stand iny good lord,* 'piay, 4 <> your 
good report. 

P % John. Fare you well, Falstafl*: I, in my 
condition, t 

Shall better speak of you than you deserve. 

[Exit. 

Fal. I would, you bad but the wit; 'twere 
better than your dukedom.—Good faith, thin 
same young sober-blooded boy doth not love me ; 
nor a man cannot make him laugh but that's 
no marvel, be drinks no wine. There’s never 
any of these demure boys come to any proof: 
for thin drink doth so over-ccol their blood, and 
making many iish-meals, that th*>y fall into a 
kind of male green-sickness ; and then, when 
they marry, they get wenches: they are generally 
fools and cowards ;—which some of us should 
be too, but for inflammation. A good elierns- 
sack had a two-fold operation m it. It ascends 
me into the brain ; dries me there all the fool¬ 
ish, and dull, and crudy vapours which environ 
it: makes it apprehensive, quick, forgeme, full 
of nimble, fiery, aud delectabie shapes; which 
delivered o’er to the voice, (the tongue,) which 
is the birth, becomes excellent wit. The second 
property of your excellent sherris is,—the warm¬ 
ing of the blood; which, before cold and settled 
left the liver white and pale, which is the badge 
of pusillanimity and cowardice : but the sherris 
warms it, and makes it course from the inwards 
to the parts extreme. It illumineth the face ; 
which, as a beacon, gives warning to all the rest 
of this little kingdom, man, to arm : aud then 
the vital commoners, and inland petty spirits, 
muster me all to their captain, the heart; who, 
great and putted up with tins retinue, doth any 
deed of courage ; and tins valour comes of 
sherris ; So that skill m the weapon is nothing, 
without sack ; for that sets it a-work ; aud learn¬ 
ing a mere hoard of gold kept by a devil; till 
sack commences it, and sets it in act and use. 
Hereof comes it, that pi nice Harry is valiant : 
for the cold blood he did naturally inherit of 
his father, he hath, like lean, stenl, and bare 
land, manured, husbanded, and tilled, with ex¬ 
cellent endeavour of drinking good, and good 
store of fertile sherris; that he is become very 
hot and valiant. If I had a thousand sons, the 
first human pi iitciple 1 would teach them, should 
be,—to forswear thin potations, and addict thew- 
selves to sack. 

Enter Bardolph. 

How now, Bardolph ? 

Bard. The army is discharged all, and gone. 
Ful. Let them go. I’ll through Glostetalure-^- 
and there will I visit master Robert Shallow, 
esquire: I have him already tempering between 
my linger and my thumb, and shortly will l 
seal with him. J Come away. 

[Exeunt. 

• Stand my good friend, 
t In iny present temper. 

t Ad allusion to tUeoul use of sealing with sod wsx* 


* Cesar. 
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SCEXE IF.—Westminster.—A Room in the 

Palace* 

Enter King Henry, Ci^rengk, Prince Hum- 
puke y, Warwick, and others . 

A’. 2Jen. Now, lords, if lieavea doth give 
successful end 

To this debate that bleedetli at our doors. 

We will our youth lead oil to higher fields, 

And draw no swords but what are sanctified. 

Our navy is address'd, * our power collected. 
Our substitutes in absence well imested. 

And every thing lies level to our wish ; 

Onlj, we want a little personal strength ; 

And pause us, till these rebels, now afoot. 

Come underneath the joke of government. 

War. Both which we doubt not but your 
majesty 

Shall soon enjoy. 

K. Hen. Humphrey, my sou of Glo6ter, 
Where is the prince jour brotherf 
P. IlUmph. I think he’s gone to hunt, my 
lord, at Windsor. 

A'. Htn. And how accompanied f 
P. Humph. 1 do not know, my lord. 

K. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of Cla- 
lence with him ? 

P. Humph. No, my good lord; he i9 in pre¬ 
sence here. 

Cla. What would my lord and father ? 

A'. Hen. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of 
Clareuce. 

How chance, thou art not with the prince thy 
brother ? 

He lo\es thee, and thou dost neglect him, 
Thomas; 

Thou hast a better place in his affection, 

Thau all thy brothers : cherish it, uiy bov ; 

And noble offices thou uiay'st effect 
Of mediation, after I am dead. 

Between Ins greatness and tlij other brethren :— 
Therefore, omit him not; blunt not his love : 
Nor lose the good advantage ol his grace. 

By seeming cold, or careless of his will. 

Tor he is gracious, if he he observ’d 
He hath a tear for pity, and a band 
Open as day for melting chaiity; 

Yet notwithstanding, being incens'd, he's flint ; 
As humorous as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the spring of daj. 

His temper, therefore, must be well observ'd : 
Chide him for faults, and do it revereutly, 

W ht n jou perceive his blood inclin’d to mirth : 
But, being moody, give him iiue and scope ; 

Till that his passions, like a whale on grouud. 
Confound themselves with working. Learn this, 
Thomas, 

And tbon sbalt prove a shelter to thy friends ; 

A hoop of gold, to bind thy brothers in ; 

That the united vessel of their blood. 

Mingled with venom of suggestion, 

(As, force perforce, the age will pour it in,) 
bhall never leak, though it do work as strong 
As aconitum,; or rash gunpowder. 

Cla. I shall observe him with all care and 
love. 

K. Hen. Why art thou not at W indsor with 
him, Thomas 1 

Cla. He U not there to-day; he dines in 
London. 

K. Hen. And how accompanied 1 can's! thou 
tell that! 

Cla . With Poins, and othera his continual 
followers. 

K. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to 
weeds ; 

Ard he, the noble image of my youth. 

Is overspread with them : Therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death ; 

The blood weeps from my heart, when 1 do 
shape. 

In forms imaginary, the nngnided days, 

• Prepared^ t Hu Attention ihnwn his. 

I WolPs bane, a pouenotu herb. , 


And rotten times, that you shall look upon 
When 1 am sleeping with m\ aucestois. 

For when his headstrong not bath no curb. 
When rage and hot b'ood are his counsellors. 
When means and lavish maimers meet together 
O with what wings shall his affections fly 
Towards fionlmg pci il and oppos’d decay 1 

War. My gracious lord, you look bevoud bitn 
quite : 

The prince bat studies bis companions, 

Like a suange tongue: wherein, to gam the 
language, 

'Tis ueedful that the most immodest word 
Be look'd upon and team'd : which once at¬ 
tain'd. 

Your highness knows, comes to no further use, 
But to be known mid hated, bo, like gross 
terms, 

The prince will, in the perfectness of lime. 

Cast off his followers: and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live. 

By which his grace must mete the lives of 
otbeis; 

Turning past evils to advantages. 

A'. Hen. 'Tis seldom, when the bee doth 
leave her comb 

In the dead carrion.—Who’s here? Westmor¬ 
land T 

Enter Westmoreland. 

West. Health to my sovereign! and new 
happiness 

Added to that that 1 am to deliver 1 
Prince John, your son, doth kias your grace’s 
baud : 

Mowbray, the bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all. 
Are brought to the correction ol" yom law , 

There is not now a rebel's sword unsheath'd. 

But peace pats forth her olive every where. 

The manner bow this action hath been borne. 
Here at more leisure may your highness lead ; 
With every course, in ins particular. • 

K. Hen. O Westmoreland, thou art a sum¬ 
mer bird. 

Which ever iu the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting up of day. Look! here's more news. 

Enter Harcourt. 

liar. From enemies heaven keep jour ma¬ 
jesty ; 

And when they stand against you, may they fall 
As those that i am come to tell yon of! 

The earl of Northumberland, and the lord Bar- 
dolpb. 

With a gTeat power of English and of Scots, 

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire ovei thrown : 

The maimer and true order of the tight. 

This packet, please if you, contains at large. 

. K. Hen. And wherefore should these good 
news make me fletf 

Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words still in foulest letters ? 
She either gives a stomach, and no food,— 

Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast, 

And takes away the stomach,— soch are the iich 
That have abundance, and-enjoy it not. 

I should rejoice now at this huppy news; 

Aud now my sight fails, and my brain is gid¬ 
dy:— 

O me! come near me, now I am much ill. 

[Swoons. 

P. Humph. Comfort, your majesty 1 
Cla. O my rojal father I 
West. My sovereign lord, eheer op yourself, 
look npl 

War. Be patient, princes ; yon do know, these 
fits 

Are with bis highness very ordinary. 

Stand from him, givmMcn air; he'll straight be 
well. W 

Cla. No, no; he cannot long bold out these 
pang#; 

The Incessant care and labour of bis mind 


• Th* Set oil contained in Pnncc Johu’a letter. 
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Hath wrought the mure that should confine it 

hi. 

So thin, that life looks through, aud. will break 
out. 

P. Humph. The people fear me ‘ r m for they do 
ohsei ve 

t'nfallier’d heirs, and loathly birds of nature: 
The seasons change their manners, as the year 
llad found some months asleep, and Itrap’d 
them over. 

Cla. Tlie nver had thrice flow’d, no ebb be¬ 
tween :f 

And the old folk, time’s doting chronicles, 

S.i\ it did so a little time before 
'Hut om great giaudstre, Edward sick’d and 
died. 

If'ar. Speak lower, princes, for the king re¬ 
covers. 

P. Humph. This apoplex will, certain, be his 
end. 

K. lieu. I pray >ou, take me up, and bear me 
hence > 

Into some oilier chamber: softly, ’pray. 

[They convey the King into an inner part 
of the room, and place him on a Pul. 
Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends; 
l ulrss some dull J aud favourable hand 
l\ ill ulniper music to my weary spit it. 

If in. Call for the music in the other room. 
A. lli.ii. Set me the crown upon my pillow 
here. $ 

Via. His eye is hollow, aud be changes 
much. 

I far. Less noise, less noise. 

Enter Prince Henry. 

P. Hen. Who saw the duke of Clarence ? 

< la. 1 am heie, brother, lull of heaviness* 

P. Ihn. llow now! raiu within doors, and 
none abroad I 
How doth the king 1 

P. Humph. Exceeding ill. 

P. lien . Htaid he the good news yeti 
Tell u him. 

P. Humph . He alter’d much upon the hear¬ 
ing it. 

P. Hen. ll he l>e sick 
M ith jo>, lie will recover without physic. 

liar. Not so imicii noise, my lords:—sweet 
prince, speak low ; 

Ihe king your father is dispos’d to sleep. 

( t< Let us withdraw into the other room. 
H'ui. Will’t please your grace to go along 
with list 

P. Hen. No; I will sit aud watch here by 
the king. 

[Ejl eunt alt but P. Hf.nry. 
Win (1 uh the crowu lie there upon lm pillow. 
Being " i troublesome a bedfellow f 
O pi.:.'■o.’d peiturbation I golden care 1 
Thai k» eps the ports of slumber open wide 
1 o man) a watchful night!—sleep with it now ! 
V*t not so sound, and half so deeply sweet, 

A-. he whose blow, with homely biggin|| bound, 
.Snores out tlie watch of night. O majesty 1 
\' lien thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in beat of day, 

1 hat scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 
Theie lies a downy feather, which stirs not: 

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Periorce must move.—My gracious lord 1 my 
father!— 

This sleep is sound indeed; this is a sleep. 

That fiom this golden rigol If hath divorc’d 
So many English kings. Thy due, from me. 

Is tears, and heavy sorrows of the blood ; 

Winch nature, love, and filial tenderness. 

Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously: 

My due, from thee, is this imperial crown} 

* Make me afraid. t This actually 

occurred Oct. 12.1411. J Melancholy, soothing. 

§ it is still the custom in France to set the crown upon 
the limp's pillow when he la dying. 

U Cap, Circle, 


431 

(Which, as immediate from thy place and blood. 
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits— 

[Putting it on his head . 
Which heaven shall guard: And put the world’s 
whole strength 

Into one giant arm it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me: This lrom thee 
Will l to mine leave, as ’us left to me. 

[Exit. 

K. Hen. Warwick! Glosterl Clarence! 

Re-enter Warwick, and the rest. 

Cla. Doth the king call? 

JVar . What would your majesty ? How fares 
your grace ? 

K. Hen. Why did yon leave me here alone, 
my lords ? 

Cla. We left the prince my brother hero 
my liege. 

Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 

K. Hen. The prince of Wales ? Where' is be T 
let ine see bun : 

He is not here. 

IVar. Tins door is opeu; he is gone this 
way. 

P. Humph. He came not through the ebam* 
ber where we stay’d. 

K. Hen. Where is the ciown ? who took it 
flora my pillow? 

If'ar. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it 
here. 

K. Hen . The prince bath ta’eu it hence go, 
seek him out. 

Is be so hasty, that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death ? 

Find him, my lord of Warwick ; chide him 
hither. [Ea.il Warwick.. 

This part of his conjoins with my disease, 

And helps to end me.—See. sons, what things 
you are J 

How quickly nature falls into revolt, 

When gold becomes ber olnect! 

For this the foolish over-careful father:; 

Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their 
brains with care. 

Their bones with industry ; 

Tor this they have engrossed and pil’d up 
The canker’d heaps of strauge-achieved gold ; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts and martial exercises : 
When, like the bee, tolling * lrom every flower 
The virtuous sweets; 

Our thighs pack’d with wax, our mouths with 
honey. 

We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees. 

Are murder'd for our pains. This bitter taste 
\ lelds his engrossments t to the eudiug father,— 

Re-enter Warwick. 

Now, where is lie that will not stay so long 
Till lus friend sickness hath determin’d \ me t 

ff ’ar. My lord, I found the priuce iu the next 
room. 

Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ; 
With such a deep demeauoui in great sorrow. 
That tyranny, which never quaff’d but blood. 
Would, by beholding him, have wash’d his 
knife 

With gentle eye-diops. He is coming hither. 

AT. Hen. But wherefore did he take away the 
crowu ? 

Re-enter Prince Hen ry. 

Lo, where be comes. — Come hither to me, 
Harry:— 

Depart the chamber, leave ns here alone. 

[Exeunt Clarence, Prince Hdxpssst 
Lords, $c. 

P. Hen . I never thought to hear you speak 
again. 

K. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 
thought; 

* Taking loll, f AcmnaUtiona. 

t Ended. 
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1 stay too long for thee, I weary thee. 

Post thou so hunger for my empty chair. 

That thou wilt ueeds Invest thee with mine 
honours 

Befoie thy hour be rlpef O foolish youth! 

Thou seek*9t the greatness that will overwhelm 
thee. 

Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind. 

That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. 

Thou hast stol'n that, which, alter some few 
hours, 

Were thine without offence; and, at my death. 
Thou hast seal'd up my expectation : • 

Thy life did manifest thou lov’dst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 

Thou hid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts; 
Which thou hast whetted oh thy stony heait. 

To stab at half an hour of my life. 

What! canst thou not forbear me half an 
hour t 

Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself; 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear. 

That thou art crowued, not that 1 am dead. 

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse. 

Be drops of balm, to sanctify thy bead : 

Only compound me with forgotten dust; 

Give that, which gave thee life, nuto the worms; 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 

For now a time is come to mock at form. 

Harry the fifth is crown'd Up, vanity ! 

Down royal state t all you sage counsellors, 
hence I 

And to the English cpurt assemble now. 

From every region, apes of idleness I • 

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your 
scum : [dance. 

Have you a mffian, that will swear, dnuk, 
Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more: 

England shall double gild his treble guilt ; 
England shall give him office, honour, might: 
For the fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent. 

O my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows? 

Wbeu that my care could not withhold thy 
riots, 

What wilt thou do, when riot is thy caret 
O tbou wilt be a wilderness again, 

Peopled with wolves, tby old inhabitants! 

P. Hen . O pardon me, my liege I bat for 
my tears, [Kneeling. 

The moist impediments onto my speech, 

1 bad forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke. 

Ere you with grief had spoke, and 1 bad heard 
The course of it so far. There is yoiir crown ; 
And He that wears the crowu immortally, 

Long guard it yours I If 1 affect it more. 

Than as your honour, and as your renown. 

Let me no more from this obedience rise, 
(Which my most true and inward-duteous 
spirit 

Teacheth,) this prostrate and exterior bending ! 
Heaven witness with me, when I here came in. 
And found no course of breath within your 
majesty. 

How cold it struck my heart! if I do feign, 

O let me in my present wildness die ; 

And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that 1 have purposed ! 

Coming to look on you, thinking yon dead, 

{And dead, almost, my liege, to think yon 
. were,) 

1 spake unto the crown as having sense. 

And thus upbraided it: The cure on thee de¬ 
pending, ' 

Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 
Therefore, then, best of gold, art worst of 
_ , Sold t 

Other , less fine in carat , is more precious. 
Preserving life in tned’cine potable ; 

• Con firmed my opinion. 


But thou , most fine, most honour'd, most re¬ 
nown’d. 

Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most 
royal liege, 

Accusing it, I put it on my bead ; 

To try with it,—as with an enemy. 

That had before my face murder’d my fatbei,—• 
The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infect my blood with joy. 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain ot pride; 

If auy rebel or vain spirit of mine 

Did with the least affection of a welcome. 

Give eutertaiumeut to the might ol it, 

Let God for ever keep it from my head. 

And make me as the poorest vassal is. 

That doth with awe and terror Kneel to it! 

K. Hen. O my son 1 

Heaven j>ut it iu thy mind to take it hence. 

That thou might'st win the more thy father's 
love, 

Pleading so wisely in excuse of it. 

Come hither, Harr>, sit thou bj my bed ; 

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. Heaven knows, my 
son. 

By what by-paths and indirect crook’d ways, 

1 met this crow’u ; and 1 myself know well. 

How tioiiblesome it sat upon my head: 

To thee it shall descend with better quiet. 

Better opinion, better continuation ; 

For ali the soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem’d in me. 

But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous 
hand ; 

And 1 bad many living to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 

Which daily grew to quarrel aud to bloodshed. 
Wounding supposed peace: all these bold 
tears, 

Thou seest with peril 1 have answered: 

For ail my reign hath been but a* a scene 
Acting that argument : aud now my dc;*tii 
Chauges the mode: lor what in me was pur¬ 
chas'd. 

Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort; 

So thou the garland wear'st successively. 

Yet, though thou 6taud'st more sure than I 
could do. 

Thou art not firm enough, since griefs arc 
greeu ; 

And all thy fiiends, which tbou must make thy 
friends. 

Have but tbeir stings and teeth newly ta’en 
out; 

By whose fell working I was first advanc’d, 

And by whose power I well might lodge a 
fear 

To be again displac'd : which to avoid, 

I cut them olf; and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Laud : 

Lest rest, and lying still, might make them 
look 

Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be It thy course to .busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels i that actum hence borne 
©tit, 

May waste the memory of the former days. 

More would 1, but my lungs are wasted so. 

That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, O God, forgive I 
And grant it may with thee iu true peace 
live I 

P. Hen. My gracious liege. 

Yon wou it, wore it, kept it, gave it me: 

Then plain, and right, must my possession be : 
Which I, with more than with a common pain, 
'Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

Enter Prince John of Lancaster, Warwick, 
Lords, and otJters. 

K, Hen. Look, look, here comes my John of 
Lancaster. 

P . John • Health, peace, and happiness, to 
my royal father I 
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K . Hen. Thou bring’st roe happiness, and 
peace, son John ; 

But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bate, wither'd trunk: upon thy sight. 
My worldly business makes a period.—— 

Where is my loid of Warwick! 

P. Hen. My lord of Warwick! 

K. Hen. Doth an> name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I first did swoou ! 

War. 'Tis called Jerusalem, ray noble lord. 
K. Hen. Laud be to God I—even there ray 
life must end. 

It hath been prophesied to roe many yeara* 

I should not die but in Jerusalem; 

Which vainly 1 suppos'd the Holy Land:— 

But, hear me to that chamber; there I'll lie: 

In that Jerusalem shat! Harry die. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—Gloster shire.—A Hall in 
Shallow’s House. 

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Baudolph, and 

Page. 

Shal. By cock and pye, Sir, you 6hall not 
away to night.-What, Davy, 1 say i 

Eal. You must excuse roe, roaster Robert 
Shallow. 

Shut. 1 will not excuse you : you shall not be 
excused ; excuses shall uot be ad milt'd ; there 
is no excuse shall serve ; you shall uot be ex¬ 
cused.—U by, Davy! 

Enter Davy. 

l)av;;. Here, Sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davj, Da\y,—let me see, Davy; 
let me see :—yea, marry, William cook, bid him 
come hither.—Sir John, you shall uot be ex¬ 
cused. 

Davy. Marry, Sir, thus ;—those precepts can¬ 
not be served : and, again. Sir,—Shall we sow 
the headland with wheal! 

Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But for Wil¬ 
liam cook :-Are there no young pigeons! 

Davy, y cs. Sir.-Here is now the smith's 

note for shoeing, and plough-irons. 

Shal. Let it be cast, and paid :—Sir John, you 
shall not be excused. 

Davy. Now, Sir, a new link to the bucket 
must needs be had :—And, Sir, do you mean to 
stop any of William's wages, about the sack be 
lost the othei day at Hinckley fair ? 

Shal. He shall answer it:-Some pigeons, 

Dav y ; a couple of short-legg'd liens ; a joint of 
motion; and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, 
tell William cook. 

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night. 
Sir! 

Shal. Yes, Davy. I will use him well; A 
friend i'the court is better than a penny in 
purse. Use his men well, Davy; for they are 
arrant knaves, and will backbite. 

Davy. So worse than' they are back-bitten, 
Sir ; foi they have marvel lops foul linen. 

Shal. Weil conceited, Davy. About thy busi¬ 
ness, Davy. 

Data/. I beseech you. Sir, to countenance 
William Visor of Wincot, against Clement Perkes 
of the.hill. 

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, 
against that Visor; that Visor is au arrant 
knave on my knowledge. 

Davy. I grant your worship, that be is a 
knave, Sir: but yet, God forbid. Sir, but a 
knave should have some Countenance at his 
friend's request. An honest man, Sir, is able 
to speak for himself, when a knave is not. I 
have served your worship truly, Sir, this eight 
years; and if I cannot once or twice iu a quar¬ 
ter bear out a knave against an honest man, t 
have but a very little credit with your worship. 
The kuavc is mine honest friend, Sir; there 


fore, I beseech your worship, let him be coun¬ 
tenanced. 

Shal. Go to; I say, lie shall have no wrong. 
Look about, Davy. [Exit Davy.] Where are 
you. Sir John? Come, off with your boots.— 
Give me your hand, master Bardolpb. 

Bard. I am glad to see jour worship. 

Shal. 1 thank thee with all my heait, kind 
master Bardolph:—and welcome, my tall fellow 
[To the Pao*.] Come, Sir John. 

„ , [Exit Shallow. 

Fal. I’ll follow you, good master Robert 
Shallow. Bardolph, look to our horses. [Exeunt 
Bardolph and Page.] If I were sawed into 
quantities, I should make four dozen of such 
bearded bermit's-staves as master Shallow, it 
Is a wonderful thing, to see the semblable cohe¬ 
rence of bis men's spirits and his : They, by ob¬ 
serving him, do bear themselves like foolish 
justices; he, by converses with them, is turned 
into a justice-like serving-mau ; their spirits are 
so married in conjunction with the participation 
of society, that they flock together in consent, 
like so many wild-geese. If I had a suit to 
master Shallow', I would humour his men, 
with the imputation of being uear their mas¬ 
ter : if to his men, I would curry with master 
Shallow, that no man could better command his 
servants. It is certain, that either wise bearing 
or ignorant carriage, is caught, as men take dis¬ 
eases, cue of another : therefore, let men take 
heed of their company. I will devise matter 
enough out of this Shallow, to keep prince Harry 
in continual laughter, the- wearing-out of six 
fashions, (which is four .terns, or two actions,) 
and he shall laugh without intervaliums. Oh! 
it is much, that a lie with a slight oath, and 
a jest, with a sad brow, will do with a fellow 
that never had the ache in his shoulders ! Oh ! 
you shall see him laugh, till his face be like a 
wet cloak ill laid up. * 

Shal. [Within.] Sir John! 

Fal. I come, roaster Shallow • i come, mas¬ 
ter Shallow. ' [ Exit Falstaff. 

SCENE II .— Westminster. — A Room in the 

Palace. 

Enter Warwick, and the Lord Chief Justice. 

War. How now, my lord chief justice 1 whi¬ 
ther away t 

Ch. Just. How doth the king? 

War. Exceeding well; his cares are now all 
ended. 

Ch. Just. I hope, not dead. 

War. He's walk'd the way of nature; 

And, to our purposes, he lives no more. 

Ch. Just. I would, his majesty bad call’d me 
with him : 

The sendee that I truly did his life. 

Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War. Indeed, I think the young king loves 
you not. 

Ch. Just. I know, he doth not; and do arm 
myself, 

To welcome the condition of the time: 

Which cannot look more hideously on me 
Than I have diawn it in my fantasy. 

Enter Prince John, Prince Humphrey, 

Clarence, Westmoreland, and others. 

War. Here come 9 the heavy issue of dead 
Harry : 

O that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen ! 

How many nobles then should hold their places. 
That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort! 

Ch. Just. Alas I I fear, all will be overturn’d. 

P. John. Good morrow, cousin Warwick. 

P. Humph. Cla. Good morrow, cousin. 

P. John. We meet like men that bad forgo 
to speak. 

War. We do remember; but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

* That la. full of wrinkles t a most laughable simile. 

2 F 
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P. John. Well, peace be with him that hath 
made us heavy J 

Ch. Just . Peace be with ns, lest we be hea¬ 
vier I 

P. Humph. O good my-lord, yon have lost.% 
friend Indeed: 

And I dare swear, yon borrow not that face 
Of seeming Borrow; it h, sure, your own. 

P* John. Though no man be assur'd what 
grace to find, 

Yon stun* in coldest expectation : 

I am the sorrier; 'would 'uvere otherwise. 

C'la. Well, yoa must now speak Sir John 
Falstaff fair; 

Which swims against our stream of quality. 

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what 1 C\ d, 1 did in 
honour, 

Led by the impartial conduct of my soul; 

And never shall you see, that 1 will beg 
A ragged and forestall’d remission.— 

Jf truth aud upright innocency fail me. 

I’ll to the king my master that is dead, 

AIM tell him who hath sent me after him. 

War. Here comes the prince. 

Enter King Henry V. 

Ch. Just . Good morrow; and heaven save 
your majesty 1 

King. This new aud gorgeous garment, ma¬ 
jesty, 

Sits not so easy on me as you think.— 

Brothers, you mix your saduess with some 
fear; 

TM* is the Euglish, not th,e Turkish court; 

Net 4 mu rath an Amurath * succeeds. 

But Harry Harry: Yet be sad, good brothers. 
For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you ; 
Sotiow so royally in you appears. 

That I will deeply put the fashion on, 

And wear it in my heart. Why then, be sad: 
But entertain no more of it, good brothers. 

Than a joint burden laid upon us all. 

Foi me, by heaven, ! bid yon be assur’d. 

I'll be your father and your brother too; 

Let me but bear your love. I’ll bear your caret. 
Yet iveep, that Harry’s dead ; aud so will I: 
But Harry lives, that shall convert those tears. 
By u umber, into hours of happiness. 

P. John , Ac. We hope no other from your 
majesty. 

King. You all look strangely on me:—and 
you most: {To the Ch. Justice. 

You are, ] think, assur'd I love you not. 

Ch. Just. I am assur’d, if I be measur’d 
rightly. 

Tout majesty hath no just cause to bate me. 
King. No 1 

How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
So great indignities you laid upon me ? 

What 1 rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
Tbe Immediate heir of England? Was this easy? 
Hay this be wash’d in Lethe, aud forgotten t 
Ch. Just. I then did use the person of your 
father; 

Tbe lunge of bis power lay then in me: 

And, in the administration of his law, 

While* I was busy for tbe commonwealth, 

Youi highness pleased to forget my place, 

Tbe majesty and power of law and justice, 

The linage of tbe king whom I presented. 

And struck me tn my very seat of judgment: 

W hereon, as an offender to your father, 

1 gave told war # my authority. 

And did com mit fpu. If the deed were ill. 

Be yon contented, wearing now tbe garland. 

To have a sou set your decrees at nought; 

J° pluck down justice from your awful bench; 

To trip ibe course of law, and blunt tbe sword 
That guards tbe peace and safety of your per¬ 
son ; 

Nay, more; to jporn at your most royal image, 


- .. if??” - A* Turk., died In ISM; hit ton wh< 
succeWeo bm had all hi* brother* strangled. 


And mock your workings In a second body 
Question your royal thoughts, make tho case 
yours, 

Be now the father, and propose a son; 

Hear your own dignity so much profan’d. 

See your most dreadlul laws so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdained ; 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And, in your power, soft silencing your son: 
After this cola considerance, sentence me; 

And, as you are a king, speak in your state, f 
What I have done that misbecame my place, 

My person, or my liege's sovereignty. 

King. You are right, justice, and you weigh 
this well; 

Therefore still bear the balance and the sword; 
And I do wish your honours may increase, 

Till you do live to see a son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 

So shall I live to speak my lather’s words 
happy am /, that hape a man so bold, 

That dares do justice on mt/ proper ton: 

And not lest happy, having such a son , 

That would deliver up his greatness so 
Into the hands of justice. —You did commit 
me; 

For which, I do commit into your hand [bear; 
The unstained sword that you bate usd to 
With this remembrance,—That you nse the 
same 

With the like bold, just, and Impartial spirit, 

As you have done ’gainst,me. There is my 
hand; 

You shall be as a father to my youth ; [ear; 
My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine 
And I will stoop and humble my intents 

To your well-practis'd wise directions.- 

And, princes all, believe me, 1 beseech you;— 
My father is gone wild into his grave, 

For in his tomb lie my affections; 

And with his spirit sadly 1 survive. 

To mock the expectation of the world ; 

To frustrate prophecies; and to raze out 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my seeming The tide of blood in me 
Hath prondly flow’d in vanity, till now : 

Now doth it.turn, and ebb back to the sea; 
Where it shall mingle with the state of floods. 
And flow henceforth in formal majesty. 

Now call we our high court of parliament: 

And let us ohoose such limbs of noble counsel. 
That the great body of our state may go 
In equal rank with the best-govern’d nation 
That war, or peace, or both at once, may be 

As thing acquainted and familiar to us;- 

In which you, father, shall have foremost 
hand.— [To the Lord Ch. Justice. 

Our coronation done, we will accitc. 

As I before remember’d, all our state: 

And (God consigning to my good intents,) 

No prince, nor peer, shall have just cause to 
■ay,— 

Heaven shorten Harry's happy life one day. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE III. — Glosterthire. — The Garden of 
Shallow's house. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Bau- 
oolph. At Page, and Davy. 

Shot Nay, you shall see mine orchard: 
where, in an arbour, we will eat a last year’s 
pippin of my own graffing, with a dish of car- 
raways, and so forthcome, cousin Silence;— 
and then to bed. 

Fal. ’Fore God, you have here a goodly 
dwelling, and a rich. 

Shal. Barrem barren, barren; beggars all, 
beggars all, Sir John s—marry, good air.— 
Spread, Davy; spread, Davy; well said, Davv. 

Sal. This Davy serves you for good uses; he 
is your serving-man; and your husbandman. 
Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very 

* Treat with contempt your acta executed by a repre¬ 
sentative. 

t la your regal character and office. 
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good varlet, Sir John.—By the mate, I have 
drunk too much sack at supper-a good 
vailct. Now sit down, now ut down:—come, 

COUYltl. 

Sil. Ah, sirrahI quoth a,—we shall 
Do nothing but eat, and make good cheer , 

[Staging-. 

And praise heaven for the merry year ; 

Jl hen Jit sh is cheap, and females dear. 

And lusty lads roam here and there. 

So merrily , 

And ever among so merrily • 

Fal. There's a merry heart!—Good Blaster 
Silence, ri! give you a health for that anon. 
SUal. (live master Bardolph gome wine, 
Davy. 

Vary. Sweet Sir, sit; [ Seating Babdolph 
and the Pag* at another table .] I'll be with 

you anon : — most sweet Sir, sit.- Master 

Fii.'f, good master Page, ait s preface 1* What 
you w.iiit iu meat, we'll have In drink. Bat you 
must hear ; The heart's ail. [i Beit. 1 

Shal. Be merry, master Bardolph;—and my i 
little soldier there, be meiry. 

Sil. Be merry, be merry, wy wife's as all; f 

[Singing. 

For v omen are shrews, both short and tall: 

'Tts merry in hall, token beards wag all. 
And welcome merry shrove-tide. 

Be merry , be merry, $c. 

Sal. I did uot think master Silence had been 
a mail of this mettle. 

Sil. Who ill have been merry twice and 
once, ere now. 

Re-enter Davt. 

Davy. There is a dish of leather-coats t for 
you. 

[Scttirig them before Babdolph. 
Shal. Daw,— 

Duty. Your worship 1—I'll be with you 
fetia.dii. [7b Bard.j— A ‘cup of wine, Sirf 
Sil. A tup of wine, that’s brisk and fine. 
And drink unto the Leman $ mine ; 

[Singing. 

And a merry heart lives long-a. 

Fal. Well said, master Silence. 

Sit. And ue shall be merry now comes in 
the sweet of the night. 

Fal. Health and long life to yon, master 
Silent e. 

Sil. Fill the cup , and let it come ; 

I'll pledge you a mile to the bottom • 

Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome: if thou 
wan test any thing, and wilt not call, beshrew 
thy heart.—Welcome, my little tiny thief ; [To 
the Page.] and welcome, indeed, too.—I'll 
.dunk to master Bardolph, and to all the cavale- 
rot> about London. 

JJuvy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 
Bard. An I might see you there Davy,— 

Shal. By the mass, you'll crack a quart to¬ 
gether. Ha 1 will you not, master Bardolph t 
Bara. Yes, Sir, in a pottle poU 
Shai. 1 thank thee The knave will stick by 
thee, I can assure thee that; be will not out; 
he is tiue bred. 

Bard . And I'll stick by him. Sir. 

Shal. Why, there spoke' a king. Lack no¬ 
th mg: be merry. [Knocking heard.] Look 
who's at door there ; Ho 1 who knock* t 

[Exit Davt. 

Fal. Why, now you have done me right. 

[To SiLENOE, who drinks a bumper. 
Sil . Do me right, [Singing. 

And dub me knight :|J 
Samingo IT 

I&’t not so t 

• Much good mar It do yon. t As all women are. 

t Apples commonly called russetinea. f imwthaart. 

I Ht who drank a hamper on bn knee* to the health 
of hia mistreat, was dubbed a kmght for the evening. 

Y It should be Domingo ; it is a part of a song m one 
of Naslie’s plays. [ 


Fal. "ns so. 

Sil. is't so 1 Why, then say an old man can 
do somewhat. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy- An it please your worship, there's one 
Pistol come from the court with news. 

Fal. From the court, let bun come in.— 

Enter Pistol . 

Fal. How now. Pistol ? 

Fist. God save yon. Sir Johw I 

Fal. Wbat wind blew yon farther. Pistol t 

Fist. Not the in wind which blows no man 
to good.—Sweet knight, thou art now one of 
the greatest men in the realm. 

Sil . By'r lady, I think 'a be; but good man 
Puff of Barson. 

Fist. Pufff 

Puff in thy teeth, most reefeanf coward base 1— 
Sir John, I am thy Pistol, and tby friend. 

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee; 

And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys. 

And golden times, and happy news of price. 

Fal. I pr'ythee now, deliver them like a man 
of this world. 

Fist. A foutra for the world, and worldlings 
base I 

I speak of Africa, and golden joys. 

Fal. O base Assyrian kmght, what is thy 
news ? 

Let king Coplietua know the truth thereof. 

Sil. And Ilobln Hood, Scarlet, and John. 

Pist. Shall dunghill curs confront the 
cons 7 

And shall good news be baffled f 
Then, Pistol, lay thy bead in Furies' lap. 

Shal. Honest gentleman, 1 know not your 
breeding. 

Pist. Why then, lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon. SirIf, Sir, you 
come with news from the court, I take it, there 
is but two ways ; either to utter them, or to 
couceal them. 1 am. Sir, under the king, in 
some anthority. 

Fist. Under which king, BezonUn f speak, 
or die. 

Shal. Under king Harry. 

Fist. Harry the fourth f or fifth t 

Shal. Harry lb* fonrth. 

Fist. A foutra for thine office !— 

Sir John, tby tender lambkin now Is king; 

Harry the fifth's the man. I speak the truth: 
When Pistol lies, do this; and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fal. What 1 Is the old king dead T 

Fist.’ As nail in door: The things I speak, 
are just. 

Fal. Away, Bardolph; saddle my horse.— 
Master Robert Shallow, choose wbat office tbon 
wilt In the land, *tis thine.—Pistol, I will 
double-charge thee with dignities. 

Bard. O joyful day I—I would not take a 
knighthood for my fortune. 

Fist . What t 1 do bring good news t 

Fat. Carry master Silence to bed.—Master 
Shallow, my lord Shallow, be wbat thon wilt, I 
am fortune's steward. Get on thy boots; we'll 
ride all night:—O sweet Pistol;—Away, Bar¬ 
dolph. [Exit. Bard.]— Come. Pistol, utter 
more to me; and, withal, devise something, to 
do thyself good.—Boot, boot, master Shallow; I 
know, the young king is sick for me. Let us 
take auy man's horses; the laws of England are 
at my commandment. Happy are they which, 
have been my friends; and woe to my lord 
chief iustice I ., _ 

Fist: Let vultures vile seise on his lungs 
also I m 

Where is the life that late I led, say they .- 
Why, here U is; Welcome these pleasant days. 

IBxcunt* 
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SCENE IF. — London,—A Street . 

Enter Beadles, dragging in Hostess Quickly, 
and Doll Tear-sheet. 

Host. No, thou arrant knave: I would* I might 
die, that I might have thee hanged: thou hast 
drawn my shoulder out of Joint. 

1 Bead. The constables have delivered her 
over to me ; and she shall have whipping-cheer 
enough, 1 warrant her: There hath been a man 
or two lately killed about her. • 

Hoi. Nut-hook, nut-book, • you lie. Come ; 
on; Til tell thee what, thou damned tripe- 
visaged rascal; an the child I now go with, do 
miscarry, thou hadst better thou hadst struck thy 
mother, thou paper-faced villain. 

Host. O the Lord that Sir John were come ; 
he would make this a bloody day to somebody. 
But I pray God the fruit of her womb miscarry I 
1 Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen of 
cushions t again; you have but eleven now. 
Come, 1 charge you both go with me ; for the 
roan is dead, that you and Pistol beat among 
you. 

Dot. I'll tell thee what, thou thin man in a 
censer I I will have yon as soundly swinged for 
this, yon blue-bottle rogue 1J you filthy famished 
correctioner 1 if you be not swinged. I’ll forswear 
lialfkirtles. 

1 Bead . Come, come, you she knight-errant, 
come. 

Host. O that right should thus overcome 
might! Well; of sufferance comes ease. 

Hoi. Come, you rogue, come ; bring me to a 
justice. 

’Host. Ay ; cdfcie, you starved blood-hound. 
Hoi. Goodman death 1 goodmau bones ! 

Host. Thou atomy, thou ! 

Hoi. Come, you thin thing ; come, you rascal l 
1 Bead. Very well. {Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—A public Place near West¬ 
minster Abbey. 

Enter two Grooms, strewing rushes. 

1 Groom. More rushes, more rushes. 

2 Groom . The trumpets have sounded twice. 

1 Groom. It will be two o'clock ere they come 

from the coronation : Despatch, despatch. 

{Exeunt Grooms. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bar- 
dolph, and the Page. 

Fal. Stand here by me, master Robert Shal¬ 
low ; I will make the king do you grace : 1 will 
leer upon him, as 'a comes by ; and do but mark 
the countenance that he will give me. 

Pist. God bless thy lungs, good kmght. 

Fal. Come hero, Pistol; stand behind me.— 
O if 1 had had time to have made new liveries, I 
would have bestowed the thousand pound I bor¬ 
rowed of you. [7b Shallow.] But 'tis *no mat¬ 
ter ; this poor show doth better: this doth iufer 
the zeal I had to see him. 

Shal. It doth so. | 

lal. It shows my earnestness of affection. 
Shal. It doth so. * 

Fail. My devotion, 
i Shal. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night; and 
not to deliberate, not to remember, not to have 
patience to shift me. 

Shal£XL is most certain. 

FaUJ&ft to stand stained with travel, and 
CTT !~*Ti with desire to see him: thinking of 
nothUiff else ; putting all affairs else in oblivion; 
as if Sere were nothing else to be done, but to 
see him. 

Put. 9 Tis semper idem, for absque hoc 
nihil est: 0 

Tis all in evejy part. 

• A term of reproach for a catchpoll, 
t To counterfeit pregnancy, 
i Beadles usually wore a blue urerp 
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Shal. Tis so, indeed. 

Fist. My knight, 1 will inflame thy noble liver. 
And make thee rage. 

Thy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts. 

Is In base durance, and coutagious pnsou ; 
Haul'd thither 

By most mechanics] and dirty hand : 

Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell 
Alecto’s snake. 

For Doll is in; Pistol speaks nought but truth. 
Fal. 1 will deliver her. 

within, and the Trumpets sound . 
Pist. There roar'd the sea, and trumpet- 
clangor sounds. 

Enter the King and his Train, the Chief 
Justice among them, 

Fal. God save thy grace, king Hal ! my royal 
Hal 1 

Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most 
royal imp * of fame I 
Fal. God save thee, my sweet boy l 
King. My lord chief justice, speak to that 
vain man. 

Ch. Just. Have you youib wits t know you 
what * tis you speak T 

Fal. My king! my Jove! I speak to thee, niv 
heart! 

King. IJmow thee, not, old-man: Fall to thy 

prayers'j* * 

How ill white hairs become a fool and jester I 
I have long dream'd of such a kind of man. 

So surfeit-swell'd, so old, and so profane ; 

But, being awnke, I do despise my dream. 

Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace ; 
Leave gormandizing ; know, the grave doth L,ape 
For thee thrice wider than for other men;— 
Reply not to me with a fool-born jest ; 

Presume not that 1 am the thing 1 was: 

For heaven doth know t so shall the world per¬ 
ceive. 

That I have turn’d away my former self; 

So w ill 1 those that kbpt me compan\. 

When thou dost hear l am as I have been, 
Approach me ; and thou slialt be as thou wasr. 
The tutor and the feeder of iny riots : 

Till then, I banish thee t on pain of death. 

As 2 have done the rest of my iiuslcaders. 

Not to come near our person by ten mile. 

For competence of life, I will allow you. 

That lack of means enforce you not to evil; 
And, as we hear you do reform yomsehes. 

We will,—according to your strength, and quali¬ 
ties, [lot d, 

Give you advancement.—Be it your charge, my 
To see perform’d the tenor of our word. 

Set on. [Exeunt Kino, and his Tmni. 

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand 
pound. 

Shal. Ay, marry', Sir John ; which I beseet:» 
you to let me ha*e home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, master Shallow. 
Do not you grieve at this : I shall he sent for m 
private to him : look you, he must seem thus (.* 
the world. Fear not your advancement; 1 will 
be the man yet, that shall make you great. 

Shal. I cannot perceive how; unless you rive 
me your doublet, and stuff me out with straw. 
I beseech you, good Sir John, let me have five 
hundred of my thousand. 

Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word ; this 
that you heard, was but a colour. 

Shal. A colour, 1 fear, that you will die in. 
Sir John. 

Fal. Fear no colours; go with me to dinner. 
Come, lieutenant Pistol come, Bardolph l 
shall be sent for soon at night. 

Re-enter Prince John, the Chief Justice,* 
Officers, 4 ,c. 

Ch. Just. Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the 
Fleet; 

Take all bis company along with him. 

• Child. 

t This fact is recorded at length by Hollintbed. 
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Fal. My lord, my lord,- 

Ch. Just. I canuot now speak v I will bear you 
Take them away. [soon. 

Fist. Si fortuna me tormenta , spero me 
contenta. 

[Exeunt Fal. Shal. Pibt. Bard. Page* 
and Officers . 

P. John . I like this fair proceeding of the 
king's: 

He hath intent, his wonted followers 
Shall all be very well provided for; 

But all are banish’d, till their conversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ch. Just And so they are. 

P. John. The king hath oaU'd bis, parliament, 
my lord. 

Ch. Just . He hath. 

P. Jonn. I will lay odds, that, ere this year 
expire, 

We bear our civil 6words, and native fire. 

As far as France: I heard a bird so sing. 

Whose music, to my thinking, pleas’d the king. 
Coine, will you hence t [Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE 
Spoken by a Dancer 

Tirst, my fear ; then, my court'sy? last, my 
speech. My fear is, your displeasure; my 
court’sy, my duty ; and my speech, to beg your 
pardons. If you look for a good speech now, 
you undo me; for what I have to say is of mine 
own waking; and what, indeed, I should say. 


will, I doubt, prove mine own marring. But to 
the purpose, and so to the venture.—Be it known 
to you, (as it is very well,) I was lately here in 
the end of a displeasing play, to pray your pati* 
ence for It, aud to promise you a better. I did 
mean,indeed, to pay you with this: which, if, 
like an ill venture, it come uuluclaly home, I 
break, and yon, my gentle creditors, lose. Here, 
I promised you, I wonld be, and beie I commit 
my body to your mercies: bate me some, and I 
will pay yon some, and, as most debtors do, 
promise yon infinitely. 

If my tongne cannot entreat you to acquit me, 
will yon command me to use my legs 1 aud yet 
that were but Ugbt payment,—to dance out of 
your debt. But a good conscience will make any 
possible satisfaction, and so will I. All the gen¬ 
tlewomen here have forgiven me; if the gentle¬ 
men will not, then the gentlemen do not agree 
with the gentlewomen, which was. never seen 
before in such an assembly. 

One word mate, I beseech you. If you be not 
too much cloyed with fat meat, our humble 
author will continue the story, with Sir John in 
it, and make you merry with fair Katharine of 
France: where, for any thing I know, Falstaflf 
shall die of a sweat, unltss already he be killed 
with your bard opinions; for Oldcastle died a 
martyr, and this is not the man. My tongue is 
weary ; when my legs are too, 1 will bid you 
good night: and so kneel down before you 
but, iudeed, to pray for the queen. • 

* Most of the ancient interludes conclude with a 
praver for the King or Queen. Hence* perhaps, the 
Vrruat Rex et Regina, at the bottom of our modern play¬ 
bills 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THE mnnctloai comprised In Ibis historical play commence about the latter end of the first, and terminate in 
the eighth, year of King Henry's reign i or with the marriage between him and Katharine, prince** or France, 
which reconciled the differences of the two crowns. It wa« written in the year 1509, at the time uhen El it a 
beth’s forces in Ireland were commanded ^y the Earl of Gsaex. Shakspearc, who had shewn the bowii<lle~<> 
foible* and dissipation of Henry, ubilu a pnuce, was under the necessity of ponrtraving the dipuitv a net 
lustre of his character aa a monarch. In this, with one exception (the scene of his courtship) he has fully 
oacecederi. The old woman's account of FalstafTs death is admirably written : it is simph pathetic, and lin- 
tarally circumstantial i every reader mast regret bidding adieu to the facetious old knight, whose jokes so m* 
variably produced a smile. Of Pistol, Dr Johnson says, “ his character has perhaps been the model of ail tho 
bailies that have yet appeared ou the English stage/' 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Kirs Henry thk Fifth. 

Du” or B E L uuo“; )Brothers to th' King. 

Ddki of F.xeter, Uncle to the King. 

Dcki of York, Cousin to the King. 

Earls of Salisbury, Westmoreland, and 
Warwick. 

Archbishop of Canterbury. • 

Bishop op Ely. 

Earl of Cambridge, 

Lord Scroop, 

Sir Thomas Grey, 

Air Thomas Erpingham, Gower, Flubi.len 
Macmorris, Jamy, Officers in ATirtj 
Henry*$ Army. 

Bates, Court, Williams, Soldiers in the 
same. 

Nym, Bardolph, Pistol, formerly Servants 
to Fa l staff, now Soldiers in the same. 

Boy, Servant to (hem .— A Herald.—Chorl*. 


? Conspirators ogainsi 
5 the King. 


Charles the Sixth, King of France. 

Lew is, the Dauphin. 

Dukes of Burgundy, Orleans, and Bjur- 
bon. 

The Constable of France. 

Kambures, and Grandpree, French Jjorffs. 

Governor op Harflkur. Montjoy,« French 
Herald. 

Ambassadors to the King of England. 

Isabel, Queen of France. 

Katharine, Daughter of Charles and 
Isabel. 

Alice, a Lady attending on the Princess 
Katharine. 

Quickly, Pistol’s wife, a Hostess. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, French and Eng If. h 
Soldiers, Messengers, and Atte i- 
dants. 


The Scene, at the beginning of the play, lies in England ; but afterwards wholly in France. 


Enter Chorus. 

Oh ! for a muse of fire, • that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention T 
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act. 

And monarchs to behold the swelling scene! 
Then should the wailike Harry, like himself. 
Assume the oort of Murs; and, at his heels. 
Leash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword, 
and fire. 

Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles 
all, 

/ The flat unraised spirit that hath dar’d 
On th&%n worthy scaffold to bring forth 
Bo gmt an object: Can this cockpit hold 
The fatty fields of Frauce; or may we cram 
Within this on oden O, t the very casques, 

That did affright the air at Agfucourt f 
O pardon i since a crooked figure may 

• Alluding to the Peripatetic system i which imagines 
several lieat ms one above another | the last and highest 
Which was one of fire. 

T is allusion to the circular form af the theatre. 


Attest, in little place, a million ; 

And let us, ciphers to this great accompt. 

On your imaginary forces • work : 

Suppose, within the girdle of these walls 
Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies, 
Whose high up-reared and abuitiii” trouts 
The perilous, narrow ocean parts asnndei. 

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts; 
Into a thousand parts divide one man. 

And make imaginary puissance : 

Think, when we talk of hoises, that you see them 
Printing their proud hoofs i’the receiving earth s 
For # tis your thoughts that now must deck oar 
kings. 

Carry them here and there : jumping o’er timet; 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour glass; For the which supply. 

Admit ine chorns to this history; 

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray. 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 


Power* of fancy, 



Scene I. 

AjCT I. 

SCENE /.— London .—An Anfec/Mimbfr in 
t/ie King’s Palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
Bishop of Ely. 

Cant. My lord. I’ll tell you, that self bill 1* 
urg’d, 

Wlncb, in the eleventh year o’the last blue's 
reign 

Was like, aud had indeed against us pass’d. 

But that the suim filing and nuquiet time 
Did push it out of fun her question. 

Ely. But bow, my lord, shall we resist It 
now 1 

Cant. It must be (bought on. If it pass 
against us, 

We lose the better half of our possession; 

Foi all the temporal lands which men devout 
By testameut have given to the ebureb, 

W ould they strip troin us; being valued thus,— i 
As much as would maintain, to the king’s 
honour. 

Full fifteen egrls, and fifteen hundred knights ; 

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires; 
And to relief of lazars, and weak age, 

Of indigent faint souls, past corporal toil, 

A hundred alms-houses right-well supplied ; 

And to the cotters of the king beside, 

A thousand pounds by ihe year: Thus runs the 
bill. 

Ely. This would driuk deep. 

Cant. ’Twould drink the cup and all. 

Ely- But what prevention 1 
Cant. The king is full of grace and fail 
regard. 

Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 
Cant. I he courses of hu» youth promis’d it 
not. 

The breath uo sooner left Ins father’s body. 

But that his wildness, mortified in him. 

Seem’d to die too: yea, at that very moment. 
Consideration like an angel came. 

And whipp’d the offending Adam out of him ; 
LejMiig lu> body as a paradise, 

To en\elop aud contain celestial spirits. , 

Never was such a sudden scholar made.* ** 
Never caine retorination in a flood, • 

With such a head) current scounng faults; 

Nor nevei Hydra-headed wilfuiness 
So Mxm did lose Ins seat, aud all at once. 

As iu this king. 

Ely. V\ e are blessed in the change. 

Cant. Hear him but reason iu divinity. 

And, all-admiring, w'lth an inward wish 
You would desire the king were made a pre¬ 
late : 

Hear hitn debate of commonwealth affairs. 

Yon would say, it hath been aB-iu-all his 
Mudy : 

List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render’d you in music: 

Turn him to any cause of policy. 

The Gordian knot of it he will uuloose, 

Fanuliar a* his garter ; that, when he speaks. 

The air, a charter’d libertine, is still. 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears. 

To steal Ins sweet aud honeyed sentences; 

So that the ait and practic part of life 
Must be the mistres* to this tlieonc : + 

Which is a wonder, how his. grace should 
glean it. 

Since his addiction was to courses vain; 

His coinnauies; unletter’d, rude, aud shallow; 

His hours fill’d up with riots, banquets, 
sports; 

And never noted in him any study. 

Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 

Ely . The strawberry grows underneath the 
nettle; 

• Alluding to the method l*y which Hercules cleansed 
too Augem* stable t viz. turning a mer through it, 
t Theory. t Companions. 
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And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best. 
Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality : 

And so tbe prince obscur’d his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt, 
Grew like summer grass, fastest by night, 
Unseefc, yet crescive • in his faculty. 

Cant. It must be so: for miracles are ceas’d 
And therefore we must needs admit the means 
How things are perfected. 

Ely. But, my good lord. 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urg'd by Urn commons 1 Doth his majesty 
Incline to it or no? 

Cant. He seems indifferent; 

Or, rather, swaying more upon our part, 

Than cherisbiug the exhibiters against us: 

For I have made an offer to his majesty, 

(Upon our spiritual convocation ; 

And in regard of causes now in hand. 

Which I have open’d to his grace at large, 

As touching France, to give a greater 6Utn 
Thau ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessors part withal. 

Ely. How did this offer seem receiv’d, my 
lord T 

Cant. With good acceptance of hU majesty ; 
Save, that there was not time enough to hear 
(As i perceiv’d, bis grace would tain have 
done,) 

The severals aud unhidden passages 

of hi 5 true titles to some certain dukedoms; 

And, generally, to the crown aud seat of 
France, 

Deriv’d fiom Edward, his great grandfather. 
Ely. What was the impedimeut that broke this 
off? 

Canti The French ambassador, upon that 
Instant, 

Cia\’d audience; and the hour I think is come, 
To give him bearing : Is it four o'clock! 

Ely. it is. 

(uni. Then go we in to know his embassy; 

\\ Inch 1 could, with a ready guess, declare, 
Before the Frenchman speak a word of it. 

Ely. J*11 wait upon you ; and I Joug to hear 
it. [ Exeunt. 

SCEXE II.—The same.—A Room of State in 

the same. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Beuforo, Exe¬ 
ter, Warwick, WesTHOreland, ana At¬ 
tendants. 

K. Hen. Where is my gracions lord of Can- 
teibury ? 

Exe. Not here in presence. 

K. Hen. Send for him, good uncle. 

West. Shall we call iu the ambassador, my 
liege f 

K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin ; we would be re¬ 
solv’d, 

Before we bear him, of some things of weighty 
That task our thoughts, coucermng us aud 
France. 

Enter tlic Archbishop of Canterbury, and 
Bishop of Ely. 

Cant. God and his angels’guard your sacred 
throne, 

And make you long become it I 
K. Hen. Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed ; 

And justly and religiously unfold, 

Why the law 6alique, that they have in France 
Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim. 
And God forbid, my dear aud feilhful lord. 

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your 
reading. 

Or nicely charge your nnderstanding soul 
With opeuiug titles miscreate,t whose right 
Suits not in native colours with the tmth; 

For God doth know how mauy now in health 

• Increasing. f Spurious. 
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Shall drop their lilood In approbation 
Of what >our reverence shall incite us to : 
Theiefoie take heed how you impair u oui 
person ; 

How you awake the sleeping swoid of war;— 
"e charge you in the name of God, take heed; 
For never two such kingdoms did contend. 
Without much fall of blood ; whose guiltless 
drops 

Are every oue a woe, a sore complaiilt, 

'Gainst him, whose wiongs give edge unto the 
swords 

That make such waste in brief mortality. 

Under this conjuration, speak, my loid ; 

And ue will hear, uote, and believe in lieait. 
That what )ou speak is in your conscience 
wash'd 

As pure as sin with baptism. 

* Cant, Then hear me, gracious sovereign,— 
and you peers. 

That owe )our lives, your faith, and services, 

'I o this imperial throne;—There is no bar • 

To make against your highness’ claim to Tiance, 
llul this, which they produce from rhara- 
liiond,— 

In terrain Salic am mu l i ere s ne succedant , 
JVb woman shall succeed in Salique land: 
Which Salique laud the French unjustly gloze, t 
To be the realm of France, and Pliaramond 
The founder of this law ami female liar. 

Yet their own authors faithfully aftirin, 

That the land Salique lies in Germany, 

Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe; 

Where Charles the great, having subdued the 
Saxons, 

There left behind aud settled certain French ; 
Who, bolding in disdain the German women. 
For some disbouest manners of their life. 
Establish’d there this law,—to wit, no female 
Should be inheritrix iu Salique laud ; 

Which Salique, as i said, 'twixt Elbe and 
Sala, 

Is at this day in Germany call’d Meisen. 

Thus doth it well apppar, the Salique law 
Was not devised for the realm of France ; 

Nor did the French possess the Salique laud 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defiinclion of king Pliaramond, 

Idly suppos'd the founder of this law; 

Who died within the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty-six; and Charles the 
great 

Subdued tbe Saxons, and did seat the French 
Beyond tbe river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say. 
King Pepin, which deposed Childerick, 

Did, as heir general, being descended 
Of Blilbild, wbich was the daughter to Clo- 
tiiair. 

Make claim aud title to the crown of France. 
Hugh Capet also, that usurp’d the crown 
Of Charles tbe duke of Lorain, sole heir male 
Of (be true tiue aud stock of Charles the 
great. 

To flue X his title with some show of truth, 
(Though in pure '.ruth. It was corrupt aud 
naught,) 

Convey'd $ himself as heir to the lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charieinaiu, who was the son 
To Lewis The emperor, and Lewis the son 
Of Chari!* the great. Also king Lewis the 

WfaoMMole'hctf to the nsurper Capet, 

Coulf not keep (inlet in bis conscience, 

Wevgns (be crown of France, till satisfied 
Thu fair queen Isabel, his grandmother. 

Was lineal of tbe lady Enneiigare, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid duke of 
Lorain: 

By the winch uiarralge, the line of Char lea the 
great 

• Tbs whole of this long speech Se tram HolHo- 
sbed. f Explain. l Meke showy or specious, 
i Derived his titlo. 


Was re united to tne crown of France. 

So that, as clenr as is the biinnnei's sun. 

King Pepin’s title, aud Hugh Capet’s claim. 

King Lewis his satisfaction, all appear 
To hold in light aud title of the female: 

So do the kings of France unto this day ; 

Htnvbcil they would hold up tins Salique law. 

To bar your highness claiming from the female; 
And rather choose to hide them iu a net, 

Than amply to imliare • their ciooked titles 
Usurp’d from you and your progemiois. 

K. Hen, May I, with light and conscience, 
make dRs claim f 

Cant. The sin upon my head, dread so. 
vereigu ! + 

For in the hook of Numbers Is it writ, 

Wheu the boh dies, let tbe iuhciiiaiice 
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord, 

Staud for your ow'n ; unwind your bloody flag ; 
Look hack unto your mighty ancestois : 

Go, my dread loid, to your great giaudsiic's 
tomb. 

From whom you claim; iuxoke his warlike 
spirit, 

And your great nude’s Edward the Idack 
prince; 

Who on the French ground play’d a tragedy, 
Making defeat on the full power of Fiance ; 
Whiles Jus most mighty father on a lull 
Stood smiling, to behold lus lion’s whelp 
Torage iu blood of French nobility. * 

O noble English that could enteitatn 

With half their forces the full pride of France ; 

And lei another half stand laughing by. 

All out of woik, and cold for action ! 

Ely. Awake remembrance of these valiant 
dead, 

And with your puissant arm renew their feats: 
You are their heir, you sit upon their tliioue ; 
The blood and courage, that renowned them, 
lluns in your veins; and my tin ice-puissant 
liege 

Is in the very May-inorii of bis youth. 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 

Eic. Your brother kings and monarch* of 
the earth 

Iro all expect that you should rouse yourself. 

As did the foinier lions of your hlood. 

West. They know your grate hath cause, and 
means, and might; 

So hath your lugliuess; ngyer king of England 
Had nobles richer aud more loyal subjects ; 
Whose hearts have left their bodies hcie in 
England, 

And lie pavilion’d* in the fields of France. 

Cant. O let their bodies follow, my dear 
liege. 

With blood, and sword, aud fire, to win your 
right: 

In aid whereof, we of the spiritualty 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum. 

As never did the clergy at oue time 
Bring iu to any of your ancestors. 

AT. Hen. We must not only arm to invade tho 
f French; 

But lay down our proportions to defend 
Against the Scot, who will make road upon us 
jWitii all advantages. 

“ Cant. They of those inarches, $ gracious so¬ 
vereign. 

Shall be a wall sufficient to defeud 
Our inland from the pelfering borderers. 

K. Hen. We do not ineau the coursing snat¬ 
chers only. 

But fear the main Intendment {] of the Scot, 

Who bath been still a giddy neighbour to us; 

For you shall read, that my great grandfather 
Never went with his forces Into France, 

But that the Scot, on his uufurulsh'd kingdom, 

• Lay open. 

t This Cbichly, anlilmbop of Canterbury* rrrom- 
memlttl an attack npon Frame, to save ll»e moteablei of 
Mother Church 1 -'Hume. S At the battle of 

Creaay. \ Thr bonier* of Englaml aud Scot¬ 
land. | General diapoatttoa. * 
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Came pouring like the tide unto a breach. 

With ample and brim-fulness of Ins force; 
Galling the gleaned land with hot essays; 
Gliding with grievous siege castles and towns ; 
Tiiat England, being empty of defence. 

Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbour¬ 
hood. 

Cant. She hath been then more fear'd • than 
harm’d, my liege: 

For hear her but exampled by herself,— 

When all her chivalry hath been in France, 

And she a mourning widow of her nobles. 

She hath herself not only well defeuded. 

But taken and impounded as a stray. 

The king of Scots ; whom she did send to 
France, 

To fill king Edward's fame with prisoner 
kings; 

And make your chronicle as rich with praise. 

As is the ooze and bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries. 

H'esU But there's a saying, very old and 
true,— 

If that you will France win, 

IVien with Scotland first begin .• 

For once the eagle England being in prey, 

'l o her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 
Conies sneaking ; and so sucks her princely 
eggs ; 

Pla\ ing the mouse, in absence of the cat. 

To spoil and havoc inoie than she can eat. 

Kxt. It follows then, the cat must stay at 
home: 

Yet that is but a curs’d necessity ; 

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries. 

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 

While that the aimed hand doth fight abroad. 

The advised head defends itself at home : 

For government, though high, and low, aud 
lower. 

Put into parts, doth keep in one concent; f 
Congruing j in a Cull and uatural close, 

Like music. 

Cant. True: therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of mau in divers functions. 

Setting endeavour in continual motion : 

To which is fixed, os an aim or butt, 

Obedience : for so work the honey bees ; 
Creatures, that, by a rule in nature, teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king, and officers of sorts : $ 

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home; 
Olliers, like merchants, venture trade abroad ; 
Otlieis, like soldiers, armed iu their stings. 

Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring 
To the tent-royal of their emperor: [home 

Who, busied in bis majesty, surveys 
The singing masous building roofs of gold; 

The civil |[ citizens kneading up the honey; 

The poor mechauic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gale; 

The sad-ey'd justice, with bis surly bum. 
Delivering o'er to executors IT pale 
Tiie lazy yawning drone. I this infer,— 

That many things, having full reference 
To one consent, may work contrnriously ; 

As many airows, loosed several ways, 

Tly to one mark ; 

As many several ways meet in one town ; 

As many fresh streams run iu one self sea: 

As many lines close in the dial's centre; 

So many a thousand mctioui, once afoot. 

End iu one purpose, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my 
liege. 

Divide your happy England into fonr; 

Whereof take you one qoarter into France, 

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 

If we, with thrice that power left at home. 


• Frightened. 
t Agreeing 
| buber, grave. 


t Harmony. 
| Different degrees* 
^ Executioners. 


J Cannot defend our own door from the doc. 

Let us be worried; and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 

K» Hen. Call in the messengers scut from 
the Dauphin. 

[Exit an Attendant. The Kino ascends 
his Throne. 

Now are we well resolv'd; aud, by God's 
help 

And yonr's the noble sinews of our power, ! 
Fiance being our's, we'll bend it to our awe, 

Or break It all to pieces: Or there we’ll sit. 
Ruling, in large aud ample einpery, * 

O'er France, aud all lier almost kingly duke¬ 
doms ; 

Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn, 
Tombless, with no remembrance over them : 
Either our histoiy shall, with full mouth. 

Speak freely of our acts ; or else our grave. 

Like Turkish mute, shall have a toiigueless 
mouth, 

Not worship'd with a waxen epitaph. 

Enter Ambassadors of France. 

Now are we well prepar'd to know the plea¬ 
sure 

Of onr fair cousin Dauphin ; Tor, we hear, 

Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 
Amb. May it please >our majesty, to give us 
leave 

Freely to render what we have in charge; 

Or shall we sparingly show you far oil' 

The Dauphin’s meaning, and our embassy ? 

K. Hen. We are no tyrant, but a Christian 
king ; 

Unto whose grace our passion is as subject. 

As are our wretches fettei’d in our prisons: 
Therefore, with frank and with uncurbed plain¬ 
ness. 

Tell us the Dauphin’s mind. 

Amb. Thus then, ill few. 

Your highness, lately sending into France, 

Did claim some certain dukedoms, m the right 
Of jour great predecessor, kiug Edward the 
third. 

In answer of which claim, the prince our 
master 

Says, that you savour too much of your youth ; 
And bids you be advis’d, there's nought iu 
France, 

That can be with a nimble galliard t won ; 

You cannot revel into dukedoms there: 

He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit, 
This tun of treasure ; and iu lieu of this, 

Desires you let the dukedoms that you claim. 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphiu 
speaks. 

K. Hen. What treasure, uncle t 
Exe. Tennis-balls, my liege. • 

K. lien. We are glad the Dauphin is so plea¬ 
sant with us ; % 

His present, and your pains, we thank you for : 
Wheu we have match'd our rackets to these 
balls. 

We wiH, in France, by God's grace, play a set. 
Shall strike his father's crown into the hazard: * 
Tell him, he hath made a match wiih such a 
wrangler. 

That all the courts of France will be disturb'd 
With chases* And we understand huu well. 

How be comes o'er us with our wilder days. 

Not measuring what use we made of them. 

We never valu'd this poor seat of England ; 

And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 
To barbarous licence ; As 'tis ever common. 

That men are merriest wheu they are from 
home. 

But, tell the Dauphin, I wHl keep my state; 

Be like a king, and show my sail of greatuess. 
When I do rouse me in my throne of Frauce; 

* Dominion. +An aunettt dance. 

. \ This story it by uo meant credible t the ftreat offers 

made by France, to evert the war, shew that they enter- 
I taiued a j bat idea of Henry’s character. — Humu. 
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For that I have laid by way nudity. 

And plodded like a mail tor working days; 

But I will rise there with bo faU a glory. 

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France, ‘ 

Yea, strike the Daupbia blind to look oa us. 
And tell the pleasant prince, this mock of hla 
Hath turn'd his balls to gun-stones; * and his 
soul [geaiice 

Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful ven- 
That shall fly with them: for many a thousand 
widows [band*; 

Shall this his mock mock out of their dear bus* 
Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles 
down: 

And some are yet ungotten, and unborn. 

That shall have cause to corse the Dauphin's 
scorn. 

But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom 1 do appeal, and, in whose name. 

Tell you the Daupbin I am coming on. 

To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand iu a well-liallow'd cause. 

So, get you hence in peace; and tell the Dan* 
His jest will savour but of shallow wit, [phiu, 
When thousands weep, more than did laugh 
at it.— 

Convey them with safe conduct.—Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Ambassadors. 
Exe. This was a merry message. 

A'. Hen. We hope to make the seuder blush 
at it. [Descends from his Throne. 
Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour. 

That may give furtherance to our expedition : 
For we have now no thought ui us but Frauce ; 
Save those to God, that run before our business. 
Therefore, let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon collected; and all things thought upon. 
That may, with reasonable swiftness, add 
More feathers to our wings ; for, God before. 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 
Therefore, let every man uow task his thought. 
That this fair action may on foot be brought. 

[Exeunt, 

* 


ACT II. 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Now, all the youth of England are on 
fire. 

And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies: 

Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Reigns solely in the breast of every man ; 

They sell the pasture now, to buy the horse ; 
Following the mirror of all Christian kings. 

With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 

For now sits Expectation in the air ; 

A nek hides a sword, t from hilts unto the point. 
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry aud bis followers. 

The French, advis'd by good intelligence 
Of this most dreadful preparation. 

Shake in then fear; aud with pale policy 
Seek to diveit the English purposes. 

O England! model to thy inward greatness. 

Like little body with a mighty heart. 

What ought's! thou do, that honour would thee do. 
Were all tby children kiud aud -natural 1 
But see tby fault t France, bath In thee found out 
A nest of hollow bosoms, which be X 411* 

With treacherous crowns: and three corrupted 
men. 

One* Richard earl of Cambridge; and the second, 
Hemgjord Scroop of Marsh am; and the third, 
Si*3gjpbmas Grey knight of Northumberland, 
Hwpfcy-for the gilt$ of France, (O guilt, indeed!) 

* BalU of itM* were dfecbxivcd from arinames for¬ 
merly. 

perhaps took this idea from thcAfart 
f* fr-awar«l ill. in the ancient armoury of the tower | that 
king bring represented with two rrowiu upon the 
j E 0101 °* ■'••«ord» >n allaaion to the two kingdom of 
Franco and Eaclaud. 

t The king c*f France. $ Golden money. 


Confirm'd conspiracy with fearful France; 

And by their hands this grace of kings must die, 
(If hell aud treason bold their promises ,T 
Ere he take ship for Frauce, aud iu Soutbamp. 
ton. 

Linger your patience on; aud well digest 
The abuse of distance, while we turce a play. 
The sun is paid; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king is set from Loudon ; aud the scene 
Is now transported, gentles, to Soulbamptou : 
There is the playhouse now, there uiusi > ou sit: 
And theuce to France shall we cuuvey you safe. 
And briug you back, charming the narrow seas 
To give you gentle pass; for, if we may. 

We'll not otTeud one stomach with our play. 
But, till the king come forth, and uot till then. 
Unto Southampton do we shut out scene. 

[Exit. 

SCENE 1.—The some.—East cheep. 


Enter Nym and Bardolph. 

Bard. Well met, corporal Nyui. 

Nym. Good moiroiv, lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. What, are aucieut Pistol aud yon 
friends yet t 

Nym. For my part, 1 care not: I sa> little : 
but when time shall serve, there shall be 
smileshut that shall he as it may. 1 dare 
not fight; but 1 will wink, and hold out mine lion : 
It is a simple one: but what though f it will 
toast cheese : and it will endure cold as another 
man’s sword will: and there's the humour of it. 

Bard. 1 will bestow a bieaktast, to nuke you 
friends ; and we'll be all three sworn biothei® 
to France : let it be so, good coipw.d Nym. 

Nym. ’Faith, l will live so lout; us 1 may, 
that's the certain of il ; and when 1 cannot live 
any longer, 1 will do as 1 may : (hat is my 
rest,* that is the rendezvous ol it. 

Bard. It is ceitam, torporal, that he is m.'ti- 
ried to Nell Quickly ; and, certainly, she did you 
wrong ; tor you were tioib-plight to In r. 

Nym. 1 cannot tell ; things must he as tin y 
may: men may sleep, and they may have ilmr 
throats about them at that lime; and, some say, 
knives have edges. It must be as it may . though 
patience be a tired mare, yet she will plod. 
There must be conclusions. Well, 1 cannot 
tell. 

Enter Pistol and Mrs. Quickly. 


Bard. Here comes ancient Pistol, and his 
wife;—good coiporal, be patient here.—How 
now, mine host Pistol f 

Pist. Base tike, + call’st thou me host? 

Now, by tuis band 1 swear, I scorn the term ; 
Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers. 

Quick. No, by my troth, not Jong : for we 
cannot lodge aud board a dozeu or foisileen 
gentlewomen, that live honestly by the puck of 
their needles, but It will be thought we keep a 
bawdy-house straight. [Nym draws his stun d. ] 
O well-a-day, Lady, ir be be not drawn now ! 
O Lord! here’s corporal N jin's—now shall we 
have wilful adultery aud nitudei commut'd. 
Good lieutenant Bardolph,—good corporal, oiler 
nothing here. 

Nym. Pish I 

Pist. Phh for thee, Iceland dog! tliou prick* 
eared cur of Iceland ! 

Quick. Good coiporal Nym, show the valuer 
of a man, and put up tby sword. 

Nym • Will you sliog off ? 1 would have you 
solus% [Sheathing his suord . 

Pist. Solus, egregious dogT O viper vilc^ 
The solus in thy most marvellous fare ; 

The solus In thy teeth, and in thy throat, 

Aud iu thy hateful lungs, yea, in tliy maw, 
perdy ;t 

And, which is worse, within thy nasty meuth* 

1 do retort the solus in thy bowels; 

For 1 can take, and Pistol's cock is op. 

And flashing fire will follow. 


• What I mb MMlred ®n. f C'nirB. t Par Dieu l 
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Nym. I am not Barbason ; • you cannot con¬ 
jure me. I have a humour to knock you in¬ 
differently well: If you grow foul with me 
Pistol, 1 will scour you with my rapier, as 1 
may, in fair terms: if yon would walk off, I 
would prick your guts a little, in good terms, as 
1 may: and that’s the humour «f it. • 

Fist, o braggard vile, and damned furious 
wight 1 

The grave doth gape, and doting death is near; 
Therefore exhale, f [Pistol and Nyk draw. 

Bard. Hear me, hear me what 1 say:—he 
that strikes the first stroke, 1*11 run him up to 
the hilts, as 1 am a soldier. [Draws, 

Fist. An oath of mickld might; and fury 
shall abate. 

Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give; 

Thy spirits are most tall. 

Nym. I will cut thy throat, onetime or other, 
in lair terms ; that is the humour of it. 

Fut. Coup le gorge , that’s the word T — I 
thee defy again. 

O hound of Crete, J think’st thou my spouse to 
get? 

No ; to the spital $ go. 

And from the powdering tub of infamy 
retch forth the lazar kite of Cressid’s kind, |] 

Doll Tear-sheet she by name, and her espouse : 

I have, and I will hold, the quondam H Quickly 
For the only she ; and— Pauca , there’s enough. 

Enter the Bot. 

Boy, Mine host Pistol, yoo must come to my 
master,—and you, hostess he is very sack,‘and 
would to bed.—Good Bardolph, put tby nose 
between his sheets, and do the office of a 
warming-pan : 'faith, he’s very ill. 

Bard. Away, you rogue. 

Quick. By my troth, he’ll yield the crow a 
pudding one of these days : the king has killed 1 
Lis heart.—Good husband, come home presently, 
[Exeunt Mrs. Quickly and Boy. 
Bard. Come, shall 1 make you two friends 1 
We must to France together; Why, the devil, 
should we keep knives to cut one another’s 
throats ? 

Ftst. Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food 
bowl ou 1 

Nym. You'll pay me the eight shillings I won 
of you at betting T 
Fist. Base is the slave that pays. 

Nym. That now I will have; that’s the hn- 
mour of it. 

Fist. As mauhood shall compound: Push 
Lome. 

Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first 
thrust, I’ll kill him: by this sword, I will. 

Fist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have 
their course. 

Baid. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt befriends, 
be inends: an thou wilt not, why then be eue- 
mies with me too. Pr’ythee, put up. 

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings I won 
of you at betting. 

Fist . A noble** sbalt thou have, and present 
pay; 

And liqnoi likewise will I give to thee. 

And friendship shall combine, and brother¬ 
hood ; 

I’ll live by Nym, and Nym shall live by me:— 
Is not this just ?—for I shall sutler be 
Unto Uie camp, and profits will accrue. 

Give me thy hand. 

Nym. I shall have my noble f 
Fist. In cash most justly paid. 

Nym. Well then, that’s the hnmonr or it. 

Re-enter Mrs. Quickly. 

Quick. As ever you came of women, come in 

* Name of a demon. + Breathe your lest. 

t Blood hound. ) Hoanitnl. 

| Of CrcMida's nature t see the play of Trailue and 
Cmnda. Tl Formerly. 

••A coin, Tolua six shillings and eight pence. 
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quickly to Sir John : Ah 1 poor heait 1 he is so 
sbaked of a burning quotidian tertian, that it is 
most lamentable to behold. Sweet men, come 
to him. 

Nym. The king bath rnn bad humours on the 
knight, that’s the even of it. 

Fist. Nym, thou bast spoke the right; 

His heart is fracted and corroborate. 

Nym. The king is a good king : hut it mas* 
be as it may;'hd passes some humouis, and 
careers. 

Fist- Let us condole the knight; for, lamb¬ 
kins, we will live. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE II. — Southampton.— A Council- 
Chamber . 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, and WESTMORE¬ 
LAND. 

Bed. ’Fore God, bis grace is bold, to trnst 
these traitors. 

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 
West. How smooth and even they do bear 
themselves I 

As if allegiance in their bosoms *at. 

Crowned with faith, and constant loyalty. 

Bed. The king bath note of all that they in¬ 
tend. 

By interception which they dream not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that was Lis bed¬ 
fellow, 

Whom Le bath cloy’d and grac'd with princely 
favours. 

That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
His sovereign’s life to death and treachery 1 

Trumpet sounds. Enter King Hekry, Scroop, 
Cambridge, Grey, Lords , and Attendants. 

K. lien. Now sits the wind fair, and we wili 
aboard. 

My lord of Cambridge,—and my kind lord of 
Masbain,— 

And you, m> gentle knight,-give me your 

thoughts: v 

Think >ou not, that the powers we bear with vs > 
Will cut their passage through the force of 
France, 

Doing the execution, and the act. 

For wbichYve-have in head * assembled them t 
Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man do 
bis' best. 

K. Hen. 1 doubt not that: since we are well 
peisuaded. 

We carry not a heart with us from hence. 

That grows not in a fair consent with our’s : 

Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was monarch better fear'd amt 
lov'd, [subject* 

Than is >our majesty ; there’s not, I thiuk, a 
That sits iu heart-grief mud uneasiness 
Undei the sweet shade of your government. 
Gtcy. Even those, that were your father** 
enemies. 

Have steep'd their galls in honey ; and do serve 
you 

With hearts create t of duty and of zeal. 

A'. Hen. We therefore have great cause of 
thankfulness; 

And shall forget the office of our hand. 

Sooner than quittance X of desert and merit. 
According to the weight and worthiness. 

Scroop. So seivice shall with steeled sinews 
toil; 

And labour shall refresh itself with hope. 

To do your grace incessant services. 

K. Hen. We judge no less.—Uncle of Exegev 
Enlarge the man committed yesterday, 

That rail’d against our person : we consider* 

It was excess of wine that set him on ; 

And, on his more advice, $ we pardon him. 


* Fore*. 1 Compounded. j Kecompeace. 
{ Bettor iaformettou. 
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Scroop. That’s mercy, bat too much seem it)’: 
Let him be puuish’d, sovereign ; lest example 
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a hind. 

K. Hen. O let us yet be merciful. 

Cam. So may your highness, aud yet punish 
too. 

Grey. Sir, you show great mercy, if you give 
him life. 

After the taste of much correction. 

K. Hen. Alas 1 your too much love and care 
of me 

, Are heavy orisons • 'gainst this poor wretch. 

If little faults, proceeding on distemper, 

\ Shall not be wink’d at, how shall we stretch 
j our eye, 

' When capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d, and 
digested,. 

i Appear before ust—We’ll yet enlarge that man, 
t .Though Cambridge, Scroop, aud Gre>, iu their 
dear care. 

And tender preservation of our person. 

Would have him punish'd* Aud now to our 
French causes; 

Who are the late t commissioners 1 
Cam. I one, my lord : 

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day.* 
Scroop. So did you me, my liege. 

Grey. And me, my ro>al sovereign. 

K. Hen. Then, Richard, earl of Cambridge, 
there is your’s:— 

There your’s, lord Scroop of Mash am ;—and 
Sir knight, 

Grey of Northumberland, this same Is your’s :— 
Read them; and know, I know your worthi¬ 
ness.— 

My lord of Westmoreland, and uncle Exeter, 

We will aboard to-night.—Why, how now gen¬ 
tlemen t 

What see you in those papers, that yon lose 
So much cumplextou 1 —look >e, how they change 1 
Their cheeks are paper. Why, what read you 
there. 

That bath so cowarded and chas'd your blood 
Out of appearance f * 

Cam . I do confess my fault: 

And do submit me to your Highness’ mercy. 
Grey. Scroop . To which we all appeal. 

K. Hen. The mercy, that was quick + in us 
but late. 

By your own counsel is soppress’d and kill’d : 
You must not dare, for shame, to talk -of mercy; 
For yonr own reasons turn into your bosoms. 

As dogs upon tbeir masters, worrying them. 

See you, my princes, and my noble peers. 

These English monsters I My lord of Cambridge 
here,— 

You know, bow apt oar love was, to accord 
To furnish him with all appertinents 
Belonging to bis honour ; and this man 
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir'd. 
And sworn unto the practices of France, 

To kill ns here in Hampton: to the which. 

This knight, no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, bath likewise sworn— 
But oh I 

What shall I say to tbee, lord Scroop; thon 
cruel, 

lag rateful, savage, and inhninan creature 1 
Thou, that didst bear the tey of all my coun¬ 
sels, * •’**** 

That knew'st the very bottom of my soul, 

That almost #@gbt'st have coin'd me into gold, 
WouJd'st have practis'd on me for thy use? 
May it btjmsible, that foreign hire 
J, Could atom thee extract one spark of evil, 
Tbatjpdjfitt annoy my finger f tis so strange. 
Thaw though the truth of It stands off as gross 
As ^fc£k from white, my eye will ocarcefy 
see it. 

■fttason and murder ever kept together, 

AAHwo yoke-devils sworn to cither's purpose* 
Working.,&o grossly in a natural cause, 

* Pray era. 4 Lately upoiotet. 

t living. 


That admiration did not whoop at them : 

But thou, 'gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder, to wait on treason and on murder: 

And whatsoever cunning fiend it was. 

That wrought upon thee so preposterously, 

H’atb got the voice in hell for excellence. 

And other devils,.that suggest by treasons. 

Do botch and boiigle up damnation 
With patches, colours, aud unh founs being 
fetch'd 

From glistering semblances of piety; 

But he, that temper'd * tbee, bade thee stand up. 
Gave thee no instance why thou should'st do 
treason, 

Unless to dub tbee with the name of traitor. 

If that same demon, that bath gall'd tbee thus. 
Should with his lion gaitf walk the whole 
world, 

He might return to vasty Tartar J back. 

And tell the legions—I can never win 
A soul so easy as that Englishman's. 

Oh I how bast tbnn with jealousy infected 
The sweetness of affiance 1 Show meu dutiful 1 
Why, so didst thou: Seem they grave aud 
learned f 

Why, so didst thon : Come they of noble family ? 
Why, so didst thou: Seem they religious ? 

Why, so didst thou: Or arc they spare in diet; 
Free from gross passion, or of mirth, or anger ; 
Constant in spirit, uot swerving with the 
blood; 

Garnish'd and deck'd in modest complement; 5 
Not working with the eye, without the ear. 

And, but in purged judgment trusting neither f 
Such, and so finely bolted, {] didst thou seem: 
And thus thy fall bath left a kind of hlot. 

To mark the full-fraught man, aud best in¬ 
dued,? 

With some suspicion. I will weep for thee; 

For this revolt of thine, nieilnnks, is like 
Another fall of man.—Their faults are open. 
Arrest them to the answer of the law; 

And God acquit them of their practices l 
Exe. I arrest tbee of high treason, by the name 
of Richard earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest tbee of high treason, by the name of 
Henry lord Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland. 
Scroop. Our purposes God justly hath dis¬ 
cover’d ; 

And 1 repent my fault more than my death: 
Which I beseech your highness to forgive. 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam . For me,—the gold of France did not 
seduce; 

Although 1 did admit it as a motive. 

The sooner to effect what I intended: 

But God be thanked for prevention; 
w hicb I in sufiTerance heartily will rejoice. 
Beseeching God, and you, to pardon me. 

Grey. Never did faithful subject more re¬ 
joice 

At the discovery of most dangerous treason. 
Than I do at this hour joy o’er myself. 
Prevented from a damned cnterpri2e : 

My fanlt, but not my body, pardon, sovereign. 
K. Hen. God quit you in his mercy! Hear 
your sentence. 

Yon have conspir'd against our royal person. 
Join'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his 
coffers 

Receiv'd the golden earnest of our death ; 
Wherein you would have sold your kiug to 
slaughter. 

His princes aud bis peers to servitude, 

His subjects to oppression and coutempt. 

And his whole kingdom unto desolation. 
Touching oar person, seek we no revenge ; 

But we oor kingdom's safety must so tender, 
Whose ruin yon three sought, that to her laws 

• Rendered the* pUafcls. t ? w, « 

* Tartarian. | Accompliehmeni. 

| Shifted. Y Endowed. 
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We do deliver you. Get you therefore Jience, 
Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 

The taste whereof, God, of Ins mercy, give you 
Patience to eudure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear otleuces I—Bear them lienee. 

[Exeunt Conspirators, guarded. 
Now, lords, for Fiance: the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war; 

Since God so graciously hath brought to light 
This dangerous treason, lurking in our way. 

To hinder our beginnings, we doubt not now. 
But every rub is smoothed on our way. 

Then, forth, dear countrymen ; let us deliver 
Our puissance into the hand of God, 

Putting it stiaiglit In expedition. 

Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance : 

No king of England, if not king of France. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 111 . — London. — Mrs. Quickly's 
House in East cheap. 

Ejiter Pistol, Mrs. Quickly, Nym, Bnt- 
dolph, and Boy. 

Quick. Pr'ytliee, honey-sweet husbaud, let me 
bring * thee to Staines. 

Fist. No; for my manly heart doth yeam.j— 
ttardulph, he blithe Nym, louse thy vaunting 
veins; 

Boy, bristle lliy courage up; for FalstafT he is 
dead. 

And we must yearn therefore. 

Bard. 'Would, I were with him, wlieresomc’cr 
he is, either in heaven or ill hell I 

Quick. Nay, sure, lie's not in hell: he’s ui 
Arthur’s bosom, if ever mail went to Arthui’s 
bosom. ’A made a finer end, and went away, 
an it bad been any cbiistom \ child : 'a parted 
even just between twelve and one, e’en at turn¬ 
ing o’the tide: for aftei I saw him fumble with 
the sheets, $ and play with dowers, and smile 
upon Ins Angers* ends, I knew there was but one 
wav ; for bis nose was as sharp as a pen, and 'a 
babbled of green fields. How now, Sir John ? 
quoth I : vvliat, man! be of good cheer. So ’a 
cried out—God, God, God ! tinee or four tunes : 
now I, to comfort him, bid him, ’a should not 
think of God ; I hoped there was no need to 
trouble himself with any such thoughts yet: So, 
'a bade me lay more clothes on his feet: 1 put 
in) hand into the bed, and felt them, and they 
were as cold as any stone; then I felt to ins 
knees, and so upward, and upward, and all was 
as cold as any stone. 

Nym. They say, he cried out of sack. 

Quick. Ay, that 'a did. 

Bard. And of women. 

Quick. Nay, that 'a did not. 

Bc</. Yes, that 'a did ; and said, they were 
devils incarnate. 

Quick. ’A could never abide carnation; ’twas 
a colour lie never liked. 

Boy. 'A said once, the devil would have him 
about women. 

Quick. ’A did in some sort, indeed, handle 
women : hut then lie was rheumatic ; || and talked 
of the whore of Babylon. 

Boy. Do you not remember, *a saw a flea stick 
upon Bardolpli’s nose; and ’a said, it was a black 
soul burning in hell-tire ? 

Bard. Well* the fuel is gone, that maintained 
that Are: that’s all the riches 1 got in bis ser¬ 
vice. 

Nym. Shall wc sliog offt the king will be gone 
from Southampton. 

Fist. Come, let’s away.—My love, give me 
thy lips. 

Look to my chattels, and my moveables : 


* Annul. ♦ Grieve. 

X A child not more than n month uM. 
t Thi* indication of n|i|»roarliiii|; demli is mu me rated 
t)V Calm*, Loire in in, Hipimk rnte», anil Galvu. 

| Mr*, yuickly meant lunatic. 


l*t senses rule; the word is. Pitch and Pay ; 
Trust noue; 

For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wafer 
cakes. 

And bold-fast is the only dog, my duck; 
Therefore cavfto be thy counsellor. 

Go, clear lliy crystals. *—Yoke fellows in aims. 
Let us to France I like horse leeches, my hoys. 
To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck! 

Boy. Aud that is but unwholesome food they 
say. 

Fist. Touch her soft mouth, aud match. 
Bard. Farewell, hostess. [hissing her, 

Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humour of 11; 
but adieu. 

Fist. Let housewifery appear; keep close, I 
tbee command. 

Quick. Farewell; adieu. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — France. — A Room in the French 
King's Palace. 

Enter the French King attended ; the Dau¬ 
phin, the Duke of Burgundy, the Con¬ 
stable, and others. 

Fr. ‘King. Thus come the English with full 
power upon us ; 

Aud more than carefully it us concerns. 

To answer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the dukes of Berr>, and of Bretagne, 
Of Biahant aud of Orleans, shall make forth,— 
And >ou, prince Dauphin,—with all swift des 
patch. 

To line, and new repair, our towns of war, 

With men of courage, and with means defend¬ 
ant : 

For England his approaches makes as fierce 
As waiers to the sucking of a gulph. 

It fits us then, to be as provident 
As fear may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected English 
Upon our fields. 

l)au. My most redoubted father. 

It is most meet we arm us ’gainst the foe: 

For peace itself slioifltf not so dull + a kingdom. 
(Though war, nor no kuown quart el, were iu 
question,) 

Rut that defences, musters, preparations. 

Should he maintain'd, assembled, and col¬ 
lected. 

As were a war in expectation. 

'therefore, I say, 'lis meet we all go forth* 

To view the sick and feeble parts of Fiance: , 
And let us do it with no show of fear; 

No, with no more, than if we heard that Eng¬ 
land 

Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance: 

For, my good liege, she is so idly king’d. 

Her sceptre so fantastically borne 

By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth. 

That fear attends her not. 

Con. O peace, prince Dauphin I 
You are too much mistaken in tins king: 
Question your grace the late ambassadors,— 

With what great state he lieai cl their embassy. 
How well supplied with noble counsellors. 

How modest in exception,! and, withal. 

How terrible in constant resolution,— 

And you shall find, his vanities lore-spent § 

Were but the outside of the Roman Biutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of folly ; 

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shall fiist spring, and be most delicate. 
Ban. Well, ’lis not so, my lord high con¬ 
stable. 

But though wc think it so, it Is no matter: 

In cases of defence, ’lis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems. 

So the proportions of defence aie till'd ; 

Which, of a weak and niggardly projection, 
Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat, with scanting 
A little cloth. 

* Dry ihy ayes. _ + Render it raltoni, in*en»i!>Ie. 

X la making dbjcition*. | Wailed, exhausted. 


a 
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Fr. King • Think we king Harry strong; 

And, princes, look yon strongly arm to meet 
him. 

The kindi ed of him hath been flesh’d upon ns; 
And he is bred out of that bloody strain, • 

That haunted ns in our familiar paths: 

Witness our too much memorable shame. 

When Cressy battle fatally was struck. 

And all onr princes, captiv’d, by the hand 
Of that black name, Edward Mack prince of 
Wales ; 

Whiles that his mountain sire, on mountain 
standing. 

Up In the air, crown’d with the golden sun. 

Saw his heroical seed, and smil’d to see him 
Mangle the work of natuie, and deface 
The patterns that by God and by French fa¬ 
thers 

Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 
Of that victoiious stock ; and let us fear 
The uative mightiness and fate of Inin. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Ambassadors from Heuiy King of En¬ 
gland 

Do crave admittance to your majesty. 

Fr. King. We’ll give them preseut audience. 
Go, aud bring them. 

[£rfu;tf Mess, and certain Lords. 
Von see, this chase is hotly follow'd, frieuds. 
Fau. Turn head, and stop pursuit: for cow¬ 
ard dogs 

Most spend their mouths, when what they seem 
to threaten, 

Runs far before them. Good my sovereign. 

Take op the English short; and let them 
know 

Of what a monarchy you are the bead : 

Self-lo\e, my liege, is not so vile a sm 
As seif-neglecting. 

Re-enter Lords, tcith Exeter and Train. 
Fr. King. From our brother England 1 
Exe. From him ; aud thus he greets your 
majesty. 

He wills you, in the name*of God Almighty, 
That you divest yourself, and lay apart 
The borrow’d glories, that, by gift of heaven. 

By law’ of nature, and of nations, ’long 
To him and to his beiis ; namely the crown. 
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain. 

By custom and the ordinance of times. 

Unto the crown of Trance. That yon nay 
know, 

'Tis no sinister, nor no awkward claim, 

Pick’d from the worm-boles of long-van ioL'd 
days. 

Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak'd. 

He sends you this most memontMe Ii!/e, 

[Gita a paper. 

In every branch truly demonstrative ; 

Willing you, overlook this pedigree : 

And, when you find him even’y deriv’d 
Trom his most tam’d of famous ancestors, 
Edward the third, lie bids you *hen resign v 
Your crown and kingdom, '.nd’rtctly held 
From him the native and true challenger. 

Fr. King. Or else what follows t 
Exe. Bloodv constraint; for if yon hide the 
crown 

Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it: 
And therefore in fierce tempest is he coming. 

In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Jove; 
(That, if requiring fail, he will compel;) 

And bids you, in the bowel! of the Lord, 
iHliver up the crown; and to take mercy 
On the poor souls, for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws ; and on your bead 
Turns he the widows’ tears, the orphan’s cries. 
The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens’ 
groans. 

For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers. 

That shall be swallow’d in this controversy. 

* Lineage. 


This is his claim, his threatening, and my 
message ; 

Unless the Dauphin be in presence here. 

To whom expressly I bring greeting too. 

Fr. King. For, us, we wilt consider of this 
further: 

To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Van. For the Dauphin, 

I stand here for him: What to him from Eng¬ 
land t 

Exe. Scorn and defiance; slight ugaid, con¬ 
tempt. 

And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize y«u at. 

Thus says my hiug: and, if your LdlitVs high¬ 
ness 

Do not, in grant of all demands at large. 

Sweeten the bitter mock you sent bi*. majesty. 
He’ll call you to so hot no answer for it. 

That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide* your trespass, aud rt-turu your 
mock 

In second accent of his ordnance. 

Dav. Say, if my father render fair reply* 

It is against my will: for I desire 

Nothing but odds with England ; to that end. 

As matching to his youth and vanity, 

I did preseut him with those Paris balls. 

Exe. He’ll make your Paris Louv;e shake 
for it. 

Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe ; 
Aud, be assur’d, you'll find a difference, 

(As we his cubjeets have in wonder found,) 
between the promise of his greener days. 

And these he masters now ; now he weighs 
tune. 

Even to the utmost grain ; which you shall read 
in your own losses, if he slay in France. 

Fr. King. To-morrow shall you know our 
mind at full. 

Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that our 
king 

Come here himself to question our delay; 

To- he is footed in Ibis land already. 

Fr. King. You shall be soon despatch’d with 
fair condition:: 

A night is but small 'jrrath, and little pause. 

To answer matters of this consequence. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IIL 
Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Thus with imagin’d wing our swift 
scene flies. 

In motion of no leas celerity 
lban that of thought. Suppose, that you have 
seen 

The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark bis royalty ; and his brave fleet 
W ith silken streamers the young Pbccbus fan¬ 
ning. 

Play with your fancies ; and in them behold. 
Upon the hempen tackle, ship-boys climbing : 
Hear the shrill whistle, which doth order give 
To sounds confus’d: behold the threaden sails. 
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow’d 
sea. 

Breasting the lofty snrge ; O do lint think. 

You stand upon the rivage, t and behold 
A city on the inconstant billows danciug; 

For so appears this fleet majestlcal. 

Holding doe course to Harfleur. Follow, fol¬ 
low I 

Grapple your minds to sternage J of this navy; 
And leave your England, as dead midnipnt 
•til), 

* Rctsui echo. 

1 Bank or shorn t Sterns of the ships. 
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Guarded with gr&ndsires, babies, and old wo¬ 
men, [sance : 

Either past, or not arriv’d to pith and puis- 
For who is he, whose chin is but enrich'd 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
These cull’d and choice-drawn cavaliers to 
France? 

Work, work, your thoughts, and therein see a 

siege: 

Behold the ordnance on their carriages, 

V ith fatal mouths gaping on girded H&rfluer. 
Suppose, the ambassador from the French comes 
back; 

Tells Harry—that the king doth offer him 
Katherine his daughter; and with her, to 

dowry. 

Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms. 

The offer likes not: and the nimble gunner 
With linstock* now the devilish cannon touebes, 
[ Alarum ,• and Chambers \ go off. 
And down goes all before them. Still be Kind, 
And eke out our performance with your mind. 

[Exit. 

SCENE I.— The tame.—Before Barfleur. 

Alarums. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bed- 
foki>, Gloster, and Soldiers, with Scaling 
Ladders. 

K. Jlcn. Once more unto the breach, dear 
friends, once more; 

Or close the wall up with our English dead ! 

In peace, there’s nothing so becomes a man, 

As modest stillness and humility: 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 

1 hen imitate the action of the tiger; 

Milieu the sinews, summon up the blood. 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favour'd rage: 
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect; 

Bet it pry through the portage of the head. 

Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’er whelm 
As tearfully, as doth a galled rock [it, 

O'erhang and jutty X his confounded § base. 

Six ill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his full height!—On, on,you noblest Eng¬ 
lish, 

Whose blood is fetji from fathers of war-proof I 
Fathers, that like so many Alexanders, 

Have, in these .parts, from morn till even 
fought 

And sheath'd their swords for lack of argu¬ 
ment:^ 

Dishonour not your mothers; now attest, 

1 hut those, whom you call'd fathers, did beget 
you 1 

Be copy now to men of grosser blood. 

Ami icach them how to war!—And you, good 
yeomen, 

Who&c limbs were made in England, show us 
here 

The mettle of your pasture; let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding; which I 
doubt not: 

For thc-e is none of you so mean and base. 

That i.ath not noble lustre in your eje9. 

1 see > ou ^tand like greyhounds in the slips, 
straining upon the start The game’s afoot; 
Follow your spirit; and, upon this charge. 

Cry—Hod for Harry ! England! and Saint 
George! 

[Exeunt. Alarum and Chambers go off, 

SCENE II.—The tame. 

Forces past over; then enter Nym, Bakdolph, 
Pistol, and Boy. 


have not 
too hot. 


Bard. On, on, on, on, 
the breach! 


on! to the breach, to 


* The ataff which holds the match used in firing cannon, 
•f Smell pieces of ordnance. 

I a mole to withstand the encroachment of the tide. 

$ Worn, wasted. I! Fetched. U Matter, sutyeet. 


Pitt. 
Knocks 


cor P° ra, » stay; the knocks 
are too hot: and, for niuie owu part, 1 ' 

a case of lives ; the humour of it is 
that is the very plain-song of it. 

The plain-song Is most just; for liu- 
mours do abound; r<j, e . 

go and come ; God’s vassals drop and 
And sword and shield. 

In bloody field, 

Doth win immortal fame. 

Boy. ’Would I were in an alehouse i.i Lon¬ 
don 1 I would give all my fame for a not of ale. 
and safety. 

Piet. And I: 

If wishes would prevail with me. 

My purpose should not fail with me, 

But thither would I hie. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as bird doth 
sing on bough. 

Enter Fi.uvli.en. 

Flu. Got’s blood !—Up to the preaches, you 
rascals I will >ou not up to tlie preaches ? 

[ Driving them forward. 

Pist. Be merciful, great duke, • to men o: 
mould !f 

Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage 1 
Abate thy rage, great duke ! 

Good bawcock, bate thy rage! use lenity, sweet 
chuck! 

JVym. These be good humours!—your honour 
wiii6 bad humours. 

[Exeunt Nym, Pistol, and Bardolpii 
followed by Fluellen. 

Boy. As young as 1 am, I have observed 
three swashers. 1 am boy to them all three ; 
but all they three, though they would serve me, 
could not be man to me ; for, indeed, three such 
antics do not amount to a man. For Bardolph, 
—lie is white-livered, and red-faced ; by the 
means u hereof, 'a faces it out, but fights not. 
For Pistol,—he hath a killing tongue, and aouiet 
sword ; by the means whereof 'a breaks words, 
and keeps whole weapons. For Nym,—he hath 
beard, that men of few words are the best X men ; 
and therefore he scorns to say his prayers, lest 
f a should be thought a coward : but his few bad 
words are matched with as few good deeds ; for 
*a never broke any man’s bead but his own ; and 
that was against a post, when be was drunk. 
They will steal any thing, and call it,—purchase. 
Bardolph stole a lute-case; bore it twelve lea¬ 
gues, and sold it for three halfpence. Nym, and 
Bardolph, are sworn brothers in filching ; and 
in Calais they stole a fire-shovel: I knew, by 
that piece of service, the men would carry coals.$ 
They would have me as familiar with men’s 
pockets, as their gloves or their handkerchiefs t 
which makes much against my manhood,if I should 
take from auotbei’s pocket, to put into mine ; 
for it is plain pocketing up of wrongs. I must 
leave them, and seek some better service : their 
villainy goes against my weak 6tomach, and 
therefore 1 must cast it np. [Exit Bor. 

Re-enter Fluellen, Gower following . . 

Gow. Captain Fluellen, you must come pre¬ 
sently to the mines; the duke of Gloster would 
speak with you. 

Flu. To the mines 1 ten you the duke, it is 
not so good to come to die mines: For, look 
you, the mines is not according to the disciplines 
of the war; the concavities of it is not sufficient; 
for, look you, th f athversary (you may discuss 
onto the duke, look you,) is digbtjl himself four 
yards under the countermines: by Cbeshn, I 
think ’a will plow V up all, if there is not better 
directions. 

Gotv. The duke of Gloster, to whom the or¬ 
der of the siege is given, is altogether directed 
by an Irishman; a very valiant gentleman, 
i’faith. 


• Commander. 

| Pocket aflrouta. 


t Earth. 

I Digged, 


t Bravest. 
1 Blow. 
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Flu . It is captain Macmorris, is it uot ? 

Gate. I think, it be. 

Flu. By Cbeshu, be is an ass, as in the *orld : 
1 will verify as much in his peard : he has no 
more directions in the true disciplines of the 
wars, look you, of the Romau disciplines, than 
is a puppy-dog. 

Enter Macmorris and Jamy at a distance . 

Goto . Here 'a comes, and the Scots captain, 
captain Jamy, with him. 

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous 
gentleman, that is certain; and of great expe¬ 
dition, and knowledge, in the ancient wars, 
upon my particular knowledge, of bis direc¬ 
tions : by Cbesbu, be will maintain his argu¬ 
ment as well as any military man in the 'orld, 
in the disciplines of the pristine wars of the 
Romans. 

Jamy. I say, gud-day, captain Fluellen. 

Flu. God-deu to your wurship, goot captain 
Jamy. 

Goic. How now, captain Macmorris f have 
you quit the mines 1 have the pioneers given 
o’er? 

Mac. By Chrish la, tish ill done: the work ish 
give over, the trumpet sound the retreat. By 
my hand, I swear, and by my father’s soul, the 
work ish ill done; it ish give over: 1 would have 
blowed up the town so Chrish save me, la, in 
an hour. Oh ! tish ili doue, tish ill done; by 
my hand, tish ill doue 1 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now, 
will yon voutsafe me, look >ou, a few disputa¬ 
tions witli you, as partly touching or concerning 
the diciplines of the war, the Romau wars, in 
the way of argument, look you, and friendly 
communication ; partly to satisfy my opinion, 
and partly for the satisfaction, look you, of my 
mind, as touching the direction of liie military 
discipline; that is the point. 

Jamy. It sail be very gud, gud feitli, gud 
captains baith : and I sail quit • you with gud 
leve, as I may pick occasion ; that sail I, marry. 

Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish 
sate me, the day is liot, and the weather, and 
the wars, and the king, and the dukes ; it is no 
time to discourse. The town is beseeched, and 
the trumpet calls 09 to the breach ; and we talk, 
and, by Chrish, do nothing; ’tis shame for 
us all: so God sa’ me, ’tis shame to stand 
still; it is shame, by my baud : and there is 
throats to be cut, and works to be done ; and 
there ish nothing done, so Chrish sa’ me, la. 

Jamy. By the mess ere tlieise eyes of mine 
tak themselves to 6lumber, aile do gude service, 
or aile ligge i’the grand for it; ay, or go to 
death ; and aile pay it as valorously as I may, 
that sail I surely do, that is the breff and the 
long: Marry, I wad full fain heard some ques¬ 
tion ’tween you tway. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, 
under your correction, there is not many of 
your nation- 

Mac. Of my nation ? What ish my nation ? 
ish a villain, and a bastard, and a kna\e, and a 
rascal? What ish my nation? Who talks of 
my nation 1 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter other¬ 
wise than is meant, captain Macmorris, perad- 
venture, I shall think you do not use me with 
that affability*** in discretion you ought to use 
me, look yd&|3f>eing as goot a man as yourself, 
both in tttcjSfcipIines of wars, arid in the de¬ 
rivation of «lV birth, and in other particu¬ 
larities. * * 

Mac. 'I do not know yon so good a man as 
myself: so Chrish save me, I will cot off your 
head. 

Gotb. Gentlemen botb, yon will mistake each 
other. 


Jamy . Au 1 that’s a foul fault. 

[A Parley sounded . 
Gou\ The-town sounds a pailey. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more 
better opportunity to be required, look you, I 
will be so bold as to tell you, I know the dis¬ 
ciplines of war i and there is an end. 

IExeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.—Before the Cates 
of Harjlcur . * 

The Governor and some Citizens on the 
Walls; the English Forces below. Enter 
King Henry and his Train. 

K. Hen . How yet resolves the governor of 
the town f 

This is the latest parie we will admit: 

Therefore, to our best mercy give yourselves , 
Or, like to men proud of destruction. 

Defy us to our worst: for, as I am a soldier, 

(A name that in my thoughts becomes me 
best,) 

If I begin the battery once again, 

I will not leave toe half-achieved Harfleur, 

Till in bernshes she lie buried. 

The gates of mercy shall be all shut op; 

And the flesh’d soldier,—rough and haid of 
heart,— 

In liberty of bloody band, shall range 
With conscience wide as hell ; mowing like 
grass 

Your fresh-fair virgins, and your flowering in¬ 
fants. 

What is it then to me, if impions war. 

Array’d in flames, like to the prince of fiends. 
Do, with his smirch’d * complexion, all fell t 
feats 

Enlink’d to waste and desolation ? 

NY bat is’t to me, when you yourselves are 
cause, 

If your pure maidens fall into the baud 
Of hot and forcing violation ? 

What reigu can hold licentious wickedness. 

When down the hill he holds ius fierce* career ? 
We may as bootless X spend our vain i oimnaud 
Upon the euraged soldiers in their spoil, 

As send precepts to the Leviathan 
To come a&horc. Therefore, you men of Har- 
fleur. 

Take pity of your town and of your people. 
Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ; 
Whiles yet the cool aud temperate wind of 
grace 

O’erblows the filthy and contagious clouds 
Of deadly inuider, spoil, and villauy. 

If not, why, in a moment, look to sec 
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daugh¬ 
ters ; 

Your fathers taken by the silver beards, 

And their most reverend heads dash’d to the 
walls; 

Your naked infants spitted upon pikes; 

Whiles the mad mothers with their how la con¬ 
fus’d 

Do break the clouds, as did the wives of 
Jewry 

At Herod's bloody-Iiunting slaughtermen. 

What say you? will you yield, and tins avoid ? 
Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy’d? 

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated. 
Returns us—that his powers are not yet ready 
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, dicart 
king. 

We yield our town and lives to thy soft mercy : 
Enter our gates; dispose of us, and ours ; 

For we no longer arc defensible. 

K . Hen. Open your gates.—Come, uncle 
Exeter, 

Go yon and enter Harfleur; there remain. 


* Requite, answer. 


* Soiled 


t Cruel. 


X Without success. 
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Ami fortify it strongly 'gainst the French ; 

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle,— 
The wiutei coming on, and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers,—we'll retire to Calais. 
To-night in Harlleur will we he your guest: 
To-iiioiiuw loi the march are we addrest. • 
[FlourisU. The King, »$c, enter the Town. 

SCENE IV. — Rouen.—A Room in the Pa¬ 
lace. 

Enter Katharine and Alice* 

Kath. Alice , tu as estc en Angleterre, et 
tu yarlcs bien le language . 

Alice. Un ptu mad u me, 

Kath. Je te pric, m’enselgneuz ; il fautque 
j’avprenne d par ter . Comment appellez vous 
la main, en Anglois? 

Alice. Jja main 7 elle est appellee de baud. 
Kath. De hand. Et les doigts 7 
Alice. Les doigts 7 may foy, je oublie les 
doigts ; mats je me souviendray. Les doigts 7 
je pense , qu’ils sont appellee de fiugres ; uuy, 
de tiugies. 

Kath. La main , de hand; les doigts, de (In¬ 
gres. Je pense, que je suis le bon escolier. 
J*ay gag tic deux mots d* Anglois vistement. 
Comment appellez vous les ongles 7 
Alice. Les ongles 7 les appellons , de nails. 
Kath. Dc nails. Escoutez ; dites moy, si je 
parte bien : de hand, de lingres, de nails. 

Alice. C'est bien dit , madame ; il est fort 
bon Anglois. 

Kath. Dites may en Anglois, le bras. 

Alice. De arm, madame . 

Kath. Et le coude 7 
Alice. l)e elbow. 

Aath. De elbow. 'Jc m’en faitz la repeti¬ 
tion de tous les mots, que vous m’aies ap- 
pi is des a present. 

Alice. Il est trop difficile, madame, comme 
je pen sc. 

hath. Eicuscs moy, Alice; escoutez: De 
hand, de tingre, de nails, de aim, de bilbow. 
Alice. De elbow, madame. 

Kath. O Signcur Dieu ! je m r en oubhc ; 
De elbow. Comment appellez vous le col 7 
Alice. De neck, madame. 

Kath. Dc neck : Et le men ton 7 
Alice. Dc clan. 

Kath. De sai. Le col, de neck : le menton , 
de nu. 

Alice. Ouy. h’au£vostre honneur : en re¬ 
nte, vous prononces les mots aussi dioict 
que les nutijs d* Angleterre. 

Kath. Je ne dottle point d*apprendre par 
la gi ace de Dieu ; et en peu de temps . 

Alice. N’avez vous pas deja oubhc ct que 
jc ay enseignee? 

Kath. Non, je reciter ay d vous prompte- 
vient. De hand, dc fingre, de nails,— 

Alice. De nails, madame. 

Kath. De nails, de anne, de ilbow. 

Alice. Sauf vostre honneur , de elbow. 

Kath. Amsi dis je ; de elbow, de neck, et de 
sin: Comment apjiellcz tous le pieds et la 
robe 7 

Alice . De foot, madame ; et de con. 

Kath. De foot et de con t O Seigneur Dieu ! 
ecs sont mots de son tnauvais , corruptible , 
grosse, et impudique, et non pour les dames 
d’honneur d’user : Je ne voudrois prononcer 
ecs mots devant les Seigneurs de France , 
pour tout le mondc. 11 J'aut de foot, et de 
con, neant-moins. Je reciterai une autre fois 
ma leqon ensemble : De hand, de fingre, de nails, 
de arm, dc elbow, de neck, de sm, de foot, d£ 
C0I1. 

Alice. Excellent , madame / 

Kath. Cest assez pour une fois; allons 
nous d cisncr. [Exeunt. 

• Freparcd. 


SCENE V.—The same.—Another Room in 

the same. 

Enter the French King, the Dalphin, Duke 
of Bourbon, the Constable of France, 
and others. 

Fr. King. 'Tis certain, he hath pass'd the ri¬ 
ver Some. 

Con. And If be be not fought withal, my lord, 
Let*us not live in France; let us quit all. 

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 
Dau. O Dieu vivant! shall a few sprays of 

The emptying of our father's luxury, * 

Our scions, put in wild and savage stock. 

Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds. 

And overlook their grafters t 
Hour. Normans, but bastard Normans, Nor¬ 
man bastards I 

Mort de ma vie 7 if they march along 
Uufougbt withal, but 1 will sell my dukedom. 

To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotteii t isle of Albion. 

Con. Dieu de battalles! where have they 
this mettle ? 

Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 

On whom, as in despite, the 6un looks pale. 
Killing their fruit with frowns! Cau sodden 
water, 

A drench for sur-rein'd J jades, their barley 
broth. 

Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat f 
And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine. 
Seem frosty ? Oh ! for honour of out land. 

Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses’ thatch, whiles a more frosty 
people 

Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields ; 
Fooi, we may call them, in their native lords. 

Dau. By faith and honour. 

Our madams mock at us ; and plainly say. 

Our mettle is biedout; and they will gne 
Their bodies to the lust of English youth. 

To new-slore France with bastaid warriors. 

Bout. They bid us, to the English daucinr- 
schools. 

And uacb lavoltas $ high, and swift corantos ; 

Saj idR our grace is only in our heels. 

And that we are most lofty runaways. 

Fr. King. Where is Moutjd), the herald? 
speed hnn hence; 

Let linn gieet England, with our sharp defi¬ 
ance.— 

Up, princes; and, with spirit of honour edg’d. 
More sharper than your swords, hie to the 
field : 

Charles De-la-bret, high constable of France; 

You dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 
Alencoii, Brabant, Bar, and of Burgundy ; 

Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Vaudauiout, 
Beaumont, Graudpr£, Roussi, aud Faucon- 
berg, 

Folx, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Cbarolois; 

High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, aud 
knights, 

For your great seats, now quit you of great 
shames, 

Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our 
land 

With pennons |] painted in the blood of Har- 
fleur : 

Rush on bis host, as doth the melted snow 
Upon the vallies; whose low vasial seat 
The Alps doth spit aud void his rheum upou: 

Go down upon him,—you have power enough,— 
And id a captive chariot, into Rouen, 

Bung him our prisoner. 

Con. This becomes the great. 

Sorry am I, his numbers are so few 

His soldiers sick, and famish’d m their match ; 

For, I am sure, when he shall see our army, 

* Luft. ? Froiected. X Over-«tr»ineiL 

i Dances. | Femlantt, ■mall 

2 G 
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He'll drop bk heart into the sink of fear. 

And, for achievement, offer ns his ransom. 

J*V. King. Therefore, lord constable, baste on 
Mouldy : 

And let him say to England, that we send 
To know what willing ransom he will give.— 
Prince Dauphin, yon shall stay with us in 
Rouen. 

Dfls. Not so, I do beseech your majesty. 

Fr. King. Be patient, for you shall remain 
with us.— 

Now, forth, lord constable, and princes all ; 

And quickly bring us word of England's fall. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE VI.—The English Camp in Picardy. 

Enter Gower and Fluellen. 

Gate. How now, captain Fiuellen ? come yon 
from the bridge t 

Flu. I assure you, there is very excellent 
service committed at the pridge. 

Goif. Is the duke of Exeter safe? 

Flu. The duke of Exeter is as magnanimous 1 
as Agamemnon; and a man that 1 love and 
honour with my soul, aud my heart, and my 
duty, and my life, and my livings, aud iuv utter¬ 
most powers: he is not, (God be praised, and 
plessed !) any hurt in the ’orld : but keeps the 
pridge most valiantly, with excellent discipline. 
There is an ensign there at the pridge,—I think, 
in my very conscience, he is as valiant a- Mark 
Antony ; and he is a man of uo estimation iu 
the *orid : hut I did see him do gallant scivice. 
Gorr. What do you call hunt 
Flu. He is called—ancient Pistol. 

Gou. I know him not. 

Enter Pistol. 

Flu. Do you not know him 7 Here comes the 
man. 

Fist. Captain, I thee beseech to do me fa¬ 
vours : 

The duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu. Ay, I praise Got; aud I have merited 
some love at bis hands. 

Fist. Bardclph, a soldier, firm and souud of 
heart, • 

Of buxom valotir, • hath, by cruel fate. 

And giddy fortune’s furious fickle wheel. 

That goddess blind, 

That stands upon the rolling restless stone,— 
Flu. By your patieuce, ancient Pistol. For¬ 
tune Is painted plind, with a muffler t before her 
eyes, to signify to you that fortune is plind : 
And she is painted also with a wheel , to signify 
to you, which is the moral of it, that she is 
turning and inconstant, and variations, aud mu¬ 
tabilities : and ber foot, look you, is fixed upon 
a spherical stone, which rolls, and tolls, and 
rolls;—In good truth, the poet is make a most 
excellent description of fortune: fortune, look 
yon, is an excellent moral. 

Fist. Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns 
on him : 

For he hath stol’n a jpix , J and banged most 'a be. 
A damned death 1 

Let gallows gape for dog, let man go free. 

And let not hemp his wind-pipe suffocate : 

Bnt Exeter hath given the doom of death. 

For pir «f little price. [voice ; 

Therefa ya/ go speak, the duke will hear thy 
And let isot Bardolph's vital thread be cut 
With edge of penny cord, and vile reproach: 
Speak captain, for bis life, and I will thee re¬ 
quite. 

Flu. Ancient Pistol, I do partly understand 
your meaning. 

Fist. Why then rejoice therefore. 

Flu. Certainly, ancient, it is not a thing to 
rejoice at: for if, look yon, he were my brother, 

* Y*! on * under rood command. 

7 A fold of linen which partially covered the fare. 

X A small l»os in which were kept the consecrated 
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I would desire the duke to sse his goot plea¬ 
sure, and put him to executions ; for discipline* 
ought to be used. 

Fist . Die and he daura’d : and Jigo • for thy 
friendship I 

Flu. It is well. 

Fist . The fig of 6painlf [Exit Pistol. 

Flu. Very good. 

Gow . Why, this is an arrant counterfeit 
rascal; I remember him now ; a bawd ; a cut- 
puise. 

Flu. I'll assure you, 'a utter’d as prate 'ords 
at the pndge, as you shall see m u miner’s 
day: But it is very well; what he has spoke to 
me, that is well, I warrant you, when tune is 
serve. 

Gow. Why, 'tia a gull, a fool, a rogue ; that 
now and then goes to the wars, to grace 
himself, at bis retuni into London, under the 
form of a soldier. And such fellows are perfect 
in great commanders* names; and they will 
learn you by rote, where services weie done ;— 
at such and such a sconce,; at such a breach, 
at such a convoy; who came off bravely, who 
was shot, who disgraced, what terms the enemy 
stood on ; and this they con peitectly in the 
phrase of war, which they trick up with new- 
timed oaths : Aud what a beard of thq general’s 
cut, aud a horrid suit of the camp, will do 
among foaming bottles, aud ale-washed wits, is 
wonderful to be thought on 1 hut you must team 
to kuow such slaudeis of the age, or else you 
may be marvellous mistook. 

Flu. 1 tell you what, captain Gower ;—1 do 
perceive, he is not the man that he would gladly 
make show to the ’orld he is ; if 1 Pud a hole 
m Ins coat, I will tell him my mind. [Drum 
heard. j Haik you, the king is c-*mmg ; aud I 
must speak with bun from the pridge. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

Flu. Got pleas your majesty. 

A'. Hen. How now, Fiuellen ? earnest thou 
from the bridge ? 

Flu. 4 y, so please your majesty. The duke 
of Exeter ha6 very gallantly maintained the 
pridge ; the French is gone oft', look von ; aud 
there is gallant and most prave passage* ; Marry, 
th’athvei»ary was have possession of the pudge; 
but he is enforced to ictire, and the d.ike of 
Exeter is master of the pridge : 1 can tell your 
majesty, the duke is a prave man. 

K. Hen. What men have vou lost, Fiuellen ? 

Flu. The peidmon of 4 h'aihvert>aiy hath hoc: 
very great, very reasonable great: marry, toi 
my part, 1 think the duke hath lost never a 
man, but one that is tike to he executed for 
robbing a church : one Bardolph, if your majes¬ 
ty know the man : Ins face is all huitukie.-, aud 
whelks, aud knobs, and dames of tne ; aud Ins 
lips plows at his nose, aud it is like a coal of 
fire, sometimes plue, and sometimes red ; hut 
his nose is executed, and his fire's out. 

K. Hen. We would have all such offenders 
so cut off:—and we give express charge, that m 
our marches through the country, there he no¬ 
thing compelled from the villages, nothing taken 
but paid lor ; none of the French upbraided, or 
abused iu disdainful language ; ( or when lenity 
and cruelty play for a kingdom, the gentler 
gamester is the soonest winuer. 

Tucket sounds. Enter Momtjoy. 

Mont. Yon know me hy my habit. § 

K. Hen. W'ell then, 1 know thee ; What shall 
I know of thee ? 

Mont. My master's mind. 

K. Hen. Unfold it. 

Mont. Thus eays my king :—Say thou to 

* An allusion to the custom in Spain and Italy of glv 
ing poisoned tigs. 

t I’he object, of Spanish ot Italian revenge hftro 
generally poisoned fits given to them. 

_ S An intreqcliment hastily thrown up. 

I /. e. By his herald's coat. 
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Harry of England, Though we seemed dead, we 
did but sleep; Advantage is a better soldier, 
than rashness. Tell him, we could have rebuked 
him at Harfleur ; but that we thought not good 
to bruise an injury, till it were full ripenow 
we speak upon our cue, • and our voice is impe¬ 
rial : England shall repent his folly, see his weak¬ 
ness, and admire our sufferance. Bid bnn, 
therefore, consider of his ransom ; which must 
proportion the losses we have borne, the sub¬ 
jects we have lost, the disgrace we have di¬ 
gested ; which, In weight to re-answer, his pet¬ 
tiness would bow under. For our losses, his ex¬ 
chequer is too poor ; for the effusion of our 
blood, the muster of his kingdom too faint a 
number; and for our disgrace, bis own person 
Kneeling at our leet, out a weak and worthless 
satisfaction. To this add—defiance : and tell him, 
ioi conclusion, he hath betrayed his followers, 
wliove condemnation is pronounced. So far my 
king and master; so much my office. 

A\ Hen. What is thy name t I know thy 
quality. 

Mont. Montjoy. 

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn 
thee back. 

And tell thy king,—I do not seek him now; 

But could be willing to inarch on to Calais 
AN about impeachment: t for, to say the sooth, 
(Though ’tii no wisdom to confess so much 
l nto an enemy of craft and vantage,) 

My people arc with sickness much enfeebled ; 

AJv numbers lessen'd; and those few I have. 
Almost no better than 60 many Fiench ; 

AN ho when they were in health, I tell thee, 
herald, 

1 thought, upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen.—Yet, forgive me, 
hod. 

That I do luag thus !—this your air of France 
Hath blown that \ice in me; I must repent. 

Go, theiefoie, tell thy master, lieie 1 am ; 

My lausom, is this frail and worthless trunk; 

M* army, hut a weak and sickly guard ; 

God before, $ tell him we will come on, 
Though France himself, and such another neigh¬ 
bour. 

Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour, 
Momjoy. 

Co, bid thy master well advise himself: 

Jt we may pass, we will ; if we be hinder’d, 

AN i > ill >our tawny ground with your red 
blood 

Discolour . and so, Montjoy, fare yon well. 

1 he sum of all our answer’is but this ; 

AN e would not seek a battle, as we are ; 

ISoi, 'is we arc, we say we will not shun it; 
bo fell jour master. 

.Lout. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your high¬ 
ness. [Huit Montjoy. 

Cto. I hope, they will not come upon us 

UOWr. 

A'. Hen. AVe are in God’s hand, brother, not 
in thelr’s. 

Match to the bridge ; It now draws toward 
night:— 

Re\ond the river we’ll encamp ourselves; 

Aud on to-morrow bid them march away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—The French Camp , near 
Agincourt. 

Enter the Constable of France , the Lord 
Roi hi)res, the DukeoJ Orleans, Dauphin, 

and others. 

Con. Tut 1 1 have the best armour of the world, 
—’Would, it were day I 

Orl. You have an excellent armour; but let 
my hoi sc have his due. 

Con. It is the best horse of Europe. 

Orl. AV ill it never be morniug? 

• In our turn. t Hiuderancc. 

t Th«u used for God being my guide. 


Dau. My lord of Orleans, and my lord high 
constable, you talk of horse and armour,— 

Orl. You are as well provided of both, as any 
prince in the world. 

Dau. What a long night is this I- 1 will 

not change my horse with any that treads but on 
four pasterns, Ca ha! He bounds from the earth, 
as if his entrails were haiis ; • lc cheval volant , 
the Pegasus, qui a les nannes de feu ! AVhen I 
bestride him, I soar, I am a hawk : he trots the 
air; the earth sings when he touches it; the 
basest horn of his hoof is more musical than the 
pipe of Hermes. 

Orl. He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Dau. And of the heat of the gingei. It is a 
beast for Perseus : he is pure air and fire ; and 
the dull elements of earth and water never ap¬ 
pear in him, but only in patient stillness, while 
his rider mounts him : he is, rndeed, a horse ; 
and all other jades you may call—beasts. 

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and 
excellent lioise. 

Dau . It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh 
is like the bidding of a monarch, and his coun¬ 
tenance enforces homage. 

Orl. No more, cousin. 

Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot, 
from the rising of the lark to the lodging of the 
lamb, vary deseived praise on my palfiey : it is 
a theme as fluent as the sea : turn the sands into 
eloquent tongues, and my horse is argument for 
them all: *tis a subject for a sovereign to rea¬ 
son on, and for a sovereign’s sovereign to ride 
on ; and for tbe world (familiar io us, aud un¬ 
known,) to lay apart their particular function^ 
and wonder at him. 1 once writ a sonnet iu 
his praise, and begau thus: Wonder of na¬ 
ture ,— 

Orl. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one's 
mistress. 

Dau. Then did they imitate that which I com¬ 
posed to my courser; for my horse is my mis¬ 
tress. 

Orl. Y'our mistress bears well. 

Dau. Me well; which is the prescript praise 
and perfection of a good and particular mis¬ 
tress. 

Con. Ma foy ! the ether day,methought, your 
unstress shrewdly shook your back. 

Dau. So, pei haps did your’s. 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Dau. Oh 1 then, belike, she was old and 
gentle I and yon rode like a kerne t of Ireland, 
your French liose off, and in your strait tros- 
6ers. J 

Con. You have good judgment in horseman¬ 
ship. 

Dau. Be warned by me then : they that ride 
so, aud ride not warily, tall into foul bogs ; I had 
rather have my horse to my nustiess. 

( on. I had as lief have my mistress a jade. 

Dau. I tell thee, coustable, mymistiess wears 
her on u hair. 

Con. 1 could make as true a boast as that, if I 
had a sow to my mistress. 

Dau . Le chien est re tour nc a son propre to- 
missement , et la truic lavee au bourbier ,* thou 
makest use of any thing. 

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my mis¬ 
tress ; or any such proverb, so little kin to the 
put pose. 

Earn. My lord constable, tbe armonr, that 1 
saw in your tent to-night, are those stars, or suns, 
upon itf 

Con. Stars, my lord, 

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I 
hope. 

Con. And yet my 6ky shall not want. 

Dau. That may be, for you bear a many su¬ 
perfluously ; and Twere more honour, some were 
away. 

* Alluding to the bounding of tennis bails, which were 
■tufted with hair* 

t Soldier. | Trow sere. 
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Con. Even as your horse bears your praises; 
who would trot as well, were toiue of your brag* 
dismounted. 

Van. 'Would 1 were able to load him with 
bis desert! Will It never be day? I will tiot to¬ 
morrow a mile, aud'iny way shall be paved with 
English faces. 

Con. 1 will not say so, for fear I should be 
faced out of my way : But 1 would it were morn¬ 
ing, for I would fain be about the ears of the 
English. 

Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for 
twenty English prisoners? 

Con. You must first go jourself to hazard, ere 
you have them. 

_Dau. *Tis midnight I'll go arm myself. 

[Exit. 

Orl. The Danphin longs for morning. 

Ram. He longs to eat the English. 

Con. I think, he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he's a 
gallant prince. 

Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread oat 
the oath. 

Orl. He is, simply, the most active gentleman 
of France. 

Con. Doing is acthity: aud be will still be 
doing. 

Orl. He never did harm, that I beard of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow ; be will keep 
that good name still. 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 

Con. I was told that, by one that knows him 
better than jou. 

Orl. What's he 

Con Mai ry, be told me so himself; aud be 
6aid, he cared not who kuew it. 

Orl. He ueeds not, it is no hidden virtue iu 
him. 

Con. By my faith. Sir, but it is ; never any 
bod> saw it, but his lackey : *lis a hooded valour ; 
and, when it appears, it will bate. • 

Orl. IU will never said well. 

Con. I will cap that proverb with—There is 
flattery in friendship. 

Orl . Aud I will take up that with—Give the 
devil his due. 

Con. Well placed ; there stands your friend for 
the devil: have at the very eye of that proverb, 
with—A pox of the devil. 

Orl . You are the better at pioverbs, by how 
much—A fool's bolt is soon shot. 

Con. You have shot over. 

Orl. *Tis not the first time you were over¬ 
shot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord high constable, the English lie 
within fifteen hundred paces of your tent. 

Con. Who hath measured the ground? 

Mess. The lord Grandpr6. 

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman. 
—Would it were day !—Alas, poor Harry of Eng¬ 
land 1—be longs not for the dawning, as we 
do. 

Orl. What a wretched and peevish t fallow Is 
this king of England, to mope with his fat-brained 
followers so far out of his knowledge t 

Con. If the English had any apprehension, they 
would run away. 

Orl. That they lack; for if their heads bad any 
Intellectual armour, they could never wear such 
heavy head-pieces. 

R0m. That island of England breeds very va¬ 
liant creatures; their mastiffs are of unmatch- 
able courage. 

Orl. Foolish curs I that rnn winking into the 
mouth of a Russian bear, and have their beads 
crushed like rotten apples: You may as well say 
that's a valiant flea, that dare eat his breakfast 
on the lip of a lion, 

• An eqnUoqnc in term* In falconry: lie means, hi* 
valour i* linl from cyrry body but hi* luck*!, and when 
it appear*, it will fall nlf. 

+ Po«h«h. 
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Con. lust, just; and the men do sympathize 
with the mastitis, in robustious and rough coin¬ 
ing on, leaving their wits with their wives : and 
theu give them great meals of beef, and iron, and 
steel, they will eat like wolves, and fight like 
devils. 

Orl. Ay, but these English are shrewdly out 
of beef. 

Con. Then we shall find to-morrow—they 
have only stomachs to eat, aud uoiie to dght. 
Now is it time to arm : Come, shall we about 
It? 

Orl. It is now two o'clock: but, let me sec,— 
by ten. 

We shall have each a hundred Englishmen. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Now entertain conjecture of a time, 
"’hen creeping murmur, and the poring dark. 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 

From camp to camp, through the foul womb of 
night. 

The hum of either army stilly • sounds, 

That the fix'd sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other’s watch: 

Fire answers fire; aud through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other's umber'd t face : 
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful 
neighs 

Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents 
The armourers, accomplishing the kinghto, 

W ith busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The country cocks do ciow, the clocks do toll. 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul. 

The confident and over-iusty ; French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night. 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
So tediously aw'ay. The poor coudemued Eng¬ 
lish, 

Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger ; and their gesture sad, 
Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn cjuts 
Presentctb them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid ghosts. Oh ! now, who will be¬ 
hold 

The royal captain of this rain’d band. 

Walking from watch to watch, fiom tent to 
tent. 

Let him cry—Praise and glory on his head 1 
For forth he goes, aud visits all his host; 

Bids them good-inorrow, with a modest smile ; 
And calls them brothers, friends, aud couulrjuicu. 
Upon his royal face tbera is no note. 

How dread an army bath enrounded him; 

Nor doth be dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-wcficbed night: 

But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint. 

With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty; 
That every wretch, pining and pale before. 
Beholding him, placks comfort from bis looks ; 

A largess universal, like the sun. 

His liberal eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle all. 
Behold, as may unworthiue6s define, 

A little tooch of Harry in the night: 

And so our 6cene must to the battle fly; 

Where (O for pity!) we shall much disgrace— 
With four or five most vile and ragged foils. 
Right ill dispos’d, in brawl ridiculous,— 

The name of Agiucourt: Yet, sit aud see; 
Minding $ true things, by what their inockenrs 
be. [Exit, 

• Gently, lowly. 

t Discoloured by the drum of the (Wr*. 
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Scene I. 

SCENE I,—The English Camp at A gin court* 

Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Glosikr. 

K. Hen . Glosler, 'Us true, that ne are in 
gieat danger ; 

The greater therefore should our courage be.— 
Good morrow, brother Bedford.—God Al¬ 
mighty! 

There is some soul of goodness lit things evil. 
Would men obscrviugly distil it out; 

For our had neighbour makes us early stirrers. 
Which is both healthful and good husbandry : 
Besides, they are our outward consciences. 

And preachers to us all; admonishing, 

That we should dress us faiily for our end. 

Thus may we gather honey fioni the weed, 

And make amoral of the devil himself. 

Enter Erping ham. 

Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham: 

A good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were belter than a churlish turf of Fiance. 

Erp. Not so, my liege ; this lodging likes me 
belter, 

Since I may say—now lie I like a king. 1 

K . lien* 'I*is good for men to love their pre¬ 
sent pains. 

Upon example ; so the spirit is eased : 

And, when the mind is quicken'd out of doubt. 
The organs, though defunct ami dead before, 
Break up their drowsy giave, and newly mote 
With casted slough • and fresh legerity t 
Lend me thy cloak. Sir Thomas.—Bi others 
both. 

Commend me to the princes in our camp: 

Do in) good-morrow to them ; and, anon. 

Desire them all to in) pavillioii. 

Clo. We shall, m> liege. 

Ifc’i emit Cluster and Bedford. 
Etp. Shall 1 attend youi qiace ? 

K. Hen . No, m> good knight; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England : 

1 and my bosom must debate a while. 

And then I would no olhei company. 

Erp. 1 he Lord m licaveu bless thee, noble 
Hjirt ! [Ei it Kupi.xgmam. 

K. lien, c.od-a-mercy, old Itemt! thou speak¬ 
er cheerfully. 

Enter Pistol. 

Fist Qui ra la ' 

K. Hen. A fiiend. 

P*st. Discuss unto me; Art tlion officer; 

Or art thou hast*, common, and popular? 

K. Hen. 1 am a gentleman of ajumpany. 
Pitt, tiailcst thou the puissant pike? 

K. Hen. Even so: Wnat aie you? 

Pitt As good a gentleman as the emperor. 

K. Hen. Then you are a better thau the 
king. 

Pist. The king's a bawcock, and a heart of 
gold, 

A lad of life, nil imp J of fame ; 

Of parents good, of list most valiant: 

I kiss his duty shoe, and fiom my heart¬ 
strings 

] lo\e the lovely bully. What's thy name? 

K. Hen. Harry It Roy. 

, Pist. Le Roy ! a Cornish name : art thou of 
Cornish crew? 

K. Hen . No, I am a Welshman. 

Pist. knowest thou Fluellen. 

K. Hen. Yes. 

Pist. Tell linn. I'll knock bis leek about his 
pale, 

Upon Saint Pa\y’s day. 

K . lien. Do not you* wear your dagger in 
your cap that day, lest he knock that about yours. 
Pist. Ait thou his fiiend ? 

K. Hen. And his kinsman too. 

Pist The Jigo for thee then I 

* Slough i« the •km which srrpeutt annually throw 
off. 1 Lightness ninrbleiicss j Sou 
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K. Hen . I thank you: God he with you! 
Pist. My name is Pistol called. [Exit. 

K. Hen . It sorts* well with your fierceness. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower, severally. 
Goic. Captain Fluellen I 
Flu, So I in the name, of Chesliu Christ, 
speak lower. It is the greatest admiration in 
the universal ’orld, when the tine and ancient 

J irerogatifes and laws of the wars i» not kept: 
f you would take the pains but to examine the 
wars of Pompey the Great, you shall find, [ 
warrant you, that there is iio tittle laddie, or 
pibble pabble, in Pompey's camp: I warrant 
you, you shall find the ceienmities of the wars, 
and the cares of it, and the forms of it, and the 
sobriety of it, and the modesty of It, to be other¬ 
wise. 

Gow. Why the enemy is loud ; you heard him 
all night. 

Flu. If the enemy is an ass and a fool, and a 
prating coxcomb; is it meet, think you that we 
should also, look you, he an ass and a fool, and 
a prating coxcomb; in your own conscience 
now ? 

Cote. I will speak lower. 

Flu. 1 pray you, and beseech you, that yon 
will. [Exeunt Cower and Fluellen. 

K. Hen. Though it appear a little out of 
fasluou. 

There is much care and valour in this Welsh¬ 
man. 

Enter Bates, Court, and Williams. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the 
morning which breaks yonder? 

Rates. 1 think it be: but wc have no great 
cause to desire the approach of day. 

It ill. W t see yonder the beginning of the 
day, but, I think, w« shall never see the end of 
it.—Who goes there ? 

K. Hen. A fiiend. 

Will. Under what captain sene you? * 

K. Hen. Under Su Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good old commander, and a most 
kind gentleiuau : 1 piay you, what thinks he of 
our estate ? 

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, 
that look to be washed off the next tide. 

Rates. He hath not told 1 ns thought to tlie 
king ? 

K. Hen. No; nor it is not meet he should. 
For, though 1 speak it to you, 1 think the king 
is but a matt, as 1 am : the violet smells to him, 
as it doth to me; the element shows to him, as 
it doth to me; all his senses have but hiimau 
conditions :t his ceremonies laid by, in his na¬ 
kedness he appeals but a man; and though his 
affections aie higher mounted thau our’s, yet, 
when they stoop, they stoop with the like wing ; 
therefore when he sees reason of fears, as we 
do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the same re¬ 
lish as our's are : Yet, in reason, no man should 
possess him with any appearance of fear, lest 
he, by showing it, should dishearten his army. 

Bates. He may show what outwaul coinage 
lie will: but, 1 believe, as cold a night as 'us, 
he could wish himself in the Thames up to the 
neck; and so I would he were, and I by him, at 
all adveutuies, so we were quit hcie. 

K. lieu. By my troth, 1 will speak my con¬ 
science of the king ; 1 llunk, he would not wish 
himself any where but wheie he is. 

Rates. Then, ’would he were here alone; so 
should he be sure to be ransomed, ami a many 
poor men's lives saved. 

K. Hen. 1 dare say you love him not so ill, to 
wish him here alone; lion soever you speak this, 
to feel other men’s minds: Methiuks, I could 
not die any where so contented, as in the king's 
company ; bis cause beiug just, aud bis quarrel 
honourable. 

• Agree*. f Qualities. 
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Will . Thai’s more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after ; 
for we know enough, if we know we are the 
kind’s subjects; tf his cause be wrong, our obe¬ 
dience to the king wipes the crime of' it out of' 
us. 

Will. But, if the cause be not good, the king 
himself hath a heavy reckoning to make; when 
all those legs, ami arms, and heads, chopped off 
in a battle, shall join together at the latter da),* 
and cry all—We died at such a place; some, 
swearing; some, crying lor a surgeon; some, 
upon their wives left poor behind them; some 
upon the debts they owe; some upon 
their children rawly t left. 1 am afeaid there 
are few die well, that die in battle; for how can 
they charitably dispose of any thing, when blood 
is their argument 1 Now, if these men do not 
die well, it mil be a-black matter for the king 
that led them to it; whom to disobey, were 
against all proportion of subjection. 

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father 
sent about merchandise, do sinluliy miscarry 
upon the sea, the imputation of Ins wickedness, 
by your rule, should be imposed upon Ins fa¬ 
ther that sent him : or if a servant under Ins 
mastei’s command, transporting a sum of money, 
be assailed In robbers, and die in many trre- 
couciled iniquities, you may call the business of 
the master Hie author of the servant’s damna¬ 
tion :—But this is not so : the king is not hound to 
answer the particular endings ot Ins soldieis, 
the father of Ins sou, nor the mastei of Ins ser¬ 
vant; for they purpose not their death, when 
they purpose their sen ices. Besides, theie is no 
king, be his cause never so spotless if it come to 
the arbitrament of swoids, can try it out villi all 
iiuspotted soldiers. Some, poradventare, have 
oil them the guilt of premeditated ami contrived 
murder; some, of beguiling virgins with file 
broken seals of perjury ; umne, making the wars 
their Imlvvaik, that have liefore gored the gentle 
bosom j>f peace with pillage «utd robbery. Now, 
if these* men have detected the law, and outrun 
native punishment,; though they can outstrip 
men, they have iio wings to fly from God : war 
is his vengeance ; so that here men are puuished, 
for before-bieach of the king’s laws, m now the 
king's quarrel : wheie they feared the death, 
they have borne life away ; and where they 
would be safe, they perish : Then if lhe> die un¬ 
provided, no more is the king guilty of their 
damnation, than he was before guilty of those 
impieties for the which they are now visited. 
Every subject’s duty is the king’s ; but every 
subject’s soul is bio own. Therefore should 
every soldier in the wars do as every sick man 
in his bed, wash every mote out of his con¬ 
science ; and dying so, death is to him advan¬ 
tage; or not dying, the time was blessedly lost, 
wherein such preparation was gained : and, in 
him that escapes, it were not 6iu to think, that 
making God so free an offer, he let him outlive 
that day to we his greatness, and to teach others 
how they dn^d prepare. 

Will. 'Hacertain, that every mau that dies 
ill, the ill is upon his own head, the king is not 
to answer for it. 

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for 
me; and yet 1 determine to fight lustily for 
him. 

K. Hen. I myself beard the king say, he 
would not he ransomed. 

Will. Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheer¬ 
fully : but, when our throats are cut, he may be 
ransomed, and we ne’er the wiser. 

K. Hen. If I live to see it, I wiQ never trust 
his word after. 

Will. 'Mass, you’ll pay $ Mm then f That’s a 
perilous shot out of an elder gun, that a poor 
and private displeasure can do against a rnoii- 

* The Uu da) , the dav of judgment. 

+ Sudden I) . j i. t . f’umtbment in their na¬ 
tive roimtn. j lops) here ticmflei to bring 

to account, tp paniih. 


arch ? yon may as well go about to turn the sun 
to ice, with fanning in Ins face wuh a peacotk’s 
fcathei. You’ll never tiust his woul after 1 con e, 
’tis a foolish saying. 

K. Hen. Yoni reproof is something too 
round ;* I should be angry with you, it the tune 
weie convenient. 

Will. Let it be a quarrel between tis, if you 
live. 

K. Hen . I embrace it. 

Will. How shall 1 know thee again. 

K . Hen. Give me any gage of ihine, ami I 
will wear it in my bonnet: then, ir ever thou 
daiest acknowledge it, 1 will make it mv 
quarrel. 

Will. Here’s my glove; give me another of 
thine. 

AT. Hen. There. 

M ill. This will I also wear in mv cap : if 
ever tliou come to me and say, altei io-ihomovv, 
This is my glove , by this hand, 1 will lake lin e 
a box on the eai. 

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will chal¬ 
lenge it. 

M ill. Thou darest as well be banged. 

K. Hen. Well, I will do a, though 1 take 
thee in the king’s company 

M ill. Keep thy word : fare thee well. 

Bates. Be friends, you English fools, he 
friends ; we have French quariels enough, a you 
could tell how to leckon. 

K. lien. Indeed, the Fiench may lav twenty 
French ciovvus to one, they will beat us; lor 
they bear them on their shoulders : But it is 
no F.nglish treason to cut IVnch Crowns; ami 
to-moriow, tiie king hauself will be a ciippei 

[ th fit, it .Sot a it is. 

Upon the king! let us our lives, onr soiiU, 

Our debts, our careful wives, our chiblicu, 
•nd 

Our sins lay on the kiug ;—we must bear all. 

O baid condition! twiu-born with gieatuess. 
Subjected to the bieath ot every fool. 

Whose sense no more can leel but bis o.vn 
wringing ! 

What infinite beau’s ease must kings neglect, 
That puvate men enjoy I 

And what have kings, that piivatcs have not 
too, 

Save ceremony, save general ceremony ?— 

And what art Ihou, llion idol ceremony? 

What kind of god ait thou, that suflei'st nioie 
Of mortal Uriels, than do thy wo? shippers 7 
W hat aie thy rents ? what aie thy comings in? 
O ceremony,j|hovv me but thy vvorih 1 
W hat is the soul of adoration ? t 
Art thou aught else but place, degree, and 
form. 

Creating awe and fear in other men ? 

Wherein tliou art less happy being fear’d 
Than they in fearing. 

What drmk’st thou oft, instead of homage 
sweet, [nes% 

But poison’d flattery? O be sick, great great- 
And hid thy ceremony give thee cine I 
Think’st thou, the fiery fever will go oat 
With titles .blown from adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending? 
Canst tliou, when thou couimand’st the beggar’s 
knee, 

Command the health of it? No, thou proud 
dream; 

That plny’st so subtly with a king's repose; 

I am a king, that find thee; and I know, 

'Tis not the balm, the sceptie, and tlie ball. 

The sword, the mace, the crown imperial. 

The euter-tissned robe of gold and pearl. 

The farced j title running ’fore the king. 

The throne he sits on, nor the ftkle of pomp 
'1 hat beats upon the high shove of this world, 


• Too rough. * “ W bat la tlic real worth and 

intrinsic value of adoration.’’ X Ferred 1* 

am fled. The tniiml puffy title* with which a king’s 
name ta introduced 



Scene. II. 

No, not a!! these, thrlce-forgeons ceremony. 

Not all these, laid in bed majestical, 

Can bleep so soundly aB the wretched slave; 
Who, with a body fill'd, and vacant mind; 

Gets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful 
bread; 

Never sees horrid night, the child of hell; 

But, |ike a lackey, from the rise to set, 

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 
Sleeps in Elysium ; next day, after dawn. 

Doth rise and help Hyperion • to his horse; 

And follows so the ever-running year 
With profitable labour, to bis grave; 

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch. 

Winding up days with toil, and nights with 
sleep, 

Had the fore-haud and vantage of a king. 

The slave, a member of the country's peace, 
Enjoys it; but in gross brain little wots, 

What watch the kiug keeps to maintain the 
peace. 

Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 

Enter Erpikuham. 

Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your 
absence, 

Seek through your camp to find yon. 

K. Hen. Good old knight, 

Collect them all together at my tent: 

I'll he before thee. 

Erp. 1 shall do't, my lord. [ Exit. 

K. Hen. o God of battles I steel my soldiers' 
hearts ! 

Possess them not with fear; take from them 
now 

The Bense of reckoning, if the opposed num- 
beis 

Pluck their lieaits from them 1 —Notto-daj, O 
Lord, 

O not to-dav, think not upon the fault 
My fathei made in compassing the crown 1 ( 

i Richard's body have interred new ; 

And on it have bestow'd more contrite tears, 
Than fioin it issued forced drops of blood. 

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

W ho twice a day their wither d hands hold up 
Towaid heaven’, to pardon blood; and 1 have 
built 

Two chantries, where the sad and solemn 
piiests 

Sing still foi Richard’s soul. More will I do: 
Though all that 1 can do, is nothing worth; 
Since that my penitence comes alter all, 
Iniplomig pardon. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. My liege I * 

A'. Hen. My brother Gloster's voice f—Ay ; 

I know thy erinud, I will go with thee:— 

The day, tuy friends, and all things stay for me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The French Camp. 

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and 

others. 

Orl. The sun doth gild our armour ; up, my 
lords. 

Dau. Montes a chcval:— My horse 1 valet! 

lacquay / ha! 

Orl. O brave spuit! 

Han. Via! i—les eaux et le terre* - 

Orl. Rien puisf Vair et le feu — 

Dau, Ciel! cousin Orleans.- 

Enter Constable. 

Now, my lord Constable I 

• The sub. 

f A»oM eocouragiuf culMMtiOB. 
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1 Con. Hark, bow our steeds for present ser¬ 
vice neigh. 

Dau. Mount them, and make incision in their 
hides; 

That their hot blood may spin In English eyes. 
And dout • them with superfluous courage z 
Ha I 

Ram. What, will you have them weep our 
horses' blood ? 

How stall we then behold their natnral tears ? 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The English are embattled, you French 
peers. 

Con. To horse yon gallant princes 1 straight 
to horse i 

Do but behold yon poor and starved band, 

And your fair show shall suck away their souls. 
Leaving them but the shales and husks of men. 
There is not work enough for all our bauds ; 
Scarce blood enough in ail their sickly veins. 

To give each naked curtle*axe a stain, 

That our French gallants shall to-day draw ont. 
And sheath for lack of sport; let us but blow on 
them. 

The vapour of our valour will o'erturn them. 

'Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, lords. 

That our superfluous lackeys, and our peasants 1 ,— 
Who, in unnecessary action, swarm 
About our squares of battle,—were enough 
To purge this field of such a hildmg t foe ; 
Though we, upon this mountain's basis by 
Took stand for idle speculation : 

But that our honours must not. What's to 6C.y t 
A very little little let ns do, 

And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound 
The tucket-sonuance, \ and the note to mount: 
For our approach shall so much dare the field. 
That Eugland shall couch down m fear, and 
> lcld. 

Enter Guandpbe. 

Crand. Why do you stay so long, my lords 
of France t 

Yon ishnd carrions, desperate of their bones, 
Ill-lavour’dlv become the morning field : 

Their ragged curtains § poorly are let loose. 

And our air shakes them passing scornfully. 

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar'd 
host. 

And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps. 

Their hoi semen sit like fixed candlesticks, 

Willi torch-staves in their hand: and their poor 
jades 

Lob down their beads, dropping their bides and 
hips ; [eyes ; 

The gum down-roping from their pale-dead 
And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal || bit 
Lies foul with chew'd grass, still and motiou- 
less ; 

And their executors, the knavish crows. 

Fly o’er them all, impatient for their how. 
Description cannot 6uit itself in words. 

To demonstrate the life of such a battle 
lu life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. They have 6aid their prayers, and they 
stay for death. 

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners, and 
fresh suits. 

And give their fasting horses provender. 

And after fight with them T 
Con. I stay but for my guard; On, - to the 
field : 

I will the banner from a trumpet take. 

And use it for my baste. Come, come away; 
The sun is high, and we outwear the day. 

[firetnifw 

* Do them out, extinguish theta, 
t Mean, despicable. i Tbeutou* Of aft In¬ 
troductory flourish o» the tram pot. f Colo ur s. 

I Ring. 
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SCENE III.—The English Camp. 

Enter the English Host: Gloster, Bedford, 
Exeter, Salisbury, and Westmoreland. 

Glo. Where is the king? 

Bed The king himself is rode to view their 
battle. 

West, Of fighting men they have full three¬ 
score thousand. 

Exe. There's five to one; besides they all are 
fresh. 

Sal, God's arm strike with os! 'tis a fearful 
odds. 

God be wi' you, princes all; I'll to my charge : 
Jf we no more meet, till we meet in heaven. 
Then, joyfully, my noble lord of Bedford, 

My dear lord Gloster, and my good lord 
Exeter, 

And my kind kinsman, warriors ail, adieu! 

Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury; and good 
luck go with thee ! 

Exe, Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to¬ 
day : 

And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, 

For thou art fram'd of the firm truth of valour. 

[Exit Salisbury. 
Bed. He is as full of valour, as of kindness ; 
Princely in both. 

West. O that we now had here 

Enter King Henry. 

Bnt one ten thousand of those men in England, 
That do no work to-day! 

K. Hen. What's he, that wishes sot 
My cousin Westmoreland t—No, my fair cousin : 
If we are mark'd to die, we are enough 
To do our country loss ; and if to live. 

The fewer men, the greater shirt of honour. 
God's will t I pray thee, wish not one man 
more. 

By Jbve, I am not covetous for gold: 

Nor care I, who doth feed upon my cost; 

It yearns * me not, if men my garments wear; 
Such outward things dwell not in my desirte: 
But, if it be a sin to covet honour, 

I am the most offending 6oul alive. 

No, 'faith, iny coz, wish not a man from Eng¬ 
land : 

God's peace 1 I would not lose so great an 
honour. 

As one man more, metbinks would share fi orn 
me, 

For the best hope I have. Oh 1 do not wish one 
more: 

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my 
host. 

That he, which hath no 6toraach to this fight. 

Let him depart: his passport shall be made, 

And crowns for convoy put into his purse : 

We would not die in that man's company. 

That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is call'd the feast of Crispian; t 
He that outlives this day, auil comes safe 
home, 

IVill stand a tip-toe when this day is nam’d, 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian : 

He that shall live this day, and see old age. 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends. 

And say—to-morrow is Saint Crispian: 

Then will be strip his sleeve, and show his 
scars. 

And say, these wounds I had on Crispin's day. 
Old men forget; yet shall not all forget; 

But he'll remember, with advantages, 

What feats he did that day: Then shall our 
■names, 

Familiar in their mouths as household words, 
Harry the kuig, Bedford, and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, 

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd: * 
This story shall the good man teach bis sou ; 

. . , * Grier**. | 

t The battle of Agin court mi fought October 2o* 
St. Crispin s day. 
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And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by 
From this day to the ending of the world. 

But we in it shall be remembered: 

We few, we happy few, we baud of brother! 5 
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me. 

Shall be my brother: be be ne'er so vile. 

This day shall gentle his condition : 

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed, 

Shall think themselves accurs’d they weifc not 
here ! 

And .hold their manhoods cheap, while any 
speaks, 

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day. 
Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with 
speed : 

The French are bravely • in their battles set, 

Aud will with all expedience t charge on us. 

K. Hen . Ail thiugs are. read), if our minds 
be so. 

West. Perish the man, whose miud is back, 
ward now 1 

K. Hen. Thou dojt not wish more help from 
England, cousin 1 

West • God's will, my liege, 'would you and K 
alone. 

Without more help, might fight this battle outI 
K. Hen. Why, now thou hast uuwish'd five 
thousand men ; 

Which likes me better, than to wish us one.— 
You know your places: God be with you all 1 

Tucket.—Enter Mont joy. 

Mont . Once more 1 come to know of thcc, 
king Harry, 

If for tky ransom thou wilt now compound. 
Before thy most assured overthrow : 

For, certainly, thou ait so near the gulf. 

Thou needs must be engiulted. Besides, ir> 
mercy, 

he Constable desires thee, thou wilt mind $ 
Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls 
May make a peaceful and a sweet retire 
From off these fields, where (wietebes) thole 
poor bodies 
Must lie and fester. 

K. Hen . Who hath sent thee now t 
Mont. The Constable of France. 

K. Hen. I pray thee, bear my former auswer 
back; 

Bid them achieve me, and then sell iny bones. 
Good God I why should they mock poor fellows, 
thus ? 

The man that once di^ 6ell the lion’s skin 
While the beast liv’d, was kill'd with limiting 
him. 

a many of our bodies shall, no doubt. 

Find native graves ; upon the which 1 trust, 

Shall witness live in brass $ of this day’s work: 
Aud those that leave their valiant bones in 
France, 

Dying like men, though buried ill jour dung¬ 
hills, 

They shall be fam'd ; for there the sun shall 
greet them, 

And draw their honours reeking up to heaven ; 
Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clinic. 
The smell whereof shall breed a plague in 
France. 

Mark then a bounding valour in our English ; 
That, being dead, like to the bullet’s grazing, 
Break out into a second course of mischief. 
Killing in relapse of mortality. 

Let me speak proudly Tell the Constable, 

We are but warriors for the working-day, SI 
Our gayness, and our gilt, are all besmirch'd •• 
With raiuy marching in the painful field ; 


• Gallantly. , 

f Expedition. t Remind, 

f /. e. In brazen plate* anciently let into tomb-stones. 
I We are soldiers but coaraely dressed. 

^ Golden shows, superficial gilding. •• Soiled. 
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There's not a piece of feather in our host, 

(Good argument, I hope, we shall not fly,) 

And time hath worn us into slovenry; 

Rut, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim: 
And my poor soldiers tell me, fet, ere night. 
They’ll he in fresher robes ; or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o’er the French soldiers* 
beads. 

And turn them out of service. If they do this, 
(As, if God please, they shall,) my ransom then 
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy la¬ 
bour ; 

Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald ; 
They shall have none, 1 swear, but these my 
joints : 

Which if they have as I will leave 'em to them. 
Shall yield them little, tell the Constable. 

Mont. I shall, king Harry. And so fare thee 
well: 

Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Exit. 
K. Hen. I fear, thou’lt once more come again 
for ransom. 

Enter the Duke of York. 

York. My lord, most humbly on my knee I beg 
'ihe leading of the vaward. • 

K. Hen. Take it, brave York.—Now, soldiers, 
march away :— 

And how thon pleasest, God, dispose the day I 

[Exeunt. 

. SCENE IV.—The field of Battle. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter French Sol¬ 
dier, Pistol, and Bor. 

Pist. Yield, cur. 

Fr. Sol. Je pense , que vous'estes le gentil- 
homme de bonne quality 

Pist. Quality, call you me?—Construe me, 
art thou a gentleman ? What is thy name ? dis¬ 
cuss. 

Fr. Sol. O seigneur Dieuf 
Pist. Oh! signieur Dew should be a gentle¬ 
man :— 

Perpend my words, O signieur Dew, and 
mark ;—■ 

O signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox, t 
Except, O signieur, thou do give to me 
Egregious ransom. 

Fr. Sol. O, prennez misericorde / ayezpitii 
dc moy ! 

PiH. Moy shall not serve, I will have forty 
moys ; 

For I will fetch thy rim J out at thy throat. 

In drops of crimson blood. 

Fr. Sol. Est il impossible d*eschapper la i 
force de ton bras? 

Pist. Brass, curl 

Thou damned and luxurious § mountain goat, 
Offer’st me brass ? 

Fr. Sol. O pardennez moy ! 

Pist. Say'st thou me so? is that a ton of 
moys ? ||— • 

Come hither, boy ; Ask me this slave in French, 
What is his name. 

Boy. Fscoutez; Comment estes vous ap- 
pelle ? 

Fr. Sol. Monsieur le Fer. 

Boy. He says, his name is—master Fer. 

Pist. Master Fer! I’ll fer him, and firk ^ 
him, and ferret himdiscuss the same in French 
unto him. 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and 
ferret, and flrk. 

Pist. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his 
throat. . 

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il , monsieur ? 

Boy. II me commande de vous dire que 
vous faites vous prest; car de soldat icy 

• Vanguard. 

t An old cant word for a sword, so called fVom a fa¬ 
mous sword cutler of the name of Fox. 

1 The diaphragm. h Lascivious. 

| Pieces of money, 1 Chastise. 
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est dispose tout a cette heure de couper vostre 
gorge. 

Pfjf. Ouy, couper gorge, par ma foy, pesant. 
Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns; 

Or mangled sbalt thou be by this my sword. 

Fr• Sol. O.je vous supplie pour Vamour 
de Dleu me pardonner ! Je suis gentilhomme 
de bonne maison : gardes ma vie , et je vous 
donneray deux cents escus. 

Pist. What are his words ? 

Boy. He prays yon to save his life: he is a 
gentleman of a good house ; and, for his ransom, 
he will give you two hundred crowns. 

Pist. Tell him,—my fury shall abate, and 1 
The crowns will take. 

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur, que dit-il ? 

Boy. Encore qu*il est contre son jurement, 
de pardonner aucun prisonnier; neant- 
mo ins, pour les escus que vous Vavez promis, 
il est content de vous donner la liberU , le 
franchisement. 

I Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux, je vous donne 
' rnille remerciemens ; et je m’estime heareux 
que je suis tombi entre les mains d'un cheva¬ 
lier , je pense , le plus brave , valiant, et tres 
distingue seigneur d*Angleterre. 

Pist. Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you, upon his knees, a thou¬ 
sand thanks: and he esteems himself happy 
that he hath fallen into the hands of (as he 
thinks) the most brave, valorous, and thrice- 
worthy signieur of England. 

Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mercy 
show.— 

Follow me, cur. [Exit Pistol. 

Boy. Suivez vous le grand capitaine. 

[Exit French Soldier. 
I did never know so full a voice issue from so 
empty a heart : but tbe saying is true,—The 
empty vessel makes the greatest sound. Bar- 
-dolph and Nym had ten times more valour than 
this roaring devil i'tbe old play, that every one 
may pare his nails with a wooden dagger; and 
they are both hanged ; and so would this be, if 
be durst steal any thing adventurously. I must 
stay with the lackeys, with the luggage of our 
camp : the French might have a good prey of us, 
if be knew of it; for there is none to guard it. 
but boys. [Exit. 

SCENE V.—Another part of the Field of 

Battle . 

Alarum. Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bour¬ 
bon, Constable, Rambures, and others. 

Con. O diable ? 

Orl. O seigneur !—Is jour est perdu , tout 
est perdu ! 

Dart. Mort de ma vie! all is confounded, 
all 1 

Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sits mocking in our plumes.— O meschante for¬ 
tune t 

Do not run away. [A short Alarum . 

Con. Why, all onr ranks are broke. 

Dau. O perdurable • shame !—let’s stab our¬ 
selves. 

Be these the wretches that we play’d at dice 
for? 

Orl. Is this the king we sent to for his ran¬ 
som ? 

Bour. Shame, and eternal shame, nothing but 
shame 1 

Let us die instant. Once more back again ; 

And he that will not follow Bourbon now, . 

Let him go hence, and, with his cap in hand. 
Like a base pander, hold the chamber-door. 
Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog,^ 

Pig fairest daughter is contaminate. 

Con. Disorder, that hath spoil’d ns, friend us 
now I 

Let us, in heaps, go offer up onr lives 
Unto these English, or else die with fame. 

* Luting. t L «• Who haa no more gentility. 
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Orl. We arc enough, yet Jiving in the field. 
To smother up the English in our throngs. 

If any order might be thought upon. 

Hour. The devil take order now! I'll to the 
throng; 

Let life be short; else, shame will be too long. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.-rAnother part of the Field . 

Alarums. Enter King Henry and Forces ; 
Exeter, and others . 

K. Hen . Well have we done, thrice-valiant 
countrymen : 

But all’s not done, yet keep the French the field. 
Exe. The duke of York commends him to 
your majesty. 

K. Hen . Lives he, good uncle ? thrice, with¬ 
in this hour, 

I saw him down; thrice up again, and fighting; 
From helmet to the spur, all blood he was. 

Exe. In which array, (brave soldiei,) doth 
he lie. 

Larding the plain : and by his bloody side, 
(Yoke fellow to his honour-owing wounds,) 

The noble carl of Snfiolk also lies. 

Suffolk first died, and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to him, where in goie he lay insteep’d. 
And takes him by the beard ; kisses the gashes. 
That bloodilv did yawn upon bis face ; 

Aud cries aloud.— Tarry , dear cousin Suffolk ' 
JUy soul shall thine keep company to heaven : 
Tarry , sweet soul, Jor mine , then jly a- 
breast ; 

A5 , in this glorious and icell-foughten field , 
We kept together in our chivalry ' 

Upon these words I came, aud cheer’d him up : 
He smil’d me in the face, raught * me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, 6ays,— Dear my lord, 
Commend my service to my sovereign. 

60 did he turn, and over Suffolk’s neck 
He threw lus wounded arm, and kiss’d his lips ; 
And so, espous’d to death, with blood he seal’d 
A testament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forc’d 
Those waters from me, which I would have 
stopp’d ; 

Hut I had not so much of man in me, 
lint all my mother came into mine eye*, 

And gave me up to tears. 

A.'Hen. I blame you not; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistful eyes, or they will issue too.— 

[Alarum. 

But, hark! what new alarum is this same ?— 

The French have reinforc’d their scatter’d 
men :— 

Then every soldier kill bis prisoners; 

Give the word through. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VTJ.—Another part of the Field. 

Alarums. Enter Fluellen and GowEn. 

Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage! ’tis ex¬ 
pressly against the law of arms: * tis as arrant 
a piece of knavery, mark yon now, as can be 
offered, in the ’orid ; In your conscience now, 
is it not ? 

Gow. "Tis certain, there’s not a boy left alive ; 
aud the cowardly rascals, that ran from the bat¬ 
tle, have done this slaughter : besides, they have 
burned aud carried away all that was in the 
king's tent; wherefore the king, most worthily, 
bath caused every soldier to cut his prisoner’s 
throat. Oh I 'tis a gallant king. 

Flu. Ay, be was porn at Monmouth, captain 
Gower: Wbat call you the town’s name, where 
Alexander the pig was born ? 

Gow. Alexander the great. 

Flu Why, I pray you, is not pig, great? The 
pi?, or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or 
the magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save 
the phrase is a little variations. 


Gow. I think, Alexander the great was born 
in Macedou ; bis father was called—Philip of 
Macedou, as I take it. 

Flu . I tlilulL it is in Macedon, where Alex¬ 
ander is porn, t tell you, captain,—If you look 
in the maps of the ’orld, I warrant, yon shall 
find, in the comparisons between Macedon and 
Mouuiouth,that the situations, look you, is both 
alike. There is a river in Macedon ; and there 
is also moreover a river at Monmouth : it is cal¬ 
led Wye, at Monmouth : but it is out of my 
prams, what is tbo name of the other ruei ; but 
’tis all one, ’tis so like as my fingers is to my 
fingers, and there is salmons in both. If you 
mark Alexander’s life well, Hairy of Monmouth’s 
life is come after it indifferent well ; for there 
is figures in all things. Alexander (God knows, 
and yon know,) in his rages and bis furies, and 
his wiaths, and his cliolers, and his moods, aud 
his displeasures, and bis indignations, and also 
beiug a little intoxicates in bis prams, did, in 
lus ales aud his augers, look you, kill lus pest 
friend, Clytus. 

Gow. Our king Is not like him in that; he 
never killed any of his friends. 

Flu. Is it not well done, mark you now, to 
take tales out of my mouth, ere it is made an 
end and finished. I speak but m the figures 
and comparisons of it: As Alexander is kill his 
friend Chtns, being in bis ales and lus cups ; 
so also Harry Monmouth, being in n?ht wits 
and bis gout judgments, is turn away the tat 
knight with the great pelly-doublet : lie it a* lull 
of jests, aud gipes, and knaveries, and mocks; I 
am forget his name 

Gou\ Sir John Falstaff. 

Flu. That is he : I can tell you, there is gout 
men bom at Monmouth. 

Gow. Here comes bis majesty. 

Alarum. Enter King Henry, with a part of 
the English Forces; Warwick, Geosier, 
Exeter, and others. 

K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to 
France 

Until this instant.—Take a trumpet, hoi aid ; 
Ride thou unto the horsemen oil yon hill ; 

If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or \oid the field ; they do offend out bight: 

If they’ll do neithei, we will come to them ; 

Aud make them skin"* aw.iy as sum as stones 
Enforced from the old Assy nan slings: 

Besides, we’ll cut the throats of those we have; 
And not a man of them, that wc shall take. 
Shall taste oar mercyGo, and tell them so. 

Enter Montjoy. 

Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, 
my liege. 

Glo. His eyes are humbler than they us’d to 
be: 

K. Hen . How now, wbat means this, herald T 
know’st thou not. 

That 1 have fin’d these bones of mine for ran¬ 
som 1 

Com’st tbou again for ransom ? 

Mont. No, great kin? : 

I come to thee for charitable license. 

That we may wander o’er this bloody field 
To book our dead, and then to bury them ; 

To sort oar nobles from our common men ; 

For many of ouf princes (woe the while 1 ) 

Lie drown’d and soak'd in mercenary blood; 

(So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
In blood of princes;) and their wounded steeds 
Fret fetlock deep in gore, and, with wild rage, 
Yerk out their armed heels* at their dead mas¬ 
ters. 

Killing them twice. O give us leave, great king, 
To view the field in safety, and dispose. 

Of their dead bodies. 

K. Hen. I tell tbee truly, herald, 

I know not if the day be oar's or no; 


• Reached 


* Scout. 
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For yet a many of yonr horseman peer. 

And gallop o'er the field. 

Mont . The day Is your's. 

K. lien. Praised be God, and not our strength, 
for it!— 

What is this castle call'd, that stands bard by? 

Mont. They call it—Agincourt. 

K, Hen. Then call we this—the field of Agin¬ 
court, 

Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus. 

Flu, Your grandfather of famous memory, an't 
please your majesty, and your great-uncle Edward 
the pluck prince ol Wales, as 1 have read in the 
chronicles, fought a most prave pattle here in 
France. 

K, Hen. They did, Fluellen. 

Flu . Your majest) says very true: If your ma¬ 
jesties is lemembeied of it, the Welshman did 
goot service in a garden where leeks did grow, 
weaiiug leeks m their Monmouth caps; which, 
youi majesty knows, to this hour is an honour¬ 
able padge of the service; and, 1 do believe, 
your majesty takes no scorn to wear leek upon 
Saint Tavy’s day. 

AT. Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour : 
For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. 

Flu . All the water in Wye cannot wash yonr 
map sty's Welsh plood out of your pody, I can 
tell you that: Got pless it and preserve it, as 
long as it pleases his grace, and his majesty 
too ! 

A. lien. Thanks, good my countryman. 

Flu. By Clieslm, l am your majesty's country¬ 
man, I taie not who know it; 1 will conless it 
to all the 'oild : I need not tube ashamed of your 
majesty, praised be God, so long as your majesty 
is an honest man. 

A'. lien. God keep me so ’—Our heralds go 
w ith linn ; 

Brine me just notice of the numbers dead 
On boih our parts—Call yonder fellow hither. 

[Points to Williams. Exeunt Montjoy 
unit others. 

Eie. Soldier, you must come to the king. 

K. Hen. Soldier, why wear'st thou that glove 
in thy cap t 

If ill. An’t please your majesty, 'tis the gage of 
one that I should fight withal, if he be alive. 

K. Hen. An Englishman? 

Will. An't please your majesty , a rascal, that 
swaggered with me last night : who, if 'a live, 
and e\er dare to challenge this glove, I have 
sworn to take him a bo\ o’the eai : or, if I can 
see my glove in his cap, (which he swore, as he 
was a soldiei, he would wear, if alive,) I will 
fetuke it out soundly. 

A'. Hen. What think you, captain Fluellen ; is 
it lit this soldiei keep his oath ? 

Flu. He is a craven * and a villain else, an't 
please your majesty, in my conscience. 

A'. Hen. It may be, his enemy is a gentleman 
ot great sort, t quite from the auswer of bis de- 
giec. 

Flu. Though he be as goot a gentleman as 
the tevil is, as Lucifer and Belzebub ban self, 
it is necessary, look your grace, that be keep 
liis vow and his oath; if he be perjured, see 
you now, las reputation is as arrant a villain, 
and a Jack-sauce, * as ever his plack shoe trod 
upon Got's ground and bis earth, in my consci¬ 
ence, la. 

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when thou 
ineet’st the fellow. 

Will. So I will, my liege, as I live. 

K. Hen. Who servest thon under t 

Will. Under captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu. Gower is a goot captain ; and is good 
knowledge and literature in the wars. 

K. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier. 

Will- I will, my liege. [Belt. 

K. Hen. Here, Fluellen; wear thou this favour 
for me, and stick it iu thy cap : When Alengon 

• Coward . t rtnk 

t For nicy Jack. 
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and myself were down together, I pinched this 
glove from his helm : if any man challenge this, 
he is a friend to Alengon and an enemy to our 
person ; if thou encounter any such, apprehend 
him, an thou dost love me. 

Flu. Your grace does me as great honours, 
as can be desired in the hearts of hi* subjects: 
I would fain see the man, that lias but two 
legs, that shall find himself aggrieted at thu 
glove, that is all; but I would tain see it 
once ; an please Got of his grate, that I im^Ut 
see it. 

K. Hen. Knowest thou Gower ? 

Flu. He is my dear friend, an please yon. 

K. Hen. Pray thee, go seek him, and bring 
him to my tent. 

Flu . I will fetch him. [Exit 

K. Hen. My iord of Warwick, and my brother 
Gloster, 

Follow Fluellen closely at the heels: 

The glove, which I hare given him for a favour. 
May, haply, purchase him a box o’the ear; 

! It is the soldier's : 1, by bargain, should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin War¬ 
wick : 

If that the soldier stiike him, (as, I judge 
By his blunt bearing, he will keep his word,) 
Some sudden mischief may aiise of it; 

For I do know Fluellen valiant, 

And, touch’d with clioler, hot as gunpowder. 

And quickly will return an injury: 

Follow, and see there be no harm between 
them.— 

Go jou with me, uncle of Exeter. [Eieunt 

SCENE VIII.—Before King Henry's Pa¬ 
vilion. 

Enter Gower and Williams. 

Will. I warrant it is to knight you, captain. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Got’s will.and his pleasure, captain, I 
peeeech you wow, come apace to the king * there 
is more goot toward you, peradventure, than is 
m your knowledge to dieam of. 

Will. Sir, know you thii ?love? 

Flu. Know the glove? 1 know the glove is a 
glove. 

Will. I know this ; and thus I challenge it. 

[Strikes him. 

Flu. 'Sblnd, an arrant traitor, as any’s in the 
universal 'orld, or in France, or in England. 
Goir. How now, Sir ? you villain 1 
Will. Do you think I’ll he forsworn? 

Flu. Stand away, captain Gower; I will 
give treason his payment into plows, I warrant 
you. 

Will. I am no traitor. 

Flu. That’s a he in thy throat.—I charge you 
in his majesty's name, apprehend him; he's a 
fueud of the duke of Aleuqon’s. 

Enter Warwick, and Gloster. 

War. How now, how now I what's the mat¬ 
ter? 

Flu. My lord of Warwick, here .is (praised 
be Got for itl) a most contagious tFeasou come 
to light, look you, as you shall desire iu a sum¬ 
mer’s day. Here is his majesty. 

Enter King Henry and Exeter. 

K. Hen. How now! what's the matter? 

Flu. My liege, here is a villain and a txaltor, 
that, look your grace, has struck the glove 
which your majesty is take out of the helmet of 
Ale n con. 

Will. My liege, this was my glove ; here is 
the fellow of it: and he, that I gave it to in 
change, promised to wear it in his cap ; I pro-' 
nnsed to strike him, if he did: I met this man 
with my glove in bis cap, and I have been as 
good as my word. 

Flu. Your majesty hear now, (saving yonr 
majesty's manhood,) what an arrant, rascally, 
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beggarly, lows? knave It is: 1 hope, your ma¬ 
jesty is pear me testimony, and witness, and 
avouchments, that this Is the glove of Alenqon, 
that >our majesty gave me, in your conscience 
now, 

K , Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier: Look, 
here is the fellow of it. 'Twas I, indeed, thou 
promised’st to strike; and thou bast given me 
most bitter terms. 

Flu. An please your majesty, let his neck 
answer for it, if there is any martial law in the 
'orld. 

K. Hen. How canst thou make me satisfac¬ 
tion t 

Will. All oirences, my liege, come from the 
heart: never caine any from mine, that might 
ofi'end your majesty. 

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 
Wtll. Your majesty came not like yourself: 
you appeared to me but as a common man; 
witness the night, your garments, your lowliness ; 
and what your highness suffered under that 
shape, I beseech you take it for your own fault, 
aud not mine: for had you been as I took you 
for, I made no offence; therefore, I beseech 
your highness, pardon me. 

K. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove 
wifh crowns, 

And give it to this fellow.—Keep it, fellow; 

And wear it for an honour in thy cap. 

Till I do challenge it.—Give him the crowns :— 
And, captain, you must needs he fiiends with 
him. 

Flu. By this day and this light, the fellow has 
mettle euough in his pellyHold, there is 
twelve pence for >ou, and 1 pray yon to seive 
Got, and keep you out of prawls, and prabbles, 
and quarrels, and dissensions, and, I warrant 
you, it is the petter for you. 

Will. 1 will none of your money. 

Flu. It is with a goot will; 1 can tell you, it 
will serve you to mend your shoes: Come, 
wherefore should you be so pashful! your shoes 
is not so goot: *tis a goot silling, I warraut you, 
or I will change it. 

Enter an English Herald. 

K. Hen. Now, herald ; are the dead num¬ 
ber'd 1 

Her. Here is the number of the slaughter’d 
French. [ Delivers a Paper. 

K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are 
taken, uncle ? 

Exe. Charles duke of Orleans, nephew to the 
king; 

John duke of Bourbon, and lord Bouciqualt: 

Of other lords and barons, knights and squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

K. Hen • This note doth tell me of ten thou¬ 
sand French, 

That in the field lie slain: of princes, in this 
number, 

And nobles hearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty-six : added to these, 

Of knights, esquires, aud gallant gentlemen. 

Light thousand and four hundred; of the 
which, 

rive hundred were but yesterday dubb'd 
knights: 

So that, in these ten thousand they have lost. 
There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries; 

The rest are—princes, barons, lords, knights, 
’squires. 

And gentlemen of blood and quality. 

The name of those their nobles that lie dead,— 
Charles De-la bret, high Constable of France ; 
Jaques of Cbatilloit, admiral of France ; 

The master of the cross-bows, lord Rambures; 
.Great-master of France, the brave Sir Guischard 
Dauphin ; 

John duke of Aleuqon; Antony duke of Bra¬ 
bant, 

The brother to the duke of Burgundy; 

And Edward duke of Bar : of lusty earls, 
Grandprfcmid Roussi, Fauconberg and Foix, 


Act V. 

Beaumont and Marie, Vaudemont and Lestralc, 

Here was a royal fellowship of death ! -- 

Where is the number of our English dead T 

[Heraj.d presents another Paper • 
Edward the duke of York, the earl of Suffolk, 
Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam, esquire : 

None else of name; and, of all other men. 

But five aud twenty. O God, thy arm was here, 
And not to os, but to thy arm alone. 

Ascribe we all.—When, without stratagem. 

But in plain 6hock, aud even play of battle. 

Was ever known so great and little loss, 

On one part and on the other 1—Take it, God, 
For it is only thine 1 
Eic. *Tis wonderful I 

K. Hen. Come, go we in procession to the 
village: 

And be it death proclaimed through our host. 

To boast of this, or take the praise from God, 
Which is his only. 

Flu. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty, 
to tell how many is killed 1 
K. Hen. Yes, captain; but with this acknow¬ 
ledgement, 

That God fought for us. 

Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us great 
goot. 

K. Hen . Do we all holy rites; 

Let there be sung Non nobis , and Te Drum. 
The dead with chanty enclos’d in clay, 

We’ll then to Calais ; and to England then ; 
Where ne’er From France arriv’d more happy 
men. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor . Vouchsafe to those that have not read 
the story, 

That I may prompt them : and of such as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of numbers, and due course of things. 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here presented. Now we bear the king 
Toward Calais : grant him there ; there seen. 
Heave him away upon >our winged thoughts. 
Athwart the sea: Behold, the English beach 
Pales in the flood with men, with wives, aud 
boys, 

Whose shouts and claps out-voicc the deep 
mouth’d sea, 

Which, like a mighty whiffler t 'fore the king. 
Seems to prepare his way: so let him land • 

And, solemnly, see him set on to London. 

So swift a pace bath thought, that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath ; 

Where that his lords desire him to have borne 
His bruised helmet, and his bended sword. 

Before him through the city: he forbids it. 

Being free from vainness and self-glorious 
pride; 

Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent. 

Quite from himself to God. But now behold, 

In the quick forge and wotkinghouse of thought, 
How London doth pour out her citizens! 

The mayor, and all his brethren, iu best sort,— 
Like to the senators of the antique Rome, 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels,— 

Go forth, and fetch their conquering Cxsar in : 
As, by a lower but by loving likelihood. 

Were now the general of our gracious em¬ 
press X 

(As, in good time, he may,) from Ireland 
coming, 

Bringing rebellion broached § on his sword. 

How many would the peaceful city quit, 

• The kinir tsars the Chronicle*,) caused the psalm 
in cxitufiruel tie Egf/pto, to be «unp after the victory. 

+ An officer nho walks first in P ro ^*** , °* , *r. 
t The earl of Essex, in the reign of Elizabeth. 

$ Spitted, trausfixed. 
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To welcome him ? much more, "and much more 
cause. 

Did they this Harry. Now iu London place 
him ; 

(As jet the lamentation of the French 
Invites the king of England’s stay at home: 

The emperors coining in behalf of France, * 
To order peace between them;} and omit 
All the occuneiices, whatever chanc'd, 

Till Harry’s back-return again to France; 

There must we faring him; and myself have 
play’d • 

The Interim, by remembering you—His past. 
Then brook abridgment; and your eyes ad¬ 
vance 

After jour thought, .straight back again to 
France. • [Exit, 

SCENE 1. — France*-r-An English Court of 

Guard, 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Goto. Nay, that’s right; but why wear you 
your leek to-day? Saint Davy’s day is past. 

Flu, There is occasions and causes why 'and 
wheiefoie in all things: I will tell you, as my 
friend, captain Gower; The rascally, scald, beg¬ 
garly, lows\, pragging knave, Pistol, which you 
and yourself, and all the ’orld, know to be no 
pettcr than a fellow, look you now, of no me¬ 
rits, he is come to me, and pnngs me pread 
and salt yesterday, look you, and bid me eat 
my leek: it was in a place wheie 1 could not 
bleed no contentions with him ; but 1 will be 
so pold as to wear it in my cap till I see him 
once again, and then 1 will tell him a little 
piece of inj desires. 

Enter Pistol. 

Gow. Why, here he comes, swelling like a 
turkey-cock. 

Flu. *Tis no matter for his swellings, nor hU 
turkey-cocks.—Got pless you, ancient Pistol, you 
scurvey, lousy knave, Got bless youl 

Fist. Hal art thou Bedlam? dost thou thiist, 
base Tiojan, 

To have me fold up Parca’s fatal web ? t 
Hence 1 1 am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. 1 peseech j*ou heartily, scurvy, lowsy 
knave, at my desires, and my requests, and my 
petitions, to eat, look you, this leek; because, 
look jou, you do not love it, nor your alfec- 
tmns, and jour appetites, and your digestions, 
does not agree with it, I would desire you to 
eat it. 

Fist. Not for Qadwallader, and all his 
goats. 

Flu. Thcie is one goat for jou. [Strikes him.] 
Will you be so goot, scald knave, as eat it? 

Fist. Base Tiojan, thou shalt die. 

Flu. You say very true, scald knave, when 
Got’s will is: 1 will desire you to live in the 
mean time, and eat your victuals; coeie, there 
is sauce for it. [ Striking him again.] You 
called me yesterday, iuouutaiu-6quiie; hut I will 
make y< u to-day a squiie of low degree. 1 pray 
you fall to ; if jou cau mock a leek, jou cau 
eat a leek. 

Cow. Enough, captain ; you have astonished £ 
linn. 

Flu. I say, I will make him eat some part of 
my leek, oi I will peat his pate four days :— 
Pite, 1 piay you ; it is goot tor jour .gieen 
wound, and jour ploody coxcomb. 

Fist. Must I bite ? 

Flu. Yes, certainly ; and out of doubt, and 
out of questions too, and ambiguities. 

Fist. By tins leek, 1 will most horribly re¬ 
venge ; 1 eat, and eke 1 swear— 

• Henry «lul not strike n blow iu France, for two 
year* after (lie iltrnne buttle ol Agincourt , but nnme- 
(UatrU co nel ii< lt ■! a trine for that period. — Hume. 

t “ Dost thou done to hate im> put (live to death 
$ Stunned. 


Flu. Eat, I pi ay jou: Will jou have some 
more sauce to jour leek? there is not enough 
leak to swear by. 

Fist, Quit thy cudgel; thou dost see I eat. 

Flu, Much goot do jou, scald kuave, heartily. 
Nay, pray you, throw none away; the skin is 
goot for your piokeu coxcomb, when you take 
occasions to see leeks hereafter, I prav you. 
mode at them; that is all. 

F9et, Good. 

Flu. Ay, leeks is gootHold you, there is a 
groat to heal your pate. 

Fist. Me a groat 1 

Fist. Yes, verily, and iu truth, you shall take 
it; or I have another leek in iny pocket, which 
you shall eat. 

Fist. I take thy groat, in earnest of revenge. 
Flu. If I owe you any thing, 1 will pay you 
in cudgels ; you shall be a woodinonger, and 
buy nothing of me but cudgels. God be wi’ you, 
and keep you, and heal your pate. [Exit. 

Fist. All hell shall stir for this. 

Gow. Go, go; you are a counterfeit cowardly 
knave. Will you mock at an ancieut tradition, 
—begun upon an honourable .respect, and worn 
as a memorable tiopby of predeceased valour,— 
and dare not avouch in your deeds any of your 
words ? 1 have seen you glee king • and galling at 
this gentleman twice or thrice. You thought 
because he could not speak English in the na¬ 
tive garb, he could not therefore handle an Eu- 
glish cudgel: you find it otherwise; and hence¬ 
forth let a Wtlsh correction teach you a good 
English condition, f Fare ye well. 

[Exit. 

Fist. Doth fortune play the huswife J with 
me now ? 

News have J, that my Nell is dead i’tbe spiral $ 
Of malady of France ; 

And there my rendezvous is quite cut off. 

Old I do wax; and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgell’d. Well, bawd will I turn, 
And something; lean to cutpurse of quick hand. 
To England will 1 steal, and theie I'll steal: 
And patches will I get unto these scats. 

And swear 1 got them iu the Gallia wars. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II.—Troyes in Champagne.—An A- 
partment in the French King’s Palace. 


Enter , at one door, King Henry, Bedford, 
Gloster, Exeter, Warwick, Westmore¬ 
land, and other Lords; at another; the 
French King, Queen Isabel, the Princess 
Katharine, Lords, Ladies, $c. the Duke 
of Burgundy, mid his Train. 

K.’Hen. Peace to this meetihg, wherefore we 
are met I 

Unto our brother France, and to our sister. 
Health and fair time of day, joy and goo.I 
wishes [rine 

To our most fair and princely cousin Katba- 
Aud (as a branch and member of this royalty 
By whom this great assembly is contiiv’d,) 

We do salute you, duke of Burgundy 
And princes Freucb, and peers, health to you 
Ml! 

Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold 
your face, 

Most worthy brother England ; faiily met: 

So are you, princes English, every one. 

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother Eng. 
land. 

Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting. 
As we are now glad to behold jour eyes; 

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them 
Against the French, that met them, in k their 
bent, 

The fatal balls of murdering basilisks : 

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope. 


• Scoffing, sneering. 

f Temper t For jilt, | floep'Ul. 
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Have lost their quality; and that this day 
Shall change all giiefs, and quarrels, into love. 

K • Hen. To cry a amen to that, thus ,we ap¬ 
pear. 

Q. Isa. You English princes all, I do salute 
yon. 

Bur. My duty to you both, on equal love. 
Great kings of France and EnglaudI That I 
have laboured 

With all my wits, my pains, and strong 
vours, 

To bring your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar • and royal interview. 

Your mightiness on both parts best can witness. 
Since then my office hath so far prevail’d. 

That face to face, and royal eye to eye, 

You have congreeted ; let it not disgrace me. 

If I demand, before this royal view. 

What rub, or what impediment there is. 

Why that the naked, poor, and mangled peace. 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births, 
Should not, in this best garden ot the world. 

Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage? 
Alas! she bath from France too long been 
chas’d; 

And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps. 
Corrupting in its own fertility. 

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Uupruned dies: her hedges even-pleached,— 

Like prisoners wildly over-grown with hair. 

Put forth disorder’d twigs: her fallow leas 
The darnel hemlock, and rank fumitory, 

Doth root upon ; while that the coulter trusts. 
That should deracinate \ such savagery:' 

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, burnet, and green clover 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank. 
Concedes by idleness; and nothing teems. 

But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksics, 
burs. 

Losing both beauty and utility. 

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and 
hedges. 

Defective in their natures, grow to wildness; 
Eveu so our houses, and ourselves, and chil¬ 
dren. 

Have lost, or do not learn, for want of time, 
The sciences that should become our country ; 

B it grow, like savages, as soldieis will. 

That nothing do but meditate, on blood,) 

To swearing, and stem looks, diffus’d 5 attire. 
And every thing that seems unnatural. 

W Inch to reduce into our former favour, || 

You are assembled: and my speech entreats. 

That I may know the let, f why gentle peace 
Should not expel these inconveniencies. 

And bless us with her former qualities. 

AT. Hen. If, duke of Burgundy, you would 
the peace. 

Whose want gives growth to the imperfections 
Winch you have cited, you must buy that peace 
With full accord to all our just demands ; 

W hose tenors and particular effects 
You have, enschedul’d briefly, in your hands. 
Bur. The king hath heard them; to the 
which, as yet. 

There is no answer made. 

K. Hen. Well then, the peace, 

Which you before so urg’d, lies in his answer. 

Fr. King. I have but with a cursorary eye 
O'er-zlanc’d the articles: pleaseth your grace 
To appoint seine of your council presently 
To sit with ub once more, with better need 
To re-survey them, we will, suddenly, 

Pass our accept, and peremptory answer. 

K. Hen. Brother, we shall—Go, uncle Exe¬ 
ter. 

And brother Clarence, and you, brother Glo§- 
ter,— 

Warwick and Huntingdon, go with the king: 


? FloiifjhOure. 
tip tbe roots. 


• Barrier. 

t To deracinate f> to force 
\ F.xtravajrapt. | Appearance. 
1 Hmderanca. 


And take with you free power, to ratify. 
Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms beat 
Shall see advantageable for our diguity. 

Any thing in, or out of, our demauds ; 

And we'll consign thereto.—Will you, fair sis* 
ter, 

.Go with the princes, or stay here with us t 

Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, i will go with 
them; 

Haply a woman's voice may do some good, 

When articles, too nicely urg’d, be stood on. 

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here 
with us; 

She is our capital demand, compris’d 
W ithin tbe fore-rank of our articles. 

Q. Jsa. She hath good leave. 

[Exeunt all but Henry, Katharine, 
and her Gentlenoman . 

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most lair l 
Will yon vouchsafe to teach a soldier teims 
Such as will enter at a lady’s ear, 

And plead his love-suit to her gentle hcait? 

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me ; I can¬ 
not speak your England. 

K. Hen. O fair Katharine, if you will love 
me soundly with your French heart, I will be 
glad to hear you confess it biokeuly with your 
English tongue. Do you like me, Kate ? 

Kath. Pardonnes tnoy , I cauuot tell vat is— 
like me. 

K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate ; and you 
are like an angel. 

Kath.. Que dit-il? que jesuis semblablc ri les 
anges ? 

Alice. Ouy , vrayment, (saitf vostre grace) 
ainsi dit tl. 

K. H*n. I said so, dear Kathanne; and 1 
must not blush to affirm it. 

Kath . O bon J)ieu ' les langues des horn - 
tncs sont pie me s des trompcric*. 

K Hen. What savs she, fair one? that the 
tongues of men are tull ot deceits 1 

Alice . Ouy ; dat de tongues of de mans is be 
full of deceits : dat is de princess. 

K. Hen. The princess is the better Engli-h- 
w'oman. I'faith, Kate, my wooing is tit lor iliy 
undei standing: 1 am glad thou lau'st sp* ak 
no better English ; for, it thou could’st, thou 
would’st find me such a plain king, that thou 
would’st think I had sold my farm to buy my 
crown. 1 know no ways to mince it in love, 
but directly to say—I love you: then, if you 
urge me further than to say—Do you in laitli ? 
1 wear out my suit. Give me your answer; 
i’faith, do; and so clap hands and a baigain: 
How say you, lady ? 

Kath. Sauf vostre honneur , me understand 
well 

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to ver¬ 
ses, or to dance tor your sake, Kate, why you 
undid me : for the one, 1 have neither words 
nor measure; and for the other, 1 have no 
strength in measure,* yet a reasonable mea¬ 
sure in strength. If I could win a lady at leap¬ 
frog, or by vaulting into my saddle with my 
armour on my back, under the coi rectum of 
bragging be it spoken, 1 should quickly leap 
into a wife. Or, if I might buffet for iny love, 
or bound my horse for her favours, 1 could lay 
on like a butcher, and sit like a jack-an-apes. 
never off: but, befoie God, 1 cannot look green¬ 
ly,? nor gasp out my eloquence, nor 1 have 
no cunning in protestation; only downright 
oaths, which I never use till urged, nor never 
break for urging. If tbou canst love a fellow 
of this temper, Kate, whose face is not woitli 
sun-burning, that never looks in his glass for 
love of any thing he sees theie, let thine eye be 
ttiy cook. 1 speak to thee plain soldier: If 
thou canst love me for this, take me: if not, to 
say to thee, that 1 shall die, is true; but for 
tby love, by the Lord, no ; yet I love thee tea 

• la dencing. 

t i.«. Like b young lover, awkward. 
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And while thou livest, de?r Kate, take a fellow | 
of plain and uncoined * constancy; for he 
perforce must do thee right, because he bath 
not the gift to woo in other places: for these 
fellows of infinite tongue, that can«rh)ine them¬ 
selves into ladies* favours,—they do always 
reason themselves out again. What I a speaker. 
Is but a prater; a rhyme is but a ballad. A 
good leg will fall: t a straight back will stoop : 
a black beard will turn white; a curled pate 
will grow bald ; a fair face will wither ; a full 
eye will wax hollow : but a good heart, Kate, 
is the sun and moou; or rather the sun, and 
not the moon; for it shines bright, and never 
changes, but keeps his course truly. If thou 
would have such a one, take me: And take 
me, take a soldier : take a soldier, take a king : 
And what say est thou tuen to my love? speak, 
my fair, and fairly, 1 pray thee. 

Kath. h it possible* dat 1 should love de 
enemy of France ? 

K. Hen. No; it is not possible you should 
love the enemy ol France, Kate : but in loving 
me, you should love the friend of France ; for 
1 love France so well, that I will not part with 
a village of it; ( will have it all mine: and, 
Kate, when France is mine, and I am your's, 
then >our's is France, and you are miue. 

Kath. I cannot tell vat is dat. 

K. Hen. No, Kate? 1 will tell thee iu French; 
which, 1 am sure, will hang upon my tongue 
like a new-married wife about her husband’s 
neck, haidly to be shook off. Quand fay la 
possession dc France, et quand ious aves le 
possession de mot, (let me see, wbat then? 
Saint Dennis be my speed \)—donc vostre est 
J ranee, ct tou.s estes mienne . It is as easy 
for me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom, as to 
speak so much more French : 1 shall never move 
thee in riench : unless it be to laugh at me. 

A nth . .Sanf vostre honneur , le Franqois que- 
roits pat lez, est mcilleur que 1‘Anglo is le 
quel je jrurh. 

A'. Hen. No, 'faith, 'Ms not, Kate : but thy 
speaking of m> tongue, and I thine, most truly 
falsely, must needs be granted to be much at 
one. hut, Kate, dost thou understand thus 
much English i Canst thou love me f 

Kath. 1 cannot tell. 

K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell, 
Kate? i’ll ask them. Come, I know, thou 
lo.csr ine * and at night, when you come into 
your closet, you'll question this gentlewoman 
about me ; and I know, Kate, you will, to her, 
dicpia'se those parts in me, that you love with 
your heart: but, good Kate, mock me merci¬ 
fully ; the rather, gentle princess, because I 
love thee cruelly. If ever thou be'st mine, 
Kaie, (as 1 have a saving faith within me, tells 
me thou shall,) I get thee with scanibliug, 
and th»»ii must thcretoie needs prove a good 
soldo r-breeder: Shall not thon and I, ne- 
tween Saint Dennis and Saint George, coin- 
pound a boy, half Fiench, half English, that 
shall l'> to Constantinople, and take the TurkJ 
by the be.ird ? shall we not? what sayest thou, 
iny fair flower-de-luce ? 

Kath. 1 do not know dat. 

K. Hen. No; 'Lis hereafter to know, but now 
to promise: do but now promise, Kate, you 
will endeavour for your French part of such a 
boy; and, for my English moiety, take the 
word ol a king and a bachelor. How answer 
you, la plus belle Katharine du tnonde mon 
tres there et divine deesse ? 

hath. Your majesti 'ave fansse French 
enough to deceive de most sage demoiselle dat 
is en France. 

K . Hen. Now, fie upon my false French! 

• He meant, resembling a plain piece of metal which 

■ net jet received any impression. t Fall away. 

X Henry V. bad been dead 31 years before the Turks 
became possessed of Constautiuople i that event took 
Place in 1453. 
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By mine honour m true English, I love thee, 
Kate : by which honour I dare not swear thon 
Invest me ; yet my blood begins to flatter uie 
that thon dost, notwithstanding the poor and 
untempering effect of my visage. • Now be- 
shrew my father’s ambition I he was- thinking 
of civil wars when he got me; therefore was I 
created with a stubborn outside, with an as¬ 
pect of iron, that, when I coine to woo ladies 
I fright them. But in faith, Kate, the elder 
I wax, the better I shall appear : my comfort 
is, that old age, that ill laycr-up of beauty, can 
do no more spoil upon my face : thou hast me, 
if thou hast me, at the worst; and thou slialt 
wear me, if thou wear me, better aud better; 
And therefore tell me, most fair Katharine, 
will you have me: Put off your maiden 
blushes; avouch the thoughts of your beait 
with the looks of an empress; take ine by tbe 
hand, and say—Harry of England, I am thine : 
which word thou shalt no sooner bless mine 
ear withal, but I will tell thee aloud—England 
is thine, Ireland is thine. Fiance is thine, 
and Henry Plantagenet is thine ; who, though I 
speak it before his face, if be be not fellow 
with the best king, thou shalt find the best king 
of good fellows. Come, your answer m bro¬ 
ken music ; for thy voice is music, and thy 
English broken : therefore, queen of all, Ka- 
tluime, break thy nmid to me iu biokeu Eng? 
lull. Wilt thou have me ? 

Kath. Dat is, as it shall please de roy mon 
pere. 

K. Hen. Nay, it will please him Well, Kate ; 
it shall please him, Kate. 

Kath. Den it shall also content me. 

K. lien. Upon that I will kiss your hand, 
and 1 call you—iny queen. 

Kath. JLatssez, mon siegneur , laisscz , lais- 
sez : ma Joy, je ne veux point qae ions aba*s - 
sex vostre gr andeur , en baisant la main d’unc 
vostre indigne serviteure; excusez tnoy , jc 
tous supphe , mon tres puissant seigneur. 

K. Hen. Then 1 will kiss your lips, Kate. 
Kath. IjCs dames, et damoiselles, pour estre 
baisee s devant leur nopccs il id est pas le 
‘coutume de France. 

K. Hen. Madam, iny interpreter, what says shef 
At ice. Dat it is not be de fashion pour Its 
ladies of Frauce,—I cannot tell what is baiser 
en English. 

A". Hen. To kiss. 

Altec. Your Majesty entendre bettre que moy. 
K. Hen. It is not the fashion for the maids 
in Fiance to kiss before they are mamed, 
would she say ? 

Alice. Ouz , vrayment. 

K. Hen. O Kate, nice customs curt'sy to 
great kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be 
confined within the weak list t of a country's 
fashion : we are the makers of maimers, Kate ; 
and the libeity that follows our places, stops 
the mouths of all find-faults ; as I will do your's, 
for upholding the nice fashion of your country, 
in denying me a kiss: therefore, patiently, and 
yielding. [Kissing her.] You have witchcraft 
111 your lips, Kate : there is more eloquence m 
a sugar touch of them, thau in the tongues of 
the French Council ; and they should sooner 
persuade Harry of England, than a general 
petition of mouarchs. Here comes your father. 

Enter the French King and Queen, Bur¬ 
gundy, Bedford, Gloster, Exeter, West¬ 
moreland, and other French and En. 
glish Lords. 

Bur . God save your majesty I my royal cou¬ 
sin, teach you our pi incess English ? 

K. Hen. I would have her learn, my fafr 
cousin, how perfectly 1 love her; and that is 
good English, 

Bur . Is she not apt ? 

• J. {.Though my face has no poster to soften too. 
t Slight barrier. 
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K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz; and my 
condition * is not smooth : 50 that, having nei¬ 
ther the voice nor the heart of flattery about 
me, 1 cannot so conjure up the spirit of love in 
her, that he will appear in his true likeness. 

Bur . Pardon the frankness of my mirth, if I 
answer you for that. If you would conjure in 
her you must make a circle: if conjure up love 
in her in his true likeness, he must appear 
naked and blind: Can you blame her then, 
being a maid yet rosed over with the virgin 
crimson of modesty, if she deny the appearance 
of a naked blind boy in her naked seeiug self? 
It were, my lord, a bard condition for a maid 
to consign to. 

K. Hen. Yet they do wink and yield ; as love 
is blind, and enforces. 

JBur. They are then excused, my lord, when 
they see not what they do. 

K. Hen . Then, good my lord, teach your 
cousin to consent to winking. 

Bur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord, 
if you will teach her to know my meaning : for 
maids, well summered and warm kept, are like 
flies at Bartholomew-tide, blind, though they 
have their eyes; and then they will endure 
handling, Which before would not abide look¬ 
ing on. 

K. Hen . This moral ties me over to time, 
and a hot summer ; and so I will catch the fly, 
your cousin, in the latter end, and she must be 
blind too. 

Bur . As love is, my lord, before it loves. 

K. Hen. It is so: and you may, some of you, 
tbauk love for my blindness; who cannot see 
many a fair French city, for one fair French 
maid that stands in my way. 

Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you see them per¬ 
spective^, the cities tuined into a maid ; for 
they are all girdled with maiden walls, that 
war hath never entered. 

K. Hen . Shall Kate be my wife? 

Fr. King. 80 please you. 

K. Hen. I am content; so the maiden cities 
you talk of, may wait on her: so the maid, that 
stood in the way of my wish, shall show me the 
way to my will. 

Fr. King. We have consented to all terms of 
reason. 

K. Hen. I$'t so, my lords of Englaud ? 

West. The king hath granted every article : 

His daughter, first; and then, in sequel all, 
According to their firm proposed natures. 

Exc. Only, he hath not yet subscribed this 
Where your majesty demauds,—That the king 
of France, having any occasion to write for 
matter of grant, shall name your highness 111 
this form, and with this addition, in French,— 
Notre tres cher filz Henry ra§ d'Angteterre, 
hcretier de France ; and thus in Latin,— Prte- 
clarisslmus filiut noster Jlenricus, rex An- 
glia, et hares Francia. 

Fr. King. Nor. this I have not, brother, 60 
denied, 

Hut your request shall make me let it pass. 

* Tern pet. 


Act V, 

K. Hen . I pray you then, in love aud dear 
alliance. 

Let that one article rank w ith the icst: 

And, thereupon, give me youi daugbtei. 

Fr. King. Take her, fair son; aud from her 
blood raise up 

Issue to me : that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whose very shores 
look pale 

With envy of each other's happiness, [tion 
May cease their hatred : and this dear conjunc- 
PJant neighbourhood ?ud Chnstian-likc accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword 'twixt England and lair 
France. 

All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Now welcome, Kate:—and bear me 
witness all. 

That here 1 kiss her as my sovereign queen. 

[Flourish. 

Q. Isa. God, the best maker of all marria¬ 

ge*. 

Combine your hearts in one, your realms iu 
one 1 

As man and wife, being two, are one in love. 

So be there 'twixt your kingdoms such a spousal. 
That never may ill office, or fell jealousy, 

Which troubles oft the bed of blessed mar. 
riage. 

Thrust in between the paction of these kiug- 
doms, 

To make divorce of their incorporate league ; 
That English may as French, French Euglish- 
men, 

Receive each other 1—God speak this Ameu I 
All. Amcu ! 

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage cu 
which day, 

My lord of Burgundy, we’ll take your oath, 

And all the peers', for surety of our leagues.— 
Then shall 1 swear to Kate, and you to me : 

And may our oaths well kept and pro&p'rous 
be 1 [Exeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 

Thus far, with rough, and all unable pen, 

Our bending • author hath pursued the story ; 
In little room confining mighty men, 

Mangling by starts the full course of their 
glory. [liv’d 

Small time, but ill that small, most greatly 
This star of England: fortune made his sword; 
By which the world’s best garden t he achiev’d, 
And of it left bis son imperial lord. 

Henry the sixth, in infant bands crown’d king 
Of Frauce and England did this king sue* 
ceed; 

Whose state so many had the managing. 

That they lost Frauce, aud made bis England 
bleed : 

Which oft our stage hath shown; and, for their 
sake. 

In your fair minds let this acceptance take. 

[Exit • 

• X «, Unequal to the weight of the aubjoct. t France. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

•MALONE supposes thi« portion of Henry VI. to have been written in 1689; bat doabt« f with Theobald, whether 
the three plays comprised under the title of Henry VI. were actually composed by Shalcapeare. Dr. Johnson 
however maintains, that they exhibit 44 no marks of spunousness,” and that they 44 are declared to be genuine 
by the voice of Shakspeare himself. The transactions of the piece are scattered through a period of thirty 
years, und introduced with little regard to historical accuracy. Lord Talbot who is killed at the end of the 
fourth act, did uot in reality fall until July 13, 1453; and the second part of Henry VI. opens with the king's 
marriage, which was solemnized in the year 1445, or eight years before Talbot's death. In the same part. 
Dame Eleanor Cobhem is introduced to insult Queen Margaret; though her penance and banishment for sor¬ 
cery happened three years before that princess arrived in England.-These deviations from the page of 

hiatory are of little consequence to the mere lover of dramatic literature, as they neither weaken the gratifi¬ 
cation, nor diminish the effect of the scenic narrative. Poetry appeals to the panions, and imagination, like 
a true magician, lends her most powerful spells to excite or subdue them. But there are many to whom the 
great eients of history are known only through the fascinating medium of a play or a romance ; and it is fre¬ 
quently difficult, if not disagreeable to efface, m after life, the distorted impressions which they leave upon the 
memory. When viewed in the sober simplicity of historic truth, afavounte hero often loses much of his glitter, 
and a detested villain some portion of his turpitude. It is therefore of no little consequence to examine the 
materials of a dramatic fabric, to separate truth from fiction, and to shew 44 the age and body of the time, his 
-form and pressure t" because, in lauding the productions of Shakspeare (particularly those historical pieces 
upon which he exercised such masterly talents,) it has been the fashion to represent them not only as morally 
entertaining, but also as politically instructive j an attribute with which, examination shows, it is dangerous 
to invest them. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAL 


Kin e Henry thb Sixth. 

Duke of Gloster, Uncle to the King, and 
Protector. 

Duke of Bedford, Uncle to the King, and 
Regent of France. 

Thomas Beaufort, Duke of Exeter, great 
Uncle to the King. 

Henry Beaufort, great Uncle to the King, 
Bishop of Winchester; and after¬ 
wards Cardinal. 

John Beaufort, Earl of Somerset; after¬ 
wards Duke. 

Richard Plant agenet, eldest son of Richard, 
late Earl of Cambridge ; afterwards 
Duke of York . 

Earl of Warwick.—Earl of Salisbury.— 
Earl of Suffolk. 

Lonn Talbot, afterwards Earl of Shrews¬ 
bury. 

John Talbot, his Son. 

Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March. 

Mortimer's Keeper, and a Lawyer. 

Sir John Fastolfe.—Sir William Lucy. 

Sir William Glansdale.—Sir Thomas Gar- 

OKI Yl. 

Mayor of London. 

Woodyille. Lieutenant of the Tower. 


Vernon, of the . White Rose, or York Fac¬ 
tion. 

Basset, of the Red Rose, or Lancaster Fac¬ 
tion. 

Charles, Dawphin, and afterwards King of 
France. 

Reign i er, Duke of Anjou, and titular King 
of Naples. 

| Duke of Burgundy.—DokS op Alencon. 

Governor of Paris.—Bastard of Orleans. 

Master-Gunner of Orleans, and his Son. 

General of the French Forces in Bour- 
deaux. 

A French Sergeant.—A Porter. 

An old Shepherd, Father to Joan la 
Pucelle. 

Margaret, Daughter to Reignier; after¬ 
wards married to King Henry. 

Countess of Auvergne. 

Joan La Pucelle, commonly called Joan of 
Arc. 

Fiends appearing to La Pucelle, Lords, 
Warders of the Tower, Heralds, Officers, 
Soldiers, Messengers, and several Attend¬ 
ants both on the English and French. 


Scene, partly in England, and partly in France. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—Westminster Abbey. 

Dead march. Corpse of King Henry the 
Fifth discovered, lying in state ; attended 
on by the Dukes of Bedford, Gloster, and 
Exeter ; the Earl of Warwick, the Bishop 
of Winchester, Heralds , Sgc. 

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield 
day to night 1 


Comets, importing change of times and states. 
Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky; 

And with them scourge the bad revolting stars. 
That have consented unto Henry’s death 1 
Henry the fifth too famous to live long 1 
England ne'er lost a king of so much worth. 
Glo. England ne'er had a king, until bis 
time. 

Virtue he had, deserving to command: 

His brandish'd sword did blind men with hit 
beams; 

2 H 
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His arms spread wider than a dragon** wings; 
His sparkling eyes replete with wrathful Are, 
More dazzled aud drove back his euemies. 

Than mid-day sun, fierce beut against their 
faces. 

What should I say T his deeds exceed all speech : 
He ue’er lift up his hand, but conquered. 

Ext* We mourn Jlu black; Why mourn we 
not in blood 1 

Henrv is dead, aud never shsill revive : 

Upon a wooden cuffin we attend ; 

And death’s dishonourable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify. 

Like captives bound to a triumphant car, 

What? shall we curse the planets of mishap. 
That plotted thus our gioiy’s overthrow ? 

Or shall we tliiuk the subtle-witted Fieuch 
Conjurers aud sorcerers, that, afraid of him. 

By magic verses * have conti iv*d his end ? 

IVui. He was a king bless’d of the Ring of 
kings. 

Unto the French the dreadful judgment day 
So dreadful will not be, as was bis fight. 

The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought; 

The church’s prayers made hnn so prosperous. 
Glo . The church 1 where is it I Had not 
churchmen pray’d. 

His thread of life bad not so soon decay'd : 
None do you like but au effeminate prince. 
Whom like a school-boy you may over-awe. 

Wi/u Cluster, whate’er we like, tbou art pro¬ 
tector. 

And lookest to command the prince and realm, 
Tby wife is proud; sbe boldetli thee in awe, 
Hore than God, or religious churchmen, may. 
Glo% Name not religion, for tbou lov'st the 
flesh; 

And ne’er throughout the year to church thou 
gO’St, 

Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

Bed. Cease, cease these jars, and rest your 
minds in peace 1 

Let's to the altarHeralds, wait on us :— 
Instead of gold, we'll otter up our anus; 

Since arms avail not, now that Henry’s dead.— 
Postei lty, await for wretched years, [suck ; 
When at their mothers’ moist eye5 babes shall 
Our isle be made a nourish t of salt tears. 

And none but women left to wail the dead. 
Henry the fifth 1 tby ghost 1 iuvocate ; 

Prosper‘this realm, keep it from civil broils ! 
Combat with adverse planets m the heavens 1 
A far moie glorious star thy soul will make. 
Than Julius Cassar, or bright- 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess . My honourable lords, health to you 
all! 

Sad tidiugs bring I to you out of France, 

Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture : 
Guienne, Cbampaigne, Rheum, Orleans, 

Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost. 

Bed . What say’st thou, man, before dead 
Henry’s corse ? 

Speak softly; or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him burst hii lead, and rise from 
death. 

Glo . Is Paris lost ? is Rouen yielded up ? 

If Henry were recall’d to life again, 

These news would cause him ouce more yield 
the ghost. 

Exe. How were they lost? what treachery was 
us’d ? 

No treachery; but want of men and 
xnouey. 

Among the soldiers this is muttered,— 

That here you maintain several factions ; 

And whilst a field should be despatch'd and 
fought. 

You are disputing of yonr generals. 

One would have ling’rlng wars, with little cost; 

* There wu a notion long prevalent, that Ufii wight 
le taken away Vy metrical charms. 

T Nurse was aucieutly so spelt. 


Another would fly 6wift but waiuetli wings ; 

A thiidanaii thinks, without expense at all. 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d. 
Awake, awake, English nobility ! 

Let uot sloth dim your honouis, new-begot: 
Cropp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arms; 
Of England’s coat one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral., 
These tidings would call forth her* flowing 
tides. 

Bed. Me they concern; regent I am of 
France 

Give me my steeled coat. I’ll fight for France.— 
Away with th se disgraceful wailing robes I 
Wounds I will lend the French, instead of eyes. 
To weep their intermissive miseries, f 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of hod 

mischance, 

France is revolted from the English quite $ 
Except some petty towns of no import: 

The dauphin Charles is crowued king in 
Rlieims: 

The bastard of Orleans with him is join’d , 
Reignier, duke of Anjou, doth tak% his part; 

The duke of Alenqon flieth to lug side. 

Exe. The Dauphin crowued king! ail fly to 
hnn ? 

O whitber shall we fly from this repioacbt 
Glo. We will not fly, but to our enemies' 
throats: 

Bedford, if tbou be slack, I’ll fight it out 
Bed. Gloster, why doubt’st thou of my for¬ 
wardness I 

An army have I muster’d in my thoughts 
Wherewith already Fiance is over-run. 

Enter a third Messenger. 

3 Mess. My gracious lords,—to add to jour 

laments. 

Wherewith you now bedew Kiug Heury'» 
hearse,— 

I must inform you of a dismal fight. 

Betwixt the stuut lord Talbot aud the French. 
Win. What! wherein Talbot oveicame i is’t 
so ? 

3 Mess . O no ; wherein lord Talbot was o’er- 
tbrowu : 

The circumstance I’ll tell you more at large- 
The tenth of August last, this dreadful loid. 
Retiring from the siege of Orleans, 

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop. 

By three and twenty thousand of the French 
Y\ as round encompassed aud 6et upon: 

No leisure had he to enrank his men ; 

He wanted pikes to set before his archers; 
Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck’d out of 
hedges. 

They pitched in the ground confusedly. 

To keep the horsemen off fiom breaking in. 

More tbau three hours the fight continued ; 
Where valiant Talbot, above human thought. 
Enacted wanders with hts sword and lance. 
Huudreds he sent to hell, and none durst staqd 
him; 

Here, there, and every where, enrag’d he slew: 
The French exclaim’d. The devil was m arms; 
All the whole army stood agaz’d on him: 

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit,, 

A Talbot I a Talbot I cried out amain. 

And rush’d iuto the bowels of the battle. 

Here had the conquest fully been seal’d up, 

If Sir John Fastolte had not play’d the coward ; 
He being in the vaward, (plac’d behind. 

With purpose to relieve and follow them,) 
Cowardly fled, not having struck oue stroke: 
Hence grew the general wreck aud massacre; 
Enclosed were they with their enemies: 

A base Walloon, to wiu the Dauphin’s grace. 
Thrust Talbot with a spear iuto the back; 

• H«t, I *. England's* , , 

+ 1. 1 . Their miseries which bar* had only a short 
intermission. 
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Whom all France, with their chief assembled 
strength. 

Durst not presume to look once in the free. 

Bed. is Talbot slain t then 1 will slay myaelf. 
For living idly here, in pomp and ease. 

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid. 

Unto his dastard foe-man is betray’d. 

3 Mess . O no, he lives ; but is took prisoner. 
And lord Scales with him, and lord Hunger- 
ford : 

Most of the rest slaughter’d, or took, likewise. 
Bed. His ransom there is none hut 1 shall 
pay: 

I’ll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne. 
His crown shall be the ransom of my friend; 
Four of their lords i’U change for one of 
our’s.— 

Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I; 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal: 
Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take. 
Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe 
quake. 

3 Mess. So you had need ; for Orleans is be¬ 
sieg’d ; 

The English army is grown weak and faint: 

The earl of Salisbury craveth supply, 

And hardly keeps bis men from mutiny, 

Since they, so few, watch 6uch a multitude. 

Exe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry 
sworn : 

Either to quell the Danphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed. I do remember It; and here take leave. 
To go about my preparation. [Exit. 

Glo. I’ll to the Tower, with all the haste I 
can, 

To view the artillery and munition ; 

And then 1 will proclaim young Henry king. 

[Exit. 

Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young 
king is, 

Being ordain’d his special governor; 

And for lus safety there I’ll best advise. 

[ Exit. 

Win. Each hath his place and function to 
attend : 

I am left out; for me nothing remains. 

Rut long I will not be Jack-out-of-oflice ; 

TV king fiom Eltham I intend to send. 

And sit at chiefest stern of public weal. 

[Exit. Scene closes . 

SCENE II.—France.—Before Orleans . 

Entn Charles, with his Forces; Alenson, 
Reignier, and others • 

Char. Mars his true moving, even' as in the 
heavens, 

So in the earth to this day is not kdbwn: 

Late did he 6binc upon the English side; 

Now we are victors upon us he smiles. 

What towns of any moment, but we have! 

At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans; 
Otherwhiles, the famish’d English, like pale 
ghosts. 

Faintly besiege us one hour in a month. 

Men. They want their porridge, and their fat 
bull-beeves: 

Either they must be dieted like males, 

And have their provender tyed to their months. 
Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 
Reig. Let’s raise the siege; Why live we idly 
here t 

Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury; 

And he may well in fretting spend his gall. 

Nor inen, nor money, hath he to make war. 

Char Sound, Bound alarum; we will rash on 
them. 

Now for the honour of the forlorn French 
Him I forgive my death, that killeth me, 

When he sees me go back one foot, or fly. 

[Exeunt. 


Alarums ; Excursions ; afterwards a Retreat • 

Re-enter Charles, Alenson, Reignier, and 

others. 

Char . Who ever saw the like ? what men have 
1 1 — 

Dogs! cowards 1 dastards!—I would ne’er have 
fled, 

Rut that they left me midst my enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide; 

He fighteth as one weary of his life. 

The other lords, like lions wanting food. 

Do rush upon us as their hungry prey.* 

Alen. Froissard, a countryman of our’s, re¬ 
cords, 

England all Olivers and Rowlands! bred. 

During the time Edward the third did reign. 
More truly now may this be verified ; 

For none but Samsons and Gohasses, 

It seudeth forth to skirmish. One to ten ! 

Lean raw-bon’d rascals! who would e’er sup¬ 
pose 

They had such courage and audacity t 
Char. Let’s leave this town; for they are bair- 
brain’d slaves, 

And hunger will enforce them to be more ea¬ 
ger : 

Of old I kuow them ; rather with their teeth 
The walls they’ll tear down, than forsake (lie 
siege. 

Reig. 1 think, by some odd gimmals J or de¬ 
vice. 

Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on; 
Else ne’er could they hold out so, as they do. 

By my consent, we’ll e’en let them alone. 

Alen. Be it so. 

Enter the Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast. Where’s the prince Dauphin, I have 
news for him. 

Char. Bastard $ of Orleans, thrice welcome to 
ns. 

Bast. Methinks, your looks are sad, your 
cheer || appall’d; 

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence! 

Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand: 

A holy maid hither with me I bring, 

Which, by a visioa sent to her from heaven. 
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege. 

And drive the English forth the bounds of 
France. 

The spirit of deep prophecy she bath. 

Exceeding the nine sibyls H of old Rome ; 

What’s past, and what’s to come, she can 
descry. 

Speak, Bhall I call her in ? Believe my words. 

For they are certain and infallible. 

Char. Go, call her in : [Exit Bastard.] But 
first, to try her skill, 

Reignier, stand thou a6 Dauphin in my place : 
Question her proudly, let thy looks be stern :— 
By this means shall we sound what skill she 
hath. [Retires, 

Enter LaPucelle, Bastardo/* Orleans, and 

others. 

Reig. Fair maid, is’t thou wilt do these won- 
d’rous feats? 

Puc. Reignier, is’t thon that thinkest to be¬ 
guile me ?— 

Where is the Dauphin ?—come, come from be¬ 
hind ; 

I know thee well, though never seen before- 
Be not amaz’d, there’s nothing hid from me: 

In private will 1 talk with thee apart:— 

• J. «. The prey for which they are hungry, 
t These were two of the moat famous in Charle¬ 
magne’s list of peers. 

t A gimmal is a piece of foiated work, where one 

f iecti moves within another | here it is taken at large 
or an engine. 

£ This was not in former times a term of reprbach. 

V Countenance. 

T Shakspeare mistakes the nine Sibylline hooka, for 
mine Sybils. 
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Stand back, you lords, and give ns leave a- 
while* 

Reig. She takes upon her bravely at first 
dash. 

Puc. Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd’s 
daughter, 

My wit untrain'd in any kind of art. 

Heaven, and our lady gracious, bath it pleas'd 
To shine on my contemptible estate: 

Lo, whilst 1 waited oil my tender lambs, 

Aud to sun's parching heat display'd my cheeks, 
God's mother deigned to appear to me; 

And, in a visiou full of majesty. 

Will'd me to leave my base vocation. 

And free my country from calamity: 

Her aid she promis’d, and assur'd success: 
lu complete glory she reveal’d herself; 

And, whereas 1 was black aud swart before. 

With those clear rays which she infus'd ou me. 
That beauty am 1 bless’d with, which you see. 
Ask me what questiou thou canst possible. 

And I will answer unpremeditated : 

My courage try by combat, if tbou dar’st, 

Aud thou sbalt fiud that I exceed my sex. 
Resolve on this : * Thou shalt be fuitunate. 

If tbou receive me for tby warlike mate. 

C/iar . Tbou bast astonish’d me with tby high 
terms; 

Only this proof I'll of thy valour make,— 

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me ; 
And, if tbou vanquisbest, tby words are true ; 
Otherwise, I renounce all confidence. 

Puc. 1 am prepar'd : here is my keen-edg'd 
sword. 

Deck'd with five fiour-de-luces on each side ; 

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine’s 
church-yard. 

Out of a deal of old iron I chose forth. 

Char. Then come o'God’s name, I fear no 
woman. 

Puc. And, while I live. I’ll ne'er fly from a 
man. [They fight. 

Char. Stay, stay tby hands | thou art an 
Amazon, 

And tightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Puc. Christ's mother helps me, else I were 
too weak. 

Char . Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that must 
, help me: 

Impatiently I burn with thy desire; 

My heart and hands thou bast at once subdu’d. 
Excelleut Pucelle, if tby name be so, 

Let me tby servant, and not sovereign be; 

'Tis the French Dauphin suetb to thee thus. 

Puc. 1 must nor jield to any rites of love, 

For my profession's sacred from above: 

When I have chased all thy foes from hence. 
Then will I think upon a recompense. 

Char. Meantime, look gracious on tby pros¬ 
trate thrall. 

Reig. My lord, metbinks, is very long in talk. 
Alen. Doubtless be shrives tljis woman to her 
smock: 

Else ne’er could he so long protract his speech. 
Reig. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no 
meant 

Alen. He may mean more than we poor men 
1 do know: 

These women are shrewd tempters with their 
tongues. 

Reig, My lord, where are yon ! what devise 
you on f 

Shall we give over Orleans or no ? 

Puc. Why, no. I say, distrustful recreants i 
Fight till tne last gasp; I will be your guard, i 
Char. What she says, I’ll confirm; we'll fight 
it out. 

Puc. Assign'd am I to be the English scourge. 
This night the siege assuredly I'll raise: 

Expect Saint Martin's summer, t halcyon days, 
Since 1 have entered Into these wars. 

Glory is like a circle in the water, 

* Be firmly persuaded of it. 

♦ Expect prosperity after miefortano. 
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Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself. 

Till by broad spreading, it disperse to nought. 
With Henry’s death, the English circle euds; 
Dispersed are the glories it included. 

Now am 1 like that proud insulting ship. 

Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove!* 
Tbou with an eagle art inspired then. 

Heleu, the*mother of great Constantine, 

Nor yet Saint Philip’9 daughters, t were like thee. 
Bright star of Venus, fjall'n down on the earth. 
How may 1 reverently worship thee enough ? 
Alen. Leave off delays, aud let us raise the 
Biege. 

Reig. Woman, do what tbou can'st to save 
our honoui6; 

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd. 
Char. Presently we’ll try Come let’s awa) 
about it: 

No prophet will 1 trust, if she prove false. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE IJI.—London.—Hill before the 

Tower. 

Enter, at the Gates, the Duke of Gloster, 
With his Serving-men, in blue coats. 

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this 
day; Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is 
conveyance. J—Wheie be these wardeis, that 
they wait not here 1 Open the gates : Gloster »t is 
that calls. [Servants knock . 

1 Ward. [Within.] Who is theie that knocks 
so imperiously T 

1 Serv. It is the isoble Duke of Glostei. 

2 Ward. [Within.] Whoe’er he be )ou may 

not be let in. 

1 Serv. Answer you so the loid protector, 
villains ? 

1 Ward. [H ithin.] The Lord protect him! 
so we answer him : 

Wc do no otherwise than we arc will’d. 

Glo. Who will’d you 1 or whose will stands 
but mine ! 

There's none protector of the realm, but I.— 
Break up $ the gates. I’ll be jour warrantee: 
Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms '! 

Servants rush at the Tower Gates. Enter, 
to the Gates, Wood tills, the Lieutenant. 

Wood. [Within.] What noise is this! what 
traitors have we heie f 

Glo . Lieutenant, is it you, whose voice l 
hear ? 

Open the gates : here's Gloster that would enter. 
Wood. [Within.] Have patience noble duke. 
I may not open ; 

The cardinal of Winchester forbids: 

From him 1 have express commandment. 

That thou,por none of thine, shall be let in. 
Glo. Faint-hearted Woodville, pnzest him 
Yore me 1 

Arrogant Winchester! that haughty prelate. 
Whom Harry, our late sovereign, ne’er could 
brook! 

Tbou art no friend to God or to the king: 

Open the gates, or I’ll shut thee out shortly. 

1 Serv. Open the gates unto the lord pro¬ 
tector ; [quickly. 

Or we’ll burst them open, if that yon come not 

Enter Winchester, Attended by a Train of 
Servants in tawny Coats. 

Win. How now, ambitious Humphry ? what 
means this ? 

Glo. Piel'd priest, || dost thou command me 
to be shut out! 

* Mahomet perauaded hit follower* that a dote which 
he had taught when hungry to light upon hia shoulder, 
and thruat na bill into hit mouth, wai the Haly Choti ! 

t Meaning the four daughter* of Philip mentioned 
in Acta kxi. 9. „ , 

J Theft. S Break open. 

| Alluding to bit shaveu crown. 
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Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor,* 

And not protector of the King or realm. 

Glo. Stand luck, thou manifest conspirator; 
Thou, that conti iv'dst to murder our dead lord ; 
Thou that giv’st whores t indulgences to sin : 

I'll canvas j thee in thy broad cardinal's hat. 

If thou proceed In this thy insolence. 

Win, Nay, stand thou back, I will uot budge 
a foot ; 

This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 

To slay thy biothei Abel if thou wilt. 

Glo. I will uot slay thee, but I'll drive thee 
back: 

Thy scarlet robes, as a child's bearing-cloth 
I'll use, to cairy thee out of this place. 

Win. Do what thou dar'st; 1 beard thee to 
thy face. 

Glo. What 7 am I dar'd, and bearded to my 
face 7— 

Draw, men, for all this privileged place; 
Blue-coats to tawny-coats. Priest, beware 

your beard ; 

[Gloster and his Men attack the Bishop. 
I mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly: 

Under my feet 1 stamp thy cardinal's hat; 

In 6pite of pope or dignities of church, 

Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee up and down. 
Win. Gloster, thou’it answer this before the 
pope. 

Glo. Winchester goose,$ I cry—a rope! a 
rope I— [stay 7— 

Now beat them hence. Why do you let them 
Thee I’ll chase heuce, thou wolf in sheep’s 
anay.— 

Out, tawny coats!—out, scarlet || hypocrite ! 

Here a great Tumult. In the midst of it. 
Enter the Mayor of London, and Officers. 

May. Fie, lords I that you, being supreme 
magistrates. 

Thus contuiiieliously should break the peace! 
Glo. Peace, mayor; thou kuow'st little of 
my u rongs: 

Here's Beaufort that regards nor God nor King, 
Hath heie distrain’d the Tower to his use. 

Win. Here’s Gloster too a foe to citizens: 
One that stili motions war, and never peace, 
O’erchargmg your free purses with large flues; 
That seeks to oveitlnow religion. 

Because he is piotector of the realm ; 

And would have ai mour here out of the Tower 
To crown himself king, and suppress the prince. 
Glo. 1 will not answer thee with words, but 
blows. [Here they skirmish again. 
May. Nought rest for me, in this tumultuous 
strife. 

But to make open proclamation 

Come, officer ; as loud as e'er thou canst cry. 

Of. ill manner of men assembled here in 
arms this day , against God*s peace and the 
king’s, we charge and command you, in his 
highness* name, to repair to your several 
dwelling-places ; and not to wear , handle, 
or use any sword , weapon , or dagger , hence• 
forward, upon pain of death . 

Glo. Cardinal, I’ll be no breaker of the law : 
But we shall meet, and break our minds at 
large. 

Win. Gloster, we’ll meet; to thy dear cost 
he sure : 

Thy heart blood I will have, for this day's work. 
May. I'll call for clubs, H if you will not 
away 

This cardinal Is more haughty than the devil. 
Glo. Mayor, farewell: thou doBt but wbat 
thou niay'st. 

Win. Abominable Gloster! guard thy bead ; 
For I intend to have it ere long. [Exit. 

• Traitor. + The public stewa were forirerly licen¬ 
sed by the Bishop of winchester, and their nimatea ob¬ 
tained it c name ol Wim better geese. t Soft. 

A • trumpet. 1 An allusion to the Bishnp’rt habit. 

That is, for peace-oftuers armed with clubs or staves. 


May. See the coist clear'd, and then we will 
depart.— 

Good God ! that nobles should such stomachs • 
bear I 

I myself tight not once in forty year. [ Exeunt „ 

SCENE IV.—France.—Before Orleans. 

Enter, on the Walls, the Master-Gunner 
and his Son. 

M. Gun. Sirrah, thou kuow’st how Oi leans 
is besieg'd ; 

And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Son. Father, I know; and oft have shot at 
them, 

Howe’er, unfortunate, I miss’d my aim. 

M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou 
rul’d by me: 

Chief master-gunner am f of this town ; 
Something I must do, to procure me grace: t 
The prince’s espials J have informed me. 

How the English, in the suburbs close in¬ 
trench’d. 

Wont, through a Becret gate of iron bars 
lu yonder tower, to overpeer the city ; 

And tbence discover how, with most advan¬ 
tage, 

They may vex us, with shot or with assault. 

To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece of ordnance 'gainst it 1 have plac'd; 

And fully even these three days have I watch'd, 
if 1 could see them. Now, bo>, do thou watch. 
For I can stay no longer, 
if thou spy'st any ruu and bring me word ; 

And thou sbalt find me at the governor's. 

* [£u7. 

Son. Father, l warrant you; take you no 
care; 

I'll never trouble you, if I may spy them. 

Enter, in an upper Chamber of a Touer , 
the Lords Sams bury and Talbot, Sir 
William Glansdale, Sir Thomas Gar- 
grave, and others. 

Sal . Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d t 
How w'eit thou handled, being prisonei 7 
Or by what means gol'st thou to be releas’d 7 
Discourse, 1 pr’ythee on this turret’s top. 

Tal. The duke of Bedford bad a prisoner. 
Called—the brave lord Ponton de Sand aides; 
For him I was exchang’d and ransomed. « 

But with a baser mail of arms by far, [me 

Once, In contempt, they would have baitei’d 
Which I, disdaining, scorn’d : and craved death 
Rather than I would be so pil’d esteemed. $ 

In line, redeem’d I was as I desir'd. 

But oh 1 the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart: 
Whom with my bare lists 1 would execute. 

If I now had him brought into my power. 

Sal. Yet tell’st thou not, how thou wert en¬ 
tertain’d. 

Tal. With scoffs, and scorns, and contume¬ 
lious taunts. 

In open market-place produc'd they me, 

To be a public spectacle to all; 

Here, said they, is tldl tenor of the French, 

The scare-scrow that affrights our childieu so. 
Theu broke I fiom the officers that led me; 

And with my nails digg’d stones out of the 
ground. 

To hurl at the beholders of my shame. 

My grisly countenance made others fly; 

None durst come near for fear of sudden 
death. 

Iu iron walls they deem'd me not secure; 

So great fear of my name 'mongst them waa 
spread, 

That they suppos’d I could rend bars of steel. 
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant: 

Wherefore a guard of chosen shot 1 had. 

That walk’d about me every minute-while ; 

And if I did but stir out my bed 
Ready they were to shoot me to the heart. 

• Frida. + Favour. 1 Spirt. 

| So stripped of honour*. 
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Sal. 1 grieve to hear what torments you 
endui'd ; 

But we will be reveng’d sufficiently. 

Now it is supper time in Orleans: 

Here, through this grate, I can count every 
oue, 

And view the Frenchmen how they fortify; 

Let us look iu, the sight will much delight 
thee.— 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Gians- 
dale, 

Let me have your express opinions. 

Where is best place to make our battery next. 
Gar. I think, at the uorth gate; for there 
stand lords. 

Gian. And I, here, at the bulwark of the 
bridge. 

Tal. For aught K see, this city most be fa¬ 
mish'd, 

Or with light skirmishes enfeebled. 

[Shotfrom the Town. Salisbury and 
Sir Tho. Gargrave fall . 

Sal. O Lord have mercy on us, wretched 
sinners! 

Gar. O Lord have mercy on me, woeful 
• man 1 

Tal. What chance is this, that suddenly bath 
cross’d usT— 

Speak, Salisbury ; at least, if tbou canst speak; 
How far’st tbou, mirror of alt martial incu ? 

One of tby eyes, and thy cheek’s side struck 
oflfl- 

Accursed tower 1 accursed fatal hand. 

That have contriv'd this woeful tragedy! 

In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame ; 

Henry the fifth he flfst train'd to the wars; 
Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck 
up. 

His sword did ne’er leave striking in the 
field.— 

Yet llv’st thou, Salisbury 1 though thy speech 
doth fail, 

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for 
grace : 

The sun with one eye vieweth all the world.— 
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive. 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands !— 

Bear hence bis body, I will help to bury it,— 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast tbou any life 7 
Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him. 
Saliftbury, cheer tby spirit with this comfort; 

Tbou shall not die, whiles- 

He beckons with bis band, and smiles on me; 
As who should say, Wlten I am dead and gone. 
Remember to avenge me on the French .— 
Plantagenet, I will; and Nero-1 ike, 

Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn: 
Wretched shall France be only in my name. 

[Thunder heard; afterwards an Alarum. 
What stir is this i What tumult’s in the hea¬ 
vens t 

Whence comelh this alarum, and the noise 7 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my loql, the French have 
gathered head: 

The Dauphin with one Joan la Pncelle join’d,— 
A holy prophetess, new risen up,— 

Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 

[Salisbury groans. 
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth 
\ groanf 

It fits his heart, he cannot be reveBg'd.— 
ftwfiehmen, I’ll be a Salisbury to yon :— 
le or pozzel, * dolphin or dogfish, 
hearts I’ll stamp oqt with my horse's 
heels. 

And make a quagmire of your mingled beams.— 
Convey me Salisbury into bis tent. 

And then we'll try what these dastardly French- 
men dsn. 

[ Exeunt, bearing out tho Bodies. 

• A dirtr wench. 
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SCENE V.—TUe same.—Before one of ihe 

Gates. 

Alarum. Skirmishings. Talbot pursue th 
the Dauphin, and driveth him tn: then 
enter Joan la Pucellb, driving English*, 
men before her. Then enter Talbot. 

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour, ami 
my force 7 

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them; 

A woman clad in armour, ebaseth them. 

Enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes:-I’ll have a bout with 

thee: 

Devil or devil’s dam, I'll conjure thee: 

Blood will i draw on thee, • thou art a witch, 
And straightway give thy soul to him thou 
serv’st. 

Puc. Come, come, 'ti* only I that must dis¬ 
grace thee; [They fight. 

Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to pie- 
vail 7 

My breast I’ll burst with straining of my cou¬ 
rage, 

And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder. 
But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet. 
Puc. Talbot, farewell; thy hour is not u*t 
come : 

I must go victual Orleans forthwith. 

O’ertake me, if thou canst; I scorn tby strength. 
Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-starved men; 

Help Salisbury to make Ins testament: 

This day is our’s, as many more shall be. 

[Pucelle enters the Town , uith Soldiers. 
Tal. My thoughts aie whirled like a potters 
wheel ; 

I know not where I am, nor what I do : 

A witch, by fear, not force, like Hauiima), 
Drives back our troops, and couqueis, as s2ie 
lists : 

So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome 
stench. 

Are from their hives and houses driven away. 
They call'd us, for our fierceness English 
dogs; 

Now, like to whelps, we cry ing run away. 

[A short Alarum. 

Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight. 

Or tear the lions out of England's co.it; 
Renounce your soil, give sheep m lion’s stead : 
Sheep run not half so timorous fiom the wolf. 
Or horse, or oxen, from the leopard, 

As you fly from your oft subdued slaves. 

[Alarum. Another Skirmish. 
It will not be;—Retire into your trenches; 

You ail consented unto Salisbury’s death, 

For none would strike a stroke in bis revenge.— 
Pucelle is enter'd into Orleans, 

In spile of ns, or aught that we could do. 

O would I were to die with Salisbury! 

The shame hereof will make me hide my head. 
[Alarum. Retreat. Exeunt Tal sot and 
his Forces , 

SCENE VI.—The same. 

Enter , on the Walls: Pucelle, Charles, 
Reignxer, ALENqON, and Soldiers. 

Puc. Advance our waving colours on the 
walls; 

Rescu'd is Orleans from the English wolves 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word. 
Char. Divinest creature, bright Astrca’s 
daughter, 

How shall 1 honour thee for this success 7 
Tby promises are like Adouis* gardens. 

That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the 
next.— 


* The evpentiiMo of Am timei tetijrbt, that he 
who nuM drew a witch's Mood wu free from her 
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France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess I 
Recover'd is the town of Orleans: 

More blessed hap did ne'er befall our state. 
Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout 
the town ? 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires. 
And feast and banquet iu the open streets, 

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 
Alen. All France will be replete with mirth 
and joy, 

When they shall hear how we have play'd the 
men. 

Char. 'Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day 
is won; 

For which, 1 will divide my crown with her: 
And all the piiestsaud friars in my realm 
Shall, in procession, sing her endless praise. 

A statelier pyramis to her 1*11 rear. 

Than Rhodope's, • or Memphis', ever was: 

In memory of her, when she is dead. 

Her ashes, in ail urn more precious 
Than the nch-jewell'd coffer of Darius t 
Transported shall be at high festival 
Before the kings and queens of France. 

No longer on St. Dennis will we cry, 

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France's saint. 
Come in; and let us banquet royally,. 

After this goldeu day of victory. 

[Flourish. Exeunt, 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.—The same. 

Enter to the Gates, a French Sergeant, 
and two Sentinels* 


Tal. Not all together: better far, I guess* 
That we do make our entrauce several, ways ; 
That, if it chance the one of us do fail. 

The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed, Agreed : I'll to yon corner. 

Bur, And I to this. 

Tal, And here will Talbot mount, or mate 
bis grave.— 

Now Salisbury 1 for thee, and for the right 
Of English Henry, shall this night appear 
How much in duty 1 am bound to both. 

[The English scale the Walls , crying St. 
George I a Talbot 1 and all enter by the 
Toivn, 

Sent • [ Within.] Arm, arm! the enemy doth 
mate assault l 

The French teap over the Walls in their 

Shirts, Enter, several ways. Bastard, 

Alenson, Reignieit* half ready, and half 

unready, 

Alen, How now, my lords f what, all tm* 
ready • so ? 

Bast. Unready 1 ay, and glad we 'scap'd so 
well. • 

Reig, 'Twas time, I trow, to. wate and leave 
our beds. 

Hearing alarums at our chamber doom. 

Alen, Of all exploits, since first 1 follow'd 
arms, 

Ne’er heard 1 of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous, or desperate than this. 

Bast. 1 think, this Taibot be a (tend of 
hell. 

Reig, If uot of hell, the heavens sure favour 
him. 

Alen. Here coraeth. Charles*, I marvel, how 
he sped. 


Serg. Sira, take your places, and he vigilant: 
If any noise, or soldier, you perceive. 

Near to the walls, by some apparent sign, 

Let us have kuowiege at the court of guard, t 
1 Sent. Sergeant, you shall. [Exit Sergeant.] 
Thus are poor servitors 
{When others sleep upon their quiet beds,) 
Constrain'd to watch m darkness, ram, and 
cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and 
Fo) res, with scaling Ladders ; their Drums 
beating a dead march • 

Tal. Lord regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 

By whose appioach, the regions of Artois, 
Walloon, and Picardy, are friends to us. 

This happy night, the Frenchmen are secure. 
Having all day carous'd aud banquet red: 
Embrace we then this opportunity ; 

As filing best to quittance their deceit. 

Contriv'd by art, aud baleful sorcery. 

Bed. Coward of France 1—how much he 
wrongs his fame, 

Despairing of hia own arm’s fortitude, 

To join with witches, and the help of hell. 

Bur . Traitors have never other company.— 
But what’s that Pucelle, whom they term so 
pure ? 

Tal. A maid, they say. 

Bed. A maid ! and he so martial! 

Bur. Pray God, she prove not masculine ere 
long 

If underneath the standard of the French* 

She carry armour, as she bath begun* 

Tal. Well, let them practise and convene 
with spirits*,. 

Cod is our fortress; iu whose, oonqmring name. 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 
Bed. Asceud, brave Talbot ; we will follow 
thee. 

• Rhodope, a famous strumpet,. iMfl amrof the m n» 
■nidi from the profits of her trail. t When Alex¬ 

ander took Gem, he found eu exceeding rich eud btau- 
Yul casket, tn which he ordered to he placed a copy of 
SbrntPs UjLad. (The some as guard' room* 


Enter Charles, and La Pucelle. 

Bast. Tut I holy Joan was his defensive 
guard. 

Char, is this thy cunning, thou deceitful 
dame T 

Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 

That now our loss might be ten times so muchf 
Puc. Wherefoie is Charles impatient with 
his friend ? 

At all times will you have my power alike f 
Sleeping or waking must f still prevail. 

Or will you blame aud lay the fault on me?— 
Improvident soldiers I had your watch been 
good, 

This sudden mischief never could have fhil*ta« 
Char. Duke of Alenffon, this was your de¬ 
fault ; 

That, being captain of the watch to-night. 

Did look no better to that weighty charge. 

Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely 
kept, 

,As that whereof 1 had the government. 

We had not been thus shamefully surpriz'd. 
Bast. Mine was secure. 

Reig . And so was miue, my lord* 

Char. And, for myself, most part of aft this 
night, 

Within her quarter, and mine own precinct* 

I was employ'd in passing to and fro, 

(About relieving of the sentinels: 

.Then bow, or which way, shouliF they first 
break in ? 

Puc. Question, my lords, no farther of the. 


( How, or which way? *tis sure* they fourf 
place 

But weakly guarded, where the breach wa 
made* 

And now there rests no other shift bat fait 
To gather our soldiers, scatter'd antf. dispers'd^, 
And lay new platforms t to endamage them. 


t PUu»4 
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Alarum, Enter an English Soldier, crying , 
a Talbot I a Talbot! They Jiy , Lea v inn 
their Clothes behind* 

Sold. 1*11 be so bold to take what they have 
left. 

The cry of Talbot serves me for a aword; 

For 1 have loadea me with many spoils, 

Uslug no other weapon but bis name. [Exit. 


I mean to prove this lady's courtes). 

Coine huher, captain, [Whispers .]—You per¬ 
ceive my mind. 

Capt. I do, my lord; and meau accordingly. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—Auvergne,—Court of the , 

Castle. 


SCENE II.—Orleans.—Within the Town. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a Cap¬ 
tain , and others . 

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is 
fled, 

Whose pitchy mantie over-vell'd the earth. 

Here sound retreat, aud cease our hot pursuit. 

[Retreat sounded . 

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury; 
And here advance it in the market-place. 

The middle centre of this cursed town.— 

Now have 1 paid my vow unto his soul I 
For every drop of blood was drawn from him, 
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to¬ 
night. 

And, that hereafter ages may behold 
What ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 

Within their chiefest temple I'll erect 
A tomb, wherein bis corpse shall be interr'd : 
Upon the which, tbatievery oue may read. 

Shall be engrav'd the sack of Orleans ; 

The treacherous mauner of his mournful death, 
Aud what a terror he had been to France. 

But, lords, in all our bloody massacre, 

I muse * we met not with the Dauphin’s grace ; 
His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc ; 
Nor any of bis false confederates. 

Bed. *Tis thought, lord Talbot, when the fight 
began. 

Hous'd on the sudden from their drowsy beds, 
They did, amongst the troops of armed men. 
Leap o'er the walls for refuge in the field. 

Bur. Myself (as far as I could well discern, 
For smoke, and dusky vapours of the night,) 

Am sure 1 scar'd the Dauphin and his trull; 
When arm iu arm they both came swiftly run- 
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves, [uiug, 
That could not live asunder day or night. 

After that things are set in order here. 

We'll follow them wtih all the power we have. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. All hail, my lords ! which of this 
princely train 

Call ye the*warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of 
France t 

Tal. Here is the Talbot; who would speak 
with him T 

Mess. The virtnons lady, countess of Au¬ 
vergne, 

With modesty admiring thy renown, 

By me entreats, good lord, thou wouldst vouch¬ 
safe 

To visit her poor castle where she lies; f 
That she may boast, sbe bath beheld the man 
Whose glory fills the world with loud report. 

Bur. Is it even so ? Nay, then, I see our wars 
Will turn into a peaceful comic sport. 

When ladies crave to be encounter'd with.— 
You ma? not, my lord, despise her gentle suit. 
Tal* Ne’er trust me then ; for, when a world 
of men 

CouIA not prevail with all their oratory. 

Yet btith a woman's kindness over-ruled :— 

Apd therefore tell her, 1 return great thanks; 
Am In submission will attend on her.— 

WAJ not your honours bear me company f 
Bed. No, truly; it is more than mauner* will: 
And l have beard it said,—Unbidden guests 
Are often welcomest when they are gou<* 

* Tal. Well then, alone, since there's no reme¬ 
dy, 

• Wond«r. f Le . Where she dweller 


Enter the Countess and her Porter. 
Count. Porter, remember what I gave la 
charge ; 

And, wheu you have done so, bring the keys 
to me. 

Port. Madam, I will. [Exit. 

Counti The plot is laid : if all things fall out 
right, 

I shall as famous be by this exploit. 

As Scythian Thomyris by Cyrus' death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadful night. 

And his achievements of no less account: 

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine 
ears. 

To give their censure • of these rare reports. 

Enter Messknger and Talbot. 

Mess. Madam, 

According as your ladyship desir'd. 

My message crav'd, so is lord Talbot come. 
Count. And he is welcome. What! is this- 
the man 1 

Mess. Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of France? 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear'd abroad, 

That with his name the mothers still their 
babes T 

I see, report is fabulous aud false : 

1 thought, I should have seen some Hercules, 

A second Hector, for his gran aspect. 

And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas l this is a child, a silly dwarf: 

It cannot be, this weak and wnthled t shrimp 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble 
you : 

But, since your ladyship is not at leisure, 

I’ll sort some other time to visit you. 

Count. Wliat means he now !—Go ask him, 
whither he goes. 

Mess. Stay, uiy loid Talbot; for my lady 
craves 

To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that she's in a wrong belief, 

I go to certify her Talbot's here. 

Re-enter Porter, with Keys. 

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner- 
Tal r Prisoner! to whom f 
Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord ; 

And for that cause I train'd thee to my bouse. 
Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to me. 
For in my gallery thy picture hangs: 

But now the substance shall endure the like; 

And I will chain these legs aud arms of thine. 
That bast by tyranny, these many years, 

Wasted our country, slain our citizens. 

And sent our sons>and husbands captivate. 

Tal. Ha, ha, hal 

Count . Laughest thou, wretch! thy mirth 
shall turn to moan. 

Tal. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond t 
To think that you have aught but Talbot's sha¬ 
dow. 

Whereon to practise your severity. 

Count. Why, art not thou the man! 

Tal . I am indeed. 

Count . Then have I substance too. 

Tal. No, uo t 1 am but shadow of myself: 

You are deceiv'd, my substance is not here ; 

For what you see, is but tbe smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity : 

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 

• For opinion. t Wrinklsd. t Foolish.I 
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It is of suoh a spacious lofty pitch. 

Your roof were not sufficient to contain it. 
Count . This is a riddling merchant for the 
nonce; • 

He will be here, and yet be Is not here: 

How can these contrarieties agree I 
Tal. That will 1 show you presently. 

He winds a Horn. Drums heard ; then a Peal 
of Ordnance. The Gates being forced, enter 
Soldiers* 

How say you, madam f are you now persuaded, 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself ? 

These are bis substance, siuews, arms, and 
strength. 

With which be yoketb your rebellious necks, 
Razetb your cities, and subverts your towus. 

And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count. Victorious Talbot I pardon my abuse: 

I find, thou art no less than fame hath bruited, t 
And more than may be gather’d by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath; 

For I am sorry, that with reverence , 

I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal* Be not dismay’d, fair lady; nor mis¬ 
construe 

The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 

What you have dime, bath not offended me : 

No other satisfaction do I crave. 

But only (with your patience,) that we may 
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you 
have: 

For soldiers* stomachs always serve them well. 
Count. With all my heart; and think me 
honoured 

To feast so great a warrior in my house. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—London.—The Temple Garden. 

Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, and 
Warwick; Richard Planiaoenet, Ver¬ 
non, and another Lawyer. 

Plan. Great lords, and gentlemen, what meaus 
this silence l 

Dare no man answer in a case of truth ? 

Suff. Within the temple hall we were too 
loud ; 

The garden here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once. If I maintain’d the 
truth ; 

Or, else, was wrangling Somerset in the error? 

Suff. ’Faith, I have been a truant in the law ; 
And never yet could frame my will to it; 

And, therefore, frame the law unto my will. 

Soin. Judge you, my lord of Warwick, then 
between us. 

War. Between two hawks, which flies the 
higher pitch. 

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper 
mouth, 

Between two blades, which bears the better 
temper. 

Between two horses, which doth bear him best, X 
Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye, 

I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judg¬ 
ment : 

But in these nice sharp qnillets of the law, 

Good faith, 1 am no wiser than a daw. 

Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbear¬ 
ance : 

The truth appears so naked on my side. 

That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som. And on my side it is so well appareli’d. 
So clear, so sbiuiug, and so evident. 

That it will glimmer through a blind roan’s eye. 
Plan . Since you are tongue-ty’d, and so loath 
to speak, 

In dumb significants proclaim yonr thoughts: 

Let him, that is a true-born genttemau, 

V * For a purpose. + Announced loudly. 

$ Le. Resolute hit motions most adroitly. j 
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And stands upon the honour of bis birth, 

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth. 

From off this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Som. Let him that is no coward, nor no 
flatterer. 

But dare maintain the party of the truth. 

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with ine. 

War. I love no colours; • and, without all 
colour 

Of base insinuating Battery, 

I pluck this white rose, with Plantagcnet: 

Suff. 1 pluck this red rose, with young So¬ 
merset ; 

And say withal, I think he held the right. 

Ver. Stay, lords, and gentlemen: and pluck 
no more, 

Till you conclude—that be, upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree. 

Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Good master Vernon, it is well ob¬ 
jected ; t 

if I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plan. And I. 

Ver . Then, for the truth and plainness of the 
case, 

I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here, 
Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

Sum. Piick not your finger as you pluck it 
off; 

Lest bleeding, you do paint the white rose red. 
And fall on my 6ide so against your will. 

Ver. If 1, my lord, for my opinion bleed. 
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt. 

And keep me on the side where still I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on : Who elset 

Law. Unless my study and iny books bo 
false. 

The argument you held, was wrong in yon; 

[To Somerset. 

In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argil, 
ment ? 

Som. Here, in my scabbard ; meditating that. 
Shall die your white rose iu a bloody red. 

Plan. Meantime, your cheeks do counterfeit 
our roses ; 

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som. No, Plamagenet, 

*Tis not for fear; but anger,—that tby cheeks 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our roses: 
And yet thy tongue will not confess tb> error. 

Plan. Hath not thy rose a cauker, Somerset f 

Som. Hath not tby rose a thorn, Plauta- 
genet? 

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain 
his truth; 

Whiles thy consuming canker eats bis false¬ 
hood. 

Som. Well, I’ll find friends to wear my bleed¬ 
ing roses. 

That shall maintain what I have said is tiue. 
Where false Plantagenet dare uot be seen. 

Plan. Now, by tbiB maiden blossom in my 
hand, 

I scorn thee and tby fashion, peevish boy. 

Suff . Turn not thy scorns this way, Planta- 
genet. 

Plan. Proud Poole, I will; and scorn both 
him and thee. 

Suff. I’ll turn my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som. Away, away, good William l>e-la* 
Poole I 

We grace the yeoman, by convening with him. 

War. Now by God’s will, thou wrong’st him, 
Somerset; 

His grandfather was Lionel, duke of Clarence, 
Third son to the third Edward king of Eng¬ 
land ; 

Spring crestless yeoman i from so deep a root ? 


• Tint*'and deesftt i a play on tha word, 
t Jnatlv proposed. 

X Le. Thota who hare no right to arms. 
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Plan. He bears him oa the place’s privilege, • 
Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

Som. By him that made me. I'll maintain 
my words 

On any plot of ground in Christendom: 

Vf as not thy lather, Richard, earl of Cam¬ 
bridge, 

For treason executed in our late king’s days f 
And, by his treason, stand’st not thou attainted. 
Corrupted, and exempt + from ancient gentry 1 
His trespass yet lives guilty in tby blood ; 

And till thou be restor’d, thou art a yeoman. 

Plan . My father was attached, not attainted ; 
Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor; 
And that I’ll prove on better men than Somer¬ 
set, 

Were growing time once ripen’d to my will. 

For your partaker X Poole, and you yourself, 

1*11 note you in iny book of memory. 

To scourge you for this apprehension : j 
Look to u well; and say you are well warn’d. 
Som. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee 
still : 

And kuow us, by these colours, for thy foes ; 

For these my fi lends, ill spite of thee, shall 
wear. 

Plan . And, by 017 soul, this pale and angry 
rose. 

As cognizance of mr blood-drinking hate. 

Will I for ever, and my faction, wear; 

Until it wither with me to the grave. 

Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Suff. Go forward, and be chok’d with tby 
ambition 1 

And so farewell, until I meet (hee next. 

[Exit. 

Som. Have with thee, Poole.—Farewell, am¬ 
bitious Richard. [2£«f. 

Plan • How 1 am brav’d, and must perforce 
endure it ! 

War . This blot, that they object against your 
bouse. 

Shall be wip’d out in the next parliament. 

Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloster : 
And, if thou be not then created York, 

1 will not live to be accounted Warwick. 
Meantime, in signal of my love to thee, 

Aeainst proud Somerset, aud William Poole, 
Will 1 upon thy party wear this rose : 

And here I prophesy.—This brawl to-day. 

Grown to this faction, in the Temple-garden, 
Shall send between the red rose aud the 
white, 

A thousand souls to death and deadly night. 
Plan. Good master Vernon, I am bound to 
you, 

That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 
Ver. In your behalf still will I wear the 
same. 

Jjsn\ And so will I. 

Plan. Thanks, gentle Sir. 

Coine let ns four to dinner: I dare say, 

This quarrel will drink blood another day. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — The same—'A Room in the Tester, 

Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chair by two 

Keepers • 


Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying 
age. 

Let dying Bfartimer here rest himself.— 

Even likeHi&tan new baled from the rack, 

So fare.jMNBtnbs with long Imprisonment: 

And theseiprey locks, the pursuivants of death, 
Nestofiflte aged, in an age of care. 

Argue®! end of Edmwnd Mortimer! 

These -eyes, like lamps whose wasting oil is 
spent. 


* The temple, being * religious hense, «u a *ane 
* n «fy. t EgfaJ d. } Confederate 

) Opinion. f | This scene is not consiMen 

with nUtonca l truth Mortimer served under Henri 

V. in 1422, and died uRconAued in Ireland in 1424. 


Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent: 

Weak shoulders, overborne with burd'iflng 
grief; 

And pithless arms, like to a wither'd vine 
That droops bis sapless branches to the ground:— 
Yet are these feet whose strengthless stay is 
numb, 

Unable to support this lump of clay. 

Swift-winged with desire to get a grave. 

As witting I no other comfort have.— 

But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come f 
1 Keep. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will 
come: 

We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber; 

And answer was return'd that he will come. 

Mor . Enough; my soul shall theu be satis- 
fled.— 

Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine. 
Siuce Henry Monmouth first began to reign, 
(Before whose glory I was great in arms,) 

This loathsome sequestration have I had ; 

And even since then hath Richard been ob¬ 
scur’d. 

Depriv'd of honour and inheritance: 

But now, the arbitrator of despairs. 

Just death, kind umpire of meu’s miseries, 
With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me 
hence: 

I would, his troubles likewise were expir’d. 

That so be might recover what was lost. 

Enter Richard Plantagenet. 

1 Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now is 
come. 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend T Is he 
come f 

Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us’d. 
Your nephew, late-despised * Richard, comes. 
Mor. Direct mine arms, 1 may embrace lus 
neck, 

And in his bosom spend my latter gasp : 

O tell me, when my lips do touch Ins cheeks. 
That I may kindly give one fainting kiss.-- 
And now declare, sweet stem from York’s great 
stock, 

W hy didst thou say—of late tbou wert despis’d T 
Plan. First, lean thiue aged back against 
mine arm: 

And, in that ease. I’ll tell thee my disease, t 
This day in argument upon a case. 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and 
me : 

Among which terms he used his lavish tongue. 
And did upbraid me with my father’s death ; 
Which obloquy set bars before my tongue. 

Else with the like 1 had requited him: 
Therefore, good ancle,—for my father’s sake. 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, 

And for alliance’ sake,—declare the Cause 
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 
Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that impri¬ 
son’d me, 

And hath detain’d me, all my flow’ring youth, 
Witbiu a loathsome dungeon, there to pme. 

Was cursed instrument of bis disease. 

Plan. Discover more at large what cause that 
was; 

For 1 am ignoraut, and cannot guess. 

Mor. 1 will; If that my fading breath 
permit, 

And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king. 
Depos’d bis nephew Richard ; Edward’s son. 
The flrst-begotteu, and the lawful heir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent: 
During whose reign, the Percies of the north, 
Fiudiug bis uwrpatiow most unjust. 

Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne : 
The reason mov’d these warlike lords to this. 
Was—for that (young king Richard thus re¬ 
mov’d, 

Leaving no heir begotten of his body,) 

• Laftaly-dvaptM*. 
t CiMtiueu, discontent. 
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I was the next by birth and parentage; 

For by my mother 1 derived am 

From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son 

To king Edward the third, whereas he. 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, 
Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark ; as, in this haughty • great attempt. 
They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

X lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the fifth, 

Succeeding his father Boliugbroke, did reign. 

Thy father, earl of Cambridge, then deriv’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York, 
Marrying my sister, that thy mother was. 

Again, in pity of my hard distress. 

Levied an army; weening t to redeem. 

And have install’d me in the diadem: 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl. 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress’d. 

Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the 
last. 

Mor. True; and tbou 'seest that I no issue 
have ; 

And that my fainting words do warrant death i 
Thou art my heir; the rest, I wish thee gather: 
But yet be wary in thy studious care. 

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with 
me : 

But yet, methinks, my father’s execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic; 
Strong-fixed is the bouse of Lancaster, 

And, like a mountain, not to be remov’d. 

But now tby uncle is removing hence ; 

As princes do their courts, when they are 
cloy’d 

With long continuance in a settled place. 

Plan. O uncle, ’would some part of my young 
years 

Might but redeem the passage of your age ; 

Mor. Tbou dost then wrong me: as the 
slaught’rer doth, 

Which givetii many wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good ; 
Only, give order for my funeral ; 

And so farewell: t and fair be all thy hopes I 
And prosperous be thy life, in peace, and war! 

IDies . 

Plan. And peace, no war, befall tby parting 
6oul I 

In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage. 

And like a hermit overpass’d tby days.— 

Well, l will lock his counsel in my breast; 

And what I do imagine, let that rest.— 

Keepers, convey him hence ; and I myself 
W ill see his burial better than his life.— 

[Exeunt Keepers, bearing out Mobtimeb. 
He.ie dies the dusky toich of Mortimer, 

Chok’d with ambition of the meaner sort:— 
And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries, 

W hich Somerset bath offer’d to my bouse, 
f doubt not, but with honour to redress : 

And therefore baste I to the parliament; 

Either to be restored to my blood, 

Or make my 111 $ the advantage of my good. 

{Exit. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—-The tame.—The Parliament- 

house • 

Flourish . Enter King Henry, Exeter, 
Gloster, Warwick, Somerset, and Sop- 
folk ; the Bishop of W inch ester, Richard 
Plantagenet, ana others. Gloster offers 
to put up a Bill ,*U Winchester snatches 
it , and tears it. 

Win. Com’st thou with deep premeditated 
Hues, 

• Hich. ♦ Thinking. X Luckv, prosperous. 
V My ill, is my ill usage. | L «• Articles ot accusation. 


With written pamphlets studiously devis'd, 
Humphrey of Gloster t if thou canst accuse. 

Or might intend’st to lay unto my charge. 

Do it without invention suddenly ; 

As I with sudden and exttinporai speech 
Purpose to answer what thou c?mt object. 

Glo, Presumptuous priest I this place com¬ 
mands my patience, 

Or thon sheuld’st find thou hast dishonour'd me. 
Think not, altbongb in writing I preferr’d 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes. 

That therefore I have forg’d, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen : 
No, prelate; such is thy audacious wicked¬ 
ness. 

Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentions pranks. 

As very infants prattle of thy pride. 

Tbou art a most pernicious usurer; 

Froward by nature, enemy to peace; 

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession, and degree; 

And for tby treachery. What’s more manifest f 
In that tbou laid’st a trap to take my life. 

As well at London bridge, as at the Tower ? 
Beside, I fear me, if tby thoughts were sifted. 
The king thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of tby swelling heart. 

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee.—Lords, vouch¬ 
safe 

To give me hearing wbat I shall reply. 

If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse. 

As he will have me, bow am I so poor ? 

Or how haps it, I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wouted calling : 
And for dissention, who preferreth peace 
More than I do, except I be provok’d 1 
No, my good loids, it is not that offends ; 

It is not that, that bath incens'd the duke : 

It is, because no one should sway but be; 

No one, but be, should be about the kiug; 

And that engenders thunder iu his breast. 

And makes him roar these accusations forth. 

But he shall know, I am as good- 

Glo. As good f 

Thou bastard of my grandfather !— 

Win. Ay, lordly .Sir; For wbat are yon, I 
Pray, 

But one imperious in another’s throne ? 

Glo. Am I not the protector, saucy priest? 
Win. And am I not a prelate of the church? 
Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps. 

And uselli it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Unrevereut Gloster! 

Glo. Tliou art reverent. 

Touching tby spiritual function, not thy life. 
Win. This Rome shall remedy. 

War. Roam thither then. 

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear. 
War. Ay, see the bi«hop be not ovei borne. 
Som. Methinks, my lord should be religious. 
And know the ofhee that belougs to such. 

War . Methinks, bis lordship should be hum¬ 
bler ; 

It fittetb not a prelate so to plead. 

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch'd so 
near. 

War. State holy, or uuhallow’d, what of 
thatt 

Is not his grace protector to the king T 
Plan. Plantagenet, I see, must bold his 
tongue; 

Lest It be said, Speak , sirrah , when you 
should ; 

Must your bold verdict enter talk with lords t 
Else would I have a fling at Winchester. 

[Aside. 

K. Hen. Uncles of Gloster and of Winches¬ 
ter, 

The special watchmen of our English weal; 

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail^ 

To join your hearts in love and amity, 

O wbat a scandal is it to our crown. 

That two such noble peers sa ye should jar I 
Believe me, lords, my tender years cau tell. 

Civil dissention is a viperous worm. 
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That gnaws the bowels of the commonweal lb.— 
[A noise within ; Down with the Uwuy coats J 
What tumult’s Ibis? 

War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 

Beguu through malice of the bishop’s men. 

[A noise again ; Stones 1 Slones 1 


Enter the Mayor of London , attended. 
May. O my good lords,—and virtuous Hen¬ 


ry,— 

Pity the city of London, pity us 1 
The bishop and the duke of Gloster’s men. 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon. 

Have fill’d their pockets full of pebble-stones; 
And banding themselves in contrary parts. 

Do pelt so fast at one another's pate. 

That many have their giddy braius knock’d out.: 
Our windows are broke down in every street, 
And we, for fear, compell’d to shut our shops. 


Enter , skirmishing , the Retainers of Glus¬ 
ter, and Winchester, with bloody pates . 

A '. Hen . We charge you, on allegiauce to 
ourself. 

To hold your slaughtering hands, and keep the 
peace. 

Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

1 Serv . Nay, if we be 

Foroidden stones, we’ll fall to it with our teeth. 

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

[Skirmish again. 
Glo. Yon of my household, leave this peevish 
broil. 

And set this uiiaccustom’d * fight aside. 

1 Serv. My lord, we kuow your grace to be a 

man 

Just and upright; and, for your royal birth, 
Inferior to none but his majesty: 

And ere that we will suffer such a prince. 

So kind a father of the commonweal. 

To be disgraced by an inkhorii mate, t 

We, and our wives, and children, all will fight. 

And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes. 

2 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field, when we are dead. 

[Skirmish again. 

Glo. Slay, stay, I say! 

And if you love me, as you say you do. 

Let me persuade you to forbear a while. 

K . Hen. O how this discord doth afflict my 
soul!— 

Can you, my lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent 1 
Who should be pitiful, if you be not 7 
Or who should study to prefer a peace. 

If holy churchmen take delight in broils f 

War. My lord protector, yield;—yield, Win¬ 
chester ;— 

Except you mean, with obstinate repulse. 

To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm. 
You see wbat mischief, and what murder too, 
Hath been enacted through your enmity: 

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 
Win. He shall submit, or 1 will never yield. 
Glo. Compassion on the kiug commands me 
stoop ; 

Or, 1 would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 

War . Behold, my lord of Winchester, the 
duke 

Hath banmoody discontented fury. 

As by bit Iwotbed brows it doth appear: 

Why look, you still so stem, and tragical t 
Gio.'ttwe, Winchester, 1 offer thee my hand. 
K. Jfgk. Fie, uncle Beaufort 1 1 have heard 
, , you preach, 

Thai malice was a great and grievous sin: 

And not von maintain the thing yon teach. 
But pffeve a chief offender iu the same f 

War. Sweet king 1—The bishop bath a kindly 
gird, t 

. _ • UtMcemly, indecent. 

T Tate e»» r term of reproach toward men of lemming. 
t Peels mu emotion of kind remorse. 


For shame, my lord of Winchester 1 relent; 
What, shall a child instinct you nhat to do7 
Win. Well, duke of Gloster, I Mill yield lo 
thee ; 

Love for (by love, and hand for hand I give. 
Glo. Ay ; but, I fear uie, with a hollow 
heart.— 

See here, my friends, and loving countrymen ; 
This token servelh for a flag of mice. 

Betwixt ourselves and all our followers : 

So help me God, as I dissemble not! 

Win. So help me God, as 1 intend it not! 

[Aside. 

K. Hen. O loving unde, kind duke of Glos¬ 
ter, 

How joyful am I made by this contract!— 
Away, my masters I trouble us no more; 

But join in fiiendship, as your lords have 
done. 

1 Serv. Content; I’ll to the surgeon’s. 

2 Serv. Aiid so will I. 

3 Serv. Aud 1 will see wbat physic the tavern 

a/fords. [Exeunt Servants, 

Mayor, Ac. 

War. Accept this scroll, most gracious sove¬ 
reign ; 

Which, in the right of Hicliard Plantageuet, 

We do exhibit to your ungesty. 

Glo. Well urg'd, my lord of Warwickfor, 
sweet prince, 

An if your grace mark every circumstance. 

You have great reason to do Richard right: 
Especially, for those occasions 
At Ellliam-place 1 told your majesty. 

K. Hen. And those occasions, uucle, were of 
force : 

Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is. 

That Richard he restored to Ins blood. 

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ; 
So shall lus father’s wrongs be recompens’d, 
if in. As will the rest, so willelh Winches¬ 
ter. 

K. Hen. If Richard will be true, cot that 
alone. 

But all the whole inheritance 1 give, 

That doth belong unto the house of York, 

From whence you spiing by liueal descent. 

Plan. Thy humble seivaut vows obedience. 
And humble service, till the point ot death. 

K. Hen . Stoop then, aud set your knee against 
iny foot; 

And, in reguerdon • of that duty done, 

1 girt thee with the valiant sword of York: 

Rise, Richard, like a true I’lantagrnet; 

Aud rise created princely duke ol Yoik. 

Plan . And so thuve Richard, as thy foes rnay 
falll 

And as my duty springs so perish they 
That grudge one thought against your majesty 1 
AU. Welcome, high pi nice, the mighty duke 
of York! 

Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble duke of 
York I [Aside. 

Glo. Now will it best avail your majesty. 

To cross the seas, and to be crown’d in France: 
The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his suhjecls, aud bis loyal friends; 

As it disanimales bis enemies. 

K. Hen. When Gloster says the ‘word, king 
Henry‘goes; 

For friendiy counsel cuts off many foes. 

Glo . Your ships already are in readmes*. 

[Eieuni all bnt Exetfr. 
Exe . Ay, we may march iu England, or iu 
France, 

Not seeing wbat is likely to eusne : 

This late dissentiou, grown lietwixt the peers. 
Burns tinder feigned ashes of forg’d love. 

And will at last break out into a flame: 

As fester'd members rot but by degrees. 

Till bones, and flesh, and sinews, fall away. 

So will this base and envious discord breed. 

And now 1 fear that fatal prophecy, 

• Recam pence* 
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Which, in the time of Henry, nam’d the fifth. 
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,— 

That Henry, born at Monmouth, should win 
all; 

And Henry, born at Windsor, should lose all: 
Which 16 so plain, that Exeter doth wish 
Hib days may finish ere that hapless time. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. — France.—Before Rouen. 

Enter La Pucelle disguised , and Soldiers 
dressed like Countrymen , with Sacks upon 
their Backs. 

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of 
Roueu, 

Through which our policy must make a breach : 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words; 
Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men, 

That come to gather money for their corn. 

If we have entrance, (as i hope wc shall,) 

And that we find the slothful watch but weak. 

I’ll by a sign give notice to our friends. 

That Charles the Dauphin may cucounter 
them. 

1 Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the 
city. 

And we be lords and rulers over Rouen; 
Therefore we’ll knock. [Knocks. 

Guard. [Within.'] Qui est Ihf 
Puc. Paisans, pauvres gens de France: 
Poor market-folks, that come to sell their 
com. 

Guard. Enter, go in ; the market-bell is rung. 

[Opens the Gates. 
Puc. Now, Rouen, I’ll shake thy bulwarks to 
tne ground. 

[Pucelle, £c. enter the City. 

Enter Charles, Bastard of Orleans , Alen- 
£on, and Forces. 

Char. Saint Dennis bless this happy strata¬ 
gem ! 

And once again we’ll sleep secure in Rouen- 
Bast. Here enter’d Pucelle, and her prac- 
tisants ; • 

Now 6be is there, bow will she specify 
Wnere is the best and safest passage in 1 
Alin. By thrusting out a torch from yonder 
tower ; 

Which, once discern'd, shows, that her mean¬ 
ing is,— 

No way to that, t for weakness, which she enter’d. 

Enter La Pucelle on a Battlement: hold¬ 
ing out a Torch burning. 

Puc . Behold, this it the happy wedding 
torch. 

That joineth Rouen onto her countrymen: 

But burning fatal to the Talbotites. 

Bast. See, noble Charles 1 the beacon of our 
friend. 

The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 

Char Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 

A prophet to the fall of all our foes I 
Alen. Defer no time, Delays have dangerous 
ends; 

Enter, and cry—The Dauphin '—presently. 

And then do execution on the watch. 

, [They enter. 

Alarum. Enter Talbot, and certain 
English . 

Tal. France, thon shalt rue this treason with 
thy tears. 

If Talbot but survive thy treachery.— 

Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress, 

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares. 
That hardly we escap’d the pride J of France. 

[Exeunt to the Town. 

• Confederates in stratagem*, 
f /. e. No way equal to that. 

i Haughty power. , 
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Alarum: Excursions . Enter from the Town, 
Bedford, brought in sick , in a Chair , with 
Talbot, Burgundy, and the English 
Forces. Then , enter on the Walls, La 
Pucelle, Charles, Bastard, Alenson, 
and others . 

Puc. Good morrow, gallants! want ye corn 
for bread ? 

I think the duke of Burgundy will fast. 

Before he’ll buy again at such a rate: 

*Twas full of darnel; Do you like the taste t 
Bur. Scotf on, vile fiend, and shameless cour¬ 
tezan ! 

I trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine own. 
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn. 
Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, betore 
that time. 

Bed. O let no words, bnt deeds, revenge this 
treason I 

Puc. What will yon do, good grey-beard? 
break a lance. 

And run a tilt at death within a chair f 
Tal. Foul fiend of France, and bag of all de¬ 
spite. 

Encompass'd with thy lustful paramours I 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age. 

And twit with cowardice a man half deadt 
Damsel, I’ll have a bout with you again. 

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Puc. Are you so hot. Sir?—Yet, Pucelle, hold 
thy peace ; 

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow.— 

[Talbot, and the rest consult together . 
God speed the parliament! who shall be the 
speaker ? 

Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the 
field ? 

Puc. Belike, your lordship takes us then for 
fools. 

To try if that our own be our’s or no. 

Tal. I speak not to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee, Alengon, and the rest; 

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out? 
Alen. Sigmor, no. 

Tal. Sigmor, hang I—base muleteers of 
France ! 

Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls. 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc . Captains, away: let’s get us from the 
walls; 

For Talbot means no goodness, by his looks.— 
God be wi’ you, my lord 1 we came. Sir, but to 
tell you 

That we are here. 

[Exeunt La Pucelle, $c. from the Walls. 
Tal . And there will we be too, ere it be long. 
Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame !— 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house, 

(Prick'd on by public wrongs, sustain’d in 
France,) 

Either to get the town again, or die: 

And I,—as sure as English Henry lives, < 

Aud as his father here was conqueror; 

As sure as in this late-betrayed town 
Great Coeur-delion’s heart was buried ; 

So sure 1 swear, to get the town, or die. 

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy 
vows. 

Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying pi nice 
The valiant duke of Bedford :—Come, my lord. 
We will bestow you in some better place. 

Filter for sickness, and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me: 
Here will I sit before the walls of RoQen, 

And will be partner of your weal, or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade 
you. 

Bed. Not to be goue from hence ; for once 1 
read, 

That stout Peudragon, • in his litter, sick. 

Came to the field, and vanquished his foes: 
Methinks, I should revive the soldiers* hearts. 
Because I ever found them as myself. 

* Brother to Aurelias, sad father to king Arthur 
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Tal. Undaunted spirit la a dying breast I— 

Then be it so:—Heavens keep old Bedford 
cafe I— 

And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 

But gather we oar forces out of hand, 

Ind set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunt Burgundy, Talbot, and Farces, 
leaving Bedford, and others. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Sir John Fas- 
tolfe, and a Captain. 

Cap. Whither away. Sir John Fastolfe, in snch 
haste ? 

Fast. Whither away! to save myself by 
flight; 

We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Cap. What! will you fly, and leave lord Tal¬ 
bot ? 

Fast. Ay, 

All the Talbots in the world to save my life. 

[Exit. 

Cap. Cowardly knight I ill fortune follow thee f 

[Exit. 

Retreat : Excursions. Enter from the Town, 
La Pucelle, AlenCon, Charles, 4c. and 
Exeunt,Jiying. 

Bed. Now, qaiet soul, depart when heaven 
please ; 

For I have teen oar enemies' overthrow. 

What is the trust or strength of foolish man ? 
They, that of late were daring with their scoffs. 
Are glad and faiu by flight to save themselves. 

[Dies, and is carried off in his Chair. 

Alarum: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and 

others. 

Tal. Lost, and recover’d in a day again! 

This is a double honour. Burgundy : 

Yet, heavens have glory for this victory I 
Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart; and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as valour’s monument. 

Tal . Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pu- 
celle now 1 

1 think, her old familiar is asleep: 

Now where’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles 
his gleeks ? * 

What, all a-mort T t Rouen hangs her head for 
grief. 

That such a valiant company are fled. 

Now will wc take some order j in the town, 
Placiug therein some expert officers; 

And theu depart to Paris, to the king; 

For there young Harry, with bis nobles, lies. 
Bur. What wills lord Talbot, pleaseth Bur¬ 
gundy. 

Tal. But yet, before we go, let's not forget 
The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas’d. 

But see his exequies $ fulfill’d in Rouen ; 

A braver soldier never couched lance ; 

A gentler heart did never sway in court: 

But kings and mightiest potentates must die; 

For that’s the end of human misery. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.—The Plains near 

the City. 

Enter Charles, the Bastard, Alxnbon, La 
Pucelle, and Forces • 

- Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident. 
Nor grieve mat Rouen is so recovered : , 

Care is nojeare, but rather corrosive. 

For things that are not to be remedied. 

Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while* 

And like a peacock sweep along his tnU; 

We’ll pall his plumes, and take away his train. 
If Dauphin, and the rest, will be but rul’d. 
Chur. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 

* ®f°M* u t Quite dispirited. 

1 make some necessary dispositions. 

I Funeral mas. 


And of thy cunning bid no diffidence ; 

Oue sadden foil shall never breed distrust. 

Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies. 
And we will make thee famous through the 
world. 

Alen. We’ll set thy statue in some holy place, 
Aud have thee reverenc’d like a blessed saint; 
Employ thee then, sweet virgiu, for our good. 
Puc. Theu thus it must be ; this doth Joan 
devise: 

By fair persuasions, mix’d with sugar’d words. 

We will entice the duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot, aud to follow us. 

Char. Ay, marry, sweetiug, if we could do 
that, 

France were no place for Henry’s warriors ; 

Nor should that nation boast it so with us. 

But be extlrped • from our provinces. 

Alen. For ever should they be expuls’df from 
France, 

Aud not have title to an earldom here. 

Puc• Your honours shall perceive bow I will 
work, 

To bring this matter to the wished end. 

[Drums heard „ 
Hark ! by the souud of drum, )ou may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris-waid. 

An English March. Enter, and pass over 
at a distance, Talbot, and his Forces. 

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread ; 
And all the troops of Euglish after him. 

A French March. Enter, the duke of Bur¬ 
gundy and Forces. 

Now, in the rearward, comes the duke, aud 
his ; 

Fortune, iu favour, make him lag behind. 
Summon a parley, we will talk with him. 

[A Parley sounded. 

Char. A parley with the duke of Burgundy. 
Bur. Who craves a parley with the Bur¬ 
gundy ! 

Puc. The princely Charles of France, thy 
countryman. 

Bur. What say’st thou, Charles 1 for I urn 
marching hence. 

Char. Speak, Pucelle; and enchant him with 
thy words. 

Puc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of 
France ; 

Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee. 
Bur. Speak ou ; hut be not ovcr-tcdiou9. 

Puc. Look on thy country, look ou fertile 
France, 

And see the cities and the towns defac’d 
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe ! 

As looks the mother on her lowly babe. 

When death doth close his tender dying eyes. 
See, see, the pining malady of Frauce ; 

Behold tbe wounds, the most uunatural wounds. 
Winch tbou thyself hast given her woeful breast r 
O turn thy edged sword another way ; 

Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that 
help ! 

One drop of blood, drawn from thy country’s 
bosom. 

Should grieve thee more than streams of foreigu 
gore ; 

Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears. 
And wash away thy country’s staiued spots 1 
Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her 
words. 

Or nature makes me suddenly relent. 

Puc. Besides, all French and France exclaims 
ou thee. 

Doubting tby birth and lawful progeny. 

Who join'sC thou with, bat with a lordly na¬ 
tion. 

That will not trost thee, but for profit's sake f 
When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 
Aud fashion’d thee that instrument of ill. 

Who then but English Henry, will be lord, 

• Rooted Ptti t Expelled. 
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And thou be thrust out, like a fugitive T 
Call we to mind,—and mark but this, for 
proof;— 

Was not the duke of Orleans thy foe 1 
And was be not in England prisoner 1 
But, when they beard he was tinne enemy. 

They set him free, without bis ransom paid. 

In spite of Burgundy, and all bis friends. 

See then! thou tigbt’st against thy countrymen, 
And join’st with them will be thy slaughter¬ 
men, 

Come, come, return; return, thou wandering 
lord ; 

Charles, and the rest, will take thee in their 
arms. 

Bur. 1 am vanquished ; these haughty • words 
of her's 

Ha\e batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot. 

And made me almost yield upon my knees.— 
Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen 1 
And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace: 

My forces and my power of men are your’s 
So, farewell, Talbot; 1*11 no longer trust thee. 
Puc. Done like a Freuchinau, turn, aud turn 
again 1 

Char . Welcome, brave duke 1 thy friendship 
makes us fresh. 

Bast. Aud doth beget new courage in our 
breasts. 

Alen. Pticelie hath bravely played her part in 
this. 

And doth deserve a coronet of gold. 

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our 
powers; 

And seek how we may prejudice the foe. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. —Paris. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and other 
Jjords , Vernon, Basset, £c. To them Tal¬ 
bot, and some of his Officers, 

Tal. My gracious prince, and honourable 
peers, 

Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 

I have a while given truce uuto my wars. 

To do my duty to my sovereign: 

In sign whereof, this ann—that hath reclaim’d 
To your obedience fifty fortresses. 

Twelve cities, aud seven walled towns of 
strength, 

Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem,— 

Lets fall his sword before your highness’ feet; 
And, with submissive loyalty of heart, 

Asciihes the glory of his conquest got, 

First to my God, and next unto your grtce. 

K. Hen. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Glos- 
ter. 

That iiath so long been resident in France ? 

Glo. Yes, if it please your majesty, my 
liege. 

K. Tien. Welcome, brave captain, and victo¬ 
rious lord I 

When T was young, (as yet I am not old,) 

1 do remember bow my father said, 

A stoute; champion uever bandied sword. 

Long since we were resolved + of your truth. 
Your faithful service, and your toil iu war; 

Yet never have you tasted our reward. 

Or been reguerdou’d $ with so much as thanks. 
Because till now we uever saw your face : 
Therefore, stand up; and, for these good de¬ 
serts. 

We here create you earl of Shrewsbury; 

And m our coronation take your place. 

[Exeunt King Henry, Glostbr, Talbot, 
and Nobles . 

Ver. Now, Sir, to you, that were so hot at 
sea, 

Disgracing of these colours, that I wear 
Iq honour of oiy noble lord of York,— 

* Elevated. 1 Confirmed In opinion, 

t Rewarded. 
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Dar’st thou maintain the former words thou 
spak’st T 

Bast, fits. Sir ; as well as you dare patronage 

The envious balking of your saucy tongue 

Against my lord the duke of Somerset. 

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord 1 honour as he is. 

Bas . Why, what is he 1 as good a man as 
York. 

Ver. Hark ye ; not so: in witness, take ye 
that. [Strikes him. 

Bas. Villain, thou kuow’st the law of arms is 
such. 

That who so draws a sword, *tis present death; 

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest 
blood. 

But 1*11 unto his majesty, and crave 

1 may have liberty to 'venge this wrong; 

When tbou shall see. I’ll meet thee to thy cost. 

Ver. Well, miscreant. I’ll be there as soon as 
you: 

And, after, meet you sooner than you would. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I. —The same. — A Room of State. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York, 
Suffolk, Somerset, Winchester, War¬ 
wick, Talbot, the Governor of Paris,and 
others. 

Glo. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his 
head. 

Win . God save king Henry, of that name the 
sixth I 

Glo . Now, governor of Paris, take your oath,— 

[Governor kneels , 
That you elect no other king but him : 

Esteem none friends, but such as are his 
friends ; 

And none your foes, but such as shall pretend * 
Malicious practices against his state : 

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God J 

[Exeunt Gov. and his Train • 

Enter Sir John Fastolke. 

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode from 
Calais, 

To haste unto >our coronation, 

A letter was deliver’d to my hands. 

Writ to your grace from the duke of Burgundy. 

Tul. Shame to the duke of Burgundy aud thee f 
I vow'd, base knight, when I did meet thee 
next. 

To tear the garter from thy craven’s t I eg. 

[Plucking it off 

(Which I have done) because unworthily 
Thou wast installed in that high degree.— 

Paidou me, pi nicely Henry, and the rest: 

This dastaid, at the battle of Patay, 

\\ hen but in all 1 was six thousand strong. 

And that the French were almost ten to one. 
Before we met, or that a stroke was given. 

Like to a trusty squire, did run away; 

Iu which assault we lost twelve hundred men ; 
Myself, aud divers gentlemen beside. 

Were there surpris’d, and taken prisoners. 

Then judge, great loids, if 1 have done amiss; 
Or whether that such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea or no. 

Glo. To say the truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill beseeming any common man; 

Much more a knight, a captain, aud a leader. 
Tal. When hist this order was ordaiu’d, iny 
lords, 

Knights of the garter were of noble birth ; 
Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty J courage. 
Such as were grown to ciedit by the wars; 

Not tearing death, nor shrinking for distress 
But always resolute in most extremes. $ 

* Design. J Menu, dastardly. 

t High. ft he. Id greatcat e&iremhie* 



FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI. Act IV 


480 

He then, that is not furnish’d in this sort. 

Doth but usurp the sacred name of Knight. 
Profaning this moot honourable order; 

And should (if 1 were worthy to be judge,; 

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born swam 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

AT. Hen. Stain to thy countrymen 1 thou hear’st 
thy doom : 

Be packing therefore, thou that wast a knight: 
Henceforth we banish tliee,.on pain of death.— 

[Exit Fastolf*. 

And now, my lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What means his grace, that be hath 
chang’d his style! 

[Viewing the superscription . 
No more but, plaiu and bluntly ,—To the king T 
Hath he forgot, be is his sovereign ? 

Or doth this churlish superscnptiou 
Pretend • some alteration in good will ? 

What’s here ?—/ have, upon especial cause ,— 

[Heads. 

Mov'd with compassion of my country's 
wreck , 

Together with the pitiful complaints 

Of such as your oppression feeds upon, 

Forsaken your pernicious Jaction. 

And join’d with Charles, the rightful king 
of France. 

O monstrous treachery! Can this be so ; 

That in alliance, amity, and oaths, [guile. 

There should be tound such false dissembling 

K. Hen. What 1 doth my uucle Burgundy 
revolt ? 

Glo . He doth, my lord ; and is become your 
foe. 

K . Hen. Is that the worst this letter doth 
contain ? 

Glo . It is the worst, and all, my lord, he 
writes. 

K. Hen . Why then, lord Talbot there shall 
talk with him. 

And give him chastisement for tbis abuse 
My lord, how say you? are not you content? 

Tal. Content, my liegef Yes; but that I am 
prevented, t 

I should have begg'd I might Lave been em¬ 
ploy’d. 

K. Hen. Then gather strength, and march 
unto him straight: 

Let him perceive, bow ill we brook bis trea¬ 
son ; 

And what offence it is, to flout his friends. 

Tal. I go, my lord; iu heart desiring still, 
You may behold coufusiou of jour foes. [Exit. 

Enter Vernon and Basset. 

Ver. Graut me the combat, gracious sove¬ 
reign i 

Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the combat 
•tool 

York. Tbis is my servant: Hear him, noble 
prince ! 

Som. And tbis is mine: Sweet Henry, favour 
him I » 

K. Hen. Be patient, lords; aud give them 
leave to speak.— 

Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim? 
And wherefore crave you combat? or with 
whom 1 

Ver. With him my Iqyd ; for be bath done 
me wrong. 

Bas. And I with him; for be hath done me 
trong. 

K. Hen. what is that wrong whereof you 
troth complain ? 

First let me know, and then I’ll answer you. 

Bas. Crossing the sea from Englaud into 
France, 

This fellow here with envious carping tongue, 
Lpbraided me about the rose I wear; 

Saying—the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master’s blushing cheeks, 

* t Anticipated. 


When stubbornly he did repugn * the truth. 
About a certain question ill the law, 

Argu’d betwixt the duke of York aud him ; 

With other vile and Ignominious terms: 

In confutation of which lude reproach. 

And in defence of my lord’s worthiness, 

I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Ver. And that Is my petition, noble lord: 

For though he seem, with forged quaint con¬ 
ceit. 

To set a gloss upon his bold intent, 

Yet know, my lord, I was provok’d by him; 

Aud he fiist took exceptions at tbis badge, 
Pronouncing that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray’d t the faintness of iny master’s heart. 
York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be 
left? 

Sons. Your private grudge, my lord of York, 
will out, 

Tfaougb ne'er so cunningly you smother it 
A. Hen. Good lord 1 what madness rules in 
brain-sick men ; 

When, for so slight aud frivolous a cause, 

Such factious emulations shall arise !— 

Good cousins both, of York aud Somerset, 

Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York. Let this dissentiou first be tiled by 
tight, 

And then your highness shall command a 
peace. 

Som. The quarrel touebetb none but us 
alone ; 

Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 

iork. Tlicie is my pledge: accept it, So¬ 
merset. 

Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 
Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 
Glo. Confirm it sol Confouuded be your 
strife ( 

And perish ye, with your audacious prate I 
Presumptuous vassals I are you not asbaoi’d. 
With tins immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king aud us! 

And you, my lords,—meiiiiuks, you do not 
well. 

To bear with their perverse objections; 

Much less to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves: 

Let me persuade you take a bettet couise. 

Exe. It grieves lais highness;—Good ui> 
lords; be friends. 

K. Hen. Come hither, you that would be 
combatants: 

Henceforth, 1 charge you, as you love our 
favour, 

Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause.— 
Aud you, iny lords,—remember where we are ; 
In France, amongst a fickle wavering natiou : 

If they perceive dissentiou iu our looks. 

And that within ourselves we disagree, 

How will their grudging stomachs be provok’d 
To wilful disobedience, and rebel ? 

Beside, wbat infamy will there arise. 

When foreign princes shall be certified. 

That, fora toy, a thing of no regard. 

King Henry's peers, and chief nobility. 
Destroy'd themselves, aud lost the realm of 
France ? 

O think.upon the conquest of my father. 

My tender years; and let us not forego 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood: 

Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife. 

1 see no reason, if I wear this rose* 

[Putting on a red Hose . 
That any one should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Somerset than York : 

Both are my kinsmen, aud 1 love them both: 

As well they may upbraid mq with my crown. 
Because forsooth the klug of Scots is crowu’d. 
But your discretions better can persuade. 

Than l am able to iustrnct or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace,, 

So let us still continue peace and love*— 

• t BWtls ■> 
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Cousin of York, we Institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of Fiance:— 

And good my lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of liorsemcu with his bands of 
foot;— 

And, like true subjects, sons of your progeni¬ 
tors, 

Go cheerfully together, and digest 
Your angry choler on jour enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest, 

After some respite, will return to Calais; 

From thence to England ; where 1 hope ere 
long 

To be preoented, by your victories, 

With Charles, Alenqou, and that traitorous 
rout. 

[Flourish Exeunt King. Henry, Glo. Som. 

Win. Suf. and Basset. 

War. My loid of York, 1 promise you, the 
king 

Prettily, methought, did play tbe orator. 

York. And so he did ; but yet I like it not. 

In that he wears the badge of Somerset. 

War. Tush 1 that was but his fancy, blame 
him not: 

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no 
barm. 

York. And if l wist he did,—But let it 
rest; 

Other affairs must now be managed. 

[Exeunt York, Warwick, and Vernon. 
Exs, Well didst thou, Richard to suppress 
thy voice : 

For, had the passions of thy heart burst out, 

I fear we should have seen decipher’d there, 
More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils, 
Thau yet can be imagin’d or suppos’d. 

But howsoe’er, no simple man that sees 
This jarring discord of nobility. 

Tins slioiild’niig of each other in the court. 

This factious hand}iug of their favourites. 

But that it doth presage some ill event. 

*I*« much, * when sceptres are in children’s 
hands ; 

But more, when envy t breeds unkind J divi¬ 
sion ; 

There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. — France.—Before Bourdeaux. 

Enter Talbot with his Forces. 

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trum¬ 
peter, . 

Summon their general unto the wall. 

Trumpet sounds a Parley. Enter , on the 
Walls, the General of the French Forces , 
and others. 

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth. 
Servant in arms to Harry king of England ; 

And thus he would,—Open your city gates. 

Be humble to us; call my sovereign your’s. 

And do him homage as obedient subjects. 

And I'll withdraw me and my bloody power: 
But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace, 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants. 

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing 
tire; 

Who, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braiing towers. 

If you forsake the offer of their love. 

Gen . Thou ominous and fearful owl of death. 
Our nation’s terror, and their bloody scourge ! 
The period of thy tyranny approaches. 

On us thou canst not enter, but by death : . 

For, I protest, we are well fortified. 

And strong enough to issue out and fight: 

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed,' 
Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee: 

On either baud thee there are squadrons pitch’d. 


• Ti» atreuge, ar wonderful. 

T Enmitf. | Uonatural. 


To wall thee from the liberty of flight: 

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress. 

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil, 
And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 

Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacra¬ 
ment. 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 

Lo! theie thou stand’st, a breathing valiant 
mau, 

Of an invincible unconquer’d spirit: 

Tbis is the latest glory of thy piaise. 

That 1, thy enemy, due • tbee withal; 

For ere the glass, that now begins to run. 

Finish the process of his sandy hour. 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured. 
Shall see tbee wither’d, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[Drum afjar ojf. 
Hark! bark! the Dauphin’s drum, a warning 
bell, 

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul; 

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 

[Exeunt General, ^c. from the Walls. 
Tal. He tables not, l hear the enemy;— 

Out, some light horsemeu, aud peruse their 
wings.— 

O negligent aud heedless discipline! 

How are we park’d, and bounded in a pale; 

A little herd of England's timorous deer. 

Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French curs! 

If we be English deer, be then in blood : t 
For rascal-like, % to fall-down with a pinch; 

But rather moody-mad, and despeiate stags 
Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of 
steel, 

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

Aud they shall find dear deer of us, my 
frienas.— 

God and Saint George t Talbot and England’s 
light! 

Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight I 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE III.—Plains in Gascony. 
Enter York, with Forces; to him a Mes¬ 
senger. 

York. Are not the speedy scouts return’d 
again. 

That dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin? 
Mess. They are return’d, my lord; and give 
it out. 

That he is march’d to Bourdeaux with his 
power. 

To fight with Talbot: as be march’d along. 

By your espials § were discovered 
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led ; 
Which join'd with him, and made their march 
for Bourdeaux. 

York. A plague upon that villain Somerset; 
That thus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege ! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid j 
And I am lowted \\ by a traitor villain, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier: 

God comfort him in this necessity I 
If be miscarry, farewell wars in France. 

Enter Sir Willi am Lucr. 

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English 
strength. 

Never so needful on the earth of France, 

Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot; 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron. 

And hemm’d about with gnui destruction : 

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke! to Bourdeaux. 
York! 

Else, farewell, Talbot, France, and England’s 
honour. 

York . O God I that Somerset—who in proud 
heart 

• Endue, honour. + lu high spirit, 

t A nucal deer la tbe term of ehnse for lean poor deer. 
5 Spies. | Vanquished, baffled. 

I 
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Doth stop my comet*—were in Talbot's place I 
So should we save a valiant gentleman, 

Bv foi feiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad re, and wrathful fury, makes me weep. 
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 
Lucy. O send some succour to the distress'd 
,lord I 

York. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike 
word : 

We mourn, Frauce smiles; we lose, they daily 

, get; 

All 'long of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Lucy. Then, God take mercy on brave Tal¬ 
bot’s soul 1 

And on his son, young John ; whom two bours 
since, 

I met in travel toward his warlike father! 

Tins seven >ears did not Talbot see his soil; 
And now they meet where both their live* are 
done. • 

York. Alas! what joy shall noble Talbot 
have. 

To hid his young son welcome to bis grave T 
Away 1 vexation almost stops my breath, 

That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of 
death.— 

Lucy, farewell: no more my fortune can, 

But curse the cause I cannot aid the inan.— 
Maine, Blois, Poictiers, aud Tours, are won 
away, 

'Long all of Somerset, and his delay. 

[Exit. 

Lucy. Thus, while the vulture t of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders. 
Sleeping neglertion doth belrav to los9 
The conquest of oar scarce-cold conqueror. 

That ever-living man of memory, 

Henry the fifth :—Whiles they each other crow. 
Lives, honours, lauds, aud all, hurry to los9. 

[L’r it . 

SCENE IV. — Other Plains of Gascony. 

Enter Somerset, with his Forces; an Offi¬ 
cer of Talbot's with him. 

Som. It is too late; I cannot send them now ; 
This expedition was by York and Talbot, 

Too rashly plotted ; all our general force 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former hotionr. 

By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure: 
York set him on to fight, and die in shame. 

That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the 
name. 

OJJi. Here is Sir William Lacy, who with me 
Set from our o'er-match’d forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Loct. 


Som. How now. Sir William % whither were 
you sent? 

Lucy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and 
sold lord Talbot; J 

Who, ring'd about $ with bold adversity. 

Cries out for .noble York and Somerset, 

To beat assailing death from hit weak legions. 
And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied 
limbs, 

And, in advantage lingering, looks for resene. 
You, his false hopes, the trust of England's 
honour. 

Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 

Let not your private discord keep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid. 
While be, renowned noble gentleman. 

Yields up his life nnto a world of odds t 
Orleans the Bastard, Charles, and Bargandy, 
Alencon, Reignier, compass him about. 

And Talbot perisheth by your default. 


, * Expended, consumed. 

_ ♦ Alluding to the tele of ProoMtboM. 

J Fr ?“ *“• wterljr ruined by the treacherous 
practices ef others. | Encircled. 


Som. York set him ou, York should have 
sent him aid. 

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace 
exclaims: 

Swearing that you withhold his levied host. 
Collected (or this expedition. 

Som. York lies; he might have sent and bad 
the hoist?: 

I owe him little duty, and less love; 

Aud take foul scorn, to fawu ou him by send¬ 
ing. 

Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force 
of Fiance, 

Hath now eutiapp’d the noble-minded Talbot: 
Never to Euglaud shall he bear hi» life ; 

But dies, betray’d to toituue bv your stufe. 

Som. Come, go: 1 will despatch the horse¬ 
men straight : 

Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes lescue : he is ta’en, or 
slain : 

For fly he could not, if he would have fled : 

Aud fly would Talbot uever, though he niicht. 
Som. It he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu I 
Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his shame 
iu you. [ Excurt . 

SCENE V.—Thc English Camp , near hour- 

dcaui. 

Enter Talbot and John his Son . 

Tal. O young John Talbot 1 1 did send for 
thee, 

To tutor thee in stratagems of war ; 

That Talbot's name might be in iliee reviv’d 
When sapless age, and weak unable limbs, 

Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 
But, o malignant and ili-hodmg stars I 
Now thou art come unto a feast of death, • 

A terrible and unavoidcd t dangei : 

Therefore, dear boy, mouut on my swiftest 
horse ; 

And I'll direct thee how thou shalt escape 
By sudden flight : come, dally not, be gone. 
John. Is my name Talbot? and am 1 your 
sou ? 

And 'shall I fly I Oh / if yon love my mother. 
Dishonour not her honourable name, 

To make a bastard and a slave ol me : 

The world will say—He is not Talbots blood. 
That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood. 

Tal. Fly/to revenue my death, if I be slain. 

’ John. He that flies so, will ne’er return 
again. 

Tal. If we both stay, we both are eure to 
die. 

John. Then let me stay; and, father, do 
yon fly: 

Your loss is great, so your regard \ should be; 
My worth unknown, no loss is known m me. 
Upon my death the French cau little boast; 

In your’s they will, in yon all hopes are lost. 
Flight cannot stain the honour you have won * 
But mine it will, that no exploit have dune: 

You fled for vantage every one will swear; 

But, if I bow, they'll say—it was for fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will stay. 

If, the first hour, I shrink aud run away. 

Here, on my knee, I beg mortality, 

Rather than life preserv'd with infamy. 

Tal . Shall aH thy mother's hopes lie la one 
tomb 1 

John . Ay, rather than I’ll shame my mother’s 
womb. 

Tal. Upon my blesslnr I command thee go. 
John . To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 
Tal. Part of thy father may be sav'd iu thee 
John. No part of him, bat will be shame in 
me. 

TaL Thou never badst renown, nor carat not 
lose it. 

• To • field where death will be feasted with •laughter. 

+ For onaroidablo. t Your care of your own 

aafotr. 
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John. Yes, your renowned name; Shall 
flight abuse it ? 

Tal. Thy father's charge Rhall clear thee from 
that stain. 

John. You cannot witness for me being 
slain. 

If death be so apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. And leave my followers here, to fight, 
and die ? 

My age was never tainted with such shame. 
John. And shall my youth be guilty of such 
blame ? 

No more can I be sever’d from your side, 

Thau can yourself yourself in twain divide : 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 

For live I will not, if my father die. 

Tal. Then here 1 take my leave of thee, fair 
son. 

Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 

Come, Mde by side, together live and die; 

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—A Field of Battle. 

Alarum: Excursions , u'herein Talbot’s Son 
is hemmed about , and Talbot rescues 
him. 

Tal. Saint George and victory 1 fight, soldiers, 
fight: 

The regent hath with Talbot broke his word. 

And lett us to the lage of France his sword. 
Where is John Talbot ?—pause, and take thy 
breath ; 

I cave thee life, and rescu’d thee from death. 
John, o twice my father I twice am I thy 
son : 

The life, thou gav’st me first, was lost and 
done ; 

Till with thy warlike 6word, despite of fate. 

To my determin’d* time thou gav’st new 
date. 

Tal. When from the Dauphin’s crest thy 
sword struck fire, 

1! warm’d thy father’s heart with proud desire 
Of bold fac'd victory. Then leaden age. 
Quicken'd with youthful spleen, and warlike 
rage, 

Bpat down Alengon, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And !i <>m the pride of Gallia rescu’d thee. 

The noful bastard Orleans—that drewblood 
From thee, my boy; and had the maidenhood 
Of tin first fight—1 soon encountered ; 

And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of Ins bastard blood ; and, in disgrace. 
Bespoke bun thus : Contaminated , base , 

And misbegotten blood 1 spill of thine , 

Allan end right poor j for that pure blood of 
mine , 

Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave 
boy :— 

Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy. 

Came In strong rescue. 6peak, c tby father’s 
care ; 

Art not thou weary, John? How dost thou 

fare? 

Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly. 

Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry? 

Fly, to revenge my death, when I am dead ; 

The help of one stands me in little .stead. 

O too much folly is it, well I wot. 

To hazard all our lives in one small teat. 

If 1 to-day die not with Frenchmen’s Jags* • 

To-morrow I shall die with mickle age ; 

By me they nothing gain, and if I stay, 

*Tis but the short’ning of my life one day t 
In thee tby mother dies, oar household's 
name, 

Afy death’s revenge, thy youth, and England's 

fame: 

All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ; 

All these are sav'd, if thou wilt fly away, 

* Ended. 
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Jokn. The sword of Orleans hath net made 
me smart. 

These words of your’s draw life-blood from my 
heart: ' 

On that advantage, bought with such a shame. 
(To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame > 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly 
The coward horse, that bears me, fall and die : 
And like • me to ihe peasaut boys of France ; * 

To be shame’s scorn, and subject of mischance l 
Surely, by all the glory you have won. 

And if 1 fly, I am not Talbot’s sou: 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot; 

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot’s foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou tby desperate sire of 
Crete, ' 

Thou Icarus ; tby life to me is sweet: 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father’s side ; 

And, commendable prov’d, let’s die in pride. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—Another part of the same. 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter Talbot wound¬ 
ed supported by a Servant. 

Tal. Where is my other life?—mine own is 
gone ;— 

O where’s young Talbot? where is valiant 
John ?— 

Triumphant death, smear’d with captivity ! + 
Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at thee : 
When he perceiv’d me shrink, and on my 
knee. 

His bloody sword he brandish’d over me. 

And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage, and stem impatience; 

But when ray angry guardant 6tood alone, 
Tend’ring my rum, ; and assail’d of none. 

Dizzy e>*d fury, and great rage of heart. 

Suddenly made him from my side to start 
luto the clnst'riug battle of the French : 

And m that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His overiuounting spint; and there died 
My Icarus, ray blossom, in bis pride* 

Enter Soldiers , bearing the Body of John 
Tax bot. 

Scrv. O my dear lord i lo, where your son is 
borne ! 

Tal. Thou antic death, which laugh’st us 
here to scorn. 

Anon, from tby insulting tyranny. 

Coupled in bonds ot perpetuity. 

Two Talbots, winged through the lither $ sky. 

In iby despite, shall ’scape mortality.— 

O thou whose wounds become kard-favonr’d 
death. 

Speak to thy father, ere thou yield tby breath: 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will, or 
no ; 

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe.'— 

Poor boy 1 be smiles, methinks; as who should 
eay- 

Had death been French, then death had died 
to-day. 

Come, come, and lay him in his father’s 
arms; 

My spirit can no longer bear these harms. 
Soldiers, adieu I I have what I would have. 

Now my old arms are young John Talbotfs 
grave. [Dies* 

Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servants , 
leaving the two Bodies . Enter Charles, 
Alen^on, Burgundy, Bastard, La Pu- 
celle, and Forces. 

Char. Had York and Somerset brought res¬ 
cue in. 

We should have fouud a bloody day of this. 

Bas. How the young whelp of Talbot**, 
raging-wood, ]] 

• Like me, reduce me to o level with, 
t Death mined and dishonoured with captivity 
j ** Watching me with tenderness in my- fall. 

| Flexible, yielding. | Raving mad. 
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Did fifth bis puny sword in Frenchmen’s 
blood I 

Puc. Once I encounter'd him. and thus I 
said,. 

Thou maiden youth, be vanquish'd by a 
maid: 

But, with a proud, mnjestical high scorn. 

He answer’d thus; Young Talbot was not 
born 

To be the pillage of a giglot • wench: 

So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 

He left me proudly as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless, he would have made a noble 
knight: 

See, where he lies inhersed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of lu£ harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones 
asuuder; 

Whose life was England's glory, Gallia’s won¬ 
der. 

Char. O no; forbear: For that which we 
have fled 

Daring the life, let ns not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended; a 
French Herald preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, 

Conduct me fo the Daophin’s tent; to know 
Who hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 

Char • On what submissive message art thou 
sent t 

Lucy. Submission, Dauphin T ’Us a mere 
French word ; 

We English warriors wot not what it means. 

1 come to know what prisoners thou hast ta’en, 
And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prisoners ask’st thou t hell our 
prison is. 

But tell me whom thou seek'st. 

Lucy. Where is the great Alcldes of the field, 
Valiaut lord Talbot, earl of Shrewsbury 1 
Created, for his rare success in arms. 

Great Earl of Washford, Waterford, and Va¬ 
lence ; 

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urcbingfield, 

Lord Strange of Blackraere, lord Verdun of 
Alton, 

Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, lord Fnrnival of 
Sheffield, 

The thrice victorious lord of Falcnnbridge; 
Knight of the noble order of Saint George, 
Worthy saint Michael, and the golden fleece; 
Great mareschal to Henry the sixth, 

Of all his wars within the realm of France ? 

Puc. Here is a silly stately style indeed ! 

The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms bath. 
Writes not so tedious a style as this.— 

Him, that thou magnifiest with all these titles, 
Stinking, and fly blown, lies here at our feet. 
Lucy • is Talbot slain; the Frenchmen’s only 
scourge. 

Your kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis t 
O were mine eye-bails into bullets turn’d. 

That 1, in rage, might shoot them at yonr 
faces I 

O that I could but call these dead to life I 
It were enough to fright the realm of France: 
Were but bis picture left among you here. 

It would amaze f tbe proudest of yon all. 

Give me, Shelr bodies; tbat 1 may bear them 
lienee 

And five them burial as beseems their worth. 
Puc. I think, this upstart is old Talbot’s 
ghost. 

He speaks with such a proud commanding 
spirit. 

For God’s sake, let him have ’em: to keep 
them here, 

They would but stink, and putlrHy the air. 

Char. Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy, m Infer them hence : 

But from their ashes shall be rear'd 
A phoenix that shall make all France afeard. 

a 

t Confoawd* 
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Char. So we be rid of them, do with ’em 
what thou wilt. 

And now to Paris, in this conquering vein; 

All will be oar’s, now bloody Talbot’s slain. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I. — London.—A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Exeteii. 

K. Hen. Have you perus’d the letters frouv 
the pope, 

The emperor aud the earl of Armagnac ? 

Glo. I have, iny lord ; and their intent is 
tins,— 

They humbly 6ue unto your excellence. 

To have a godly peace concluded of, 

Between the realms of England and of France. 
AT. Hen. How doth your grace affect their 
motion T 

Glo. Well, my good lord; and as the only 
means 

To stop eftusion of our Christian blood, 

And ’stabhsb quietness on every side. 

K. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle; tor I always 
thought, 

' It was both impious and unnatural. 

That such immunity • and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith 
Glo. Beside, my lord,—the sooner to elite;. 
And surer bind, this knot of amity,— 

The earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles, 

A man of great authority in France,— 

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
lu marriage, with a large and sumptuous 
dowry. 

K. Hen. Marriage, uncle! alas, my years 
are young; 

And fitter is my study and my books. 

Than wantou dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet, call tbe ambassadors ; and, as you please. 
So let them have their answers e\ery one : 

1 shall be well coutent with any choice, 

Tends to God’s glory, and my country’* weal. 

Enter a Lecate, and two Ambassadors, uith 
Winchester, in a Cardinal's Habit. 

Exe. What I is my lord of Winchester in¬ 
stall’d. 

And call’d unto a cardinal’s degree! 

Then, I perceive, that will be verified, 

Henry the fifth did sometime prophesy,— 

Jf once he come to be a cardinal, 

He'll make his cap co-equal with the croun - 
AT. Hen. My lords ambassadors, your stvu.il 
suits 

Have been consider'd and debated on. 

Your purpose is both good and reasonable: 

And, therefore, are we certainly resolv’d 
To draw couditions of a friendly peace; 

Which, by my lord of Winchester, we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord you* 
master,— 

I have inform'd his highness so at large. 

As—liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts, 

Her beauty, and the value of her dower,— 

He doth intend she shall be England’s queen. 

AT. Hen. In argument and proof of which, 
contract. 

Bear her this Jewel, [To the Amb.] pledge of my 
affection. 

And bo, my lord protector, see them guarded. 
And safely brought to Dover; where, inshipp'd. 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 

. [Exeunt King Henry and Train ; 
Gloster, Exeter, and Ambassa¬ 
dors. 

Win . Stay, my lord legate ; you shall first 
receive. 
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The sum of money, which I promised 
Should he deliver’d to bis holiness 
For clothing ine in these giave ornaments. 

Leg. I will attend upon your lord&liip’s lei -1 
sure. 

Win. Now, Winchester will not submit I 
trow. 

Or be infciior to the proudest peer. 

Humphrey of Gloster, thou shnlt well perceive. 
That, neither in birth, or for authority, 

The bishop will be overborne by thee: 

I’ll either make thee stoop, and bend tby 
knee. 

Or sack this country with a mutiny. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—France.—Plains in Anjou. 

Enter Charles, Buhgundt, Alkncon, La 
Pucelle, and Forces marching. 

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our 
drooping spirits: 

'Tis said, the stout Parisians do revolt. 

And turn again unto the warlike French. 

Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of 
France, 

And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 
Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn 
to us ; 

Else, ruin combat with their palaces i 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Success unto our valiant general. 

And happiness to his accomplices 1 
Char. What tidings send our scouts? I pr'y- 
tbee, speak. 

Mess. The English army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin’d in one; 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somewhat too sudden. Sirs, the warn¬ 
ing is ; 

Out we will presently provide for them. 

Bur. 1 trust the ghost of Talbot is not 
there ; 

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 
Puc. Of all base passions, fear is most ac- 
curs'd 

Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be 
thine ; 

Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char. Then ou, my lords; And Frauce be for¬ 
tunate I [ Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.—Before Angicrs. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter La Puczllb. 

Puc. The regent conquers, and the French¬ 
men fly.— 

Now help, ye charming spells, and periapts ;• 
And ye choice spirits that admonish me. 

And give me signs of future accidents 1 

[Thunder. 

You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, f 
Appeal, and aid me in this enterprize 1 

Enter Fiends . 

This speedy quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accustom’d diligence to me. 

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull'd 
Out of the powerful regions under earth, 

Help me this once, that France may get the field. 

[They walk about and speak not . 
O hold me not with silence over-long 1 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
I’ll lop a member off, and give It you. 

Id earnest of a further benefit; 

So you do condescend to help me now.— 

[They hang their heads. 

• Charma sewed tip i of these, the flnt chapter of 
St. John's |Ot|»e! was deemed the most efficacious. 

t Tbs north wss supposed to bo the particular habita¬ 
tion of had spirit!. 
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No hope to have redress ?—My body shall 
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit. 

[They shake their heads • 
Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrifice^ 

Entreat you to your wouted furtherance ? 

Then take my soul; my body, sopl, and all. 
Before that England give the French the foil. 

_ . [They depart. 

See I they forsake me. Now the tune is come. 
That France must vail • her lofty-plumed crest. 
And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incantations are too weak. 

And bell too strong for me to buckle with : 

Now, Frauce, tby glory droopetb to the dust. 

[Exit. 

Alarums. Enter French and English, fight¬ 
ing. La Pucelli and York .fight hand 
to hand. La Pugkllk is taken. The French 
fly. 

York. Damsel of France, I think I have you 
fast: 

Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms. 
And try if they can gam your liberty.— 

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace t 
8ee, how the ugly witch doth bend ber brows. 

As if, with Circe, she would change my shape. 
Puc. Chang’d to a worser shape thou canst 
not be. 

York. O Charles the Dauphin is a proper 
man ; 

No shape but his can please yoar dainty eye. 
Puc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles, 
and thee I 

And may you both be suddenly surpris'd 
By bloody hands, in sleeping on yoar beds 1 
York. Fell, banning t hag 1 enchantress, hold 
thy tongue. 

Puc. I pr’ythee, give me leave to corse a 
while. 

York. Curse, miscreant, when thou coraest to 
the stake. [Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter Suffolk, Leading in Lady 
Margaret. 

Suff. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

[Gazes on her • 

O fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fly; 

For I will touch thee but with reverent bands. 
And lay them geutly on thy teuder side. 

I kiss these Angers [Kissing her hand .] for 
eternal peace: 

Who art thou 1 say, that I may honour thee. 
Mar. Margaret my name; and daughter to a 
king, 

The king of Naples, whosoe’er thou art. 

Suff. An earl I am, and Suffolk am 1 call’d. 
Be not offended, nature’s miracle. 

Thou art allotted to be ta’en by me : 

So doth the swan ber downy cygnets save. 
Keeping them prisoners underneath ber wings. 
Yet, if ibis servile usage once offend. 

Go, and be free again as Suffolk’s fiiend. 

[AVte turns atcay as going. 
O stay I—I have no power to let her pass; 

My baud would frfee her, but my heart says— 
no. 

As plays the sun upon the glassy streams. 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 

So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak: 

I'll call for pen and ink, and write my mind : 
Fie, De la Poole 1 disable not thyself; J 
Hast not a tongue ? is the not here thy pris¬ 
oner T 

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's sight t 
Ay ; beauty’s princely majesty is such. 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses 
rough. 

Mar. Say earl of Suffolk,—if thy name be 
so,— 

• liwir. ♦ Tfc ban Is to cim. 

I" Do sot rapitKnt tbyeelf so weak.” 

• 
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What ransom must I pay before I pass T 
For, I perceive, 1 am thy prisoner. 

Stiff . How cau'st thou tell, she will deny tby 
suit. 

Before thou make a trial of ber love ? [Aside. 

Mar • Why speak'st thou not I what ransom 
must 1 payf 

Suff. She's beautiful; and therefore to be 
woo'd : 

She is a woman; therefore to be won* [Aride. 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom, yea, or 
no? 

Suff. FoikI manI remember that thou bast a 
wife; 

Then how can Margaret be thy paramour ? 

[Aside. 

Mar, I were best leave him, for he will not 
bear. 

Suff. There all is marr*d; there lies a cool¬ 
ing card. 

Mar. He talks at random: sure, the man is 
inad. 

Suff. Aud yet a dispensation may be had. 

Mar. And yet 1 would that you would auswer 
me. 

Suff. i'll win this lady Margaret. For whom ? 
Why, for my king: Tush 1 that's a wooden 
thing. • 

Mar. He talks of wood : It is some car¬ 
penter. 

Suff. Yet so mv fancy t may be satisfied. 

And peace established between these realms. 

But there remains a scruple ui that too: 

For though her father be the king of Naples, 
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is be poor. 

And our nobility will scorn the match. [Aside. 

Mar. Hear ye, caplaiu I Are you uot at lei¬ 
sure 1 

Suff. It shall be so, disdain they ne’er so 
much : 

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield.— 
Madam, 1 ha\e a secret to rexeal. 

Mar. What though 1 be enthrall'd 1 he seems 
a knight. 

And will not any way dishonour me. * [Arirfe. 

Suff. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Mar. Perhaps, 1 shall be rescu’d by the 
French ; 

And then I need not crave his courtesy. 

[Aside. 

Suff. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a 
cause— 

Mar. Tush I women have been captivate ere 
now. [Aside. 

Suff. Lady, wherefore talk you so ? 

Mar. I cry you mercy, *tis but quid for quo. 

Suff. Say, gentle princess, would you not 
suppose 

Your bondage happy, to be made a queen ? 

Mar. To be a queen in bondage, is more vile 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 

For princes should be free. 

Suff. And so shall you. 

If happy England's royal king be free. 

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom uuto 
me? 

Suff. I’ll undertake to make thee Henry's 
queen ; 

To put a golden sceptre in tby hand. 

And set a precious crown upon thy head, 
if thou wilt condescend to be my— 

Mar. What ? 

Suff. His love. 

Mar • I am unworthy to be Henry's wtffe. 

Suff. No, gentle madam; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife. 

And have no portion iti the choice myself. 

How say you, madam: are you so content? 

Mar. An if my father please, I am content. 

Suff. Then call our captaius and our colon! s 
forth: 

• An awkward business, an undertaking mat likely 1» 

succeed. 

t Love. 

I 
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And, madam, at your father's castle waifs 
We'll crave a parley, to confer with him. 

[Troops come forward. 

A Parley sounded. Enter Reigmbr, on tha 

Walla, 

Suff. See, Reign ier, see, tby daughter pri¬ 
soner. 

Reig. To whom t 
Stiff. To me. 

Reig. Suffolk, what remedy ? 

I am a soldier; and unapt to weep. 

Or to exclaim on fortune's fickleness. 

Suff. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lords 
Consent (and for thy honour give consent,) 

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king; 
Whom 1 with pain have woo'd and wou thereto ; 
And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gaiu'd thy daughter princely liberty. 

Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks ? 

Stiff. Fair Margaret knows. 

That Suffolk doth uot fialter, face, • or feign. 

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend. 
To give thee answer of thv just demand. 

[Es.it, from the Walls • 
Stiff. And here I will expect thy coming. 

Trumpets sounded. Enter Rkignier, below. 

Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our tern- 
torics ; 

Command in Anjou what your houotir pleases. 
Suff'. Thanks, Reigmer, happy for so sweet a 
child. 

Fit to be made companion with a king*. 

What answer makes your grace unto my suit ? 
Reig. Since thou dost deign to woo her little 
worth. 

To be the princely bride of such a lord ; 

Upon condition 1 may quietly 

Enjoy mine own, the county Maine, aud Anjou, 

Free from oppression, or the stroke of xxai. 

My daughter shall be Henry's, if he please. 

Suff. That is her ransom, 1 deliver hei ; 

Aud those two counties, 1 will undertake. 

Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And I again,—in Hemy's royal name, 
As deputy unto that gracious king. 

Give thee her hand, tor sign of plighted faith. 
Suff. Retgnier of France, 1 give thee kingly 
thanks. 

Because this is in traffic of a king: 

And yet, metliinks, 1 could be well coutent 
To be mine own attorney in this case. [AriJe. 
I’ll over then to England with this news, 

And make tlm marriage to be soleiniz’d ; 

So, farewell, Reignier! Set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would emhracc 
The Christian prince, king Henry, were he 
here. 

Afar. Farewell, my lord 1 Good wishes, praise, 
and prayers. 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Going. 
Suff. Farewell, sweet madam 1 But hark you, 
Margaret; 

No princely commendations to roy kins ? 

Mar. Such commendations as become a 
maid, 

A virgin, and his servant Bay to him. 

Suff. Words sweetly plac'd aud modestly 
directed. 

But, madam, I most trouble yon again,— 

No loving token to his majesty 1 
Mar, Yea, my good lord; a pure uuspotted 
heart. 

Never yet taint with love, I send the king. 

Suff. And this withal. [Kisses her. 

Mar. That for thyself I will not so presume. 
To send such peevish t tokens to a king. 

[Exeunt Reignier and Margaret* 
Suff, O wert thou for myself 1—But, Sudoik, 
stay.; 

• Flay tbs hypocrite. ? ChUttab- 
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Thou may’st not wander in that labyrinth; 

There Minotaurs and ugly treasons lurk. 

Solicit Henry with her wond’rous praise : 
Bethink thee on her vutues that surmount; 

Mad, * natural graces that extinguish art; 

Repeat their semblance often on the seas. 

That, when thou com’st to kneel at Henry’s 
feet. 

Thou may’st bereave him of his wits with won-, 
der. [Exit. 

SCENE IV.—Camp of the duke of Yoke, in 

Anjou. 

Enter York, Warwick, and others. 

Yoik. Bring forth that sorceress, condemn’d 
to burn. 

Enter La Pucelle, guarded, and a Shep¬ 
herd. 

Shcp. Ah I Joan I this kills thy father's heart 
outright 1 

Have I sought every country far and near. 

And now it is iny chance to find thee out. 

Must 1 behold thy timeless t cruel death 1 
Ah 1 Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I’ll die with 
thee I 

Puc. Decrepit miser \ t base ignoble wretch 1 
1 am descended of a gentler blood ; 

Thou art no father, nor no friend of mine. 

S/tep. Out, out I—My lords, an please you, 'tis 
not so ; 

I did beget her, all the parish knows: 

Her mother liveth yet, can testify. 

She was the fiist fruit of my bachelorship. 

War. Graceless 1 wilt tliou deny thy parent¬ 
age ? 

York. This argues what her kind of life hath 

been ; 

Wicked and vile ; and so her death concludes. 
Shep. Fie, Joan 1 that thou wilt be so ob¬ 
stacle I $ 

God knows, thou art a collop of my flesh; 

And lor thy sake have 1 shed many a tear: 

Deny me not, 1 pr’ythee, gentle Joan. 

Puc. Peasant, avaunt 1—You have suborn'd 
this man. 

Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. 

Shep. ’Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest. 
The iiiv> r n that 1 was wedded to her mother.— 
Kneel oown and take my blessing, good iny 
girl. 

Wilt thou not stoop ? Now cursed be the time 
Of thy nativity 1 I would the milk 
Thy mother gave thee, when thou suck’dst her 
breast. 

Had b'-en a little ratsbane for thy sake! 

Oi **lsr, when thou didst keep my Jambs a-field, 

I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee ! 

Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab? 

O burn her, burn her; hanging is too good. 

[Exit. 

York. Take her away ; for she hath liv’d too 
long, 

To flU the world with vicious qualities. 

Puc. Fir si, let me tell you whom you have 
condemn'd : 

Not me begotten of a shepherd swain. 

But issu’d from the progeny of kings ; 

Vntuoiis and holy ; chosen from above. 

By inspiration of celestial grace. 

To work exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never nad to do with wicked spirits: 

But you, that are polluted with your lusts. 

Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents 
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,*— 
Because you want the grace that others have. 

You judge it straight a thing impossible 
To compass wonders, hut by help of devils. 

No, misconceived IU Joan of Arc hath been 

* Wild. t Untimely. 

t Miter here simply meant a miserable creature. 

§ A corruption of obstinate* 

| " No, ye misconceivors, ye who mistake me and my 
dualities ’* 


A virgin from her tender Infancy, 

Chaste and immaculate in very thonght; 

Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously eflbs’d, 

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaveu. 
York. Ay, ay away with her to execution. 
War. And hark ye. Sirs; because she is a 
maid. 

Spare for no fagots, let there be enough : 

Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake, 

That so her torture may be shortened. 

Pue. Will nothing turn your unrelenting 
hearts T— 

Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity. 

That warranteth by law to be thy piivilege.— 

1 am with child, ye bloody homicides : 

Murder not then the fruit within my womb. 
Although ye bale me to a violent death. 

York. Now heaven forfend 1 the holy maid 
with child ? 

War . The greatest miracle that e’er ye 
wrought: 

Is all your strict preciseness come to this f 
York. She and the Dauphin have been jug¬ 
gling : 

I did imagiue what would be her refuge. 

War. Well, go to ; we will have no bastards 
live; 

Especially, 6ince Charles must father it. 

Puc. You are deceiv'd ; my child is none of 

lus; 

It was Alenqon, that enjoy’d my love. 

York. Alcnqon 1 that notorious Machiavel! 

It dies, an if it had a thousand lives. 

Puc. O give me leave, 1 have deluded yon; 
’Twas neither Charles, nor yet the hake I 
nam’d. 

But Reiguier, king of Naples, that prevail'd. 

War. A married man 1 that’s most intoler¬ 
able. 

York. Why, here’s a girl! I tbiuk she knows 
not well, 

There were so many, whom she may accuse. 
War. It’s sign she hath been liberal and 
free. 

York. And, yet, forsooth, she is a virgin 
pure.— 

Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee: 
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 

Puc. Then lead me hencewith whom I 
leave my curse : 

May never glorious suu reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode ( 

But darkness aud the gloomy shade of death 
Environ you; till mischief, and despair. 

Drive >ou to break your necks, or hang your¬ 
selves! [Exit, guarded. 

York. Bieak thou in pieces, and consume to 
ashes. 

Thou foul accursed minister of bell 1 

Enter Cardinal Beaufort, attended. 

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 

For, know, my lords, the states of Christendom, 
Mov’d with remorse • of these outrageous 
broils. 

Have eaiuestl> implor'd a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French; 

And here at band the Dauphin, aud his train, 
Approacbetb, to confer about some matter. 

York. Is all our travail turn’d to this effect f 
After the slaughter of so tnauy peers. 

So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers, 

That in this quarrel have been overthrown. 

And sold their bodies for their country’s be¬ 
nefit. 

Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace ? 

Have we not lost most part of all the towns* 

By treason, falsehood, and by treachery. 

Our great progenitors had conquered ?— 

O Warwick, Warwick 1 I foiesee with grief 
The utter loss of all the realm of France. 


* ConpauioD. 
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War. Be patient, York: If we conclude a 
peace, 

It shall be with such strict and severe cove¬ 
nants. 

As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Enter Charles, attended; Alenson, B\s- 
tard, Krignikr, and others . 

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus 
agreed. 

That peaceful truce shall be proclaim'd in 
France, 

We come to be Informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league mnst be. 

York . Speak, Winchester; for boiling choler 
chokes 

The hollow passage of my poison'd voice. 

By sight of these our baleful • enemies. 

Win. Charles, and the rest, it is enacted 
thus: 

That—in regard king Henry gives consent. 

Of mere conipassinu, and of lenity. 

To ease your country of distressful war, 

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace,— 

You shall become true liegemen to Ins crown : 
And, Charles, upou condition thou wilt swear 
To pay liitn tribute, and submit thyself. 

Thou slralt be plac'd as viceroy under him. 

And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

Aten. Must he be then as shadow of him¬ 
self. 

Adorn his temples with a coronet, + 

And jet, in substance and authority. 

Retain bnt privilege of a private man f 
This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

Char. Tis known, already, that I am pos¬ 
sess'd 

With more than half the Gallian territories. 

And therein reveienc’d for their lawful king : 
Shall 1, for lucre of the rest uiivanquish’d. 
Detract so much from that prerogative, 

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole ? 

No, lord ambassador; I’ll rather keep 
That which 1 have, than, coveting for more. 

Be cast from possibility of all. 

York. Insulting Charles I hast thou by secret 
means 

Used intercession to obtain a league ; 

And, now the matter grows to compromise, 
Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison ? 

Either accept the title thou usurp'6t. 

Of benefit $ proceeding from our king. 

And not or any challenge of desert. 

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 
To cavil In the course of this contract: 

If once it be neglected, ten to one. 

We shall not find like opportunity. 

Aten. To say the truth, it is your policy. 

To save your subjects from such massacre, 

And ruthless slaughters, as are daily seen 
By oor proceeding in hostility: 

And therefore take this compact of a trace. 
Although you break it when your pleasure 
serves. [Aside, to Charles. 

War. How say’st thou. Chariest shall our 
condition stand t 
Char. It shall: 

Only reserv'd, yon claim no interest 
In any of our towns of garrison. 

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty ; 
As thou art knight, never to disobey, 

Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, 
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of En¬ 
gland.— 

[Charles, and the rest, give Tokens of 
fealty. 

So, now dismiss your army when ye please; 
Haug up your ensigns, let your drums be still. 
For here we enter tain a solemn peace. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE V. — London.—A Room in the Palace . 

Enter Kins, Henry, in conference with Suf¬ 
folk ; Gloster and Exeter following. 

K. Hen. Your woudrous rare description, 
noble earl. 

Of beauteous Margaret bath astonish'd me: 

Her virtues, graeed with external gifts. 

Do breed love's settled passions in my heart : 
And like'as rigour iu tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide ; 

So am 1 driven, by breath of her renown. 

Either to suffer shipwreck, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Sujf. Tush! my good lord I this superficial tale 
Is but a preface of her worthy praise: 

The chief perfections of that lovely dame, 

(Had 1 sufficient skill to utter them,) 

Would make a volume of enticing lines, 

Able to ravish any dull conceit. 

And which is more, she is not so divine. 

So full replete with choice of all delights. 

But, with as humble lowliness of mind. 

She is content to be at your command ; 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents. 

To love aud honour Henry as her lord. 

K. Hen. Aud otherwise will Henry ne'er 
presume. 

Therefore, my lord protector, give consent. 

That Margaret may be England's royal queen*. 

Glo. So should I give consent to flatter sin. 
You kuow, my lord, youi highness is betroth’d 
Unto another lady ot esteem ; 

How shall we then dispense with that coutrict, 
Aud not deface your honour with reproach t 
Suff. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 

Or oue, that, at a tiiumph * having vow’d 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary's odds : 

A poor earl's daughter is unequal odds, 

And therefore may be broke without otlence. 

Glo . Why what, I pray is Margaret more than 
that ? 

Her father is no better than an earl. 

Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Sujf. Yes, my good lord, her father is a king ; 
The king of Naples and Jerusalem ; 

And of such great authority iu France, 

As his alliance will confirm our peace, 

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glo. And so the earl of Arinaguac may do. 
Because lie is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Exe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant liberal 
dower; 

While Rciguier sooner will receive ttaau give. 
Suff. A dower, my lords I disgrace not so your 
king. 

That he should be so abject, base, and poor. 

To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 
Henry is able to enuch his queen, 

And not to seek a queen to make him rich: 

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives, 

As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse.* 
Marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Than to be dealt in by attorneyship, t 

Not whom we will, but whom his grace affects. 

Must be companion of his nuptial bed : 

Aud therefore, lords, since be affects her most. 
It most of all these reasons bindeth us. 

In our opinions she should be preferr'd. 

For what is wedlock forced, but a hell. 

An age of discord aud continual strife t 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss. 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. [king, 

Whom should we match with Henry, being a 
But Margaret, that is daughter to a king T 
Her peerless feature, joined with her birth. 
Approves her fit for none, but for a king: 

Her valiant courage, and uudaunted spirit, 
(More than in women commonly is seen,) 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 


• Baneful* 

t Coronet U here uaed for c r own. 

1 " Be content to lire as the beneficiary of our King.** 


• A triumph then aif uified a public exhibition i such 
as a mask, or ret el. 

t By the discretional ageucy of another. 
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For Henry, son unto a conqueror 
Is likely to beget more conquerors. 

If with a lady of so high resolve. 

As is fair Margaret, he be link’d in love. 

Then yield, my lords; .and here conclude with 
me, 

That Margaret shall be queen, and none bnt 
she. 

K. Hen . Whether it be through force of youfl 
report, 

My noble lord of Suffolk; or for what 
My tender youth was uever yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell: but this I am assur'd, 

I feel 6iich sharp dlssention in my breast, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 
Take, therefore, shipping; post, my lord to 
France: 

Agree to any covenants: and procure 
That lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross the seas to England, and be crown'd 
King Henry's faithful and anointed qneen i 


For your expenses and sufficient charge. 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I say : for, till you do return, 

1 rest perplexed with a thousand cares.— 

And you, good uncle, banish all offence: 

If you do censure * me by what you were. 

Not what you are, I know it will excuse 
This sudden execution of my will. 

And so conduct me, where from company, 

1 matrevolve and ruminate my grief. [Exit, 
Gift Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and 
last. [Exeunt Gloster and Exkter. 
Suff* Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d: and thus be 
goes. 

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece; 

With hope to And the like event in love. 

But prosper better than the Trojan did. 

Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the 
king; 

But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. 

[Exit. 

• Judge, 
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Scene, disperscdly in various parts of England. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I x — London,—A Room of State in 

the Palace, 

Flourish of Trumpets: then Hautboys, En¬ 
ter, on one side. King Henry, Duke of 
Gloster, Salisbury, Warwick, and Car¬ 
dinal Beaufort ; on the other. Queen 
Margaret, led in by Suffolk; York,Som¬ 
bre at, Buckingham, and others, follow¬ 
ing, 

Suf, As by your high Imperial majesty, 

I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As procurator to your excellence. 

To marry princess Margaret for yonr grace ; 

So, in the famous ancient city, Tours, 

In presence of the kings of France and Sicll, 

The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, and 
Alettgon, [bishops, 

Seven earls, twelve barons, twenty reverend 


I have perform’d my task, and was espous’d: 
And humbly now upon my bended knee. 

In sight of England and her lordly peers, 

Deliver up my title in the queen 
To yonr most gracious hands, that are the sub¬ 
stance 

Of that great shadow I did represent; 

The happiest gift that ever marquis gave, 

The fairest queen that ever king receiv'd. 

K. Hen . Suffolk, atise.—Welcome, queen 
Margaret: 

I can express no kinder sign of love, 

Thau tbit kind kiss.—O Lord, that lends me 
life, 

Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness! 

For thon hast given me, in this beauteons 
face, 

A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

9 Q. Mar, Great king of England, and my 
gracious lord; 



Scene 1 

The mutual conference that my mind bath 
had • 

By day, by night, waking, and in my dreams. 

In courtly company, or at my beads. 

With you mine alder-ltefest t sovereign, 

Makes me the bolder to salute my king 
With ruder terms; such as my wit affords. 

And over-joy of heart doth minister. 

AT. Hen. Her sight did ravish : but her grace 
in speech. 

Her words >-clad with wisdom’s majesty. 

Makes me, from wondering fail to weeping 
joys, 

Such is the fulness of my heart’s content.— 
Lords, with one cheerful voice, welcome my 
love. 

All. Lon* live queen Margaret, England’s 
happiuess I 

Q . Mar. We thank yon all. [Flourish. 

Suf. My lord protector, so it please your 
grace, 

Here are the articles of contracted peace. 
Between our sovereign and the French king 
Charles, 

For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

Glo. [Reads.\ Imprimis, It ijf agreed be¬ 
tween the French King , Charles , and Wil¬ 
liam de la Poole , marquis of Suffolk , ambas¬ 
sador for Henry king of England , that the 
said Henry shall espouse the lady Margaret, 
daughter unto Reignier king of Naples , Si¬ 
cilia, and Jerusalem ; and crown her queen 
of England, ere the thirtieth of May next 

ensuing. -Item,— That the dutchy of Anjou 

and the county of Maine, shall be released 
and delivered to the king her father— 

K. Hen. Uncle, how now? 

Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord ; 

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the 
heart. 

And dimm'd mine eyes, that I can read no 
further. 

K. Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read 
on. 

TVin. item,— It is further agreed between 
them , that the dutchies of Anjou and Maine 
shall be released and delivered over to the 
king her father ; and she sent over of the king 
of England's own proper cost and charges , 
without having doivry. 

K. Hen. They please us well.—Lord mar¬ 
quis, kneel down ; 

We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 

And gut thee with the sword. 

Cousin of York, we here discharge your grace 
From being regent in the parts of France, 

Till term of eighteen months be full expir’d. 
Thanks, uncle Winchester, Glo&ter, York, and 
Buckingham, 

Somerset, Salisbury, and Warwick: 

We thank you all for this great favour done, 
lu entertainment to my princely queen. 

Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide 
To see be* coionation be perform’d. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk. 
Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the 
state. 

To yon duke Humphrey most unload his grief. 
Your grief, the common grief of ail the land. 
What 1 did my brother Henry spend bis youth. 
His valour, coin, and people, in the ware? 

Did he so often lodge in open field. 

In winter’s cold, and summer’s parching heat. 

To conquer France, his true Inheritance t 
And did my brother Bedford toil his wits. 

To keep by policy what Henry got ? 

Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious War¬ 
wick, 

Receiv’d deep scars in France and Normandy ? 


•tan the bolder to address yoa, haring already hr 
miliarizeti you to my imagination. t Bals t ad 

•boro nil things. 
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Or hath my uncle Beaufort, and myself. 

With all the learned council of the realm. 
Studied so long, sat in the council-house. 

Early and late, debating to and fro 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept 
in awe ? 

And hath his highness in his iufancy 
Been crown'd in Paris, in despite ot foes 1 
And shall these labours, and these honours, 
die? 

Shall Henry’s conquest, Bedford's vigilance. 

Your meds of war, and all our counsel, die t 
O peers of England, shameful is this league l 
Fatal this marriage, cancelling your lame; 
Blotting your names from books of memory; 
Razing the characters of your renown ; 

Defacing monuments of conquer’d France; 
Undoing all, as all had never been ! 

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate dis¬ 
course ? 

This peroration with such circumstance ? • 
i For France, 'tis our’s: and we will keep it still. 

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can; 
But now it is impossible we should : 

Suffolk, the new-made duke that rales the 
roast, 

Hath given the dutebies of Anjon and Maine 
Unto the poor king Reignier, whose large style 
Agrees not with the leanness of his purse. 

Sal. Now, by the death of hnn that died for 
all, 

These couuties were the kevs of Normandy :— 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant 
sou ? 

War. For grief, that they are past recovery: 
For, were there hope to conquer them again. 

My sword should shed hot blood, miue eyes lo 
tears. 

Anjou and Maine 1 myself did win them both ; 
Those provinces these aims of mine did con* 
quer : 

And are the cities, that I got with wounds. 
Deliver’d up again with peaceful words? 

Mort Dieu ! 

York. For Suffolk's duke—may he be suffo¬ 
cate, 

That dims the honour of this warlike isle I 
France should have torn and rent my very 
heart. 

Before I would have yielded to this league. 

I never read hut England’s kings have had 
Large sums of gold, and dowiies, with their 
wives : 

And our king Henry gives away his own, 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Glo. A proper jest, and never heard before. 
That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth. 
For costs and charges in transporting her 1 
She should have staid in France, and starv’d in 
France, 

Before- 

Car. My lord of Gloster, now you grow too 
hot; 

It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Glo. My lord of Winchester, 1 know your 
mind ; 

'.Tis not my speeches that you do mislike. 

But ’tis ray presence that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out: Proud prelate, in thy lace 
I see thy fury: if I longer stay. 

We shall begin our ancient bickerings. ■»— 
Lordings, farewell; and say, when 1 am gone, 

I prophesied—France will be lost ere long. 

[Exit. 

Car . So, there goes our protector in a rage. 
’Tis known to you he is mine enemy: 

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all; 

And no great frieud, I fear me, to the king. 
Consider, lords, he is the next of biood. 

And heir apparent to the English crown ; 

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 

*■ This speech crowded with so many circumstances of 
aggravation. f Skinmsbiugs. 


SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI 



SfcUUND rAKl Ut JUJNU WUJNKY VI. ^ i. 


And all the wealthy King dome of the west. 
There’s reason be should be displeas'd at it. 
Look to it, lords: let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts: be wise, and" circum¬ 
spect. 

What though the common people favour him. 
Calling him— Humphrey, the good duke oj 
Gloster; 

Clapping their bands, and cr)i»8 with loud 
voice— 

Jesti maintain your royal excellence l 
With— God preserve the good duke Humph¬ 
rey! 

I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss. 

He will be found a dangerous protector. 

Buck. Why should be then protect our sove¬ 
reign. 

He being of age to govern of himself f— 

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 

And all together, with the duke of Suffolk, 

We'ii quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his 
seat. 

Car. This weighty business will not brook 
delay; 

I'll to the duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit. 

Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Hum¬ 
phrey’s pride, 

And greatness of bis place be grief to us, 

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal; 

His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land beside; 

If Gloster be displac'd, be’il be protector. 

Buck. Or tbou, or I, Somerset, will be pro¬ 
tector, 

Despight duke Humphrey, or the cardinal. 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Soxkrskt. 

Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows 
him. 

While these do labour for their own prefer¬ 
ment. 

Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 

I never saw but Humphrey duke of Gloster 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman. 

Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal. 

More like a soldier tbau a man o'tbe ebureh. 

As stout, aud proud as he were lord of all. 

Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 
Unlike the ruler of a common-weal.— 

Warwick, my sou, the comfort of my age! 

Thy deeds, tby plainness, and thy house-keeping, 
Hath won the greatest favour of the commons. 
Excepting none but good duke Humphrey.— 
And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline; 

Thy late exploits, done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert regent for our sovereign. 

Have made thee fear'd and honour'd of the 
people 

Join we together for the public good: 

In what we can to bridle and suppress 
The pride of Suffolk and the cardinal, 

With Somerset's and Buckingham's ambition; 
And, as we may, cherish duke Humphrey's 
deeds, , 

While they do tend the profit of the land. 

War. So God help Warwick, as be loves the 
land. 

And common profit of his country ! 

York . And so says York, for be hath greatest 
cause. 

Sal . Then let's make baste away, and look 
unto the main. 

War. Unto the main! O father, Maine is 
lost; 

That Maine, which by main force, Warwick 
did win. 

And wonld have kept, so long as breath did 
last: 

Main Chance, father* yon meant; bat I meant 
Maine; 

Which I will win from France, or else he slain. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Samsbubt. 

York. Apjou and Maine are given ^e 
French; 


Paris is lost; the state of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle • point, now they are gone t 
Suffolk concluded on the articles: 

The peers agreed; and Henry was well pleas'd. 
To change two dukedoms for a duke's fair 

daughter. 

I cannot blame them all; what Is't to them f 
Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of thei.* 
pillage. 

And purchase friends, and give to courtezans. 
Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone: 

While as the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless 
hands. 

Aid shakes his bead, and trembling stands 
aloof. 

While all is shar'd, and all is borne away; 
Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own. 

So York must sit, and fret, and bite Ins tongue, 
While his own lands arc bargain'd for and 
sold. [Ireland, 

Methinks, the ‘realms of England, France, auil 
Bear that proportion to my flesh and bloon. 

As did the fatal brand Althea buru'd, 

Unto the prince's heart of Calydon. t 
Anjou and Maine, both given unto the French! 
Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France, 
Even as 1 have of fertile England's soil. 

A day will come, when York shall claim his 
own ; 

And therefore I will take the Nevil's parts. 

And make a show of love to proud duke 
Humphrey, 

And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown ; 
For that's the golden mark I seek to bit: 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right. 

Nor hold the sceptre in liis childish fist, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head. 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown. 
Then, York, be still awhile, till :ime do serve; 
Watch tbou, and wake, when othen be asleep. 
To pry into the secrets of the slate : 

Till Henry, surfeiting in Joys of love, 

With bis new bride, and England's dear-bought 
queen. 

And Humphrey with the peers be fall'n at 
jars: 

Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose, 
with whose sweet smell the air shall be per¬ 
fum'd ; 

And in my standard bear the arms of York. 

To grapple with the house of Lancaster, 

And, force perforce, I’ll make him yield the 
crown, 

Whose bookish rule hath pull’d fair England 
dowu. [Exit. 

SCENE II.—The same.—A Boom in the Duke 
of Glostkr’s House. 

Enter Glostbb and the Duchess. 

Duch. Why droops my lord* like over-ripen’d 
corn. 

Hanging the bead at Ceres' plenteous load T 
Why doth the great duke Humphrey knit his 
brows. 

As frowning at the favours or the world T 
why are thine eyes fix'd to the sullen earth. 
Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight f 
What see’st thou there f king Henry’s diadem. 
Enchas'd with all the honours of the world ? 

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 

Until thy head be circled with the same. 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious 
cold 

What, 1 st too abort t 1*11 lengthen It with mine: 
And, having both together heav'd it up, 

We*U both together lift our beads to heaven ; v 

• For ticklish. 

t MaWsger t whose lifs was to conti a of only so 
lone as a certain firebrand should last, fits niotksr 
Altkaa having thrown h into tba firs, ha nxpirad in 
tomssu 
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And never more abase our sight so low, 

As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

GUt. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love 
thy lord, 

Vanish the canker of ambitious thoughts : 

And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 

Be my last breathing iu this mortal world I 
My troublous dream this night doth make me 
sad. 

Vuch. What dream’d my lord 7 tell me, and 
^ I'll requite it 

With sweet rehearsal of my morning's dream. 
Glo. Methought this staff, mine office-badge 
in court, 

Was broke in twain, by whom, I have forgot. 
But, as I think, it was by the cardinal; 

And on the pieces of the broken wand 
Were plac'd the heads of Edmund duke of So¬ 
merset, 

And William de la Poole first duke of Suffolk. 
This was my dream ; what it doth bode, God 
knows. 

Vuch. Tut, this was nothing but an argu¬ 
ment, 

That he that breaks a stick of Gloster's grove, 
Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

Eut list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke: 
Methought, I sat in seat of majesty. 

In the cathedral church of Westminster, 

Aud in that chair where kings and queens are 
crown'd : 

Where Henry, and dame Margaret, kneel’d to 
me, 

And on my head did set the diadem. 

Glo. Nav, Eleanor, then must 1 chide out¬ 
right : 

Presumptuous dame, ill-uutur*d • Eleanor! 

Art thou not second woman in the realm ; 

And the protector’s wife, belov'd of him? 

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command. 
Above the reach or compass of thy thought 7 
And wilt thou still be hammering tieacbcry. 

To tumble dowu thy husband, and thyself. 

From top of honour to disgrace’s feet 7 
Away from me, aud let me hear uo more. 
Duck. What, what, my lord! are you so 
choleric 

With Eleanor, for telling but her dream 7 
Ne't lime. I’ll keep my dreams unto myself. 

And not be check'd. 

Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord protector, 'tis his highness' 
pleasure. 

You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban's, 
Whereas t the king and queen do mean to 
hawk. 

Glo. 1 go.—Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with 
us 7 

Vuch. Yes, good my lord. I’ll follow pre¬ 
sently. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Messenger. 
Follow I must, I cannot go before. 

While Gloster bears this base and humble 
mind. 

W r ere I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks. 
And smooth my way upon their headless 
necks: 

And, being a woman, I will not be slack 
To play my part in fortune’s pageant. 

Where are you there 7 Sir Jobu 1 1 nay, fear 
not, man. 

We are alone ; here non* but thee, and I* 

Enter Hume. 

Hume. Jesu preserve your royal majesty! 

. Vuch. What say’st thou, majesty 1 I am but 
grace. 

• Ill-educated. + For where. 

t A title frequently bestowed ou the clergy. 


Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’s 
advice, 

Your grace’s title shall be multiplied. 

Vuch. What say’st thou, man 7 hast thou as 
yet confeir'd 

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch ; 

And Roger Bolmghroke, the conjurer 7 
Aud will they undertake to do me good 7 
Hume. This they have promised,—to show 
your highness 

A spirit rais’d from depth of under ground. 

That shall make answer to such questions. 

As by your grace shall he propounded him 
Vuch. It is enough ; i’ll think upon the ques¬ 
tions : 

When from Saint Alban's we do make return 
We’ll see these things effected to the full. 

Here, Hume, take this reward; make merry, 
man. 

With thy confederates in this weighty cause. 

[Exit Duchess. 
Hume. Hume must make merry with the du¬ 
chess’ gold ; 

Marry, aud shall. But how now, Sir Johu 
Hume 7 

Seal up your lips aud give no words but— 
mum I 

The business asketh silent secrecy. 

Dame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch : 
Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil. 

Yet have 1 gold, flies from another coast: 

I dare not say, from the rich cardinal. 

And from the great and new-made duke of 
Suffolk ; 

Yet 1 do find it so : for, to he plain. 

They, knowing dame Eleanor’s aspiring hu¬ 
mour, ' 

Have hired me to undermine the duchess. 

And buz these conjurations ill her brain. 

They say, a crafty kuave does ueed no broker; 
Yet am 1 Suffolk and the cardinal’s broker. 
Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both—a pair of crafty knaves, 

Well, so it stands : And thus, I fear, at last, 
Hume’s knavery will be the duchess’ wreck \ 

And her attainture will he Humphrey’s fall: 

Sort how it will, * I shall have gold for all. 

[Exit. 

SCENE III.—The same.—A Room in the 

Palace • 

Enter Peter, and others, with Petitions. 

1 Pet. My masters, let’s stand close; my 
lord protector will coine this way by and by, 
and then we may deliver our supplications in the 
quill, t 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's 
a good mau 1 Jesu bless him 1 

Enter Suffolk and Queen Margaret. 

1 Pet. Here 'a comes, metbinks, and the 
queen with him : I’ll be the first, sure. 

2 Pet. Come back, fool; this is tne duke of 
Suffolk, aud not my lord protector. 

Sit/. How now, fellow 7 would’st any thing 
with me 7 

1 Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me 1 I took 
ye for my loid protector. 

Q. Mar. [Reading the superscription.] To my 
lord protector! are your supplications to his 
lordship? Let me see them : What is thine? 

1 Pet. Mine is, an’t please your grace, against 
John Goodman, my lord cardinal's man, for 
keeping my house, and lauds, aud wife, and all, 
from me. 

Suf. Thy wife too 7 that is some wrong, in¬ 
deed.—What’s yoitr's?—What's here! [Reads.] 
Against the duke of Suffolk f or enclosing Vie 
commons of Melford.— How ncnfr> sir knave f 


* Let the issne be what it wiM. 
f With greut exactness and observance of ferns. 
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t Pet. Alas, Sir,. I am but a poor petitioner 
;f our whole township. 

Peter. [Presenting his Petition,] Against 
n)) master, Thomas Horner, for saying. That 
the duke of York was lightful heir to the 
crown. 

Q. Mar, What sav’st thou % Did the duke of 
Yoik say he was rightful heir to the crown 1 
Piter. That my master was! No, forsooth : 
m> master said, That he was; and that the 
king was an usurper. 

Suf. Who is there? [Enter Servants.]—Tdhe 
this fellow in, and send for his master with a 
pursuivant presentlywe’ll hear more of jour 
matter before the king. 

[Exeunt Servants with Peter. 
Q, Mar. And as for you, that love to be pro¬ 
tected 

Under the wings of onr protector’s grace. 

Begin your suits anew, and sue to tain. 

[Tears the Petition. 

Away, base coitions ! *—Suffolk, let them go. 

Alt. Come, let's be gone. 

[Exeunt Petitioners. 
Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, say, is tins the 
guise, 

Is this the fashion in the court of England 1 
Is this the government of Britain’s isle. 

And this the lojalty of Albion's king? 

What, shall king Henry be a pupil still. 

Under the surlj Glostcr’s g tvernauce ? 

Am I a queeu m title, and in stjle. 

And must made a subject to a duke ? 

I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 
Thou rau’st a lilt in honour of my love, 

And stol’st away the ladies' heaits of France; 

I thought king Henry had resembled thee. 

In courage, courtship, and proportion: 

But all h:s mind is bent to holiness. 

To number Aie-Maries on bis beads : 

His champions are the prophets and apostles; 
His weapons, holy sawst or sacred writ; 

His st'id) is his tilt-jard, and his loves 
Ate brazen images of canoniz'd saints. 

1 would the .college of cardinals 
Would choose him pope, and carry him to 
Rome, 

And set the triple crown upon his head; 

That were a state fit for his holiness. 

Suf. Madam, he patient: as 1 was cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England woik jour grace's full content. 

Q. Mar. Beside the haught protector, have 
we Beaufort, 

The imperious churchman; Somerset, Buck¬ 
ingham,' 

And grumbling York: and not the least of 
these. 

But can do more in England than the king. 

Suf. And he of these that can do most of 
all. 

Cannot do more in England than the Nevils: 
Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers. 

Q. Mar. Not ail these loids do vev me half 
so much. 

As that proud dame, the lord protector’s wife. 
She sweeps it through the court with troops of 
ladies. 

More like an empress than duke Humphrey's 
wife; 

Strangers in court do take her for the queen ; 
She bears a duke's revenues on her hack. 

And in her heart she scorns her poverty: 

Shall 1 not live to be aveng’d on her f 
Contemptuous base-born callal} as she is. 

She vaunted ’mongst her minions t’other day. 
The very train of her worst wearing-gown 
Was better worth than all my father’s lands. 

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daagh- 
ter. 

Suf. Madam, myself have lim’d a bosh for 
her; 

t Sayings. J Drab, troll, 


And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds. 

That she will light to listen to the lays. 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest : And, madam, list to me; 

Foi 1 am bold to counsel you in this. 

Although we fancy not the cardinal. 

Yet must we joiu with him, and with the lords, 
fill we have brought duke Humphrey in dis¬ 
grace. 

As for the duke of York,—this late complaiut • 

VS ill make but tittle for his benefit: 

So, one by one, we'll weed them all at last. 

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

Enter King Henry, York, and Somerset 
conversing with him; Duke and Duc/nsi 
of Gloster , Cardinal Beaufort, Bucking¬ 
ham, Salisbcrv, and Warwick. 

K. lien . For my part, noble lords, I caie 
not which: 

Or Somerset or York, all’s one to me. 

York. If York have ill deuieau’d himself iu 
France, 

Then let him be denay’d t the regeutriiip. 

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place. 
Let Yoik be regent, 1 will jteld to him. 

liar. Whether jour grace be woithy, yea 
or no. 

Dispute not that: York is the worthier. 

Cur. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters 
speak. 

War. The cardinal’s not my better in the 
field. 

Buck. All in this presence are thy belters, 
W arwick. 

War. Warwick may live to be the best of 
all. 

Sal. Peace, son;-and show some reason, 

Buckingham, 

Why Somerset should be preferr’d in this. 

Q. Mar. Because the king, lorsooth, will have 
it so. 

Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself 
To give his censure:; these are uo women's 
matters. 

Q. Mar. If he be old euough, what needs 
your grace 

To be protector of his excellence t 
Glo. Madam, 1 am protector of the realm ; 
And, at Ins pleasure, will resign my place. 

Suf. Resign it theu, and leave thine inso¬ 
lence. 

Since thou wert king, (as who is king, but 
tbou 1) 

The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck : 

The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the seas; 
And alt the peets and nobles oi the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 

Car. The commons hast tbou rack’d; the 
clergy’s bags 

Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 

Som. Thy sumptuous buildiugs, and thy wife’s 
attire. 

Have cost a mass of public treasury. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution. 

Upon offenders, hath exceeded law. 

And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Q. Mar. Thy sale of offices, and towns in 
France, 

If they were known, as the snspect Is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy 
head. 

[Eiit Gloster. The Queen drops her Fan . 
Give me my fan; What, minion 1 can you not 
[Gives the Duchbss a box on the Ear 
I cry you mercy, madam; Was it yoa f 
Duch. Was’t 11 yea, 1 it was, proud French¬ 
woman : 

Could I come near yonr beauty with my nails. 
I'd set my ten commandment* in your face. % 

• 1 .«. The complaint of Peter the armourer’* men 
against Lis master. t Deney is frequently 

used instead of deny among the old writer*. 

X Censure here means amply judgment or opinion* 
j The marks of bar fingers end thumbs. 



495 


Scene III. SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI. 


K. lien. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas against 
ber will. 

Duch. Aeainst her will I Good king, look to*t 
in time; 

She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a 
baby : 

Though in this place most master wear no 
breeches. 

She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng’d. 

[Exit Duchess. 

Buck • Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
And listen after Humphrey, how be proceeds: 
She’s tickled now; her fume can need no 
6pnrs, 

She’ll gallop fast enough to her destmction. 

[Exit Buckingham. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Glo. Now, lords, my cboler being over-blown. 
With walking once about the quadraugle 
1 cotne to tain of conimomvealth affairs. 

As for your spiteful false objections, 

Prove them, and I lie open to the law: 

But God in meicy so deal with my soul. 

As I in duty love my king and country! 

But, to the matter that we have in hand :— 

1 say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
To he your regent in the tealm of France. 

Suf Before we make election, give me leave 
To show some reason, of no little force, 

That York is most unmeet of any man. 

York. I’ll tell thee, Suffolk, why 1 am un¬ 
meet. 

First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride; 

Next, if I be appointed tor the place. 

My lord of Somerset will keep me here. 

Without di^chaige, money, or furniture, 

Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands. 
Last tune, I danc’d attendance on his will. 

Till Pans was besieg'd, famish’d, and lost. 

War. That 1 can uitmss; and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the iand commit. 

Suf. Peace, bead-strong Warwick! 

War. Image of pride, why should I hold my 
peace T 

Enter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in Hor¬ 
ner and Peter. 

Suf. Because here is a man accus’d of trea¬ 
son ; 

Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself! 
Yarn. Doth any one accuse York for a trai¬ 
tor 7 

K. Hen . What mean’s! thou, Suffolk t tell me: 
W hat are these 7 

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason: 

His uoids were these;—that Richard* duke of 
Yoik, 

Was rightful heir unto the English crown ; 

And that your majesty was an usurper. 

K. Hen. Say, man, were these thy words T 
Hor. An’t shall please your majesty, I never 
said nor thought any such matter: God is my 
witness, I am falsely accused by the villain. 

Bet. By these ten bones, my lords, [Holding 
up his hands.] lie did speak them to me in the 
garret one night, as we were scouriug my lord of 
YoiK’s armour. 

York. Base dunghill villain, and mechani¬ 
cal, 

I’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech :— 
1 do beseech your royal majesty. 

Let him have ail the rigour of the law. 

Hor. Alas, my lord, bang me, if ever I spake 
the words. My accuser is my preutice; and when 
I did correct him for his fault the other day, he 
did vow upon Ills knees be would be eveu with 
me: I have good witness of this; therefore, I 
beseech your majesty, do not cast away an honest 
man for a villain’s accusation. 

AT. Hen. Unde, what shall we say to this in 
law 1 

Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may Judge* 


Let Somerset lie regent o’er the French, 

Because in York this breeds suspicion: 

Aud let these have a day appointed them 
For single combat in convenient place ; 

For he bath witness of his servant's malice: 

This is the law, aud this duke Humphrey’s 
doom. 

K.Hen. Then be it so. My lord of Somci- 
set, 

We make your grace lord regent o’er the 
French. 

thSom. 1 humbly thank your royal majesty. 

Hor.' And I accept the combat willingly. 

Pet . Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; for God’s 
sake, pity my case ! the spite of man prevailed 
against me. O Lord, have mercy upon me 1 I 
shall never be able to fight a blow; 0 Lord, my 
heart I 

Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be 
hang’d. 

K . Hen. Away with them to prison: and the 
day 

Of combat shall be the last of the next mouth. 
Come, Somerset, we’ll see thee sent away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—The same.—The duke of Glos- 
ter’s Garden. 

Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, South- 
well, and Boling broke. 

Hume. Come, my masters ; the duchess, I tell 
you, expects performance of your promises. 

Holing. Master Hume, we are therefore pro¬ 
vided : Will her ladyship behold and bear our 
exorcisms 7 * 

Hume. Ay ; What else ? fear you not her cou¬ 
rage. 

Boling. I have heard her reported to be a wo¬ 
man of an invincible spirit: But it shall be con* 
vement, master Hume, that you be by her aloft, 
while we be busy below ; and so, I pray you, go 
in God’s name, and leave us. [Exit Hume.] 
Mother Jouidam, be you prostrate,and grovel on 
the eaitli:— Jolm Southwell, read you; aud let 
us to our work. 

Enter Duchess, above . 

Duch . Well said, my masters ; and welcome 
all. To this geer: t the sooner the better. 
Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know 
their tunes : 

Deep night, dark night, the silent of tbe night. 
The time of night when Troy was set on 
file; 

The time when screech-owls cry, and ban¬ 
dogs X howl, 

Aud spirits walk, and ghosts break up their 
graves. 

That time best fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, sit you, and fear not; whom we 
raise, 

We will make fast within a hallow’d verge. 

[Here they perform the Ceremonies appertain¬ 
ing,and make the Circle ; CoLfNG broke, or 
Southxvell, reads, Conjuro te, &c. ft thurr 
ders and lightens terribly ; then the Spirit 
riseth. 

Spir. Adsnm. 

M. Jourd. As math, 

By the eternal God, whose name aud power 
Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask; 

For, till thou speak, thou sbalt not pass from 
hence. 

Spir. Ask what thou wilt 1 That I had said 
and done! 

Boling. First , of the king. What shall of 
him become T 

[Reading out of a Paper. 

* By ciokIm Shakspeare Invariably ncaaa to raise 
•pirns, and not to lav tbem. 

t Matter or butinest, 
t Village dop. 
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Spir. The duke yet lives, that Henry shall de¬ 
pose ; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

[As the Spirit speaks, SouthwellvtWm 
the answer . 

Boling. What fate awaits the duke of Suf¬ 
folk ? 

Spir. By water shall be die, and take his 
eud. 

Boling. What shall befall the duke of So - 
mersetT 

Spir. Let him shun castles; 

Safer shall be be upon the sandy plains • 

Than where castles mounted stand. 

Have done, for more 1 hardly can endure. 

Boling. Descend to darkness, and the burning 
lake: 

False fiend, avoid t 

[Thunder and Lightning . Spirit de¬ 
scends. 

Enter York and Buckingham, hastily , with 
their Guards , and others. 

York. Lay bauds upon these traitors, and their 
trash. 

Beldame, 1 think, we watch'd you at an inch.— 
What, madam, are you there? the kingaud com¬ 
monweal 

.Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains; 

My lord protector will, I doubt it not. 

See you well guetdon'd t for these good de¬ 
serts. 

J)uch. Not half so bad as thine to England’s 
king,* 

Injurious duke: that threat’st where is no | 
cause. 

Buck. True, madam, none at all. What call ! 
>ou this ? [Showing her the papers. 
Away with them ; let them be clapp’d up close, 
And kept asnnder .—You, madam, shall with 
us : 

Stafford, take her to thee,— 

[Exit Duchess from above. 
We’ll see your trinkets here all forth-coming ; 
All.—Away I 

[Exeunt Guards , with South. Boling, dc. 

York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you watch’d 
her well: 

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon! 

Now, pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ. 
What have we here ? [Beads. 

The duke yet lives, that Jlenry shall de¬ 
pose ; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death. 
Why, this is just, 

Aio tc , AEacida, Romanos vincere.posse. 

Well, to the rest: 

Tell me what fate awaits the duke of Suf¬ 
folk T 

By water shall he die, and take his end.— 
What shall betide the duke of Somerset T 
Let him shun castles ; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains, 

Than where castles mounted stand. 

Come, come, my lords ; 

These oracles are hardily attain'd. 

And hardly understood. 

The kin; is now in progress toward Saint 
Alban's. 

With him, the husband of this lovely lady : 
Tbitber go these news, as fast as horse can carry 
them : 

A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. 

Buck. Your grace shall give me leave, my lord 
of York, 

To be the post, in hope of his reward. 

York. At your pleasure, my good lord.— 
Who’s lyrithin there, bo 1 

Enter a Servant. 

Invite my lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 

To sup with me to-morrow night. -Away 1 

[Exeunt . 

• Rewarded. 


SCENE I.—Saint Alban’s. 

Enter King Hbnry, Queen Margaret, Glos- 
tkr, Cardinal, and Suffolk, with Fal¬ 
coners, hollaing. 

Q. Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying at the 
brook,* 

I saw not better sport these seven years' day. 

Yet, by your leave the wind was very high ; 

And, ten to one, old Joan bad not gone out. 

K. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your fal¬ 
con made. 

And what a pitch she flew above the rest !— 

To see how God ill all his creatures works 1 
Yea, man and birds, are ftiuf of cliinbiug 
high. 

Suf. No, marvel, an it like your majesty, 

My lord protector’s hawks do tower so well; 

They know their master loves to be aloft. 

And bears his thoughts above his falcon’s 
pitch. 

Glo. My lord, *lis but a base Ignoble mind 
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar. 

Car. I thought as much; he’d be above the 
clouds. 

Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal; How think you 
by that? 

Were it not good, your grace could fly to heaven ? 
K. Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy 1 
Car . Thy heaven is ou earth : thine ejes and 
thoughts 

Beat on a crown, ? the treasure of thy heart; 
Pernicious protector, dangerous peer, 

That smootii’st it so with kiug and common¬ 
weal 1 

Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood gro»u 
peremptory 1 

Tantane aniniis calestibus ira f 
Churchmen so hot t good uncle, hide such ma¬ 
lice , 

With such holiness can you do it? 

Suf. No malice, Sir; no more than well be¬ 
comes 

So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer. 

Glo. As who, my lord ? 

SuJ. Why, as you, my lord ; 

An’t like your lordly lord-protectorship. 

Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine in¬ 
solence. 

Q. Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster. 

K. Hen. I pr’jthee, peace. 

Good queen and whet not ou these furious 
peers. 

For blessed are the peacemakers on earth. 

Car . Let me be blissed for the peace I 

make. 

Against this proud protector, with my sword ! 
Glo. ’Faith, holy uncle, ’would ’twerc come 
to that I [Aside to the Cardinal. 
Ca «*• Marry, when thou dar’st. [Aside. 
Glo • Make up no factious numbers for the 
matter. 

In thine own person answer thy abuse. [Aside. 
Car. Ay, where thou dar’st not peep: an if 
thou dar’st. 

This evening on the east side of the grove. 

[Aside. 

K. Hen. How now, my lords ? 

Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster, 

Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly. 
We bad had more sport.—Come with thy two- 
hand sword. [Aside to Glo. 

Glo. True, uncle. 

Car. Are you advis’d ?—the east side of the 
grove ? 

Glo. Cardinal, I am with you. [Aside. 

K. Hen. Why, bow now, uncle Gloster ? 

Glo. Talking of hawkiog; nothing else, my 
lord.— 

* The falconer's term for hawking at water fowl, 
t Fond. 

t I. *• Thy mind is working on a crown. 
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Now, by God’s mot her, priest, I’ll shave your 
ciowii for this. 

Or all my fence * shall full. [Aside. 

Car. Mediae t< ip sum ; 

Prutectoi, see lo’l well, protect yourself. 

[Aside. 

K. Hen. The winds grow high ; 60 do your 
stomachs, loids. 

How iiksome is this music to my heart! 

When such strings j.ti, what hope of harmony ? 

1 pi ay, my lords, let uie compound this strile. 

Enter an Inhabitant of Saint Alban's cry- 
ing, A Miracle 1 

Glo. What means this noise ? 

Fellow, what mnacie dost thou proclaim? 
Jnhub. A mnacie! a miracle I 
Suf. Come to the king, and tell him what 
miracle. 

Jnhab. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alban's 
sh line. 

Within this naif hour hath receiv’d his sight: 

A nun that ne’er saw in his life before. 

K. lien. Now, God be prais’d 1 that to believ¬ 
ing souls 

Gives light Hi darkness comfort in despair 1 

Enter the Mayor of Saint Alban's, and hit 
Brethren; and nimpcox, borne between 
two person* in a Chair ; his Wife, and a 
gieat multitude following. 

Car. Here come the townsmen on proces¬ 
sion. 

To present your highness with the man. 

K. Hen. Gieat is his comfort in this eaithly 
vdle, 

Although by his sight his siu be multiplied. 

Glv. Stand by, my masters, bring him near 
the kills'. 

His highness’ pleasuie is to talk with him. 

K. Hen. Good iellow, tdl us here the cir¬ 
cumstance, 

That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 

What, hast thou been long blind, and now re¬ 
stor’d 1 , 

Simp, lloin blind, au’t please your grace. 

H ije. Ay, indeed, was lie. 

Suf. What woman is this? 

// ifc. His wilt*, an’t like your worship. 

Glo. Had’st thou been his mother, thou 
conld’bt have better told. 

1 lfi. Where wot thou horn? 

Simp. At Berwick in the noith, an’t like your 
giace. 

K. lien. Poor soul 1 God’s goodness hath 
been ijieat to ihee : 

Let never day nor night unhaUow’d pass, 

Bat still .emnnher wh.it tlx. Loid hath done. 

Q. Mnr. Tell me, good fellow, cam’st thou 
here by chance. 

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine? 

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion; being 
call’d 

A hundred times, and oftener, in my sleep 

By good haint Alban; who said,— Simpcox, 
come ; 

Come, Oder at my shrine, and / will help 
thee. 

Wife. Most true, forsooth; and many time 
am] oft 

Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 

Car. What, art thou lame 1 
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me I 
Suf. How cam’st thou so? 

Simp. A fall off a tree. 

}l'i/e. A plum-tiee, master. 

Glo. How long hast thou been blind ? 

Simp. Oh! born so, mastei. 

Gin. What, and would’st climb a tree? 

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a 
youth. 

Wife, 'l oo true; and bought his climbing 
veiy deal. 

• Fence ii the art of defence. 


Glo. 'Mass, thou lov’dst plums well, that 
would’st vuiture so. 

Simp. Alas, pood master, my wife desu’d 
some damsons, 

And made me clniih, with danger of my life*. 
Glo. A subtle knave! but yet it shall not 
serve.— 

Let me see thine eyeswink now now open 
them:— 

In my opinion yet thou see'st not well. 

Simp. Yes, master, cltar as day ; 1 thank 
Gmj and Saint Alban. 

Glo. Say'st thou me so ? What colour is this 
cloak of? 

Simp. Red, master; red as blood. 

Glo. Why, that’s well said: What colour is 
my gown of? 

Simp. Black, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet. 

K. Hen. Why then, thou know’st what colour 
jet is of? 

Suf. And yet, I think, jet did lie never see. 
Glo. But cloaks and gowns before this day a 
many. 

Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life. 
Glo. Tell me, surah, what’s my uaiue? 

Simp. Alas, master, I know not. 

Glo. What’s his name? 

Simp. 1 know not. 

Glo. Nor his? 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 

Glo. What’s thine own name? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, 
master. 

G7o. Then, Saunder, sit thou theic, the ly- 
ingest knave 

In Christendom. If thou hadst been born blind. 
Thou might’st as well have kuovvu our names 
as thus 

To name the several colours we do wear. 

Sight may distinguish of colouis ; but suddeuly 

To nominate them all’s impossible.- 

My lords. Saint Alban heie hath done a mi¬ 
racle ; 

And would ye not think that cunning to be 
eieat, 

That could restoie this ciipple to his legs? 
Simp. O mastei, that you could 1 
Glo. My masters of Saint Albans, have you 
not beadles m your town, and things called 
whips ? 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 
Glo. Then send lor one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither 
straight. 

[Exit an Attendant. 
Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and hy. 
[A Stool brought out.] Now, sirrah, if you mean 
to save youiself from whipping, leap me over 
this stool, and inn away. 

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand 
alone: You go about to tortuie me in vain. 

Be-enter Attendant, with the Beadle. 

Glo. Well, Sir, we must have you find your 
leas. Surah, beadle, whip him till he leap over 
that same stool. 

Jseud. 1 will, my lord.—Come on, siriah ; off 
with your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am 
uot able to stand. 

[After the Beadle hath hit him once, he 
leaps over the Stool, and iuvs.au ay; 
and the People follow and cry A mi¬ 
racle ! 

K. Hen. O God, see’st tbou this, and beai’st 
60 long 1 

Q. Mar. It made me laugh, to see the villain 
run. 

Glo. Follow the knave; and take this drab 
away. 

Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipped through every mar¬ 
ket town till they come to Berwick, whence they 
came. 

[Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, Ajc. 

2 Tv 



498 

Gar. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to¬ 
day. 

Suf. True; made the lame to leap, and fly 
away. 

Clo . But yon hare dose more miracles than I; 
You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to 
fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

JT. Hen . What tidings with our cousin Buck¬ 
ingham 1 

Buck . Such as my heart doth tremble to un¬ 
fold. 

A sort * of nanghty persons, lewdly t bent, 

Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of lady Eleanor, the protector’s wife. 

The ringleader and head of all this rout, 

Have practis'd dangerously against your state. 
Dealing with witches, and with conjurers ; 

Whom we have apprehended in the fact; 

Raising up wicked spirits from under giound. 
Demanding of King Henry's life and death. 

And other of jour highness' pri\y council. 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 
Car. And so, my lord protector, by this 
means 

Yonr lady is forthcoming t yet at London, 

This newsy I think, hath turn'd your weapon’s 
edge; 

Tis like, my lord, yon will not keep your hour. 

[Aside to Glostsr. 
Glo. Ambitions churchman, leave to afflict my 
heart 1 

Sorrow and grief have vanquish'd all my 
powers : 

And, vanquish'd as I am, I yield to thee. 

Or to the meanest groom. 

K . Hen. O God, what mischiefs work the 
wicked ones; 

Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby 1 
Q. Mar. Gloster, see here the tamture of tliy 
nest; 

And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 

Glo. Madam, for myself, to heaven 1 do ap¬ 
peal. 

How I have lov'd my king atid commonweal: 
And, for my wife, 1 know not how it stands; 
Sorry 1 am to hear what I have beard : 

Noble she is ; but if she have forgot 
Honour and virtue, and convers'd with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

1 banish her my bed and company; 

And give her, as a prey, to law and shame. 

That bath dishonour'd Gloster's honest name. 

K. Hen. Weil, for this night, we will repose 
os here: 

To-morrow, toward London, back again. 

To look into this business thoroughly. 

And call these foul offenders to their answers; 
And poise § the cause in justidC' equal scales, 
Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause 
prevails. [ Flourish. Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — London.—The Duke of York's 

Garden. 

Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 

York . Now, my good lords of Salisbury and 
Warwick, 

Onr simple supper ended,'give me leave, 
lu this close walk, to satisfy myself. 

In craving your opinion of iny title. 

Which is io/alllble to England's crown. 

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at fuJJ. 

War. Sweet York, begin : aud if thy, claim 
’ be good, 

The ftfetfts are tfay subjects to comnntilft* 

York. Then thus:— 

Edward the Third, my lords, bad seven sons: 
The first Edward the Black Prince, prince of 
Wales ; 

• A company. 

7 YTiCieiriy $ J. Yourlwly !• In cuetody. 

4 Weigh. 
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The second, William of Hatfield; and the third, 
Lionel duke of Clarence ; next to whom, 

Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster: 

The fifth, was Edmund Langley, duke of York; 
The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of 
Gloster; 

William of Windsor was the seventh, and last. 
Edward, the Black Piince, died before his 
father; 

And left behiud him Richard, his only son, 

Who, after Edmund the Third's death, reign'd 
as kiug; 

Till Henry Bolingbioke, duke of Lancaster, 

The eldfest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth, 

Seiz’d oil the realm ; depos’d the rightful king ; 
Sent his poor queen to Frauce, from wheuce she 
came. 

And him to Pouifret: where, as all you know. 
Harmless Richard was murder’d traitorously. 

War. Father, the duke hath told the tiutli; 
Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

York. Which now they hold by foice, ami 
not by right; 

For Richard, the first son's heir bciug dead, 

The issue of the ntxt son should ha\e reign'd. 
Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an 
heir. 

York. The third son, duke of Clarence, (from 
whose line 

I claim the crown,) bad issue—Philippe, a 
daughter. 

Who married Edmund Mortimer, earl of March, 
Edmund had issue—Roger, earl of March : 

Roger had issue—Edmund, Anne, and Elea¬ 
nor. 

Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Boliug- 
broke. 

As I ba\e read, laid claim unto the crown ; 

And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king. 
Who kept him in captivity till be died. 

But, to the rest. 

York. His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother being heir unto the crown, 

Married Richard, earl of Cambridge; who was 
son 

To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third’s (mb 
sou. 

By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir 
To Roger, earl of March ; who was the sun 
Of Edmund Mortimer ; who mairied Philippe, 
Sole daughter unto Lionel, duke of Clarence ; 

So, i'f the issue of the elder 6on 
Succeed before the younger, 1 am king/ 

War. What plain proceedings are more plain 
than this? 

Henry doth claim the crown from John of 
Gaunt, 

The fourth eon ; York claims it from the third. 
Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign : 

It fails not yet; but flourishes in thee, 

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock.— 
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we both toge 
ther; 

And, in this private plot • be we the first. 

That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 
Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, En¬ 
gland's king I 

York. We thank you, lords. But 1 am not 
your king 

Till I be crown'd; and that m> sword be 
stain'd 

With beart-blood of the house of Lancaster. 

And that’s not suddenly to be perform'd ; 

But with advice, and silent secrecy. 

Do you, as I do, in these dangerous days. 

Wink at the duke of Suffolk's insolence. 

At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset's ambition. 

At Buckingham, and all the crew of them. 

Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the flock, 
That virtuous prince, the good duke Hum¬ 
phrey : 

* Sequestered spot. 


SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI 



Scene III. SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI. 499 


'Ns that they seek; and they In seeking that, 
Khali And their deaths. If York can prophesy. 
Sal. My lord, break we off; we know yoBr 
mind at full. 

War, My heart assures me, that the earl of 
Warwick 

Shall one day make the Duke of York a king. 

York. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself,— 
Richard shall live to make the earl of War* 
* wick 

The greatest man in England, but the king. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same.— * A Hall of Justice. 

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henry, 
Queen Margaret,Glostrs,York, Suffolk, 
and Salisbury ; the Duchess of Gloster, 
Margery Jourdain, Southwhll, Hume, 
and Bolincbroke, under guard. 

K. Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cob- 
ham, Glostcr’s wife : 

In sight of God and us, your guilt is great; 
Receive the sentence of the law, for sins 
Such as by God's book are adjudg’d to deatn.— 
You four, from heuce to prison back again ; 

[To Jourd. 4 c. 

From thence, unto the place of execution : 

The witch in Smitbfleld shall be burned to 
ashes. 

And you three shall be strangled on the gal¬ 
lows. 

Yon, madam, for yon are more nobly born. 
Despoiled of your honour in your life. 

Shall, after three days' open penance done, 

Live in your country here, in banishment. 

With Sir John Stanley, in the isle of Man. 

Duch. Welcome is banishment, welcome 
were my death. 

Glo. Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath 
jnde’d tbee ; 

I cannot justify whom the law condemns.— 

[Eieunt the Duchess, and the other priso- 
tiers, guarded. 

Mine e>es are full of tears, my heart of grief. 

Ah! Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the 
ground !— 

I beseech yonr majesty, give me leave to go ; 
Sorrow would solace, aud mine age would 
ease. • 

K. Hen. Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloster: 
ere thou go, 

Give up thy staff; Henry will to himself 
Protector be ; and God shall be my hope. 

My stay, my guide, and lantern to roy feet; 

And go in peace, Humphrey; no less belov'd. 
Than wueti thou wert protector to thy king. 

Q. Mar. 1 6ee no reason, why a king of 
years 

Should be to be protected like a child. 

God and king Henry govern England's helm: 

Give up your staff. Sir, and the king his 
realm. 

Glo. Mv staff]—here, noble Henry, Is my 
st aft’: 

As willingly do 1 the same resign. 

As e’er my father Henry made it mine ; 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it. 

As others would ambitiously receive it. [gone, 
Farewell, good king: When 1 am dead and 
May honourable peace attend thy throne! 

[Exit. 

Q. Ma r . Why, now is Henry king, aud Mar- 
earet queen ; 

And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce him¬ 
self. 

That bears so shrewd, a malm; two pulls at 
once,— 

His lady banish’d, an* a limb lopp'd off; 

This staff of honour raught: t—There let it stand, 
Where it best fits to ne, m Henry’s band. 


Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs 
his sprays; 

Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her youngest 
days. 

York. Lords, let him go.—Please it your 
' majesty. 

This Is the day appointed for the combat; 

And ready are the appellant aud d< fendant, 

The armourer aud his man, to enter the lists 
So please your highness to behold the fight. 

Q. Mar. Ay, good my loid: for purposely 
therefore 

Left I the court to see this quarrel tried. 

K. Hen . O' God’s name, see the lists and 
all things fit; 

Here let them end it, and God defend the 
right I 

York. ( never saw a fellow worse best¬ 
ed, • 

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant. 
The servant of this armourer, my lords. 

Enter on one side, Horner and his neigh • 
hours, drinking to him so much that he is 
drunk ; and he enters bearing his staff with 
a sand-hag fastened to it; a drum before 
him: at the other side, Peter, with a drum 
and a similar staff; accompanied by 'Pren¬ 
tices drinking to him . 

1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink 
to yon in a cu^ of sack; and fear not, neigh¬ 
bour, yon shall do well enough. 

2 Neigh. Aud here, neighbour, here's a cup 
of cbarneco. t 

3 Neigh. And here's a pot of good double 
beer, neighbour: drink, and fear not jour 
man. 

Hor. Let it come, i'faith, and I'll pledge you 
all; And a fig for Peter 1 

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I driuk to thee; and be 
not afraid. 

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy 
master; fight for credit of the 'prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all: drink, and pray for 
me, I pray you ; for, 1 think, I have taken my 
last draught in this world.—Heie, Robin, an 
if 1 die, I give thee my apron; and. Will, thou 
shale have my hammer: and here, Tom, take 
all the money that I have.—O Lord, bless me, 
I pray God I for I am never able to deal with 
my master, he hath learnt so much fence al¬ 
ready. 

Sal. Come, leave yonr drinking, and fall to 
blows.—Sirrab, what's thy name 1 
Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. Peter 1 what more 1 
Peter. Thump. 

Sal. Thump 1 then see thou tbsmp thy master 
well. 

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, 
upon my man's instigation, to prove him a 
knave and myself an honest man: and touch¬ 
ing the duke of York,—will take my death, I 
never meaut him any ill, nor the king, nor the 
queen: And therefore, Peter have at thee 
with a downright blow, as Bevis of Southampton 
fell upon Ascapart. 

York. Despatch this knave’s tongue be¬ 
gins to double. 

Sound trumpets, alarum to the combatants. 
[Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes 
down his Master. 

Hor. Hold, Peter, hold I I confess, I confess 
treason. [Dies. 

York. Take away his weapon j—Fellow, 

Thauk God, and the good wine in thy master's 
way. 

Peter. 0 God! have I overcome mine ene¬ 
mies in this presence 1 O Peter, thou hast pre¬ 
vailed in right i 

K. Hen. Go, take lienee that traitor from our 
sight; 


* i. - Sorrow require* Mrtace, and age requires ease. 

T Re»t**d. 
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For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt: • 
And God, iu justice, hath reveal'd to us 
The uutb and liinoceuce of this poor fellow. 
Which be had thought to have murder'd wiouz- 
fiilly.— 

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—The same.—A Street. 

Enter Glost&r and Servants, in mourning 

Cloaks. 

Glo. Thus sometimes, hath the brightest 
day a cloud ; 

And, after summer, ever more succeeds 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold : 
So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet, f 
Sirs, what’s o’clock ? 

Serv . Ten, my lord. 

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me 
To watch the coming of my punish'd duchess : 
Uneath J may she eudure the flinty streets. 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble nmid abrook 
The abject people gazing on thy face. 

With envious $ looks, still laughing at thy 
shame; 

That erst did fellow thy proud chariot wheels. 
When thou didst ride iu triumph through the 
streets. 

But soft t 1 think she comes ; and I'll prepare 
My tear staiu’d eyes to see her miseiies. 

Enter the Duchess of Glost2r, in a white 
sheet , with payers pinned upon her back , 
her feet bare , and a taper burning in her 
hand ; Sir John Stanley, a Sheriff, a/irf 

officers. 

Serv. So please your grace, we’ll take her 
fiom the sheriff. 

Glo. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her pass 
by. 

Duch . Come you, my lord, to see my open 
shame? 

Now thou dost penance too. Look, how they 
gaze 1 

See, how the giddy multitude do point, 

Aud nod their heads, and throw their eyes on 
thee ; 

Ah 1 Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks; 
And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame, 

And ban || thine enemies, both mine and thine. 
Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this 
grief. 

Duch. Ah I Glostcr, teach me to forget my¬ 
self : 

For, whilst I think I am thy married wife. 

And thou a prince, protector of this land 
Metlmiks I should not thus be led along, 

Mail'd up iu shame, ^ with papers on my back: 
Aud follow’d with a rabble, that lejoice 
To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet • • 
groans. 

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet; 

And, when I start, the envious people laugh. 

And bid me be advised how I tread. 

Ah I Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke ? 
Trow’st thou, that e’er I’ll look upon the 
world ; 

Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun ? 

No ; dark shall be my light, and night my day ; 
To think upon my pomp, shall be iny hell. 
Sometime I'll say, I am duke Humphrey's 
wife; 

And be a prince, and ruler of the land : 

Yet»o he rul'd, and such a pi nice he was. 

As be stood by, whilst I, his forlorn duchess. 

Was made a wonder, and a poiuling-stock. 

To every idle rascal follower. 

♦ But be thou mild, aud blush not at my shame, 

• The death of the vanquished person was alwaya rc- 
a* eertmin evidence of his guilt, 
v l..ingr. t Not easily. f Malicious. I Curse. 

If Wrapped up in diserace j aliuatng ti tha sheet of 
Ocnance. •• Deep-fetched. 
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Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will, 
l-Tu Suffolk,—lie that c.iii do all m all 
\\ uh her that hateth thee aud lulus us all,—• 
lud Yoik, and impious Bcautoit, that false 
pi lest. 

Have all lim’d bushes to betray thy wings, 

Aud, fly thou bow thou canst, they’ll laugh 
thee: 

But fear uot thou, until thy foot be snar’d. 

Nor never seek pievemion of thy lues. 

Glo. Ah 1 Nell, foihear; thou aimest all awry ; 
i must offend, before 1 he attainted : 

And had 1 twenty times so many toes, 

And each of them had twenty times tlielr power. 
All these could not procure me any scathe, * 

So long as I am loyal, true, and eimieh'ss. 
Would’st have me rescue thee from this re¬ 
proach ? 

Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away. 

But i 111 danger for the breach of Jaw. 

Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell: 

I pray thee sort thy heart to patience : 

These few days’ wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. I summon your grace to his majesty’s 
parliament, liolden at Bury the hist of this next 
mouth. 

Glo. And my consent ne'er ask’d herein be¬ 
fore 1 

This is dose dealing.—Well, I will be there. 

[Exit Hi ralu. 

My Nell, I take niy leave and, master slie- 
nlf. 

Let uot her penance exceed the kind's commis¬ 
sion. 

Sher. An’t please your grace, here my com¬ 
mission stays: 

And Sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the isle of Man. 

Glo. Must you. Sir John, protect my lady 
here ? 

Stan. So am I given in charge, may't please 
your giace. 

Glo. Entreat her not the worse, in that I pray 
You use her well: the world may laugh again; f 
And I may live to do you kindness, it 
You do it her. And so, Sir John, farewell. 
Duch. What gone, my lord ; and bid me not 
farewell ? 

Glo. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak. 

[Exeunt Glostcr and Sekvvnts. 
Duch. Art thou goue loo? All commit go 
with thee ! 

For none abides with me : iny joy is—death ; 
Death, at whose name I oft have been alcurd, 
Because I wish’d this woild’s eternity.— 

Stanley, I pr’ythee, go, aud take me hence 
I care not whither, for 1 beg no favour, 

Only convey me where thou art commanded. 
Stan. Why, madam, that is to the the isle of 
Man ; 

There to be used according to your state. 

Duch. That’s bad enough, lor I am but le- 
proach : 

And shall l then be us’d reproachfully ? 

Stan. Like to a duchess, aud duke Huri- 
phrey’s lady, 

According to that state you shall be used. 

Duch. Sheriff, farewell, aud better than I 
fare ; 

Although thou hast been conduct X of my 
shame I 

Sher. It is my office; and, madam, pardon 
me. 

Duch. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is dis¬ 
charg’d.— 

Come, Stanley, 6hall we go ? 

Stun. Madam, your penance done, throw off 
this sheet, 

And go we to attire vou for our journey. 

* Harm, mieclrcf. 

t I. c. 'J he world ro»> look ogam favoured) 'y on her. 
i for conductor. 
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Duck, My shame will not be shifted with my 
sheet ; 

No, it will hang upon my richest robes. 

And show itself, attire me how 1 can. 

Go, lead the way ; 1 long to see my prison. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT III. 

SCENE I. — The Abbey at Bury . 

Enter to the Parliament , King Henry, 
Queen Margaret, Catdmal Beaufort, 
Suffolk, York, Buckingham, and others. 
K. lien, f muse * my lord of Gloster is not 
come: 

Tis not bis wont to be the hindmost man, 
Whate’er occasion keeps him from us now. 

Q. Mar. Can you not see? or will you not 
observe 

The strangeness of his alter'd countenance ? 

With what a majesty he bears himself; 

How insoknt of late he is become, 

How proud, pcremptoiy, and unlike himself? 

We Know (he tune, since be was mild and 
aflahle ; 

And, if we did but glance a far-off look, 
immediately he wa-> upon his knee. 

That all the emut adnui*d lam for submission : 
But, meet him now, and, be it in the morn. 
When every one will give the tune of day, 

He knits ins (now, and shows an angry eye, 

And passerh by with stilt unbowed knee, 
Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regaided when they grin. 

But great men tremble when the lion roars ; 

Airl Hiiiiipiuey is no little man in England. 
Fust, nole, tiiat lie is near you in descent; 

And should you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me scenuTh ill * 11 , it is no policy,— 

Rc'-peciimr what a rancorous mind be bears. 

And Ins advantage followin': your decease,— 

That he should come about your royal person. 

Or be admitted to your highness* council. 

By fiaittry hath he won the commons* hearts; 
And, when he please to make commotion, 

*Ti> to be fear’d, they all will follow him. 

Now His the spimg, and weeds are shallow- 
rooted ; 

Suffer them now, and they'll o'ergrow the gar¬ 
den. 

And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 

The reveient caie 1 bear unto my lord, 

Made me collect t these dangers in the duke. 

If it be (wild, i call it a woman's fear; 

W hich f<ar, if better reasons can supplant, 

I will subscribe, and say 1 wrong'd the duke. 

My loid of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 
Reprove my allegation if you can ; 

Or else conclude my words effectual. 

Auf. Well hath your highuess seen into this 
duke ; 

And, had 1 lust been put to speak my inind, 

I think 1 should have told your grace's tale. 

The duchess, by bis subornation. 

Upon my life began her devilish practices: 

Or it he were not privy to those faults. 

Yet, by reputing of Ins high descent, § 

(As next the king, lie was successive heir,) 

And such high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess, 

By wicked means to tiaine our soveieign’s fall. 
Smooth runs the water, where the brook is 
deep ; 

And in bis simple show he harbours treason. 

The fox baiks not, when he would steal* the 
lamb. 

No, no, n»> sovereign ; Gloster is a mail 
Unsounded yet and lull of deep deceit. 

Car. Did he not, centraly to foim of law*. 
Devise strange deaths for small offences done? 

• Wonder, t Z. t. Atannhle by observation, 
t Foolith. 1 1. e. Valuing huuaelt ou hn high descent. 
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y ork . And did be not, in his protectorship, 
Levy great sums of money ttnougii the realm. 
For soldiers* pay in France, and never sent it! 
By means whereof, the towns each day re¬ 
volted. 

Buck, Tut 1 these are petty faults to faults 
unknown. 

Which time will bring to light in smooth duke 
Humphrey. 

K. Hen . My lords, at once: The care you 
Lave of us. 

To mow down thorns that would annoy our 
foot. 

Is worthy praise: But shall I speak my con¬ 
science ? 

Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 
From meaning treason to our royal person, 

A9 is the sucking lamb, or harmless dove: 

The duke is virtuous, mild; and Loo well 
given, 

To dream on evil, or to woik my downfall. 

Q. Mar. All! what's more daugeious than 
this fond affiance 1 

Seems he a dove ? his feathers are but bor¬ 
row’d, 

For he is disposed as the hateful ravin. 

Is he a Jamb ? Ins skin is surely lent him, 

For he*s inclin’d as are the ravenous wolves. 
Who cannot steal a shaoe, th.it means deceit; 
Take heed, my lord ; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cuttiug short that truudful man. 

Enter Somerset. 

Som. All health unto my gracious sovereign t 
K. Hen. Welcome, lot cl Somerset. What 
news from France ? 

Som. That all your interest in those terri¬ 
tories 

Is utterly bereft you ; all is lost. 

K. Hen. Cold news, loid Somerset: But God’s 
will be done 1 

1 r ork. Cold news for me; for I had hopes of 
France, 

As firmly as 1 hope for feitile England. 

Thus are my blossoms blasted m the bud, 

And caterpillars eat my leaves away : 

But 1 will lemcdy this gear* ere long. 

Or sell my title for a glonous grave. 

[Aside. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. All happiness unto my lord the king I 
Pardon, my liege, that I have staid so long. 

Suf. Nay, Gloster, know that thou art come 
too soon. 

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou ait: 

1 do arrest thee of high treason heie. 

Glo. Well, Suffolk, yet thou slialt not see 
me blush. 

Nor change my countenance for this arrest; 

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. 

The purest spring is not so tree fiom mud. 

As I am clear from treason to my sovereign : 
Who can accuse me ? wherein am t guilty ? 
York. ’Tis thought, my lord, that you took 
bribes of France, 

And, being piolector, stayed the soldiers* pay ; 

By means whereof bis highness hath lost 
France. 

Glo. Is it but thought so? What are they 
that tbiuk it ? 

1 never robb'd the soldiers of their pay, 

Nor ever had one penny In the from Fiance. 

So help me God, as i have watch’d the night, 

Ay, night by night, in studyiug good for £ug. 
land I 

That doit that e'er I wrested from the king, 

Or any gioat I hoarded to my use, 

Be brought against me at my ti lal day I 
Noi many a pound of miue own pioper store. 
Because I would not tax the needy commons. 
Have 1 dispuiscd to the gairisoiis. 

And never ask*d for restitution. 

• Gear wa« a general word for things.or matter*. 
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Car. It serves yon well, my lord, to say so 
much. 

Glo. I say do more Alia* troth, eo help roe 
God I 

York . lit yonr protectorship, you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders, never beard of, 
That England was defam’d by tyranny. 

Glo. Why, 'Us well known, that whiles I 
was protector. 

Pity was ail the fault that was in me; 

For I should melt at an offender’s tears 
And lowly words were ransom for tbeir fault. 
Unless it were a bloody murderer. 

Or foul felonious thief that fleec'd poor pas¬ 
sengers, 

I never gave them c6ndign punishment: 

Murder, rndred, that bloody sin, 1 tortur’d 
Above the felon, or what trespass else. 

Suf. My lord, these faults are easy, 10 quickly 
answer'd : 

But mightier crimes are laid unto yonr charge, 
hereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 

I d»> arrest you in his bighuess’ name; 

And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until yonr further time of trial. 

K. Hen. My’ lord of Gloster, 'tis my special 
hope. 

That you will clear yourself from all suspects ; 
My conscience tells me you are innocent. 

Glo . Ah! gracious lord, these days are dan¬ 
gerous 1 

Virtue is click'd with foul ambition, 

And charity chas’d hence by rancour's band; 
Foul suboruatiou is predominaut, 

And equity exil'd jour highness' land. 

1 know their comptot is to have my life ; 

And, If my death might make this island happy. 
And piove the period,,of their tyranny, 

I would expend it with all willinguess: 

But mine is made the prologue to their play ; 
For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril. 
Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 
Beaufort's red sparkling eyes blab his heart's ma¬ 
lice. 

And Suffolk's cloudy brow, his stormy hate % 
Sharp Buckingham unburdens with bis tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart; 

And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 
Whose overweening aim I have pluck'd back. 

By false accuse t doth level at my life :— 

And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest, 
Canseiess have laid disgraces on my head; 

And, with your best endeavour, have stor'd op 
My liefest J liege to be mine enemy:— 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together 
Myself had notice of your conventicles, 

I shall not want false witness to condemn me. 
Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt; 

The ancient proverb will be well affected,— 

A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. 

Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable : 

If those that care to keep your royal person 
From treason’s secret knife, and traitor's rage. 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

And the offender granted scope of speech, 

♦Twill make them cool in seal unto yonr grace. 
Suf. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady 
here. 

With ignominious words, though clerkly couch'd. 
As If she had suborned some to swear 
Fatog allegations to o'ertbrow bis state f 

Mar . But l can give the loser leave to 
chide. 

Glo. Far truer spoke than meant s 1 taae In¬ 
deed :— 

Beshrew the winners, for they play'd mt false! 
And well such losers may have leave to apeak. 
Buck. He'll wrest the sense, and hold U hare 
’ all day- 

Lord cardinal he is year prisoner. 

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard Jrita 
sure. 


• Forsamly. • for accusation. *J>earest. 
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Glo. Ah 1 dins king Henry throws away his 
crutch, 

Before bis legs be firm to bear tbe body: 

Thus is the shepherd beaten ftoni thy side. 

And wolves are gnarllng who shall gnaw thee 
first. 

All I that ray feat were false! all f that it were; 
For, good king Henry, thy decay I f«‘ur. 

[Exeunt Attendants, uit/i Glorter. 
K. Hen. My lords, wbat to your wisdoms 
seemeth best. 

Do, or undo, as if ourself were here. 

* Q. Mar. What, will your highlits>s leave the 
parliament f 

K. Hen. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd 
with grief, 

Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes ; 

My body round engirt with nustry ; 

For what's more miserable than discontent 1 — 

Ah 1 unde Humphrey, in thy face 1 sec 
Tbe map of honour, truth, and loyalty ; 

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come, 
Thai e'er 1 prov'd thee false, or feai'd thy faith. 
What low'ring star now envies thy estate, 

That these great lords, and Margin ct our queen. 
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life ? 

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no mau 
wroug: 

And as the butcher takes away the calf, 

Aud binds the wretch, and beats it wheu it 
strays, 

Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house ; 

Even so, remorseless, have they borne him 
hence. 

And as the dam runs lowing up and down. 
Looking tbe way her harmless young one went. 
And can do nought but wail ber darling’s loss; 
Even so myself bewails good Glostei’s case. 

With sad unhelpful tears; and with diuim'd 
eves 

Look after him, and cannot do him good ; 

So misbty are his vowed enemies. 

His fortunes 1 will weep; and 'twist each 
groan. 

Say— Who's a traitor T Gloster he is none . 

[Exit. 

Q. Mar. Free lords, cold snow melts with the 
sun's hot beams. 

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs. 

Too full of foolish pity; and Cluster's show 
Beguiles him, as the mournful cioiodile 
With sorrow snares relenting passi ngeis; 

Or as tbe suake, roll'd in a flowering bank, 0 
With shining checker'd slough, t doth sting a 
child, 

That for the beauty, thinks it excellent. 

Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I, 
(And yet, herein, I judge mine own wit good,) 
This Gloster should be quickly rid the world. 

To rid us from tbe fear we have of him. 

Car. That he should die, is worthy policy; 

But yet we want a colour for his death : 

'Tis meet be be condemn'd by course of law. 

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policv: 
The king will labour still to save bis life. 

The commons haply i rise to save bis life ; 

And yet we have hut trivial argument. 

More than mistrust that shows him worthy 
death. 

York. So that, by this, you would not have 
him die. 

Suf. Ah 1 York, po man alive so fain as I. 
York. Us York that bath more reason for his 
death.— 

But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of 
Suffolk,— 

Say as you think, And speak it from your 
souls,—* 

Wer't not all one, an empty eagle were set 
To guard tbe chicken from a hungry kite. 

As place duke Humphrey for tbe king's pro¬ 
tector 1 

• 1.9. fa the flower* growlo/, on a look. * Skin. 

1 Forkap*. 
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Q. Mur• So the poor chicken shonid be sure 
of death. 

Suf. Madam, 'tls true: And wer*t not madness 
then. 

To make the fox surveyor of the fold t 
Who being accus’d a crafty murderer. 

His guitt should be but idly posted over. 

Because his purpose is not executed. 

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox. 

By nature prov'd an enemy to tbe flock. 

Before Ids chaps be stain'd with crimson blood; 
As Humphrey, prov’d by reasons, to my liege. 
And do not stand on quillets, bow to slay him: 
Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilty, 

Sleeping or waking, 'its no matter how. 

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates * him first, that first intends de¬ 
ceit. 

Q. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, ’tis resolutely 
.spoke. 

Suf. Not resolute, except wo much were 
done; 

For things are often spoke, and seldom meant: 
But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue,— 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preserve my sovereign from bis foe,— 

Say but the word, and I will be his priest. 

Car. But 1 would have him dead, my lord of 
Suffolk, 

Ere you can take due orders for a priest: 

Say you consent, and censure well the deed, 

And i’ll proside his executioner, 

1 tender so the safety of my liege. 

Suf. Here is uiy hand, the deed is worthy 
doing. 

Q. Mar. And so say I. 

York. Aud 1: aud now we three have spoke 
it, 

It skills not greatly f who impugns our doom. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come 
ainam, 

To signify—that rebels there are up. 

And put tho- Englishmen unto Uie 6word: 

Send succours, lords, aud stop the rage betime, 
Before the wound do grow incurable ; 

For, being gieen, there is great hope of help. 
i'ar. A breach, that craves a quick expedient J 
stop 1 

What counsel give you in this weighty cause ? 
York. That Somerset be sent as regent 
thither: 

*Ti* meet that lucky ruler be employ'd ; 

Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 

Sam. If "York, with all his far-fet $ policy. 

Had been the regent thcie instead of me, 

He never would have staid in France so long. 
York. No, not to lose it ail, as thou hast 
done: 

I rather would have lost my life betimes, 

Than bring a burden of dishonour home. 

By staying there so long, till all were lost. 

Show me one scar character'd on thy skin : 

Men's flesh preserv'd so whole, do seldom win. 
Q. Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a 
raging fire. 

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with :— 
No more, good Yorksweet Somerset, be 
still;— 

Thy fortune, York, liad'st tboo been regent 
there, 

Might happily have prov'd far worse than his. 
York. What, worse than naught! nay, then a 
shame take all 1 

Sorn. And, in tbe number, thee, that wlsbest 
shame! 

Car. My lord of York, try what your for¬ 
tune is. 

The uncivil Kernes of Ireland -are In arms. 

And temper clay with blood of Englishmen: 

To Ireland will you lead a baud of men, 

* Confounds. f Jt is of no importance. 

X Expeditious I Far-fetched. 


Collected choicely, from each county so me . 

And try your hap against the Irishmen 7 
York. I will, my lord, so please bis majesty. 
Suf. Why, our authority is bis consent; 

And what we do establish, he confirms 
Then, noble Yoik, take thou this task in hand. 
York. 1 am content: Provide me soldiers, 
lords. 

Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 

Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will see per¬ 
form'd. 

But now return we to the false duke Humphrey. 
Car. No more of him; for 1 will deal with 
him, 

That, henceforth, be shall trouble ire no more. 
And so break off; the day is almost spent: 

Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that 
event. 

York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen 
days. 

At Bristol I expect my soldiere ; 

For there I'll ship them all for Ireland. 

Suf. I'll see it truly done, my lord of York. 

[Eveunt all but York. 
York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful 
thoughts, 

And change misdoabt to resolution: 

Be that thou hop'st to be ; or what thou art 
Resigu to death, it is not worth the enjoying*: 

Let pale-fac’d fear keep with the mean-bom 
man. 

And find no harbour in a royal heart. 

Faster than spring-time showers, comes thought 
on thought; 

And not a thought, but thinks on dignity. 

My brain, more busy than tbe labouring spider. 
Weaves tedious snares to trap miue enemies. 
Well, nobles, well, it’s politicly done, 

To 6eud me packing with a host of men : 

I fear me, you but warm the starved snake, 

Who, cherish’d iu your breasts, will sting your 
hearts. 

'Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me; 
I take it kindly; yet, be well assur'd 
You put sharp weapons iu a madman's hands. 
Whiles I 111 Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

1 will stir up m England 6ome black storm. 

Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or 
hell: 

And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 
Until the golden circuit on my head. 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams. 

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw * 

And, for a minister of my intent, 

I have seduc'd a head-strong Keutisbman, 

John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well be can. 

Under the title of John Mortimer. 

In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 
Oppose himstlf against a troop of Kernes ; f 
And fought 60 long, till that his thighs with 
darts 

Were almost like a shnrp-quill'd porcupine: 

And, in the end being rescu’d, I have seen Jafm 
Caper upright like a wild Monsco, J 
Shaking the bloody darts, ns he his bells. 

Full often, like a shan-barr’d crafty Kerne. 

Hath he conversed with the enemy; 

And undiscover’d tome to me again. 

And given me notice of their villanies. 

This devil here shall be my substitute; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 
lu face, in gait, in speech, be doth resemble 1 
By this I shall perceive the commons' mind. 

How they affect the house and claim of Yorl^ 
Say, he be taken, rack'd, and tortured : 

I know no pain they can inflict upon him. 

Will make him say—I mov'd him to those trait. 
Say, that he thrive, (as 'tis great like be will,) 
Why, then from Man! come 3 with my 
strength, 

• A violent (put of wW. 
t Irish foot-soldier*, light-armed.. 
t A Moor id a morris-dance* 
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And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d: 
For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall he. 

And Henry put apart, the next for uie. 

[Exit. 

SCEXE II. — Bury,—A Boom in the Palace* 
Enter certain Murderers, hastily . 

1 Mur, Run to my lord of Suffolk, let him 

know. 

We have despatch’d the duke, as he com* 
uianded. 

2 Mur. O that it were to do I-What have 

we done ? 

Didst ever hear a man so penitent T 
Enter Suffolk. 

1 Mur. Here comes iny lord. 

Suf. Now, Sirs, have you 
Despatch’d this thing? 

1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, he’s dead. 

Suf. Why, that's well said. Go, get you to 
m> house; 

I will reward you for this venturous deed. 

The kins and all the peers are here at hand 
Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things 
well. 

According as I gave directions? 

1 Mur. *ris, my good lord. 

Suf. Away, be gonel [E.ieunt Mcrderers. 

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, ('or¬ 
dinal Beaufort, Somerset, Lords, and 
others. 

K. Hen. Go, call our uncle to our preseuce 
straight: 

Say, we intend to try his grace to-day, 

If he be guilty, as ’us published. 

Suf. I’ll call him presently, my noble lord. 

[Hi it. 

K. Hen. Lords, take your places And, 1 
pray you all. 

Proceed no straiter ’gainst our uncle Gloster, 
Than from true evidence, of good esteem. 

He be approv'd in practice culpable. 

Q. Mur. God forbid any malice should pre¬ 
vail. 

That faultless may condemn a nobleman 1 
Pray God, be may acquit bun of suspicion I 
K. Hen. 1 thank thee, Margaret; these words 
content me much.— 


Re-enter Suffolk. 

How now ? why look’st thou pale ? why trem- 
blest tbou ? 

Where is our uncle ? what is the matter, Suf¬ 
folk? 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord : Gloster is 
dead. 

Q . Mar. Marry, God forefend I 

Car. God’s secret judgmentI did dream 
to-night, 

The duke was dumb, and could not 6peak a 
word. [The King suoons. 

Q. Mar. How fares my lord?— Help, lords 1 
tbe king is dead. 

Som. Rear up bis body; ring him by the 
nose. 

Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help I—0 Henry, ope 
thine eyes I 

Suf. He doth revive againMadam, be 
patient. 

ST. Hen. o heavenly God ! 

Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord ? 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign 1 gracious Henry, 
comfort! 

K. Hen. What, doth my lord of Suffolk com¬ 
fort me? 

Came he right now • to sing a raven’s note, 

Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers ; 

And thinks he that tbe chirping of a wren. 


B) cning comfort from a hollow bmist, 

Can chase away the hist-conctived sound? 

Hide not thy poison with such sugai'd words; 

Lay not thy hands on me; loibeai, 1 say ; 

Their touch attiights me, as a set pent's sting. 

Thou baleful messenger, out ot my sight I 
Upon thy eye-hulls murderous tyiauny 
Sits in grim msyesty, to flight Hie world. 

Look not upon Die, for thine e>es aic wound* 
ing 

Yet do not go awsiv Come, basilisk. 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight: 

'ot in the 6hade of death I shall find joy ; 
n life, but double death, now Glo»tei's dead. 

Q. Mur. Why do you rate my lord ot Suiloik. 
thus ? 

Although the duke was enemy to him. 

Yet be, most Cbiistuu-like, laments his death: 
And for myself, toe as he was to me, 

Might liquid tears, or heart-otteiidiug groans. 

Or blooJ'ConAuuiiiig sighs recall his life, 

I would he blind with weeping, sick with 
groans, 

Look pule as primrose, with blood-diinking 
sighs. 

And all to have the noble duke alive. 

\Miat know 1 how the woild may derm of met 
For i! is known we were but hollow 1 1 lends; 

It may be judg’d, 1 made the duke away : 

So shall my name with slander’s tongue be 
wounded. 

And princes’ couits be fill’d with my reproach. 

I his get 1 by his death : Ah ! me, uuliapp) ! 

To be a queen, and ciown’d with mMin) ! 

A'. Hen. Ah I woe is me loi Glustei, wretched 
man 2 

Q. Mar. Be woe for me • more write lied 
than he is. 

What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face ? 
i ain no loathsome leper, look on me. 

What art thou, like tbe addei, waxen deaf f 
Be poisonous loo, and kill thy fnilorn queen, 
la all thy comiort shut ill Glostu’s tomb ( 

Why, then dame Maig.net in ’it ihv joy ; 
Erect his statue then, and worship it. 

And make in> image but an alehouse sign. 

Was 1, for this High wreck’d upon the sia; 

And twice by awkwaicl wind tioui Lnuland’s 
bank 

Drove back again unto mv native clime? 

What boded this, but well-Joitwaimug wind 
Did seem to say,—Seek not a scoipioti’s nest. 
Nor set no footing on this unkind shore ? 

VN bat did I then, but cuis’d tbe gentle gusts, 
And he that loos’d them liom their biazeu 
caves; 

And bid them blow towards England’s blessed 
shore. 

Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock? 

Yet Aeolus would not he a murdeier. 

But left that hateful othce unto thee : 

'I he pretty vaulting sea refus’d to drown me ; 
Knowing that tbou. would’st have me diown’d 
on shore, 

With tears as salt as sea through thy unkiud- 
n»6s ; 

Tbe splitting rocks cow’rd in tbe sinking 
sands. 

And would not dash me with their ragged 
6 ides; 

Because thy fliuty heart, more bard than they. 
Might in thy palace peiivli Maig.net. 

As tar as 1 could ken thy chalky cliff?, 

When irom tbe shore the tempest bea’t us back, 

I stood upon the batches iu the storui : 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land’s view, 

I took a costly jewel from my ueck, 

(A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,) 

And threw it towards thy land the sea re¬ 
ceiv’d it ; 

And so, 1 wish'd, thy body might my heart: 


* Just BOW. 


* i. f. Let not woe bo to the* for Gloster, but for me. 
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And even with this, I lost fair England's 
view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart; 
And call'd them blind arid dusky spectacles. 

For losing ken of Albion's wished coast. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk's tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconstancy,) 

To sit and witch me, as Ascamus did, 

When he to madding Dido, would unfold 
His father's acts, commenc'd in burning Troy? 
Am I not witch’d like her? or thou no^ talse 
like him ? 

Ah! me, I can no more! Die, Margaret I 
For Henry weeps, that thou dost live so long. 

Noite within. Enter Warwick and Salis¬ 
bury. The Commons press to the door. 

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

That good duke Humphrey traitorously is mur¬ 
der'd 

By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort’s means: 
The commons, like an angry hive of bees. 

That want their leader, scatter up and down, 

And caie not who they stii|g m his revenge. 
Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny. 

Until they hear the order of bis death. 

K . Hen. That lie is dead, good Warwick, 'tis 
too ti ue ; 

But how he died, God knows, not Henry: 

Enter his chamber, view Ins breathes* corpse, 
And comment then upon lus sudden death. 

War. That 1 shall do, iny liegeStay, 
Salisbury 

With the rude multitude, till I return. 

[Warwick goes into an inner Room, 
and Salisbury ntires. 

K. Hen. O thou that judgest all things, stay 
my thoughts: 

My though!s, that labour to persuade my soul, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey's 
life I 

If mv suspect he false, forgive me, God ; 

For judgment only doth b< long to thee 1 
Fain would l go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain 
Upon his tace an ocean of salt teais ; 

To tell my love unto Ins dumb deaf trunk, 

And with my lingers feel his hand unfeeling: 

But all m vain are these mean obsequies ; 

And, to survey his dead and eailhly image. 

What were it but to make my sonow greater ? 

The folding Doors of an inner Chamber are 
tin own open, and Gloster is discovered 
dead in his Bed: Warwick and others 
standing by it. 

War . Come hither, gracious sovereign, view 
this body. 

K. Hen. That is to see how deep my grave 
is made : 

F«»r, with his soul, fled all my worldly solace ; 
For seeing him, I see my life in death. • 

War. As surely as my soul nitehds to live 
With that dread King that took our state upon 
him 

To free us fiom his Father’s wrathful curse, 

I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-tamed duke. 

Snf. A dleadful oath, sworn with a solemn 
tongue I 

What instance gives lord Warwick for his 
vow ? 

War. See, how the blood Is settled in his 
face I 

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, t 
Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and blood¬ 
less. 

Being all descended to the labouring heart; 

Who, ,111 the conflict that it holds with death, 

* l.t. I iee my life destroyed or endangered l»v hie 
death. 

-t A body brrome inanimate ill the common course of 
Mature ; to which violeuce has not brought a timeless 
«nd. 


Attracts the same for aidance 'gaiust the 
enemy ; 

Which with the heart there cools and ne’er le- 
turneth 

To blush and beautify the check again. 

But see, his face is black, and t'nlf „t i)i 0 od 
His eye-balls laitiler out tb.iu when he liv’d 
Staring full ghastly like a strangled man : 

His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretch’d with 
struggling; 

His hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d 
Aud tuggM for hie, and *was by strength sub¬ 
du'd. 

Look on the 6beets his hair, you see, is slick- 
ing; 

Ills well proportioned beard made rough and 
rugged. 

Like to the summer's corn by tempest lodg'd. 

It cannot he, but he was murdei’d here ; 

The least of all these signs were probable. 

Si/J. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke 
to death ? 

Myself and Beaufort had him in protection ; 

And we, 1 hope, Sir, aie no murderers. 

Wat. Bit both of you were vow'd duke 
Humphrey's foes ; 

And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep : 
’Tis like, you would not feast him like a 
fi lend ; 

And Mis Weil seen he found an enemy. 

Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suniect these no¬ 
blemen 

As guilty of duke Humphrey's timeless death. 

War. Who huds the heifer dead, and bleed¬ 
ing fresh, 

And sees tast by a butcher with an axe, 

But will suspect 'twas lie that made the slaugh¬ 
ter ? 

Who finds the paitridge in the puttoch’s nest, 
But may imagine how the bird wan dead. 
Although the kite soar with imbloodied beak? 
Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

(J. Mar. Are you the butcher, Suffolk ; wlieie’s 
yoni knife I 

Is Beautoit term’d a kite? where aie his ta¬ 
lons ? 

Suf. I wear no knife, to slaughter sleepiug 
men ; 

But here's a vengeful sword, rusted with ease, 

I hat shall be scoured m Ins rancorous heart. 
That slanders me with murdei’s cnmsoii 
badge : 

Say, if thou dar’st, proud lord of Warwick¬ 
shire, 

That I am faulty in duke Humphrey’s death. 

[Exeunt Cardinal, Sovi. and others. 

War. What dares not Warwick, if talse Suf¬ 
folk dare him ? 

Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious 
spirit, 

Nor cease to be an ariogant controller. 

Though Suffolk dare linn tweuty thousand 
tunes. 

War. Madam, be still: with reverence may I 
say, 

For every word you speak in his behalf. 

Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Sa). bluut-witled lord, ignoble in demea¬ 
nour I 

If ever lady wiong’d her lord so much, 

I hy mother took into her biamclul bed 
Some stern untutored chin I, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip; whose tiuit thou 
art. 

And never of the Nevils* noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers 
thee. 

And I should rob the deathsman of his fee. 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames 
And that my sovereign's presence makes me 
mild, 

I would, talse murderous coward, on tby knee, 
Make thee beg punion for thy passed speech. 

And say,—it was tby mother that thou meau'st. 
That thou thyself wast bom in bastardy : 
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And, after all this fearful homage done. 

Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell. 
Pernicious blood-sucker of sleepius men 
SuJ'. Thou shall be waking, while I shed thy 
blood. 

If from this presence thou dar’sl go with roc. 
War. Away even now', or I will drag tbee 
hence: 

Unworthy though thou art, Pll cope with tbee, 
And do some service to duke Humph) ey ’s 

ghost. 

[Exeunt Suffolk and Warwick. 
K. Hen. What stionger breast-plate than a 
heart untainted i 

Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his quanel just; 
And be but naked, though lock’d up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

[A Noise within. 
Q. Mar . What noise is this ? 

Re-enter Suffolk and W arwick, with their 
Weapons drawn. 

K . Ren. Why, how' now-, lords? your wrath¬ 
ful weapons drawn 

Here in our presence f dare you he so hold f— 
Why, what tumultuous clamour hate we here t 
SuJ'. The traitorous Warwick, with the men 
of Bur), 

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

Noise of a Crowd within. Re-enter Salis¬ 
bury. 

Sat. Sirs, stand apart; the king shall know 
your mind.— 

[Speaking to those within. 
Dread lord, the commons 6end )ou word by 
me, 

Unless false Suffolk straight be done to death, 
Or bauished fair Engiaud’& terriiones, 

They will by violence tear him from your 
palace. 

And torture him with grievous liug'riiig death 
They say, b> him the good duke Humphrey 
died ; 

They say, in hirn they fear your highness* death ; 
And mere instinct of love and loyalty. 

Free from a stubborn opposite intent. 

As being thought t> contradict your liking. 

Makes them thus forward m his banishment. 
They say, in care of your most royal person. 
That, if your highness should intend to sleep, 
And charge—that no man should disturb your 
rest. 

In pain of your dislike, or pain of death ; 

Yet notwithstanding such a strait edict. 

Were there a serpeut seeu, with forked tougue. 
That silly glided towards your majesty, 

It were but necessary you were wak'd; 

Lest, being suffer’d in that harmful slumber, 

The mortal worm* might make the sleep eter¬ 
nal : 

And therefore do they cry» though you forbid. 
That they will guard you, wbe'r yon will, or 
no, 

From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is 
With whose enveuoined and fatal sting. 

Your loving uncle, twenty times b»6 worth. 

They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 

Commons. [Within.] Au answer from the 
king, my lord of Salisbury. 

Suf. Tift like, the commons, rude nnpolish’d 
binds, 

Couid send gucb message to their sovereign : 

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd, 

To show how quaiut i and orator you are: 

But afl the honour Salisbury -hath Won, 

Is—that be was the lord ambassador, 

Bent from a sort J of tinkers to the king. 

Commons. [ Within.] An answer from the king, 
or we'll all break in. 

K. Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from 
me, 

• Deadly aexpeni. 

f IVtterouft. t Amuyny 


I thank them for their tender loving care: 

And had 1 not been 'cited bo by them. 

Yet did I purpose as they do eutieat; 

For sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance uuto my state by Suffolk’s means. 

And therefore, by His majesty I swear, 

Whose far unworthy deputy 1 am. 

He shall not breathe infection m this air* 

But three days longer, ou the pain of death. 

[Exit Salisbury. 
Q. Mar. O Henry, Jet me plead for gentle 
Suffolk! 

K. Jien. Ungentle queen, to call bun gentle 
Suffolk. 

No more, 1 say ; if thou dost plead foi him. 
Thou wilt but add tnciease unto my wiatli. 

Had 1 but said, 1 would have kept my woid; 
But, when i swear, it is ii revocable 
if, after three davs space, thou here be’st found 
On any ground that 1 ain ruler of. 

The world shall not he ransom for thy life.— 
Come, Wanvick, come good Marwick, go with 
me ; 

I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt Hanky, Warwick, Lords, \r. 
Q. Mar. Mischance and soirow go along with 
you! 

Heart's discontent, and sour affliction. 

Be playfellows to keep you coinpaiiy 1 
There’s two of yon ; the devil make a thiid ’ 

And threefold vengeance lend upon youi st« p- ’ 
SuJ. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations. 
And let thy Suffolk take Ins heavy leave. 

Q. Mar. Fie, cow aid woman, and sutx-beaitcd 
wretch I 

Hast thou not spit it to curse thine enemies? 

SuJ *. A plague upon them ! wheieloie should 
I curse them ? 

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's 
groan, 

I would invent as bitter-searching teims. 

As curst, as harsh, and hoirthle to lirai. 
Delud'd strongly tlwousb my fixed teeth. 

With full as many signs of deadly hale. 

As lean-fac’d Envy in her loathsome cave : 

My tongue should stumble m none eain’st 
words ; 

Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint, 
My hmr be liv’d on end, as one distract ; 

A>, every joint should seem to curse and ban : 
And even now my burden’d licait would bteak, 
Should I not cuise them. Poison be tluir 
drmk I 

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they 
taste ! 

Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress tiees 1 
Their cluefest prospect, murdering basilisks I 
Their softest touch, as smart as iizaids’ stings ! 
Their music, frightful as the serpent’s hiss ; 

And boding scieecb-owls make flic conceit 
fuill 

All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell— 

Q. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk; thou tor- 
inent’st thyself; 

And these dread curses—like the sun 'gainst 
glass, 

Or like an overcharged gun,—recoil. 

And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

SuJ. You bade me ban, t and will you bid me 
leave f 

Now, by Hie ground that I am bariish'd from, 
Well could 1 curse away a winter’s nuhl, 
Though standing naked on a mountain top. 
Where biting cold would never let glass grow. 
And think it but a minute spent in sport. 

Q. Mar. o let me entreat thee, cease 1 Give 
me thy hand. 

That I may dew it with my mournful tears; 

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place. 

To wash away my woful monuments. 

Oh I could this kiss be printed in thy hand ; 

[Kisses hts hand . 

* Lc.Hc Ail] not ccbimiImU Al» ■»* w itli hii in¬ 
fected breath. t C’urec. 
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That thou might’st think upon these by tho 
seal. 

Through whom & thousand sighs are breath’d 

for thee! 

So, get tlice gone, that I may know my grief; 
’Tib but surmis'd whilst thou art standing by. 
As one that surfeits thinking on a want. 

I will repeal thee, or, be well assur'd, 
Adventure to be banish’d myself: 

And banished 7 am, if but from thee. 

Go, speak not to me; even now be gone.— 

Oh ! go not yet!—Even thus two friends con¬ 
demn'd 

Embrace and kiss, and take ten thousand 
leaves, 

Loather a hundred times to part than die. 

Yet now farewell; and farewell life with thee ! 

Suf Thus 13 poor Suffolk ten-times banished, 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by 
thee 

'Tis not the land I care for; wert thou hence, 

A wilderness is populous enough. 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company: 

For where thou art, there is the world itself^ 
With every several pleasure in the world; 

And where thou art not, desolation. 

I can no more:-—Live thou to joy thy life; 
Myself no joy in nought, but that thou livest 

Enter Vaxjx. 

Q. Mar. Whither goest Vaux so fast ? What 
news, I pry'thee? 

J’aur. To signify unto his majesty, 

That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death: 
For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, 
That makes him gasp and stare, and catch the 
air, 

Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth. 
Sometime he talks as if duke Humphrey’s 
ghost 

Were by his., side: sometimes he calls the 
king, ‘ 

And whispers to bis pillow, as to him, 

The secrets of his overcharged soul: 

And I am s°ut to tell his majesty. 

That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q. Mar. Go, tell this heavy message to the 
king [Exit Vacx. 

Ah me! what is this world 9 What news are 
thc^e ? 

But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor loss, 
Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure? 
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee. 

And with the southern clouds contend m tears; 
Their's for the earth’s increase, mine for my 
sorrow's? 

Now, get thee hence : the king thou know’st is 
coming ; • 

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live; 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else. 

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ? 

Here could I breathe my soul into the air, * 

As nr Id and gentle as the cradle babe. 

Eying with mother’s dug between its lips : 
When,’" from thy sight I should be raging 
mad. 

And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes. 

To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth; 
So shouldst thou either turn my flying soul. 

Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 

And then it liv’d in sweet Kiysium. 

To die by thee were but to die in jest; 

From thee to die, were torture more than 
death: 

O let me stay, befall what may befalL 
Q. Mar. Away, though parting be a fretful 
corrosive. 

It is applied to a deathful wound. 

To France, sweet Suffolk: Let me hear from 
thee; 

For wheresoe'er thou art in this world's tflobe, 
I'll have an Irisf that shall find you out 
Suf. I go. 

<2. Mar. And take my heart with thee. 


Suf. A jewel lock’d into the woefufst cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 

Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we : 

This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. 

[ Exeunt , se net a lly. 

SCENE III.—London.—Cardinal Beaufort’s 
Bed-chamber. 

Enter King Henry, Salisbury, Warwick, 
and others.—The Cardinal in Beds Attend¬ 
ant» with him. 

K. Hen. How fares my lord ? Speak, Beau, 
fort, to thy sovereign. 

Car. If thou be’st death, I’ll give thee Eng¬ 
land’s treasure, 

Enough to purchase such another island, 

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

K. Hen. Ah ! what a sign it is of evil life, 
When death's approach is seen so terrible! 
War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to 
thee. 

Car, Bring me unto my trial when you will. 
Died he not in his bed ? Where should he die ? 
Can I make men live, whe’r they will or no ? 
Oh ! torture me no more, I will confess — 

Alive again ? Then show me where he is; 

I'll., give a thousand pounds’to look upon 
him.— 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them.— 
Comb down his hair ; look ! look ! it stands 
upright. 

Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul!— 
Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that I bought of him. 
A', lien. O thou eternal Mover of the hea¬ 
vens, 

Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 

O beat away the busy meddling fiend, 

That lays strong siege upon this wretch’6 soul. 
And from his bosom purge this black despair! 
War. See how the pangs of death doth make 
him grin. 

Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peace¬ 
ably. 

A. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God’s pleasure 
be! 

Lord cardinal, if thou think’st on heaven's bliss, 
Hold up thy hand, make signal ot thy hope.— 
He dies, and makes no sign ; O God, forgive 
him! 

War. So bad a death argues a monstrous 

life. 

K. Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners 
all.— 

Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close ; 
And let us all to meditation. [ Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE Kent.—The sea-shore near 

Dover. 

Firing heard at sea. — Then enter from a 
Boat , a Captain, a Master, a Master’s- 
mate, Walter, Whitmore, and others; 
with them .Suffolk, and other Gentlemen , 
Prisoners. 

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remoseful* 
day 

Is crept into the bosom of the sea; 

And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy night; 

Who, with their drowsy, alow, and flagging 
wings 

Clip dead men’s graves, and from their misty 
jaws 

Breathe foul eontagious darkness in the air. 
Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our prize; 
For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here shall they make their ransom on the sand. 
Or with their blood stain this discolour'd shore, 

* 


* For whorcas. 


f The messenger of Juno. 


Pitiful. 
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Master, this prisoner freely give I thee : — 

And thou that art his mate, make boot of 
this 

The other, [Pointing to Suffolk .] Walter Whit¬ 
more, is thy share. 

1 Gent What is my ransom, master ? Let me 
know. 

Mast. A thousand crowns, or else lay down 
your head. 

Mate. And 90 much shall you give, or off 
goes your’a. 

Cap. What, think you much to pay two 
thousand crowns. 

And hear the name and port of gentlemen 
Cut both the villains’ throats for die you 
shall; 

The lives of those which we have lost in fight. 
Cannot be counterpoised with such a petty 
sum. 

1 Gent I’ll give it, Sir; and therefore spare 

my life. 

2 Gent. And so will I, and write home for it 

straight. 

Whit. I lost mine eye in laying the prizo 
aboard, 

And therefore to revenge it, shalt thou die; 

[To stiffJk. 

• And so should these, if I might ha\o my will. 

Cap Be nut so rash; take ransom, let him 
live. 

Suf Look on my George, I am a gentleman ; 
Hate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid 

Whit. And so am I: my namo is Walter 
Whitmore. 

How now 0 Why start’st thou ? What, doth 
death affright 9 

Suf Thy name affrights me, in whose sound 
is death. 

A cunning man did calculate my birth, 

And told me that by Water I should die; 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded; 
Thy name is— Gualtter, being rightly sounded 

Whit. Gualh'Ty or Walter , which it is, I 
care not; 

Ne’er yet did base dishonour blur our mme, 
But with our sword we wiped aw av the blot; 
Therefore, when merchant-'ike I sell revenge, 
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and detac'd, 
And I proclaim'd a coward through the world ! 

[l.tr/i ho/rt on StJf-toiK 

Suf. Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is a 
prince. 

The duke of Suffolk, William de la Poole. 

Whit. The duke of Suffolk muffled up in 
rags! 

Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the 
duke: 

Jove sometime'went disguised, and why not I 9 

Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt 
be, 

Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, king Henry’s 
blood, 

The honourable blood of Lancaster, 

Must not be shed by 2 ach a jaded groom, • 

Hast thou not kiss'd thy hand, and held my 
stirrup 9 

Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 
And thought thee happy when 1 shook my 
head? 

How often ha t thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the 
board. 

When I have feasted with queen Margaret 0 
Remember it, and let it make thee rre»t-failen; 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride: f 
Bow in our voiding lobby hast thou stood, 
And duly waited for my coming forth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 
And therefore shall it charm thy riotous 
tongue. 

Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn 
swain ? 

Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath 

me. 

* A low fellow. 

f Tride that has had birth too soon. 
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Stif. Base slave! thy words are blunt, and so 
art thou. 

Cap. Convey him hence, and in our long¬ 
boat's side 
Strike off his head. 

Suf. Thou darest not for thy own. 

Cap Yes, Poole. 

Suf. Poole? 

Cap. Poole? Sir Poole? lord? 

Ay, kennel, pudde, sink; whose filth and dirt 
Troubles the silver spring where England 
drinks, 

Now will I dnm up this thy yawning mouth. 

For swallowing the treasure of the realm; 

Thy lips that kissed the queen, shall sweep the 
ground ; 

And thou thatsmil dst at good dukeHumphrcy’s 
death. 

Against the senseless winds shall grin In vain, 
Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again; 

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 

For during to affy* a mighty lord 
Unto the daughter of a worthless king, 

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

By dvvili-h policy art thou grown great. 

And, like anilutiou' Syllit, 01 enforced 
With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart. 

By thee, Anjou and Maine were sold to Franco; 
The fa se revolting Normans thorough thee, 
Di-dain to call us lord; and Picardy 
Hath slain our governors, surprised our forts. 
And sent the ragged so'di»*rs wounded home. 
The princely Warwick and the Ncvils nil, 
Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in 
vrfin. 

As hating thae, are rising up in arms; 

And now tha house of York thru>t from the 
crowH, 

By shameful murder of a guiltless king, 

And lofty nroud encroaching tyranny, 

Burns with revenging fire? whoso hopeful co¬ 
lours 

Advance our half-fared sun, striving to shine, 
Under the which is writ -Imt/ix nutnhus. 

The commons here in Ke> t are up in arms; 
And, to couc'ude, reproich and beggary, 
is crept into the palace of our king. 

And all by thee.—Away! Convey him lienee. 
Suf. O that I were a god to shoot forth 
thunder 

Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges? 
Small things make base men proud: this villain 
here. 

Being captain of a pinnace.f threatens more 
Than Burgulus the strong Illyrian pirate. 
Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee¬ 
hives. 

It ia Impossible that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal ns thyself. 

Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me; 
l go of message from the queen to France; 

I charge thee, waft me safety cross the channel. 
Cap. Walter,- 

Whit. Come. Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy 
denth. 

Suf. Geiidut timor occupat artus ’Tis thee 
I fear. 

Whit. Thou shalt have cause to fear, before I 
leave thee. 

What are ye daunted now? Now will ye stoop ? 
1 Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak 
him fair. 

Suf Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stern and 
rough. 

Used to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it we should honour such as these 
With humble suit: no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block, than these knees bow to 
any, 

Save to the God of heaven and to my king; 

And sootier dance upon a bloody pole, 

Than stand uncover’d to the \u gar groom. 
True nobil ty is exempt from fear;— 

More can I bear, than you dare execute. 

♦ To betroth In marriage 
f A pinnace then signlQed a ship of smAll burden. 
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Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no 
moie. 

Suf. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can, 
That this my death may never he forgot! 

Great men oft die by vile be/omaus : * 

A Homan swoider and handitto slave, 

Mnrdci’d sweet Tull) ; Brutus’ bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Cten.ir; savage islanders, 

Pompey the great: and Sutlolk dies by pirate*. 
[Ei it Suf. with Whitmore and others. 
Cap. And as lor these whose ransom we have 
set. 

It is our pleasure one of them depart 
Therefore come you with us, and let him 20. 

[Eieunt all but the first Gentleman. 

Re-enter Whi 1 more uith Suffolk’s Body. 

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body 
he, 

Until the queen ins mistress bury it. [Exit. 

1 Gent. O barbaious and bloody spectacle! 

His body will I bear unto the kin" : 

If he revenge it not, yet will hh friends ; 

So will the queen, that living held him dear. 

[Exit uith the Body. 

SCENE II. — Blackhcath. 

Enter George Betis, and John Holland. 

Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though 
made of a lath; they have beeu up these two 
days. 

John. They have the moie need to sleep now 
tin 11. 

Geo. I tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means 
to (.less the commouwealth, and turn it, and set 
a lit tv nap upon it. 

John. So lit had need, for ’tis thrcadbaie. 
'Sell, I say, it was never merry world in Lnglaud, 
suite gentlemen came up. 

Geo. o limeiable age 1 Viitue is not regaided 
111 liaiidvtialls-men. 

John. Thw- nobility think scorn logo 111 leather 
aprons. 

Geo. Nay more, the king’s council aie no good 
workmen. 

John. Tiue : and vet it 1? said,—Labour in thy 
vocation : ninth is Ks much to nv, as,—let the 
inagMiates be Itboanni, in so ; and thcicfoie 
sin nlJ we be magistrates. 

Gin. Thou hast hit it. for there’s no better 
'sign of a biave mind, lha.i a bard hand. 

John. I see them 1 I see them I Theie’s Best’s 
son, the turner ot Wmghain ;— 

Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies, 
to make dog’s leather of. 

Jihn. And Dick th-* butcher,— 

G10. Then is sin sliutk down like an ox, and 
iiiiquuy’s thioat cut like a call. 

John. And Smith the weaver:— 

Gio Argo, their thicad of life is spun. 

John. Couie, come, let’s lull in with them. * 

Drum —Enter Cade, Dick the Butcher , 
Smith the Weaver ; and others tn great 
numln 1. 

Cade. We John Cade, so term’d of our sup¬ 
posed father,- 

Dick. Or rather, of stcaliug a cade of her¬ 
rings. t [Aside. 

Cade.—\or our enemies shall fall befoie us, 
inspired with the spmt of putting down kings 
and pi Hires,—Command silence. 

Duk. Silence ! 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer,— 

Vick. He was an honest man, and a good 
bricklayer. [Aiii/e. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet,— 

Dick. 1 knew her well, she was a midwife. 

[Aside. 

Cadt. My wife descended of the Lacies,- 

• Low i’ 1 ' 11. f 

f A barrel of hernugt. 
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D/ck. Sh>* was, indeed, a pedlar's danghiei, 
and sold many lacts. [Aside. 

Smith. But, iiovv of late, not able to navel 
with her funed pack, she washes bucks here at 
home. [Aside. 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 

Dick. Ay, by my lanh, the field is honour a- 
ble ; and there was he bom, undei a hedge ; tor 
his lather had never a house, but the cage. 

[Aside. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Smith. ’A must needs ; for beggary is valiant. 

[Aside. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

Dick. No question of that; for I have seen 
him whipp’d tbiec market days together. 

[Aside. 

Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith. He need not fear the sword. Ins coat 
is of proof. [Aside. 

Dick. But, mcthmks, he should stand in fear 
of fire, bung burnt l’the liana for stealing of 
sheep. [Aside. 

Cade. Be brave then ; for your captain is 
brave, and vows icfoimation. There shall be, 
in Lngland, seven halfpenny loaves sold for a 
penny: the three-hoop’d pot shall have ten 
hoops ; and I will make it felony to dnuk small 
beer : all the realm shall be in common, and in 
Clieapside shall my palfry go to grass. And, 
when i am king, (as king I will be)— 

All. God 6 ave your majesty ! 

Cade. I thank you, good peopleThere 
shall be no money ; all shall eat and drink on 
my score ; and 1 will apparel them all in one 
livery, that they may agice like brothers, aud 
worship me their lord. 

Dick. The first thing we do, let’s kill ail the 
lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that 1 mean to do. Is not this 2 
lamentable thing, that of the skin of an inno¬ 
cent lamb should be made parchment 1 That 
parchment, being scribbled o’er, should undo a 
man 1 Some* say, the bee stings: but I say, 'us 
the bee’s-wax : lor I d.d hut seal once to a 
thing, and 1 was never mine own mail since. 
How now ? Who’s there ? 

Enter some , bunging in the Clerk of Chat¬ 
ham. 

Smith. The cleik of Chatham : he can write 
and read, and cast accouipt. 

Cade. O moiistious ! 

Smith. Vfe took him setting of boys’ copies. 

Cade. Hue's a villain! 

Smith. H’as a book m his pocket, with red 
letters in’t. 

Cade. Nay, then he is a conjurer. 

Duk. Nay, he can make obligations, and 
write court-band. 

Cade. 1 am soriy for’t : the man is a pioper 
man, on mine honour ; unless I hud him guilty, 
he shall not die.—Conic hithei, sinab, I must 
examine thee : What is thy name 1 

Clerk. Emmanuel. 

Dick. They use to wiite it on the top of let¬ 
ters :—’Twill go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone Dost thou use to write 
thy name? or hast thou a maik to thyself, like 
a honest plain-dealing man I 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have beeu so well 
brought up, that 1 can wnte my name. 

All. He hath confess’d : away with him ; lie’s 
a villain and a traitor. 

Cade. Away with him, I say : hang him with 
his pen and mkhorii about his nerk: 

[Exeunt some with the Clerk. 

Enter Michael. 

Mich. Where’s our general ? 

Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow* 
Mich. Fly, fly, fly I Sir Humphrey Stafloid 
and his hi other are bard by, wuji the king’s 
forces. 

Cade . Stand, villain, stand, or I’ll fell theo 
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down: be shall be encounter'd with a nan as 
good as bimself: be is but a kuigbt, » *al 
Midi, No. 

Cade. To equal him I will make myself a 
knight presently ; rise up Sir John Mortimer. 
Now have at him. 

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford, and Wil¬ 
liam bir Brother, with Drum and Forces. 

St of. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of 
Keut, 

Mark’d for the gallows,—lay your weapons 
down, 

Home to your cottages, forsake this groom : 

The kiug is merciful it you revolt. 

W. Staf. But angry, wrathful, j and indiued 
to blood, 

If you go forward: therefore yield, or die. 

Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I 
pass not; * 

It is to you, good people, that I speak. 

O'er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plasterer; 

And thou thyself a shearman, ail thou not f 
Cade. And Adam was a gaidenei. 
ll'. Staf. And what of that? 

CWt, Marry, this:—Edmund Mortimer, eail 
of March, 

Married the duke of Clarence’s daughter; did 
he not ? 

Staf . Ay, Sir. 

Cade. By her lie had two children at one 
birth. 

W. Staf. That’s false. 

Cade. Ay, there’s the question; bnt I say 
*tis true : 

The elder of them, being put to nurse, 

Was by a beggar-woman stolen away : 

And, ignoiaut of lus birth and parentage. 

Became a bricklayer when he came to age: 

His son am 1; deny it if you can. 

Dick. Nay, ’tis too true; therefore he shall 
be king. 

Smith. Sir, be made a chimney in my father’s 
bouse, and the bricks are alive at this day to 
testify it; therefore, deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s 
words. 

That speaks he knows not what ? 

Alt. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye 
gone. 

jr. StaJ. Jack Cade, the duke of York hath 
taught you tins. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself. 
[A-srrfe.]—Go to, Sirrah, tell the king from me, 
that for his father’s sake, Henry the Fifth, in 
whose times boys went to span-counter for 
French crowns, I am content he shall reign; 
but I’ll be protector over him. 

Dick. And, furthermore, we’ll have the 
lord Say’s head, for selling the dukedom of 
Maine. 

Cade. And good reason ; for thereby is Eng¬ 
land maim’d, and fain to go with a staff, but 
that my puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell 
you, that that lord Say hath gelded the common¬ 
wealth, and made it a eunuch ; and more than 
that, he can speak French, and therefore be is 
a traitor. 

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance 1 
Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : the French¬ 
men are our enemies : go to then, I ask but this ; 
can he that speaks with the tongue of an enemy, 
be a good counsellor, or no? 

All. No, no: and therefore, we’ll have bis 
head. 

W. Staf. Weil, seeing gentle words will not 
prevail, 

/-ssail them with the army of the king. 

Staf. Herald, away: and, throughout every 
town 

* 1 p«y them no regard. 


Piorlaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 
That those which fly befoie the battle ends. 

May, even in their wives’ and children's sight. 

Be bang’d up for example at their (foors:— 

And you, that be tbe king’s friends, follow 
me. 

[EUeunt the two Staffords and Forces . 
Cade. And you, that love the commons, fol¬ 
low me.— 

Now show yourselves men, *tis for liberty. 

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman : 

Spare none, but such as go in clouted shoon; • 
For they are thiifty honest men, and such 
As would (but that they dare not) take our 
parts. 

Dick. They are all in order, and march to¬ 
wards us. 

Cade . But then are wc in order, when we are 
most out of order. Come, march forwaid. 

[Exeunt. 

SC EXE III.—Another part of Btackheath. 

Alarums .— The two Parties enter, and fight, 
and both the St a fiords are slain. 

Cade. Where’s Dick, the butcher of Ashford ? 
Dick. Heie, Sii. 

Cade. They tell before thee like sheep and 
oxen, and thou beftavedst thyself as if thou 
hadst been in thine own slaugbtei -house : 
therefore thus will I reward thee,—The Lent 
shall he as long again as it i.-; and thou sliult 
have a licence to kill for a hundred, lucking 
one. 

Dick . I desire no more. 

Cade. And to speak truth, thou deserved 
no less. This monument of the victory will 1 
bear ; and the bodies shall be draug’d at my 
horse’ heels, till 1 do come to Loudon, where 
we will have the mayor’s sword borne belorc 
us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do cood, 
break open the jails, and let out the prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, 
let’s march towards London. 

[Exeunt. 

SC EXE IV. — London.—A Hoorn in the 

Palace. 

Enter King Henry, reading a Supplica¬ 
tion; the duke oj Buckingham, and Lord 
Say with him: at a distance, Queen Mar¬ 
garet, mourning over Suffolk’s head. 

Q. Mar. Oft have I beard—tliat grief softens 
the mind, 

And makes it tearful and degenerate; 

Think therefore on revenge, and cease to 
weep. 

But who can cease to weep, and look on this ? 
Here may lus bead lie on my throbbing breast: 
But where’s the body that 1 should embrace ? 

Buck. What answer makes your grace to tho 
rebel’s application ? 

K. Hen. I'll send some holy bishop to en¬ 
treat : 

For God forbid, so many simple souls 
Should perish by the swoid 1 And 1 myself. 
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short. 
Will parley with Jack Cade their general.— 

But stay. I’ll read it over once again. 

Q. Mar. Ah 1 barbarous \ hiatus l Hath this 
lovely face, 

Rul'd like a wandering planet over me : f 
And could it not enforce (hem to relent. 

That were unworthy to behold the same? 

K. Hen . Loid Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to 
have thy head. 

Say. Ay, but i hope your highness shall have 
his. 


* Shoes. 

t Predominated irresistibly over my passions •. as 
tbe planets over those born under their iufluroi c. 
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K. Hen. How now, madam T Still 
Lamenting and mourning for Suffolk's death f 
I fear, my love, if that 1 bad been dead, 

Thou would’st not have mourn'd so much for 
me. 

Q. Mar . No, my love, I should not moarn 
but die for thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 

K. Hen. How now I What news? Why 
comest thou in such baste 1 
Mes. The rebels are in Southwark; Fly, my 
lord 1 

Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer, 
Descended irom the (bike of Clarence’ house; 
And calls your grace usurper openly. 

Ami vows to crown hmfself in Westminster. 

Ills armv is a ragged multitude 

Ot hinds and peasants, rude aud merciless : 

Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother’s death 
Hath given them heart and courage to pro¬ 
ceed : 

All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen. 

They call false caterpillars, aud intend their 
death. 

A". Hen, O graceless men 1—They" know not 
what they do. 

Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kenel- 
worth, 

Until a power be raised to put them clown. 

Q. Mur. Ah 1 were the duke of Suffolk now 
alive. 

These Kentish rebels would be soon appeased. 

K. lien • Lord Say, the traitors bate thee. 
Therefore away nub us to Kenelwoith. 
buy. So might your grace’s person be in 
danger : 

The sight of me is odious in their eyes: 

Aud therefore in this city, will I stay. 

And live alone as secret as 1 may. 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mes. Jack Cade hath gotten Loudou-bridge ; 
the citizens 

riy and forsake their houses: 

The rascal people, thirsting after prey. 

Join with the traitoi ; and they jointly swear. 

To spoil the city, and your royal court. 

Buck. Then linger not, my lord : away, take 
horse 1 

K. Hen . Come, Margaret; God, our hope, 
will succour us. 

Q. Mar . My hope is gone, now Suffolk is de¬ 
ceased. 

K. Hen. Farewell, my lord; trust not the 
Kentish rebels. 

[To Lord Say.] 
Bulk. Trust nobody, for fear you be be¬ 
tray’d. 

Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence, 
Aud therefoie am 1 bold and resolute. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—The same.—The Tower. 

Enter Lord Scales, and others, on the Wain. 
—Then enter certain Citizens below. 

Scales. How now ? Is Jack Cade slain ? 

1 1 'it. No, my lord, nor likely to be •lain j 
for they have won the bridge, killing all ♦host 
that withstand them : the lord mayor craves aid 
of your honour from the Tower, to defend tb® 
city fiom the rebels. 

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you aball 
command ; 

But I am troubled here with them mvsell j 
Ttw: rebel! have assay’d to win the Tower 
But get rou to Smilhfleld, and gathec ne*to. 

And th'tLer I will send you Matthew Gou^n ? 
Fight lo* your king, your country, and yowr 
lives; 

And so faiewdl, for I muBt hence agatn. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE VI.—The same.—Cannon Street . 

Enter Jack Cade and his Followers.— He 
strikes his Stajf on London-stone. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. 
And here, sitting upon London-stone, I charge 
and command, that ot the city’s cost, the pis- 
sing-conduit run nothing but claret wine tbia 
first year of our reign. And now, henceforward 
it shall be treason tor any that calls me other 
than lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running . 

Sold. Jack Cade I Jack Cade 1 

Cade . Knock him down there. 

[They kill him. 

Smith. If this fellow be wise, he'll never call 
you Jack Cade more; I think he hath a veiy lair 
warning.* 

Dick. My lord, there’s an army gather’d to¬ 
gether in Southfield. 

Cade. Corne then, let's go fight with them : 
but first, go and set London-bndge on fire; and, 
if yon can, burn down the Tower too. Come, 
let's away. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—The same.—Smith field. 

Alarum •— Enter , on one side, Cade and his 

Company; on the other, Citizens and the 

K tug’s Forces, headed by Matthew Gouoh. 

— Theyjight; the Citizens are routed , and 

Matthew Gough is slam. 

Cade. So, SirsNow go some and pull 
down the Savoy ; others to the inns of court; 
down with them all. 

Dick. 1 have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for 
that word. 

Dick. Only that the laws of England may 
come out ot your mouth. 

John. Mass, 'twill be sore law' then; for lie 
was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and ’us 
not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay, John, it will be stinking law; 
for bis breath stinks with eating toasted 
cheese. [Aside. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be so. 
Away, bum all the records of the realm; my 
mouth shall be the parliament of England. 

John. Then we aie like to have biting sta¬ 
tutes, unless his teeth be pull’d out. [Aside. 

Cade. And Jiencefowai d all things shall be 
in common. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes. My lord, a prize, a pnze! Hcie's the 
lord Say, which sold the towns in France ; he 
that made us pay one and twenty fifteens, • 
and one shilling to the pound, the last sub¬ 
sidy. 

Enter George Beyis, with the Lord Sat. 

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it teu 
times.—Ah ! thou say,t thou serge, nay, thou 
buckram lord! Now art thou within point 
blank of our jurisdiction legal. What canst thou 
answer to *.iy majesty, for giving up of Nor¬ 
mandy uni monsieur Basimetu, the dauphin of 
France I F s it known unto thee by these pre¬ 
sence of b rd Mortimer, that I am the besom 
that must iweep the court clean of such filth as 
thou art. Thou hast most traitorously corrupted 
the youth of the realm, in erecting a grammar- 
school t ; nd whereas, before, our forefathers 
had no oilier books but the score and the tally, 
thou '•last caused printing to be used ; and, con¬ 
trary to I he king, his crown and dignity, thou 
hast built a paper-mill. It will be proved to tby 
face tbit thou hast men about thee, that usually 
talk of a noun and a verb ; aud such abomiua- 

• A fifteen was the fifteenth part of all the moveables, 
or p'Tfonal pioperty, of each subject 

•f bay was a kind of 8 er«re. 
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blc words, as no Christian ear can endure to 
hear. Thou nasi appointed justices of peace, to 
call poor men before them about tnatteis the) 
were not able to answer. Moieover, thou hast 
put them in pnsoii; and, because ilie> could 
not ie.ul, thou hast hanged them;* when, in 
deed, only for that cause the) have been most 
woiihy to live. Ihou dostilde on a l'oot-clotii,t 
do^t thou not? 

Say. What of that? 

tide . Many, thou oughtest not to let thy 
hoise wear a cloak, when honester men than 
thou so in their hose and doublets. 

Vick. And woik in their shut too; as myself, 
for example, that am a butchei. 

Say. You men of Kent,— 

JJ.ck. What say you of Kent? 

Say. Nothing but this : ’i ts bona terra, mala 
gens. 

Code. Away with him, away with him! lie 
speaks Latin. 

Say. Heai me but speak, and bcai me wheie 
you will. 

Kent, in the commentaries Ciesar mil. 

Is term’d the civil’sl place of all tins isle ; 

S*uet is the country, because full of nclics; 

’1 lie people libera), valiant, acme, wealthy ; 
Which makes me hope you are not \oid ol 
pity. 

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy ; 

Yei, to recover them, would lose my life. 

Justice with favour have 1 always done ; 

Prayeis and teais have mov’d me, gifts could 
never. 

When have 1 aught exacted at your hands, 

Ktui to maintain, the king, the lealtn, and you? 
Large gilts have 1 bestow’d oil learned cleiks, 
Lccaiise my book piefen’d me to the king : 
And—seeing ignorance is the curse ot God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to hea¬ 
ven,— 

Luless you be possess’d 4i b devilish spmts. 
You cannot but forbear io murder me. 

Hus tongue hath paileys unto loiei^u kings 
Fur your behoof,— 

(Jude. Tut! When struck’st thou one blow in 
the field ? 

Say. Great men have reaching hards : oft have 
1 struck 

Those that I never saw, and stmek them dead. 

6 co. O monitions cowa.d ! what, to come be¬ 
hind folks 1 

Say. These cheeks are pale for* watching for 
jour good. 

Cade . Give him a box o’lhe eai, and that will 
make ’em led again. 

Suy. Long sitting to determine poor men’s 
causes 

Hath made inc full of sickness and diseases. 

Cade. Ae shall have a hempen caudle then, 
and the pap of a hatchet. 

Dick. \\ by dost thou quiver, man ? 

Sau. The palsy, and not fear, provoketh me. 
Cade. Nay, he nods at us ; as who should say, 
I'll be even with you. I'll see it his head will 
stand steadier on a pole, or no: Take him away, 
and behead linn. 

Say. Tell me, wherein I have offended most? 
Have 1 affected wealth, or honour; Speak ? 

Are my cheats Idl’d up with extorted gold ? 

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold ? 

Whom have I injmed, that ye seek my death ? 
These hands ate fiee liom guiltless blood- 
shedding, j 

This bieast iroin harbour ing foul deceitful 
thoughts. 

G Ifd me live ! 

Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words : 

* J r. They *«re hanged because they could not 
claim i tu. benefit ol the clergy. 

i A loot-, luili was .t kind ol bousing, which covered 
Ut bod> ol ihe horse. 

, . „ l Im • onsequence of. 

Inuc-tnt blood a,c ,ree * rom ’heddiug guiltless or 


hut I’ll biidle it; he shall die, an it hr but for 
pl.admc so well for his life. Away with Miu! 
he lus a familiar • uudci Ins tongue; he spe-aks 
not o’ God’s name. Go, take linn away i *av, 
and stiike olf Ins head piesenlly : and then tneak 
into Ins son-in-law’s house, Mi Janus Cumin, 
and slnke oft Ids head, and bung them both upon 
two poles hither. 

A U. It shall he done. 

Say. Ah! country men, if, when you make your 
players, 

God should be so obdurate as youi selves, 

How would it fare with your depaited souls? 

And iheitfore yet relent, and save my Ine. 

Cudt. Away with him, and do as L command 
y e. [AT emit some tv ilk Lot d Say. 

I he proudest peer in the realm shall uni wea. 
a head on Ins shoulders, unless he pay me 
tubule ; theie shall not a uiaid he uiurned. 
Out she shall pay to me hci maidenhead eie 
they have it: men shall hold of me m cayite ; 
and we charge and command that then wives 
be as fiee as heatt cau wish, or tongue can 
tell. 

Dick. My loid, when shall wc go to Chetp- 
side, and take up commodities i.pou oui Inllj I 
Cade. Mairy, piesenlly. 

All. O biave I 

Re-enter Rtbcls with the Heads of Lords Sat 
and his Son in-law. 

Cade. But is not this bravet {—Let them ki*s 
one another, t for they loved well, when they 
were alike. Now pait them again, lest they 
consult about the giving up of some moie towns 
in France. Soldiers, delei the spoil oi ihe my 
until night: tor Willi tlnse burnt befoie ns, 
instead of maces, will we rule through the stims; 
and at every corner have them kiss— Ivvay ! 

[AT< ui<t. 

SCENE VI11. -Southu ark. 

Alai inn. Enter Cade, and all his Rabble- 

meat. 

Cade. Up Fash street! Down Saint Magmi>' 
cuinei ! Kill and knock down! Tluovv ihe.u 
into Thames. 

[A Parley sounded, then a Reheat. 
What noise is Ibis 1 beat ! Date any be *o hold 
to sound retieat or pailey, when 1 couimaud them 
kill ? 

Enter Bcckiacham, and oWCurionu, uitn 

Forces. 

Ruck . Ay, here they be that dare and will 
distiu b thee : 

Kuow, Cade, we come ambassadois from the 
king 

Unto the commons, whom thou hast misled ; 
And he»e pronounce fiee pardon to them all, 
that will forsake thee, and go home m peace. 
CtiJ. What say ye, country men? will ye 
relent, 

And yield to mercy whilst ’tis oflci’d you ; 

Oi let a ialible lead you to youi deaths l 
Who loves the king, and will embiace his 
pardon, 

Fling up Ins cap, and say—God save his ma¬ 
jesty 1 

Who hntetli him, and honours not Ins father, 
Henry (he filth, that made ail France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and puss by. 

Alt. God save tbe king! God save the King ! 
Cude. What, Buckingham and Clift old, are 
ye so brave?—And you, base peasants, do ye 
believe him? Will you needs be bang’d wnli 
youi pardons about your necks? Hath m> svvoid 
theief'orc broke through London gans, that you 
should leave me at the White Halt m Soiith- 
waik? 1 thought ye would lievei have given out 
these aims, till you had recovei’d youi ancient 
treeilom: but you are all recreants and das- 

* A demon who was supposed to attend at calf, 
j ’I his piece of barbanty is re*,orded by living-he I. 
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tards; and delight to*live in slavery to fbe 
nobility. Let them break your barks with bur¬ 
dens, take your houses o\er your heads, ravish 
your wives and daughters hetoie your tacos: 
For me,—I'll make shut for one : and so—God’s 
cuise Unlit upon you all I 

All. \Ne’ll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade. 
('ll/. Is Cade the son of Henry the Filth, 

That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him? 
Will lie conduct you thiough the heart of 
nance, 

And make the meanest of you earls and dukes ! 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to ; 

Nor knows he how to live, hut by the spoil. 
Unless by robbing of jour filends and us. 

Wei't not a shame, that, whilst you live at jar. 
The fearful Fieuch, whom you late vanquished. 
Should make a stait o’er seas, and vanquish 
you 1 

Metlunks, already, in this civil broil, 

I see tlirm lording it in Loudon streets, 

Cijmg— Villageois! unto all they meet. 

Better ten thousand base-hoin Cades miscarry, 
Ilian you should 6toop unto a Frenchman’s 
mercy. 

To France, to France, and get what you have 
lost; 

Sparc England, for it is your native coast: 

Hemy hath money, you are strong and manly; 
God on our side, doubt not of victoiy. 

All. A Cliflord 1 A Clifford! We’ll follqw the 
king, and Cliflord. 

Cade. \Nas ever feather so lightly blown to 
and Iro, as this multitude ? The name of Henry 
the Tilth hales them to a hundred mischiefs, 
and makes them leave me desolate. 1 see them 
lay their heads together, to suipuse me: my 
sword make nay tor me, lor here is uo staying. 
— In despi< lit of the devils and hell have thiough 
the veiy midst of you ! And heaven* and honour 
be witness, that no want of lesolitlion in me, 
but only m> foliowei s’ base and ignominious 
tieasons, makes me betake me to my heels. 

[Ei it. 

Buck W hat, is he fled ! Go some, and follow 
Iiiiii ; 

And he that bungs Jus bead unto the king. 

Shall have a thousand ciowiis tor his reward— 

[Eu unt some of them. 
Follow me, soldiers ; we’ll devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king. [Exeunt. 

SCENE JX.—Kenelworth Castle. 

Enter King IIfnry, Queen Mvrgaret, and 
Soulrset, on the Terrace of the Castle. 

K. lien. Was ever king, that joy'd an earthly 
throne, 

And could command no more content than I ? 
No sooner was 1 crept out of my cradle. 

But 1 was made a king at nine months old : 

Was never subject long’d to be a king. 

As 1 do long and wish to be a subject. 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 

Buck. Health and glad tidings to your ma¬ 
jesty 1 

K. Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor 
Cade sm prized ? 

Or is he but letired to make him strong? 

Enter below , a great number of Cade’s Fol- 
lou ers , with Halters, about their Necks. 

Clif . He’s fled, my lord, and all bis powers 
do yield; 

And humbly thus with balteis on their necks. 
Expect youi highness* doom, of life oi death. 

AT. lien. Theu, heaven, set ope thy everlasting 
gates, 

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise I— 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives, 
And show d how well you love your prince and 
country: 

Continue still iu this so good a mind, 

Aud Henry, though be be mfortunate. 


Assure yourselves, will never be unkind : 

And so, with thanks, and pardon to you all, 

1 do dismiss you to your several countries. 

All. God save the king l God save the king! 

Enter a Mfssencer. 

Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised. 
The duke of York is newly come from Ireland: 
And with a puissant and a mighty power 
Of galiowglasses and stout kernes. 

Is marching hitherward in proud array; 

And still proclaimed), as he comes along. 

His arms are only to remove from thee 
The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 
K. Hen. Thus stands my state, ’twixt Cade 
and York distress’d ; 

Like to a ship, that, having escaped a tempest. 
Is straightway calm'd, and boarded with a pirate: 
But now • is Cade driven back, lus men dis 
persed ; 

And now is Yoik in arms to second him.— 

I pi ay thee, Buckingham, go and meet linn ; 

Ar.d ask him, what's the reason or these arms. 
Tell him l f JI send duke Edmund to tiie Tower 
And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither. 
Until his army be dismiss'd from hnn. 

Som. My lord. 

I’ll yield myself to prison willingly. 

Or unto death, to do my country good. 

K. Hen. In any case, be not too rough in 
terms ; [guage. 

For he is fierce, and cannot brook haid lan- 
Buck. I will, my lord; and doubt not 6o to 
deal 

As nil things shall redound unto your good. 

K. Hen. Come, wife, let's hi, and learn to 
govern better ; 

For yet may England curse my wretched reign. 

[En unt. 

SCENE X.— Kent.— Iden’s Garden. 
Enter Cade. 

Cade. Tie on ambition ! Fie on myself; that 
have a sword, and yet am ready to famish! 
These live days have I hid me in these woods ; 
and durst not peep out, for all the country is 
Jayed for me ; but now am I so hungry, that it 
I might have a lease of my life for a thousand 
yeais, 1 could stay no longer. Wheiefor**, on 
a brick-wall have I climbed into tins garden ; 
to see it 1 can eat grass, oi pick a sallet ano¬ 
ther while, which is not amiss to cool a man’s 
stomach tins hot weather. And I think this 
word sallet was born to do me good for many 
a time, but for a sallet, t iny biain-pan had 
been cleft with a brown bill ; , and many a 
time, when I have been dry, and bravely 
matching, it hath serv’d me instead of a quart- 
pot to drink in ; and now the woid sallet must 
serve me to feed on. 

Enter I den, tilth Servants. 

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the 
court. 

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these I 
This small inheritance, my father lelt me, 
Conleutetli me, and is woitli a monarchy. 

I seek not to wax gieat by other’s warning; 

Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy ; 
Sufliceth, that I have maintains my state, 

Aud sends the poor well pleased from iny 
gate. 

Cade. Here’s the lord of the soil come to 
seize me for a stray, foi entering his fee sim¬ 
ple without leave. Ah! villain thou wilt be¬ 
tray me, aud get a thousand crowns of the 
king for carrying my head to him ; but I’ll 
make thee eat iron like on ostrid<»e v and swal¬ 
low my sword like a great pin, ere thou and I 
part 

iden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe’er 
thou be, 


Only just now* 


t A kind of hilait 

2 L 
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I know thee not; wby then should I betray 
Is 1 * not enough to break into my garden, [thee ? 
And, like a tinea', to come to rob my grounds, 
Climbing my walls, in spite of me the owuer. 
But thou wilt brave me with these saucy 
terms ? 

Cade. Brave thee? Ay, by the best blood 
that ever was broach'd, and beard thee too. 
Look on me well t I have eat no meat tbese 
live days; yet, come tbou and thy five men, 
and if I do not leave you all as dead as a 
door-uail, I pray God I may never eat grass 
moie. 

Jden. Nay, it shall ne’er be said, while Eng¬ 
land stands, 

That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man. 
Oppose thy steadfasUgariiig eyes to mine. 

See if thou canst outface me with thy looks. 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 
Thy band is but a linger to my list; 

Tli\ leg a stick, compared with this truncheon ; 
M> foot shall tight with all the strength thou 
And if lniue arm be heaved in the air, [hast; 
Thy grave is digg’d already m the earth. 

As for more words, whose gieatnees answers 
words. 

Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour, the most complete 
champion that ever 1 heard.—Steel, if thou turn 
the edge, or cut not out the burly-boned clown 
in chines of beef ere thou sleep m thy sheath, 1 
beseech God on my knee6, thou may’st be turn’d 
to hobnails. [They Jight , Cade falls.] Oh ! I 
am slam 1 Famine, and no other, hath slain me : 
let ten thousand devils come against me, and 
give me hut the ten meals I have lost, and I’d 
defy them all. Wither, garden; and be hence¬ 
forth a burning place to all that do dwell in this 
house, because the unconquer’d soul of Cade is 
fled. 

Iden. Is’t Cade that I have slain, that mon¬ 
strous traitor! 

Svrord, I will hallow thee for this thy deed. 

And hang thee o’er my tomb* when I am 
dead ; 

Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point; 
But thou shnlt wear it as a herald’s coat, 

To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

Cade. Iden, farewell ; and be proud of thy 
\ictory : Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her 
best man, and exhort all the world to be co¬ 
wards ; for I, that never fear’d any,ain vanquish'd 
by famine, not by valour. [Dies. 

Iden. How much thou wrong’st met heaven 
be my judge. 

Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare 
thee 1 

And as I thrust thy body in with my sword, 

So wish f, 1 might thrust thy soul m hell. 

Hence will 1 drag thee headlong by the heels 
l. nto a duughill which shall be thy grave, 

And tlieie cut off thy most ungracious head ; 

\\ Inch 1 will bear in triumph to the king. 
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upou. 

[ Exit , dragging out the Body . 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—-The same*—Fields between Hart¬ 
ford and Blackheath • 

The King's Camp on one side.—On the other , 
enter York attended , with Drum and Co¬ 
lours ; his Forces at some distance . 

York. From Ireland thus comes York, to claim 
his right. 

And pluck the crown from feeble Heavy’s bead: 
Ring, bells, aloud; bum, bonfires, clear and 
bright, 

* How he wm to hang a sword onr his own tomb abet 
■e was dead, is not very clear. 

♦ iu supposing that 1 am proud of my victory. 


To entertain great England’s lawful king. 

Ah I suncta majestas ! who would not buy thee 
dear. 

Let them obey, that know not how to rule; 

This hand was made to hamlle naught but gold : 

I cannot give due action to my words, 

Except a sword, or sceptre balance It. • 

A sceptre shall it have, have 1 a soul; 

Oo which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here? Buckingham to distuih 
me ? 

The king hath sent him, sure: I must dissemble. 
Buck. York, it thou meanest well, 1 greet thee 
well. 

York . Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept tby 
greeting, 

Art thou a messenger or come of pleasure? 
Buck. A messenger, fiom Henry, our dread 
liege, 

To know the reason of these arms in peace 
Or why thou, being a subject as 1 am. 

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 
Shouldst raise so great a power without bis 
leave. 

Or dare to bring thv force so near the court. 
York. [A.wrfe.j Scarce can 1 speak, my cholcr 
is so great. 

Oh! I could hew up rocks, and tight with flint, 

1 am so angry at these abject terms; 

And now, like Ajax Telauionius, 

On sheep or oxen could I spend mv fury I 
I am tar better bom than is the king ; 

More like a Ling, more kingly m my thoughts *. 
But 1 must make fair weather yet a while, 

Till Henry be more weak, and 1 more stiong. 

i Aside. 

O Buckingham, 1 pr’ythee, pardon me, 

That I have given no answer all this while; 

My mind was troubled with deep ineljuchoiv. 
The cause why l have brought Hus anny In Mur, 
Is—to remove proud Somerset from the King, 
Seditious to hi» glare, and to the state. 

Buck. That is too much presumption oil thy 
part: 

But if fliv arms be to no other end, 

The king hath yielded unto thy demand ; 

The duke of Somriset is in the Towei. 

York. Upon thine honour, is he pi isonri ? 
Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 
York . 'lhcn, Buckingham, I do dismiss my 
powers.— 

Soldiers, I thank you all; disperse yourselves; 
Meet me to-morrow, in Saint Geo lire’s held, 

You shall have pay, and evtiv thing you wish.— 
And let my sovereign, virtuous Henty, 

Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons. 

As pledges of my fealty and love, 

I'll seud them all as willing as I live; 

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have 
Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

Buck. York, I commend this kind submission: 
We twain will go into his highness' tent. 

Enter King Hehrt, attended. 

K.Ilen. Buckingham, doth Yoik mtend to 
barm us, 

That thus he marcheth with thee arm iu arm? 

York. Iu all suhmision and humility, 

York doth present himself unto your highness. 
K. Hen. Then what liiteud these fences thou 
dost bring ? 

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from 
hence; 

And fight against that monstrons rebel. Cade, 
Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter Iden, with Cade’s Head. 

Jden. If one so rude, and of so mean condition. 
May pass into the presence of a king, 

Lo, 1 present your grace a traitor’s head, 

The head of Cade, whom I iu combat slew, 


* Balance iny hand. 
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K. Hen. The head of Cade ?—Great God, how 
just ait thou !— 

O let me Mew his visage being dead, 

That living vviought me such exceeding tumble. 
Tell me, my fnend, ari thou the man that slew 
him ? 

Jifen. I was, an’t like your majesty. 

* K. lien. How art thou call’d! and what is tby 
degiee ? 

Lien. Alexander Iden, that’s my name ; 

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 
Hack. So phase it you, my lord, 'tvveie not 
amiss 

lie were ciealed knight for his good xervice. 

A'. Hen. ideu, kneel down ; [He kneels.] 
Riie up a knight. 

We give thee lot rewaid a thousand marks; 

And will tli it thou heucefoilli attend on us. 

Idea. May Ideu live to met it such a bounty. 
Ami never live but true unto bis liege I 
A'. Hen See, Buckingham I Somerset comes 
with the queen ; 

Go, hid iiei hide him quickly from the duke. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerset. 

Q. Mat. For thousand Yoiks he shall not hide- 
his head, 

L’ut boldly stand, and fiout him to his face. 

Yoik. How now I Is Somerset at liberty? 

Them, York, unloose thy loiig-iinpiisou’u thoughts, 
And let thv tongue be equal with thy heart. 

Shall I emhiie the ‘sight of Someiset?— 
false king! why hast thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how baldly 1 tan biook abuse? 

Km; did i call thee? no, thou ait not king; 

Not ht to govern and rule multitudes, 

W Inch dai'st not, no, nor caust not rule a tiaitor. 
'1 lut head of thine doth not become a crown ; 
Thv hand is made to grasp a palmers staff. 

And not to grace an awful pi nicely sceptie: 

'ihal gold mua round engut these brows of 
mine ; 

Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear, 
Is able wnh the change to kill and cure, 
line is a hand to hold a sceptre up. 

And with the same to act coiitiollmg laws. 

Give place; by heaven, thou slialt rule no more 
‘/'•i him, whom heaven cieated for thy ruler. 

So in. o moiutrous traitoi I—I airest thee, 
V..k, 

Of capital .icasoii 'gainst the king and crown : 
Obey, audacious ti aitor ; kneel for grace. 

i oris. Would’st have me kneel ? first let me 
ask of these, 

if they can brook I bow a knee to man.— 
fcuiiah, ta*l m my soii6 to be my bail; 

[ A*.; it an Attendant. 

1 know, • u’ they will have me go to ward, * 

’! hey’ll pa.vn their swords for my enfranchise¬ 
ment. 

Q. Mur. Call hither Clifford; bid him come 
To *«ay, if that the bastard boys of Yoik [amain, 
Shal 1 be the suicty for their tiaitor father. 

) ork. O blood-hespotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England's bloody scourge! 

'I lie sons of toik, thy betters in their lurth. 

Shall he their father’s bail; and bane to those 
Ihat foi my smety will lefuse the boys. 

1-In ter Howard and Richard Pi.antagenet, 
mth Forces , at one side ; at tht other, with 
lotces also, old Clifford and his Son. 

See where they come ; I’ll warrant they'll make 
it good. 

Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford to deny 
their bail. 

Clf. Health and all happiness to my lord the 
king I [ Kneels. 

York. I thank thee, Clifford ; Say, what news 
with thee? 

Nay, do not night us with an angry look : 

Me ate thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
l or thy mistaking so, we paidon thee. 

• Custody, confinement. 


Cii f' ™f. lsmy king, York, I do not mis- 

But thou iiiisiak’st me much, to think I do:— 

To Bedjam with Inin ! is the man grown mad t 
AT. Hen. Ay, Cliffoid ; a bedlam and ambi¬ 
tious humour 

Makes him oppose himself against his kin® 

Clf. He is a traitor ; let him to the Tower 
And chop away that tactions pale of his- * 

Q. Mar. He is airested, but will not obey; 

His sons, he says, shall give their words ’for 
him. 

York. Will you not, sons? 

Edw. Ay , noble lather, if our words will 
sei ve. 

Kick. And if words will not, then our wea¬ 
pons shall. 

Clif . Why, what a brood of traitors have we 
here 1 

York. Look in a glass, and call iby image eo; 
1 am thy king, and thou a false-heart ti aitor.— 
Cali hither to the stake my two brave hears, • 
That, with the veiy shaking of their chains, 

I hey m ly astonish these fell lurking cirrs ; 

Bid Salisbury and Waiuick come to me. 

Drums. Enter Warwick and Salisbury. 
xeith Forces. 

Chf. Are these thy bears ? we’ll bait thy 
bears to death, 

And manacle the bear-waid t in their chains, 
if thou dai’st bring them to the haitm^-place. 

Kick. Oft have I seen a hot o'ervveeuiiig cur 
Rim back and lute, because be was withheld : 
Who, being suffer'd with the beai’s fell pa;v. 
Hath clapp’d his tail between his legs, and cry'd : 
And such a piece of service will you do, 

If you oppose yourselves to match lord War* 

WICK. 

Clf. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested 
lump, 

As crooked m thy manners as thy shape 1 
York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly 
anon. 

Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you burn 
yourselves. 

K. lien. W by, W’arwick, hath thy knee forgot 
to bow ?— 

Old Salisbury,—shame to thy silver hair. 

Thou mad nnsleader of thy bram-sirk son !— 
What, wilt thou oil thy death-bed play the 
ruffian. 

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles? 

O where is faith ? O where is loyalty ? 

If it he banish’d from the frosty head, 

W here shall it find a harbour hi the earth f— 

W lit thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

And shame' thine honourable age with blood? 
Why ait thou old, and want’st experience ? 

Or wheiefoie dost abuse it, if thou hast it? 

For shame! in duty bend thy knee to me. 

That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal. My lord, 1 have consider’d with myself 
The title of this most renowned duke ; 

And, in my conscience, do lepule his grace 
The rightful lien to England’s royal seat. 

K. Hen. Hast thou not swoiu allegiance unto 
me ? 

Sal. 1 have. 

AT. Hen. Caust thou dispense with heaven for 
such an oath ? 

Sal. It is great sin, to swear unto a sin $ 

But greater sm, to keep a sinful oath. 

W'ho can he hound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man. 

To force a spotless virgin's chastity. 

To leave the orphan of his patrimony. 

To wring the widow from her ni6tom'd right; 
And have no other reason for this wrong. 

But that he was bound by a solemn oath ? 

. Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 

• The New!*, earl* of W’arwick, had a bear and raggot 
■tafF lor their creit. 

t Bear-keeper. 
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K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm 
himself. 

York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends 
thou hast, 

I am resolv’d for death or dignity. 

Clif. The first I warrant thee, if dreams 
prove true, 

War, You were best to go to bed, and dream 
again. 

To keep thee from the tempest of the field. 

Clif. I ain resolv’d to bear a greater storm, 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day; 

And that 1*11 write upon thy burgonet. 

Might I but know tbee by thy household badge. 
War. Now, by my father’s badge, old Nevil's 
crest. 

The rampant bear chain’d to the ragged staff. 
This day I’ll wear aloft my burgonet, • 

(As on a mountain-top the cedar shows, 

Th.it keeps his leaves in spite of any storm,) 

Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Clif. And from thy burgonet I’ll rend thy bear. 
And tread it under foot with ail contempt, 
Despite the bear-ward that protects the bear. 

Y. Clif. And so to arms, victorious father, 

To quell the rebels, and their ’complices. 

Rich. Fie 1 chanty, for shame 1 speak not in 
spite. 

For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-nigbt. 

Y. Clif. Foul stigmatic, t that’s more than 
thou canst tell. 

Rich. If not in heaven, you’ll snrely sup in 
hell. [Exeunt severally. 

SCENE IT.—Saint Albans. . 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Warwick. 

War. Clifford of Cumberland, ’tis Warwick 
calls ! 

And if thou dost not bide thee from the bear. 
Now, when the angry trumpet sounds alaun. 

And dead men’s cries do fill the empty air, 
Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me I 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms. 

Enter York. 

How now, my noble lord? what, all a-footT 
York. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my 
steed ; 

Rut matrb to match I have encounter’d him. 

And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Even of the bonny beast he lov’d so well. 

Enter Clifford, 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some 
other chase. 

For I myself must hunt this deer to death. 

War. Then, nobly, York; ’tis for a crown 
thou fighl’st.— 

As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 

It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail’d. 

[Exit Warwick. 
Clif. What seest thon in me, York! why dost 
thou pause ! 

York. With thy brave bearing should I be in 
love, 

But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 

Clif. Nor should thy prowess waut praise and 
esteem, 

But that ’tis shown ignobly and in treason. 

York. So let it help me now against tby 
sword. 

As I in justice and trne right express it 1 
Clif. My soul and body on the action 
both !— 

York. A dreadful lay I address thee in¬ 
stantly. 

[They fight, and Clifpord falls. 
Clif . La fin couronne les oeuvres. [Dies. 

• Helmet. 

T One on whom nature bath net a mark of deformity, 
• Stigma. f A dreadful wager , • tremendoua siukc., 
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York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for 
thou art still. 

Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will f 

[Exit. 

Enter young Clifpord. 

Y. Clif . Shame and confusion ! all is on the 
rout! 

Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of 
hell. 

Whom angry heavens do make their minister. 
Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance I—Let no soldier fly : 

He that is truly dedicate to war, 

Hath no self-love; nor he, that loves himself. 
Hath not essentially, but by circumstance, 

The name of valour.—O let the vile woild end, 

[Seeing his dead J'ulhtr. 
And the premised * flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together I 
Now lei the general trumpet blow bis blast. 
Particularities and petty sounds 
To cease 1t—Wast thou ordaiu’d, dear father. 

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve ; 

The silver livery of advised § age ; 

Aud, in thy reverence and thy chair-days 
thus 

To die in ruffian battle T—Even at this sight, 

My heart is turn’d to stone ; and, while, 'tis 
mine. 

It shall be stony. York not our old meu 
spares ; 

No more will I their babes: tears virginal 
Shall he to me even as the dew to (ire ; 

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and (lav. 
Henceforth, I will not b.i\e to do with pity : 
Meet 1 an infant of the house of Yoik, 

Into as many gobbets will 1 cut it. 

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did : 

111 cruelty will I seek out my fame. 

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford’s house ; 

[Taking up the Body. 
As did jEneas old Anchises bear, 

So hear 1 thee upon my manly shoulders ; 

But then jEneas hare a living load. 

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. 

[Exit. 

Enter Richard Plantagbnet and Somer- 
set, Jightt/rg, and Somerset is killed. 

Rich. So, lie thou there ;— 

For, underneath an alehouse’ paltry sign, 

The Castle in Saint Alban’s, Someisel 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death.— 
Sword, hold tby temper; heart, he wrathful 
still ; 

Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. 

[Exit. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter King Henry, 
Queen Margaret, and others , retreating. 

Q. Mar. Away, my lord I you are slow; for 
shame away I 

K. Hen. Can we outrun the heavens! good 
Margaret, stay. 

Q. Mar. What are you made of ? you’ll not 
fight nor fly ; 

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 

To give the enemy way ; and to secure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

[Alarum afar off. 

If you be ta’en, we then should see the bottom 
or all our fortunes : but if we haply scape, 

(As well we may, If not through your neglect,) 
We shall to London get; where you are lov’d ; 
And where this breach, now iu our fortunes 
made. 

May readily be stopp’d. 


* Sent before their time. t Stop, 

j Obtain. ( Considerate. 
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Enter young Clifford. 

Y. Clif. But that my heart’s oil future mis¬ 
chief set, 

I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly; 

But fly you must; uiicurahle discomfit 
Reigns in the lieaits of all our present parts.* 
Away, for your relief! and we will live 
To see their day, and them our fortune give : 
Awa>, my loid, away l [Exeunt. 

SCEXE III.—Fields near Saint Albans. 

Alarum : Retreat. Flourish ; then enter York, 
Richard Plantagrnet, Warwick, and 
Soldiers , with Drum and Colours. 

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him ; 
That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contusions and all brush of time ; t 
And, like a gallant in the brow of youth, J 
Repans him with occasion 1 this happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot. 

If .Salisbury be lost. 

Rich. My noble father, 

Three limes to-day I holp him to his horse, 
Three times best rid him, thrice I led lain oflf, 
Persuaded him from any further act: 

• Fur nartitt. 

t /, r, The gradual detiltion of time. 
tte The height of youth a the brow of a bill If lt> 
summit. 
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But still, where danger was/still there I met him : 
And like rich haugmg^ m a homely house, 

So was his will m ins old lei hie body. 

But, noble as he is, look wheie he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought 
to-day; 

By the mass, so did we all.—1 thank you, Richard t 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 

And it hath pleas'd him, that tluec limes to-day 
You have defended ine from imminent death.— 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have ;• 
Tis not enough our toes are this tune fled. 
Being opposites of such repairing nature, f 
York. I Know our safety is to follow them; 
For, as [ hear, the king is fled to Loudon, 

To call a present court of parliament. 

Let us pursue him ere the writs go forth:— 
What says lord Warwick ; shall we aftei them ? 

War. After them I nay, betore them, if we can. 
Now by my faith, lords, 'twas a glorious day: 
Saint Alban's battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come.— 

Sound, drums and trumpets ;—and to Londou all : 
And more such days as these to us befall I 

[ Exeunt • 

* 7. *. We have doc secured Chit nhicb we have ac¬ 
quired. 

t he. Being enemies that are likely to toon to rail 
ud recover tbemaelrea from this defeat 
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Of the Duke of 
York's Party. 
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Henry, Earl oj Richmond, a Youth. 
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Sir William Stanley. 
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Sir John Somerville. 
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Soldiers, and other attendants on King Hen¬ 
ry and King Edward , Messengers, watch¬ 
men, 4c. 


Scene, during part of the third Act, in France ; during all the rest of the Play, in England. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—London —The Parliament- 
House. 

Drums. Some Soldiers of York's party 
break in. Then, enter the Duke of York, 
Edward, Richard, Norfolk, Montague, 
Warwick, and others with White Roses tn j 
their Hats. 

War. I wonder how the king escap’d onr hands. 

York. While we pursued the horsemen of the 
He silly stole away, and left his men : [north. 
Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 
Whose warlike ears could never brook relreatj 
Cheer'd up the drooping army ; and himself, 
Lord Clifford, -and lord Stafford, all ahrea6t. 
Charg’d our main battle’a front, and, break 
ing in, 

Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 


Edw. Lord Stafford's father, duke of Buck* 
ingham ; 

Is either slam, or wounded dangerous: 

I cleft his beaver with a downright blow ; 

That this is true, father, behold bis blood. 

[Showing his oloody Sword. 

Mont. And, brother, here’s the earl of Wilt¬ 
shire’s blood, 

[To York, showing his 

Whom 1 encounter’d as the battles join’d. 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and ie\\ them what 
1 did, 

r Throwing down the duke of Somerset’s 
' Head. 

York . Richard hath best deserv’d of all mjr 
sons.— 

What, is your grace dead, my lord of Somer- 
set ? 

fforj. Such hope have all the line of John of 
Gaunt; 



Scene 1 

Rich. Thus do I hope to shake king Henry's 
head. 

War . And so do 1.—Victorious prince of 
York, 

Before 1 see thee seated in that throne 
Winch now the house of Lancaster usurps, 

I vow by heaven these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 

And this the regal seat: possess it, York : 

For this is thine, and not king Henry’s heirs. 

York. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and 1 
will ; 

For hither we have broken in by force. 

Aorj\ We’ll all assist you; be that dies shall 
die. 

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk,—Stay by me, 
my lords 

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 

War. And when the king comes, offer him no 
violence, 

Unless he seek to thrust you out by force. 

[They retire. 

York. The queen, this day, here hold9 her 
parliament, 

But little thinks we shall be of her council: 

By words, or blows, here let us win our right. 

Rich. Aim’d as we are, let’s stay within this 
house. 

War. The bloody parliament shall this be 
call’d. 

Unless Plautngcnet, duke of York, be king ; 

And bashful Henry depos’d, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not, my lords: be re¬ 
solute ; 

I mean to take possession of my right. 

War. Neither the king, nor lie that loves 
him best. 

The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 

I)au*s stir a wing, if Waiwick shake his bells. • 
I’ll plant PI.linage net, loot him up who dares’— 
Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English 
ci owii. 

[Warwick leads York to the Throne , who 
stats himself . 

Flourish. Enter Kin* Htnrt, Clifford, 

NorthUM bi rlam>, W lstmoreland, Exe¬ 
ter, and others , with red Roses in their 

Hats. 

K. Hen. My loids, look where the sturdy 
irbel sits. 

Even in the chair of *tatc ! belike, he means 
(Back’d by the power of Warwick, that false 
peei,) 

To a c piie unto the crown, and reign as King.— 
Earl i>\ NoriliumbPiU^r-d, he slew thy father; 

And thine, lord Cliftoid ; and you both have 
vow’d revenge 

On him, hi-* sons, his favourites, and his fiiends. 

Aorth. If I he not, heavens, be reveng’d on 
me 1 

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn 
.n steel. 

West. What, shall we suffer this? let's pluck 
him down: 

My heart for anger burns, 1 cannot brook it. 

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle earl of Westmore¬ 
land. 

Clif. Patience is for poltroons, and such as 
he; 

He durst not sit there had your father liv’d. 

My gracious lord, here m the parliament 
Let us afesail the family of York. 

Aorth. Well hast thou spoken, cousin; be it 
so. 

K. Hen. Ah \ know you not, the city favours 
them. 

And they have troops of soldiers at their beck 1 

Exe. But when the duke is slam, they'll 
quickly fly. 

• Ilawks had lometimeB little liells hung on them, 
perhaps to dare the birds ; that is, fright them from 

rifein >. 
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K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from 
Henry's heart. 

To make a shambles of the parliament-house I 
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats, 
Shall be the war that Henry minus to use.— 

[They advance to the Duke 
Thon factious duke of York, descend my throue 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet; 

1 am thy sovereign. ’ 

York . Thou art deceiv’d, I am thine. 

Ex,t. For shame, come down ; he made thee 
duke of York. 

York. 'Twas my inheritance, as the eaildom 
was. 

Ere. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown, 
In following this usurping Hemy. 

Clif. Whom should he follow, but his natural 
king? 

War. True, Clifford ; and that’s Richard, duke 
of York. 

K. Hen . And shall I stand, and thou sit in 
my throne ? 

York. It must and shall be so. Content thy¬ 
self. 

War. Be duke of Lancaster, let him be king. 

West. He is both kiug and duke of Lancas¬ 
ter : 

And that the lord of Westmoreland shall main¬ 
tain. 

War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You 
forget. 

That we are those which chas’d you from the 
field. 

And slew your fathers, and with colours spiead 
March’d through the city to the palace gates. 

Aoi th. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my 
grief; 

And, by Ins soul, thou and thy house shall 
me it. 

If est. Plautagenet, of thee, and these thy 
sous, 

Thy kiiwnen, and thy fitends, I’ll have more 
lives, $ 

Than drops of blood weie in my father’s veins. 

Clij. Urge it no uiuie; lest tuat, instead of 
wolds, 

I send thee, Waiwick, such a messenger. 

As shall revenge his death, before I stu. 

Jfar. Poor Ciiflbid! how 1 scorn Ins worth 
leas threats i 

York. Will you we show our title to tLe 
crown ? 

If not, our swoids shall plead it in the field. 

K. Hen. What title hast thou, traitoi, to the 
crown f 

Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York ; 

Thy grandfather, Roger Moitunei, eail of 
March : 

I am the son of Henry the Fifth, 

Who made the Dauphin and the Fremh to 
stoop, 

And seiz’d upon their towns and provinces. 

War . Talk not of Fiance, nth* thou hast lost 
it all. 

K. Hen. The lord protector lost it, and not I 
When I was crown’d, I was but time months 
old. 

Rich. You are old enough now, and yet me- 
thinks, you lose 

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head 

Edw. Sweet tather, do so; set it on your 
head. 

Mont. Good brother, [7b York.] as thou 
lov’st and honour’st aims, 

Let’s fight it out, and not etaud cavilling thus. 

Rich. Sound dTums and ulimpets, and the 
king will fly. 

York. Sons, peace! 

K. Hen. Peace thou I and give king Henry 
leave to speak. 

War. Plautagenet shall speak flr6t:—hear 
him, lords; 

• Since. 
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And be von silent and attentive too. 

For be that Inlmupts him 6hall not live. 

A'. Hni. Thutk'st thou, that I will leave iny 
kinsrly throne, 

Wherein my grandsire and my father sat? 

No ; fust chall war unpeople this my realm; 

Ay, and their colours, often borne in France; 
And now in England, to our heart’s gieat sor¬ 
row, 

Shall be my winding sheet.—Why faint you, 
lords T 

My title's good, and better far than his. 

War. But prove it, Heury, and thou shalt be 
kill". 

K. Hen. Henry the fourth by conquest got 
the crown. 

York. 'Twas by rebellion against his king. 

K. Hen. I know not what to say ; my title’s 
weak. 

Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? 

York. What then 1 

A'. Urn. And if lie may, then am 1 lawful 
king: 

For Richard, in the view of many lords, 
Resign'd the crown to Henry the fourth ; 

\\ iiose heir my father was, and I am his. 

York. He rose against him, being his sove¬ 
reign, 

And made him to resign bis crown perforce. 

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it uncon- 
stram’d, 

Think you, '(were prejudicial to his crown T • 

Exe. No; for he could not so resign his 
crown. 

But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 

K. Hen. Art tbou against us, duke of Exe¬ 
ter T 

Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon 
me. 

York. Why whisper you, my lords, and an¬ 
swer not? 

Exe. My conscience tells me be is lawful 
king. 

K. Hen. AH will revolt from me, and turn to 
* him. 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou 
lay'st. 

Think not that Henry shall be so depos’d. 

War. Depos'd be shall be, in despite of all. 

North. Thou art deceiv'd: 'tis not thy south¬ 
ern power, 

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Rent, . 
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud, 
Cau set the duke up, in despite of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence : 

May that ground gape, and swallow me alive. 
Where I shall kneel to him that slew my fa¬ 
ther I 

K. Hen. O Clifford, bow tby words revive my 
heart 1 

York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown 
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords ? 

War. Do right unto this princely duke of 
York; 

Or 1 will fill the house with armed men. 

And, o’er the chair of state, where now he sits. 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

\Ht stamps and the Soldier* show them¬ 
selves. 

K. Hen* My lord of Warwick, hear me bnt 
one word ;— 

Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to me, and to mine 
heirs, 

And tbou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv’st. 

K. Hen. I am content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince your 
son ? 

War. What good is this to England and him¬ 
self f 

layahy Detnm * ntm ^ 10 the general rights of bateditary 
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ff fit. Base, fcaiful, and despairing lleury ! 

CltJ. How hast thou in,ui’d both thyself'and 
ms ? 

West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 

A oith. Nor I. 

CltJ. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these 
news. 

West. Farewell, faint-hearted aud degenerate 
king. 

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides. 

North, be thou a piey unto the house of 
York, 

And die m bands for this unmanly deed ! 

Clif. In dreadful war may’st thou be over¬ 
come 1 

Or live in peace, abandon’d and despis’d/ 

[Exeunt North um bfrlan u, Clifford, 
amt Westmoreland 

War. Turn this way, Heuiv, aud regaid them 
not. 

Eie. They seek revenge, aud therefore will 
not yield. 

K. Hen . Ah ! Exeter : 

War. Why should you sigh, my lord ! 

K. Hen. Not tor mysell, lord Warwick, but 
my son. 

Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 

But, be it as it may:—I here entail 

The crown to thee, aud to thine heirs for 
ever; 

Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 

To cease this civil war, and, whilst 1 live. 

To houotir me at thy king and sovereign ; 

And neither by mason, nor hostility, 

To seek to put me down aud reign thysdf. 

York . This oath 1 willingly take, and will 
perform. [Coming from the Tin one. 

War. Long live king Henry '—Plantagenet 
embrace him. 

K. Hen. And long live tbou, and these thy 
forward sous! 

York. Now York and Lancaster are recon¬ 
cil’d. 

Exe, Accurs’d be he that seeks to make them 
foes! 

[tonef. The Lords come for tear d. 

York. Farewell, my gracious lord , I’ll to my 
castle. 

War . Aud I'll keep London, with my sol¬ 
diers. 

Norf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 

Mont. And I unto the sea, from whence I 
came. 

[Exeunt York, and his Sons, Warwick, 
Norfolk, Montague, Soldiers, and 
Atttndants. 

K. Hen . And I with grief and sorrow to the 
court. 

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince of 

Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose look9 be¬ 
wray • her anger : 

I'll steal away. 

K. Hen. Exeter, so will I. [Going. 

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me, I will follow 
thee. 

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will 
stay. 

Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such ex¬ 
tremes ? 

Ah! wretched man 1 ’would I had died a 
maid. 

And never seen thee, never home thee son, 

Seeing tbou bast prov’d so unnatural a father! 

Hath he deserv'd to lose his birthright thus ? 

Had at tbou but lov'd him half so well as I; 

Or felt that pain which I did for him once ; 

Or noorisb'd him, as I did with my blood; 

Tbou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood 
there, 

Rather than made that savage duke thine heir 

Aud disinherited tblne only son. 

* Betray, diacovev. 
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Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me: 

If you lie kill", why should not I succeed / 

K. lieu. I’aidon me, Maigaietpaidon me, 
sweet son ;— 

The eail of Warwick and the duke enforc'd 
we, 

Q. Mar. Enforc’d thee 1 art thou king, and 
wilt he foic’d ? 

I shame to Inar thee speak. Ah! timorous 
wretch J 

Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me; 

And "iveil unto the house of Yoik such head. 

As tlimi shall renin hut by their sulleiAlice. 

It* entail him and his liens unto the crown, 
What is it, hut to make thy sepulchre, 

And ueep into it tar bcfoic thy tune I 
Wat wick is cliaucelloi, and the loid of Calais; 
Stem Tan I con bridge commands the nanow 
seas; 

The duke is made protector of the tealm ; 

And yet shall thou he safe? such safety finds 
*1 he tieiublnm lamb, environed with wolves. 

Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 

Hie soldieis should have loss’d me on tlicir 
pikes 

He fore 1 would have granted to that act. 

Hut thou pielerr'st thy life bclore tbitie ho¬ 
nour : 

And seeing thou dost, 1 here divorce myself. 
Both fium thy table, Henry, aud thy bed. 

Until that act of pailiament he repeal’d, 

Wheiehv my sou is disinherited. 

The iioiiheru Joids, that have forsworn thy 
colours, 

WiU follow mine, if once they see them spiead : 
Aud spiead they shall be ; to tby foul dis¬ 
grace. 

And utter i mu of the house of York. 

1 Inis do I leave thee Come, soli, let's away ; 
Uin aimy’s icady ; come, we’ll after them. 

A'. lien. Stay, gentle Margaiet, and bear me 
. speak. 

Q. Mat. Flion bast spoke too much already ; 
get thee gone. 

A'. Hen. Gentle soil Edward, thou wilt stay 
with me 1 

Q. Mur. Av, to be murder’d by his enemies. 
Panic. When 1 jclum with victoiy fjotn the 
held, 

I’ll see your grace; till then. I'll follow her. 

Q. Mar. Come, son, away ; we may not lin¬ 
ger thus. 

[Exeunt Quern Margaret and the Prince. 
K. Hen. l'ooi queen I how love to me, and 
to her son, 

Hath made her break out into terms of ragel 
Reveng’d may she he on that hateful duke; 
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desiie, 

Will cost my cinvvn, and, like an empty eagle, 
Tne • on the flesh of me and of my soul 
The loss of those three lords torments my 
heait; 

I’ll write unto them, and entreat them fair!— 
Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 

Axe. And 1, 1 hope, shall reconcile them all. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE II.—A Room in Sandal Castle , 
near Wakefield, in Yorkshire. 

Enter Edward, 1 ’ichard, and Mo.ntacue. 

Rich. Brother, though 1 be youngest, give 
me leave. 

Edw. No, I can better play the oratqr. 

Mont. But 1 have reasous strong and for - 
cible. 

Enter York. 

York. Why, how now, 6oiis and brother, at 
a strife ? 

What is your quarrel T how began it first? 

Edw. No quarrel, hut a slight contention. 

• r*ck. 


York. About what? 

Rich. About that which concerns your giace 
and us; 

The crown of England, father, which is yonr's. 

> ork. Mine, boy ? not tilt king Hemy be 
dead. 

Rich. Your right depends not on his life, or 
death. 

Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy -‘t now: 
By giving the house of Lancaster leave to 
breathe. 

It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

York. I took ail oath, that he should quietly 
reign. 

Edw. But, for a kingdom, any oath may be 
broken : 

J’d break a thousand oaths to reign one year. 
Rich. No ; God forbid, yom giace should be 
forsworn. 

York. 1 shall he, if I claim by open war. 
Rich. I’ll prove the coulraiy, if you’ll hear 
me speak. 

York. TIioii caust not, son ; it is impossible. 
Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not 
took 

Befoic a true and lawful magistrate. 

That hath aiiihonty over him that swears: 

Hemy had none, but did usuip the place; 

Then, seeing 'twas lie that made you to de¬ 
pose, 

Your oath, my lord, is vam and fnvolous. 
Therefore, to aims. Aud, lather, do but thiuk. 
How sweet a Hung it is to wear a crown; 

Within whose ciicuil is Elysium, 

And all that poets icign oi bliss and joy. 

Why do we linger thus? 1 cannot lest, 

Until the while lose that I wear be dyed 
Even in the lukewaim blood of Henry’s heart. 
York. Richard, enough; I will be king, o; 
die. 

Brother, thou shalt to London presently. 

And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. 

TIioii, Richard, shall unto the duke of Norfolk, 
Aud tell him privily of our intent. 

You, Edward, shall unto my loid Coblinm, 

With whom the Keutishmen will willingly 
rise : 

In them I trust; for they are soldiers. 

Witty* and com teous, liberal, full of spirit. 
While you are thus employ’d, wliat reiteth 
more. 

But that I seek occasion how to rise ; 

And yet the king not pi ivy to my diift. 

Nor any of the house of Lancaster 1 

Enter a Messencer. 

But, stay; What news ? Why com’st thou in 
such post ? 

Mess. The queen, with all the northern earls 
aud lords, 

Intend heie to besiege you in your castle; 

She is hard by with twenty thousand men; 

And theiefoie fortify your hold, my loid. 

York. Ay, with iiiy sword. Wliat! tbink'st 
thou that we fear them ?— 

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me;— 
My biother Montague shall post to London : 

Let noble Warwick, Cobhain, and the rest. 
Whom we have left protectors of Ihe king. 

With powerful policy strengthen themselves. 

And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths. 
Mont. Brother, 1 go; I'll win them, fear it 
not: 

And thus most humbly I do take my leave. 

[Exit. 

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 

York . Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 
mine uncles, 

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour 
The army of tiie queen mean to besiege us. 

Sir John. She shall not .need, we’ll meet her 
iu the field. 

* Of sou.ul judgment. 
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York. What I with five thousand men ? 

Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a 
need. 

A woman's general; What should we fear 1 

[A March ajar off, 
Edw 1 hear their drums ; let's set our men 
In order; 

And issue forth, and bid them battle straight. 
York. Five men to twenty 1—though the odds 
be great, 

I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 

Many a battle have 1 won in France, 

When as the enemy bath been ten to one; 

Why should I not now have the like success ? 

[Alarum, Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—Plains near Sandal Castle. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Rutland and 

his Tutor. 

Rut. Ah! whither shall I fly to 'scape their 
hands ? 

Ah 1 tutor, look, where bloody Clifford comes! 
Enter Clifford, and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away! thy priesthood 6aves 
thy life. 

As for the brat of this accursed duke, 

Whose father slew uiy father,—lie shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him com¬ 
pany. 

Clif. Soldiers, away with him. 

Tal. Ah I Clifford, murder not this innocent 
child. 

Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 

[Exit, f orced off by Soldiers. 
Clif. How now I is he dead already 1 Oi, is 
it fear, 

That makes him close his eyes 1—1*11 open 
them. 

Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the 
wretch 

That trembles under his devouring paws : 

And so he walks, insulting o’er bis prey; 

And so he comes to rend his limbs asunder.— 
Ah ! gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword. 

And not with sueh a cruel threat’iimg look. 

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die ;— 

I am too mean a subject lor thy wrath. 

Be thou reveng’d on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou speak’st, poor boy ; my fa¬ 
ther’s blood 

Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words 
should enter. 

Rut. Then let my father’s blood open u 
again; 

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif- Had I thy brethren here, their lives and 
thine 

Were not revenge sufficient for me; 

No, if 1 dige’d up thy forefather’s graves, 

And hung their rotten coffins up in chains. 

It could uot slake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to torment my soul; 

And till I root out their accursed line. 

And leave not one alive, 1 live in hell. 

Therefore- [Lifting his hand. 

Rut. O let me pray before I take my death :— 
To thee I pray ; Sweet Clifford, pity me 1 
Clif. Such pity as my rapier’s point affords. 
Rut. 1 never did thee harm; Why wilt thou 
6lay me 1 

Clif. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But ’twas ere I was born. 

Thou hast one son, for his sake pity me; 

Le6t, in revenge thereof, sith • God is just. 

He be as miserably slain as I. 

Ah! let me live in prison all my days; 

And when I give occasion of offence. 

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 
Clif No cause 1 

Since, 


| Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die. 

[Clifford stabs him 
Rut. DU faciant , laudis suiarna sit ista 
tua ! • 

[Dies. 

Clif. Plantagenet I I come, Plantagcnet! 

And this thy sou’s blood cleaving to inj blade. 
Shall rust upon my weapon, tilfthy blood, 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe otf both. 

[Exit. 

SCENE IV.—The same. " 
Alarum.—Enter York. 

York. The army of the queen hath got the 
field : 

My uncles both are slain in rescuiug me ; 

And all my followers to the eager loe 
Turn back, and fly, like ships before ibe wind, 

Or lambs pursu’d by huuger-staived wolves. 

My 60 us—God knows, wbat bath bechanced 
them: 

But this I know, they have demean'd them¬ 
selves 

Like men born to renown, by life, or death. 

Three times did Richard make a lane to me; 

And thrice cried,— Courage, father! fight it 
out : 

And full as oft came Edward to my side. 

With purple faulchiou, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that bad encounter’d Iiiui : 

And when the hardiest warriors did rente, 
Richard cried,— Ckarge! and guc no foot of 
ground! 

And cried, —A croton, or else a glorious tomb : 
A sceptre ! or an earthly sepulchre ! 

With this, we charg’d again ; but, out, alas ' 

We bodg’d + again ; as I have seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide. 

And spend her strength with ovei-matching 
waves. [.4 short Alarum mthin. 
Ah ! hark 1 the fatal followers do puisue; 

And 1 am faint, and cannot fly their tury : 

And, were I strong, 1 would not ebuu their 
fury : 

The sands are number'd, that make up my 
life I 

Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, Nor¬ 
thumberland, and SoliUtis. 

Come, bloody Clifford,—rough Northumber¬ 
land,— 

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage ; 

I am your butt, and I abide your shot. 

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantage- 
net. 

Clif. Ay, to snch mercy as his ruthless arm, 
With downright payment, allow'd unto my la¬ 
ther. 

Now Phaeton bath tumbled from his car. 

And made au evening at the noontide prick .t 
York . My ashes, as the Phicuix, may bring 
forth 

A bird that will revenge upon you all: 

And, m that hope, I throw mine eyes to hea¬ 
ven. 

Scorning wbate’er you can afflict me with 
Why come you not? what! multitudes, and 
fear 1 

Clif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no 
farther; 

So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons ; 
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their 
fives, 

Breathe out invectives 'gainst the officers. 

York. O Clifford, but bethink thee oucc 
again, 

And in thy thought o’er-run my former time : 


* “ Heaven grant this may be your greatest boast. 

Ovid’i Eput. Jrom Pktllit to Dcmophoon. 
t 1. e. We boggled, made bad, or bungling work of 
tr attempt to rally. 

X Noontide point on the dial. 
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And, if thou canst for blushing view this 
face: 

And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with 
cowardice. 

Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly e®e 
this. 

Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for 
word ; 

But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. 

[Draws. 

Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford 1 for a thou¬ 
sand causes, 

I would prolong awhile the traitor’s life :— 
Wrath makes him deaf ; speak thou, Northum¬ 
berland. 

North. Hold, Clifford ; do not honour him so 
much. 

To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart: 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin. 

For one to thrust his hand between his teeth. 
When he might spurn him with his foot away? 

It is war’s prize to take all vantages; 

Aud ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

[They lay hands on York, who struggles. 

Clf. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with 
the gin. 

North. So doth the coney struggle in the net. 

[York is taken prisoner • 

York. So triumph thieves upou their con- 
quer’Q booty ; 

So true men * yield, with robbers so o’er- 
match’d. 

North. What would your grace have done un¬ 
to him now ? 

Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Noith- 
timberlaud, % 

Come make bun stand upon this molehill here; 
That ruiight t at mountains with outstretched 
arms. 

Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.— 

What! was it you, that would be England’s 
king ? 

YVas’t you that revell’d in our parliament. 

And made a preachment of your high descent? 
Nheie aie your mess of sons to hack you now? 
The wanton Edward, and the lusty George? 

And where’s that valiaut crook-back prodigy, 
Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling 
voice. 

Was wont to cheer bis dad iu mutinies ? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rut¬ 
land ? 

Look, Yoik; I 6taiu’d this napkin $ with the 
blood 

That valiant Clifford, with his rapiei’s point. 

Made issue from the bosom of the boy : 

Aud, if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I give ibee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Alas, poor York 1 but that I hate thee deadly, 

1 shoulJ lament thy miserable state. 

] pr’ythee grieve, to make me merry, Yoik; 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and 
nance. 

What, hath tny fiery heart so parch'd tbiue en¬ 
trails. 

That not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death ? 

Why art tliou patient, man? thou should’st be 
mad ; 

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Thou would’st be fee’d, I see, to make me 
sport: 

York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown. 

A crown for York;—and, lords, bow low to 
him. 

Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on. 

[Putting a paper Croivn on his Head. 
Ay, marry, Sir, now looks he like a king! 

Ay, this is he that took kiug Henry's chair; 

And this is he was his adopted heir. 

But how is it that great Plautageuet 
Is crown’d so soon, and broke his solemn oath ? 
As 1 bethink me, you should not he king, 

Till our king Henry had shook hands with 
death, 

* Honest men. ? Reached. 2 Handkerchief. 
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And will you pale • your head in Henty’s glory. 
And rob his temples of the diadem. 

Now in bis life, against your holy oath ? 

Oh I 'tis a fault too too unpnulonahle ! — 

Off with the ciown* and, with the crown, bis 
head ; 

And, .whilst we breathe, take time to do him 
dead.t 

Clif. That is my office, for my father’s sake. 
Q. Mar. Nay, stay; let’s hear the orisons he 
makes. 

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than 
wolves of France, 

Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's 
tooth. 

How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex, 

To triumph, like an Amazonian trull. 

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates? 

But that thy face is, visor-like, unchanging. 

Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay proud queen, to make thee 
blush ; 

To tell thee whence thon cam’st, of whom de¬ 
riv'd. 

Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou 
not shameless. 

Thy father bears the type 1 of king of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils and Jerusalem ; 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud 
queen ; 

Unless the adage must be verified. 

That beggars, mounted, run their horse to 
death 

'Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud; 
But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small; 
'Hs virtue that doth make them most admir’d ; 
The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at: 

'Tis government § that makes them seem di¬ 
vine ; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable: 

Thou art as opposite to every good. 

As the Antipodes are unto us. 

Or as the south to the septentnon. |) 

O tiger’s heart, wrapp’d in a woman's hide! 

How could’st thou dram the life-blood of the 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, [child. 
And yet be seen to hear a woman’s face? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 

Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, lemorse- 
less, [wish: 

Rid’st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy 
\\ ould’st have me weep ? why, now thou hast 
thy will: 

For raging wind blows up incessant showers. 

And, when the rage allays, the rain begins. 
These tears are my sweet Rutland's obse¬ 
quies ; 

And every drop cries vengeance for his 
death, 

’Gainst thee, fell Clifford, and thee, false 
French-woman. 

North. Beshrew me, but his passions If move 
me so, 

That hardly can I check my eyes fiom tears. 

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch’d, would not have stain’d 
with blood 

But you aie more inhuman, more inexorable, 

O ten times more, than tigers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears: 

This cloth thou dip^’st in blood of my sweet 
boy, 

Aud I with tears do wash the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this: 

[He gives back the Handkerchief. 
And, if thou till’st the heavy story right, 

Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears; 

Yea, even my foes will shed fast falling tears; 

• Impale, encircle with a crown. T Kill him. 

1 The distinguishing mark. 

§ Government, in the language ot the time, sigiufcd 
evenness of temper, aud decency of manners. 

g The North. Y buttering*. 
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And say,—Alas, it was piteous deed l— 

There, lake the crown, and, with the ciown, mv 
cmse; 

And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee, 

As now I reap at thy too cruel hand l— 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world ; 
M) soul to heaven, my blood upon jour heads J 

JV orth. Had he been slaughieimau to all my 
km, 

I should not for my life but weep with him, 

To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, n.) lord North¬ 
umberland 1 

Think but upon the wrong lie did us all, 

And that will quickly dr> thy melting tears. 

Cfij. Here’s for my oath, here’s for my fa¬ 
thers death. [Stabbing him. 

Q. Mar. And bcie’s to right our gentle-heart¬ 
ed king. [Stubbing him. 

York. Open thy gate of liiercj, giaciousGodl 
My soul flits through these wounds to seek out 
thee. [Dies. 

Q. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on 
York gates; 

So York may overlook the town of York. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE /.—A Plain near Mortimer's 
Cross , in Herefordshire. 

Drums.—Enter Edward and Ricqard, with 
their Forces , mmrchtng. 

Ediv. I wonder how our princely father 
’scaped, 

Or whether lie be ’scaped away or no, 

Front Clifford's aud Northumberland's pursuit; 
Had he been ta'en, we would have heard the 
news; 

Had he been slaiu, we should have heard the 
news; 

Or, had lie 'scaped, methiuks we should have 
heard 

The bappj tidings of his good escape.— 

How f.ires my brothci Why is he so sad T 
Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolved 
Where our right valiant father is become. 

I saw him in the battle range about; 

Aud uatch’d ii'in how he singled Clifford 
forth, 

Methought be bore * him in the thickest troop. 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat: t 
Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs ; 
Who, having pinch'd a few, and made them 
cry, 

The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

So fared our father with his eiiennes; 

So fled Ins enemies my wailike father; 

Methiuks, ’tis prize enough to he Ins son. 

See, how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun 1 1 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 
Tnnim’d like a youuker, prancing to liis love T 
EJ.iv. Dazzle mine eyes, or do 1 see three 
suns T ‘ 

■ Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect 
son; 

Not separated with the racking clouds, § 

But sever'd in^a pale ciear-sbiuiinj sky. 

See, see I they join, embrace, and seem to kiss, 
At if they vow'd some league inviolable : 

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one 
sun. 

In this the heaven figures some event. 

Edit. Tis wondrous strange, the like yet 
never heard of. 

I think U cites os, brother, to the field; 

* Demeaned himself, 
f Neat rattle, mwi, o\en. See. 
t Aurora takes lor a *ime hir farewell of the innt 
wheu .hr duimites Inin to his diurnal tours*. 

i 'he iluudt iu rapid tuniultua-/ motion. 


That we, the sons of Inave Platnagenet, 

Each one alieady bla/ing by om meeds,* 

Should notwithstanding, join our lights to¬ 
gether, 

And ovei-shine the earth, as this the uoild. 
Whate’er it bodes, lieiicetoiw.ml will I bear 
Upon my target three luu shining suns. 

Rich . Nay, bear three daughter By your 
leave 1 speak it. 

You love, the breeder better tlrau the male. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Bat what art thou, whose ht-avy looks foictell 
Some dieadtul stoiy hanging on thy longue l 

Mess. Ah I one that was a woelul looker on, 
Wheu as the noble duke of Yoik was slam, 

Your princely father, aud my loving lotd. 

Edw. O speak no moie 1 lor 1 have beaid too 
much. 

Rich. Say how he died, for I will hear it 
all. 

Mess. Environed he was with many foes; 

Aud stood against them, us the hope of lioy t 
Ag;uu*t the Gieeks, that would have enter’d 
Troy. 

But Hercules himself must yield to odds; 

And many strokes, though with a little axe. 

Hew down and fell the hardesi-tniibt r’d oak. 

By many hands your father was subdued ; 

But only slaughter'd by the ireful ann 
Of unielenting Clifford, aud the queen : 

Who crown’d the gracious duke, iu high de- 
spiglit; 

Laugh'd m his face; and when with grief he 
wept, 

The ruthless quern gave him, So diy his cheeks, 
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford 
slaiu ; 

Aud, after many scorns, many foul taunts. 

They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same; aud tbcie it doth leuiaiu. 
The saddest spectacle that e'ei 1 view’d. 

Edw. Sweet duke of York, our pi op to lean 
upon ; 

Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no 
stay I— 

O Clifford, boist’rous Cliffoid, thou hast slain 
The flower ol Europe tor Ins rluvalry ; 

Aud treacherously hast thou vanquish'd lain. 

For, hand to baud, he would have vanquish’d 
thee 1 

Now my soul's palace is become a prison: 

Ahl would she break from hence, that tins my 
body 

Might in the ground be closed up in rest: 

For never henceforth shall 1 joy acam. 

Never, O never, shall 1 see more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weep ; for all my body's mois¬ 
ture 

Scarce serves to quench my furiiace-buniing 
heart: 

Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great 
burden; 

For self-same wind, that 1 should speak withal, 
4s kindling coals, that file all my hi east. 

And burn me up with flames, that tears would 
quench. 

To weep, is to make less the depth of grief; 
Tears, then, for babes ; blows aud revenge for 
me I— 

Richard, 1 bear thy name, I'll venge thy death. 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw. His name that valiaut duke hath left 
with thee: 

His dukedom and bis chair with me Is lefr. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle’s 

bird. 

Show thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun; 

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom 
say 5 

Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

• Mirik X Ifactor. 
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March.—Enter Warwick and Montaguk, 
u ith Forces. 

War. How now, fair lords t What fare ? 
What news abroad 1 

Rich. Great lord of Warwick, if we should 
recoil ut 

Ottr baleful news, at each word’s deliverance. 
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told, 

'Ihe woids would add more anguish than the 
wounds. 

O valiant lord, the duke of York is slain. 

Edu\ o Warwick! Warwick! that Plauta- 
genet, 

Which held thee dearly as his soul's redemp¬ 
tion. 

Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death. • 

War. Ten days ago 1 drown’d these news in 
tears : 

And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

I come to tell you things since then belaii’n. 
After the bloody tray at Wake tie Id fought. 

Where your biave lather breathed his latest 

Tidings, as swiftly as the post could run. 

Were brought me of your loss and bis depart. 

I then in London, keeper ot the king. 

Muster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of 
friends, 

And very well appointed, as I thought. 

March’d towards Saint Alban’s to intercept the 
queen. 

Bearing the king in iry behalf along: 

For by my scouts I was advertised, 

That she was coming with a lull intent 
To dash our late decree in pailianient. 

Touching king Henry’s oath, aud your succes¬ 
sion. 

Shoit tale to make,—we at St. Alban’s met, 

Our battles join’d, aud both sides liercely 
fought: 

But, whether ’twas the coldness of Cue king. 
Who look’d full gently on bis warlike queen. 
That lobb’d my Boldiers ot their haled spleeu; 
Or whctlnr ’twas report of her success : 

Or more than common tear of Clifford’s rigour, 
Who thunders to his captives, blood aud 
death, 

I cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth. 
Their wejpons like to lightuuig came and 
went; 

Our soldiers—like the night-owl’s lazy flight. 

Or like a lazy thrasher with a flail,— 

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 
I clieci’d them up with justice of our cause, 
w nil promise of high pay aud great rewards : 

But all in vain ; they had no heart to tight. 

And we, til them, no hope to wm the day, 

So that we fled : the king unto the queen; 

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and my¬ 
self. 

In haste, post-haste, are come to join with 
you; 

For in the marches here, we heard, you were, 
Making another head to tight again. 

Edit-. Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle 
Warwick T 

And when came George from Burgundy to Eng¬ 
land 1 

War. Some six miles off the duke is with the 
soidieis; 

And for your brother,—he was lately sent, 

From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy, 

W ith aid of soldiers to this needful war. 

Rich. ’Twas odds, belike, when valiant War¬ 
wick fled. 

Oft have I beard bis praises in pursuit. 

But ne’er till now, his scandal of retire. 

War . Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost 
thou bear; 

For thou shalt know, this stroug right hand of 
mine 

Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s 
head, 


And wiing the awful sceptre from his fist; 

Were he as Unions and as bold in war. 

As he is lamed lor mildness, peace, and 
prayer. 

Rich . J know it well, lord Warwick; blame 
me not: 

Tis love 1 bear thy glories makes me speak. 

But, in this troublous time, what’s to be doue T 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel, 

Aud wrap our bodies m black mounting 
gowns, 

Numb’ring our Ave-Marics with our beads'? 

Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful aims'? 

If for the last, say—Ay, and to it, ioids. 

M ar. Why, therelore W'arwick came to seek 
you out: 

And therelore cotnes my brolher Montague. 
Attend me, loids. The proud insulting quern. 
With Cliff rd, and the baught* Noitbumber- 
land. 

And of their feather, many more proud birds, 
Have wrought the easy melting king, like wax. 
He swore consult to your succession. 

His oath enrolled in the parliament; 

Aud now to London ail the ciew are gone. 

To fiustrate both his oath, aud what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster, 

Their power, 1 think, is thirty thousand strong ; 
Now, il the help ot Norfolk aud myself. 

With all the fneuds that thou, biave earl of 
March, 

Amongst the loving Welchmen canst pio- 
cure. 

Will hut amount to five and twenty thousand. 
Why, Via ! To London will we march amain : 
And once again bestride our foaming bleeds, 

And once again cry—Chaise upon our lots 1 
But never once again turn hack aud fly. 

Rich . Ay, now, melbmks, I hear gieat War¬ 
wick speak ; 

Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day, 

'Ihat cues—Retire, if Uaiwick bid him stay. 
Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I 
lean ; 

And when thou fall’st, (as God foibid the 
hour I) 

Must Edward fall, which peril heaven fort- 
teud 1 

War. No longer eaii of March, but duke of 
York ; 

The next degree is, England's royal throne ; 

For king ot England shall thou be proclaim’d 
In every borough as we pass along ; 

And lie, that throws not up his cap for joy, 

Shall for the fault make foifeit ot his head. 

King Edward,—valiant Richard,—Moutague,— 
Stay we no longer dreaming ot renown. 

But sound the nuinpets, and about out task. 
Rich. Then, Clittoid, were thy heart as haid 
as steel, 

(As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds,) 

1 come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 

Edw. Then strike up, drumsGod and 
Samt George for us I 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. How now 1 What news ? 

Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word 
by me, 

The queen is coming with a puissant host; 

And craves your company for speedy counsel. 
War. Why thin it soils, brave wamors : 
Let’s away. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Before York. 

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, the 
Prince of Wales, Clifford, and North¬ 
umberland, with Forces. 

Q. Mcr. Welcome, my lord, to this brave 
town of York 


* Killed. 


• Lo t). 
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Yonder’s the head of that arch enemy, 

That sought to be encompass’d with vour 

ciowu : 

Doth no the object cheer your heart, my lord ? 
A. Hen . A>, as the locks cheer them that 
teai their wreck ; 

To see this sight, it irks my very soul. 

W uhhold revenge, dear God ' ’tis not iny fault. 
Not wittingly have 1 infringed my vow. * 

Clif. My gracious liege, this too imtfli lenity 
And harmful pity, must be laid aside. 

To whom do lions cast their gentle looks? 

Not to the beast that would usurp tlieii den. 
Whose hand is that the foiest bear doth lick ? 
Not his, that spoils her young btloic her face. 
Who ’scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sling ? 
Not he, that sets his foot upon her hack. 

The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on ; 
And doves will peck, in safeguard of their 
brood. 

Ambitious York did level at thy crown. 

Thou smiling, while lie knit hi? angry brows : 
He, but a duke, would have his soil a king. 

And raise Ins issue, like a loving sire : 

Thou, being a king blessed with a goodly son. 
Did*! yield consent to disinheiit him, 

Wlrnli argued thee a most unloving father. 
I'nie.isonahle creatures feed their young 
Aud though man’s face be fearful to their 
eves, 

Y et in protection of their tender ones, 

\\ ho hath not seen them (even with those wing6 
Which sometime they have used with fearlul 
flight,) 

Make war with him that climb’d unto their nest, 
Oflein.g their own lives m their young’s de¬ 
fence ? 

For shame, my liege, make them your prece¬ 
dent ! 

Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 
Should lose liis birthright by his father’s 
fault ? 

And long hereafter say unto his child,— 

H'hat my great-grandjather and grand-sire 
fiot. 

My careless father fondly + gave air ay ? 

Ah ! what a shame were this I Look on the 
hoy ; 

And let his manly face, which proiniseth 
Succe—ful fortune, steel thy melting heart. 

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with 
him. 

K. I Jen. Full well hath Clifford play’d the 
oiator, 

Infernng arguments of mighty force. 

But, Clifford, tell me, didst liiou never hear, 

’Ihat things ill got had ever had success? 

Ami happy always was it for that son, 

\\ hose lather for his hoarding went to hell ? 

I'll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 

And 'would my father bad left me no more! 

For all the rest is held at such a rate. 

As Ionics a thousand-fold more care to keep. 
Than in possession any jot of pleasure. 

Ah ! cousin York ! 'would thy best fiiends did 
know, 

How It doth grieve me that thy bead is here! 
q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits 1 Our 
foes are nigh, 

And this soft courage makes your followers 
faint. 

You promised knighthood to our forward son ; 
Lnsheath your sword, and dub him presently.— 
Eduard, kneel down. 

K. Hen. Edward Flantagcnet, arise a knight; 
And learn this lesson,—Draw thy sword in 
right. 

Prince.' My gracious father, by your kingly 
leave 

I’ll draw it as apparent to the crown, 

And in that quarrel use it to the death.' 

* Hetm "wa* a very amiable and piona monarch * he 
founded the rmimfutiit college of Eton , and also King’s 
College, Cambridge. 

t Foolishly. 


Cl if. Why, that is spokon like a toward 
pi nice. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Royal commanders, be m readiness; 
For, with a hand of thuty thousand men, 

Comes Warwick, backing of the duke of York; 
And, in the towns as they do march along, 
Pioclauns him king, and many tly to hun: 
D’arraigu your battle • lor they are at hand. 

Cl if. I would your highness would depart the 
field; 

The queen hath best success when you aie 
absent. 

Q. Mar. Ay, good, my lord, and leave us to 
our fortune. 

A". Htn. W liy, that’s my fortune too; there¬ 
fore I’ll staj. 

North. Be it with resolution then to fight. 

Prince . My royal lather, cheer these noble 
lords. 

And hearteu those that fight in jour defence : 
Uushcath jour sword, good father; ciy St. 
George ! 

March.—Enter Edward, Gf.oroe, Richard, 

Warwick, Norfolk, Montague, and Sol * 

diers. 

Edu\ Now, perjured Heuiy! Wilt thou kneel 
for grace, 

And set thy diadem upon my head ; 

Or bide the mortal fortune ol the field i 

Q. Mar. Go rate thj minions, pioud insulting 
boy l 

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms. 

Before thy sovereign and thy lawful king ? 

Edit. 1 am his king, and he should bow hit 
knee ; 

I was adopted heir by bis consent: 

Since when, his oath is bloke ; for, as I bear, 
You—that are king, though he do wear the 
crown,— 

Have caused him, bj new act of parliament. 

To blot out me, aud put his own son m. 

CliJ. And reason too ; 

Who should succeed the father, but the soul 

Rich. Are you there, butcher?—O 1 cannot, 
speak. 

Clf. A ), ciook-back; here I stand, to ansvvci 
thee. 

Or any he the proudest of thv sort. 

Rich. ’Twas you that kill’d young Rutland, 
was it not l 

Clif. Ay, aud old Y'ork, ami yet not satisfied 

Rich. For God's sake, lord?, give signal to the 
fight. 

War. Whatsaj’st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield 
the crown ? 

q. Mar. Why, how- now loug-tougued War¬ 
wick? Daie you speak? 

When you and I met at St. Alban's last, 

Your legs did better service than your bands. 

War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, aud now 'tin 
thine. 

Clf. You said so much before, and yet you 
fled. 

War. 'Twas not your valour, Cliffoid, diove 
me thence. 

North. No, nor your manhood, that durst 
make you stay. 

Rich. Northumbeiland, I bold thee reve¬ 
rently I— 

Break ofl the parle; for scarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-swollen heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 

Clif. I slew thy lather : call’st thou him a 
child ? 

Rich. Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous 
coward. 

As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland; 
But, ere sun set, I'll make thee curse the deed. 

K. lien. Have done with words, my lords, 
and bear me speak. 

* 1. a. Arrange your boat, put your boat iu orier 
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Q. Mar. Defy them then, or else hold close 
thy lips. 

AT. lien. I pr’ythee, give no limits to my 
tongue; 

1 am a King, and privileged to speak. 

C'ltJ. My liege, the vvouud that bred this meet¬ 
ing here, 

Cannot be cured by words; therefore be still. 

iitch. Then, executioner, unsheath thy sword ; 
II) him that made us nil, 1 am resolved, * •• 

'liia: Clitlord’s manhood lies upon his tongue. 
Edu . Say, Henry, shall 1 have my right, or 
no { 

A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day. 
That ne’er shall dine, unless thou yield the 
crown. 

War. if thon deny, their blood opon thy 

head; 

Toi Yoik in justice puts his armour on. 

J’n/tcc. If that he right, which Warwick says 
is right. 

There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 
Jiich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother 
stands; 

loi, well 1 wot, thou hast thy mother's tongue. 
V. Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire, 
nor dam ; 

lint like a foul misshapen stiemafic, 

M.uk’d by the destinies t to be avoided. 

As \eimm toads, or lizard’s dieadful slings. 

Hull. lion of Naples, hid with English 

Rill/; 

W luxe father bears the title of a king, 

{\> it a (liaiine) y should be call'd the sea,) 
Shamest thou not, knowing whence thou ait ex- 
ti aught, 

1<» let th> tongue detect U thy base-born heart? 
Edu. A wisp of straw were worth a thou¬ 
sand ciowns, 

To make iIiip shameless calletlf know herself.— 
llelt'i of Gierce was lairei tar than thou. 
Although tiiv husband may be Menelaus: *• 

Ami ne’er was Agamemnon’s brother wiong'd 
B\ that false woman, as tins king by thee. 

His iaihei levcll’d m the heart of Frauce, 

And tamed the king, and made the dauphin 
stoop ; 

And, had lie match’d according to his state. 

Ho might have kept that glory to this day: 

Hut, when lie took a beggar to Ins bed, 

And gnued tin pool sire with his bridal day; 
Even then that suushiuc brew'd a shower for 
Inin, 

That, wash'd his father's fortunes forth of 
I-iaure, 

And luT.p’d sedition on his crown at home. 

I-o 1 wli.it hath bicach’d this tumult, but thy 
pride 1 

Hadst tiiou been meek, our title still had slept; 
And we, in pity of the gentle king, 

Had slipp'd oui claim until another age. 

Geo. But, when we saw our sunshine made 
thy spring, 

And that ihy summer bred us no increase, 

AN e set the a\e to thy usurping root; 

And ihougn the edge hath something hit our¬ 
selves, 

Yet, know thou since we have begun to strike, 
We'll never leave, till we have hewn thee 
down, 

Or bathed thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And, in this resolution, I defy thee; 

Not willing any longer conference, 

Since thou deny'st the gentle king to speak.— 
Sound trumpets!—Let our bloody colours 
wave !— 

And eitliei victory, or else a grave. 

Q Mar. Stay, Edward. 

* II is my firm permaaion. 
t Oue branded by nature. 
l_Gilt is a superficial covering of 
( Kennel was then pronounced channel. 

\ To Viom tin meanness of birth by thy indecent rail¬ 
ing. *[ I)rah. 

•• J. e. A cuckold. $ 
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.. Edw. No, wrangling woman ; we'll i o longer 
stay : 

These words will cost ten thousand lives to day. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—A Field of Battle between 
Touton and Saxton in 1 orkshire. 

Alarums : Excursions.—Enter Warwick. 

War. Forspent with toil, as runneis with a 
race, 

1 lay me down a little while to breathe : 

For strokes received, aud many blows repaid. 
Have robb’d my strong-knit siuews of tbur 
strength. 

And, spite of spite, needs must I rest a while. 

Enter Edward, running . 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven I or strike, un¬ 
gentle death I 

For this world frowns, aud Edward’s sun is 
clouded. 

War. How now, my lord ? What hap ? What 
hope of good ? 

Enter George. 

Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad des¬ 
pair; 

Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows u»: 

What counsel give you, whither shall we fly ? 
Edw . Bootless is flight, they follow us with 
wings ; 

And weak, we are. and cannot shun pm suit. 
Enter Richard. 

Rich* Ah! Waiwick, why hast thou withdrawn 
thyself? 

Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth liaib 

chunk. 

Broach'd with the steely poiut of Clifloul’s 
lance: 

And, in the very pangs of death, he cried. 

Like to a dismal clangor heard from tar, 
Warwick , rcienge! Brother , reiengc nvj 
death ! 

So underneath the belly of their steeds. 

That stain’d their fetlocks ill his smoking 
blood. 

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our 
blood : 

I'll kill my horse, because I will not fly. 

\N hy stand we like soft hearted women here. 
Wailing our losses, whiles th* foe doth rage; 
Aud look upon,* as if the tiagedy 
W’eie play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors? 
Here on my knee I vow to God above,. 

I’ll never pause again, never stand still. 

Till either death hath closed these eyes of mine. 
Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Edw. O Waiwick, 1 do bend my knee with 
thine ; 

And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine.— 
And ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold 
face, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Tbou setter up and plucker down of kings! 
Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stands. 

That to my foes this body must be prey. 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul!— 
Now, lords, take leave until we meet again. 
Where'er it be, in heaven, or on earth. 

Rich. Brother, give me thy handaud gen¬ 
tle Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms 
I, that did never weep, now melt with woe. 

That winter should cut off our spring-time so. 
War . Away, away! Once more, sweet lords, 
faieweli. 

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops. 
And gi ve them leave to fly that will not stay : 
And call them pillars, that will stand to us \ 


• And are mere spectators, 
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And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victois wear at the Olympian names : 

This may plaut courage iu their quailing * 
breasts; 

For yet is hope of life and victory.— 

Fore-slow t no longer, make we hence amain. 

[Exeunt . 

SCENE IV.—The same.—Another part of 

the Field . 

Excursions.—Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich . Now, Clifford, l have singled thee 
alone : 

Suppose, this arm is for the duke of Yoik, 

And this for Kutltnd ; both bound to levciige, 
Wert tboti environ'd with a brazen wall. 

67//. Now, Richard, 1 am with thee here 
alone: 

This is the hand, that stabb’d thy father York : 
And this the hjnd, that slew thy brother Rut¬ 
land : 

And here’s the heait, that triumphs in their 
death, 

Aud cheers these hands, that slew tliy sire and 
brother, 

To execute the like upon thyself; 

Aud so, ha\e at thee. 

[They fight— Warwick enters ; Clifford 
Jiies • 

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other 
chase ; 

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. 

[Ex cunt . 

SCENE V.—Another part of the Jicld. 

Alar tun. — Enter King Henry. 

K . Hen. This battle faies like to the morn¬ 
ing’s war. 

When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails. 
Can neither call it peitect day or night. 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea, 

Forced by the tide to combat with the wind ; 
Now swajs it that way, like the self-same sea, 
Forced to retire by fury of the wind : 

Sometime, the flood pievails; and then, the 
wind ; 

Now, one the better; then, another best; 

Both tugging to be victois, breast to breast. 

Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered: 

So is the equal poise of the fell war. 

Here oil this molehill will 1 sit me down. 

To whom God will, there be the victory 1 
For Margaret, my queen, and Clifford too. 

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both. 
They prosper best of all when I ain thence. 
•Would I were dead! if God’s good will were 
so : 

For what is in this world, but grief and woe t 
O God 1 metbmks, it were a happy life. 

To be no better than a homely swain; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now. 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point. 
Thereby to see tbe minutes how they run : 

How many make the hour full complete. 

How many hours bring about the day. 

How many days will finish up the year. 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this Is known, then to divide tbe times : 
So many hours must I tend my flock; 

So many hours most I take my rest; 

So many hours must ! contemplate ; 

So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young; 
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean; 

So many years ere l shall sheer the fleece : 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and 
years. 

Pass’d over to the end they were created, 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

• Sinking into dejection. 

T T« fore-alow is to bo dilatory, to loiter. 
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Ah ! what a life were this! How sweet! How 
lovely 1 

Qives not the hawthorn Ini'h a sweeter shade 
To shepherds, looking oil their silly sheep. 

Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy 
To kings, that rear their subjects* treacheiy? 

O yes, it doth ; a thousand told it doth. 

Aud'to conclude,—Tbe shepherd’s homely curds, 
His cold thin dunk out of Ins leather bottle. 

His wonted sleep under a fiesh tree’s shade. 

All which secure aud sweetly he enjoys, 

Is fai be* oiid a prince’s delicates. 

His v lauds sparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched iu a cuiious tied, 

W hen care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 

Alarum.—Enter a Son that has killed his 
Father , drugging in the dead Body. 

Son. HI blows the wind, that profits no¬ 
body.— 

This man, whom baud in hand 1 slew in fight. 
May be possessed with some store of ciowus: 
Aud 1, that haply take them from him now, 

' May yet ere night, yield both ni) liter ami them 
To some man else, as tins dead man doth to 
me.— 

Who’s this?—O God! it is my father’s face. 
Whom m this conflict 1 utiawaies have kill’d. 

O heavy times, begetting such events I 
From London by the king was I press’d foith; 

father, being tbe eail’of Wat wick’s man. 
Came ou the pait of Yoik, press’d by his 
master ; 

Aud I, who at his bands receiv’d my life. 

Have by uiy hands of life bereaved him.— 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what 1 did 1 
And pardon, tatliei, for 1 knew not thee! 

My tears shall wipe away these bloody niaiks; 
And no moic voids till they have flow’d their 
Dll. 

K. Hm. O piteous spectacle 1 O bloody 
times ! 

Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens. 

Poor liaiuiless lambs abide their eminty.— 
Weep, wielched mail, I’ll aid tine ttai for 
tear : 

And let our lieaits, aud eyes, like civil war. 

Be blind with leais, and bieak o’eichaiged with 
griet. 

Enter a Father who hath killed his Son , with 
the Body in his at ms. 

Fath. Thou that so stoutly had resisted me. 
Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold ; 

For I have bought it with a hundred blows.— 
But let me see Is this mu foemau’s face I 
Ah ! no, no, no, it is mine only son !— 

Ah ! boy, if any life be lett in thee. 

Throw up thine eye; see, see, what showns 
arise. 

Blown with the windy tempest of my heait. 

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and 
heart 1 — 

O pity, God, this miserable age I 

What stratagems,* how fell, how butcherly. 

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget!— 

O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon, 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late I 
K. Hen. Woe above woe I Grief more than 
common gnefl 

O that my death would stay these rutliful 
deeds 1 

O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ;— 

The red rose and the white are on his face. 

The fatal colours of our striving houses : 

The one his purple blood right well resembles ; 
The other, his pale cheek, metluuks, present: 
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish 1 
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 
Son. How will uiy mother, for a lather's 
death. 

Take on with me and ne’er be satisfied I 
0 • Thte word here meant dreadful event*. 
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Path. How will my wife, for slaughter of my 
son, 

Shed seas of tears, and ne'er be satisfied T 
K. Hen. How will the country, for these woe¬ 
ful chances. 

Misthink * Uie king, and not be satisfied X 
Son. Was ever sou, so rued a father's death f 
Fath. Was ever father, so bemoau’d a son T 
K. Hen. Was ever king, so grieved for sub¬ 
jects* woe ? 

Much is your soirow; mine, ten times so much. 
Son. i'll hear thee hence, where i may weep 
my fill. [Exit with the Body. 

Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy wind- 
* ing sheet: 

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre; 

For fioiii my heart thine linage ne’er shall go. 

My sighing breast shall he thy funeral bell; 

And so obsequious will thy father be, 

Sad for the loss of thee, having no more, 

As Pi tain was for all his valiant sons. 

I’ll hear thee hence; and let them fight that 
will, 

For I have murder’d where I should not kill. 

[Exit with the Body. 
K. Hen. Sad-hearted inen, much overgone 
with care, 

Here sits a king more woeful than you are. 

Alarum v.* Excursions.—Enter Queen Mar¬ 
garet, Prince of Walls, and Exetrr* 
Prince Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends 
are tied, 

And Warwick rages like a chafed bull : 

Away ! for death doth bold us in pursuit. 

Q. Mur. Mount yon, my lord, towards Berwick 
post am.iin ; 

I.dward and Richard, like a biace of grey¬ 
hounds. 

Having the fcaiful flying hare ill sight. 

With fiery ejes, spaiklihg for very wrath, 

And blood> steel grasp'd in their ireful hands, 
Aie at our backs; and therefore hence amain. 
Exe. Away I for vengeance comes along with 
them : 

Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 

Or else come after, I’ll away before. 

K. Hen. Nay, take me with tbee, good sweet 
Exeter : 

Not that 1 teai to stay, but love to go 
Whitbei the queen intends. Forward ; away ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—The same. 

A loud Alarum.—Enter Clifford wounded. 

Chf. Here bums my caudle out; ay, here it 
dies, 

Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light. 

O Lancaster I I fe.ir thy overthrow, 

More than my body's parting with my soul. 

My love and fear slew'd many friends to thee ; 
And, now 1 fall, thy tough commixtures melt, 
lmpaniug Heniy, streiigth'iiing mis-proud York. 
The common people swarm like summer flies: 
And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun? 

And who shines now, but Henry’s enemies? 

O Plimbus! Iiadst thou never given consent 
That Phaffton should check thy fiery steeds, 

Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth: 
Aud, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings 
should do. 

Or as thy father, and his father, did. 

Given no ground unto the house of York, 

They never then had sprung like summer flies; 
I, and ten thousand in this luckless realm. 

Had left no mourning widows for our death. 

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in 
peace. 

For what doth cherish weeds, but gentle air ? 
Aud what make robbeis bold, but too much 
lenity ? 


* 
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Bootless are plaints, and cureless are iny 
wouuds ; 

No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight: 
The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 

For, at their hands, I have deserved no pity; 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 

Aud much effuse of blood doth make me 
faint:— 

Come, York and Richard, Warwick and the rest; 
i stabb’d your father’6 bosoms, split my breast. 

[He faints. 

Alarum and Retreat. — Enter Edward, 

George, Richard, Montagus, Warwick, 

and Soldiers . 

Edw* Now breathe we, lords; good fortune 
bids us pause, 

And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful 
looks.— 

Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen ; 
That led calm Henry, though he were a king. 

As doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting eust. 
Command an argosy to stern the waves. 

But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with 
them ? 

War. No, 'tls impossible he should escape; 
For, though before his face I speak the words. 
Your brother Richard mark’d him for the grave: 
And, wheresoe’er he is, he’s surely dead. 

• [Clifford groans and dies. 

Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy 
leave ? 

Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death's de¬ 
parting. 

Edw. See who it is: and now the battlei’s 
ended, 

If friend or foe, let him be gently used. 

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for it’s 
Clilford ; 

Who, not contented that be lopp’d the branch. 

In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth. 
But set his muidering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly 
spring, 

I mean our princely father, duke of York. 

War. From off the gates of York fetch down 
the head, 

Your father’s bead, which Clifford placed there : 
Instead uiieieof, let this supply the room; 
Measure for measure must be answeied. 

Edw. Bring forth this fatal screech-owl to our 
house, 

That nothing sung but death to us and our’s : 
Now death shall stop lus disuial threatening 
sound. 

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

[Attendants bring the Body forward. 

War. 1 think his uudeistanding is beieft:— 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to 
tliee ?— 

Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life, 
Aud he nor sees, nor hears us what we say. 

Rich. O ’would he did 1 Aud so, perhaps, he 
cloth ; 

'Tis but his policy to counterfeit, 

Because he would a\oid such hitter taunts 
Winch in the tune of death he gave oui father. 

Geo. If so thou tluuk’st, vex hnn with eager 
words. • 

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain uo 
grace. 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults. 

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy 
faults. 

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to 
York. 

Edw. Tbou pitied’st Rutland, 1 will pity 
tbee. 

Geo. Where’s captain Margaret to fence yon 
now ? 

War . They mock thee, Clifford 1 Swear as 
thou wast wont. 


2 M 


• Tliluk u'lfaTownMv of. 


* Sour words, words of asperity. 
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Rich. What not an oath 1 Nay, then the 
world goes bard. 


When Clifford cannot spare his friends an 
oath 

1 know by that, he’s dead ; and, by my soul. 

If this right hand, would bay him two hoars* 
Ufe, 

That I in all despite might rail at him. 

This hand should chop it off; and, with the is¬ 
suing blood. 

Stifle the villain, whose unstaunched thirst 
York aud young Rutland could not satisfy. 

War . Ay, but he’s dead; Off with the trai¬ 
tor’s head. 

And rear it iu the place your father’s stands.— 
And now to Loudon with triumphant march. 
There to be crowned England’s royal king. 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to 
Frauce, 

And ask the lady Bona for thy queen : 

So shalt thou sinew both these lands together ; 
Aud, having France thy fneud, thou shalt not 
dread 

The scatter’d foe, that hopes to rise again j 
For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 

Yet look to have them buz, to offend thine ears. 
First, will I see the coronation; 

And then to BriUuny I’ll cross the sea. 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 
Edu>. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let 
it be: 

For on tby shoulder do I build ray seat; 

And never will I undertake the thing, 

Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting.— 
Richard, I will create thee duke of G luster; — 
And George, of Clarence Warwick, as our¬ 
self. 

Shall do and nndo, as him pleaseth best. 

Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence, George 
of Gloster ; 

For Gloster’s dukedom is too ominious. 

War. Tut, that’s a foolish observation ; 
Richard, be duke of Gloster : now to London, 
To see these honours in possession. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I. — A Chase in the North of Eng¬ 
land. 

Enter Two Keepers, with Cross-bows in their 

Hands. 

1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake • we’ll 

shroud ourselves: 

For through this lauudt anon the deer will 
come ; 

And in this covert will we make our stand, 
Culling the principal of all the deer. 

2 Keep. I’ll stay above the bill, so both may 

6boot. 

1 Keep. That 'cannot be ; the noise of tby 
cross-bow 

Will scare the herd, and so ray shoot is lost. 
Here stand we both and aim wc at the best; 
And, for the time shall not seem tedious. 

I’ll tell thee what befell on me a day. 

In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 
% Keep. Here comes a man, let's stay til! he 
be past. 

Enter King Henry, disguised, with a Prayer- 

book. 

K. Hen. From Scotland am I stolen, even of 
pure love, 

To greet mine own land with my wishful sight. 
No, Harry, Harry, *tis no land of thine ; 

Thy place is fill’d, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 
Tby balm wash’d off, wherewith thou wast 
anointed; 

No bending knee will call thee Caesar now, 

* Thicket. t A pl*h» extended between woods 


No humble suitors press to speak for right. 

No, not a man comes for redress of thee; 

For how cau 1 help them, aud not myself ? 

1 Keep. Ay, here’s a deer whose skin*# a 

keeper's fee: 

This is the qnamdmm king ; let's seize upon him. 

K. Hen. Let me embrace these our adversi¬ 
ties ; 

For wise men say. It is the wisest course. 

2 Keep. Why Unger we 1 Let us lay hands 

upon him. 

1 Keep . Forbear awhUe; we’ll hear a little 

more. 

K. Hen. My queen and son are gone to 
France for aid ; 

And, as 1 hear, the great commanding War¬ 
wick 

Is thither gone, to crave the French king's 
sister 

To wife for Edward: if this news be true. 

Poor queen, aud sou, your labour is but lost; 
For Warwick is a subtle orator, 

Aud Lewis a prince soon won with moving 
words 

By this account, then, Margaret may win him ; 
For she’s a woman to t>e pitied much : 

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast; 

Her tears will pierce iuto a marble heart; 

The tiger will be nnld, while 6he doth mourn ; 
Aud Nero will be tainted with remorse, 

To hear and see her plaints, her brinish teais. 
Ay, but she’s come to beg; Warwick, to give : 
She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry ; 

He, ou his right, asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps and says—her Henry is deposed ; 

He snnles, and sa>s— bis Edward is install'd ; 
That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no 
more : 

Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths tli.' 
wrong, 

Inferreth arguments of mighty strength ; 

Aud, m conclusion, wins the king from her. 
With promise of his sister, aud what else. 

To strengthen aud support king Edward'* 
place. 

O Margaret, thus 'twill be: and thou, poor 
soul, 

Art then forsaken, as thou went’st forlorn, 

2 Keep. Say, what ait tiiou, that talk’st < f 

kings and queens ? 

K. Hen. Moie than I seem, and less than I 
was born to : 

A man at least, for less I should not be; 

Aud men may talk of kiugs, and wh> not 1 ? 

2 Keep. Ay, but thou talk’st as it thou wert a 
king. 

K. lien. Why, so I am, in mind; and tnat’s 
enough. 

2 Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy 
crown l 

K. Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on my 
head ; 

Not deck’d with diamonds and Indian stones. 

Nor to be seen : my crown is call’d content; 

A crown it is, that seldom kings enjoy. 

2 Keep. Well, if you be a king crown’d with 
content. 

Your crown content, and you must be con¬ 
tented 

To go along with ns: for, as we think. 

You are the king, king Edward bath depos’d ; 
And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance. 

Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

K. Hen. But did jou never swear, and break 
an oath 7 

2 Keep. No, never such an oath ; nor will not 
now. 

K. Hen. Where did you dwell when 1 was king 
of England 7 

2 Keep. Here in this country where we now 
remain. 

K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine months 
old ; 

My father and my grandfather were kings; 

And you were sworn true subjects unto me t 
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And tell me, then, have yon not broke yonr 
oaths 1 
1 Keep. No; 

For we were subjects, but while yon were king* 
K . Hen. Why, am I dead 7 Do I not breathe 
a man 7 

Ah I simple men, you know not what yon swear. 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

And as the air blows It to me again. 

Obeying with my wind when I do blow. 

And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater gust; 

Such is the lightness of jou common men. 

But do not break your oaths ; for, of that sin 
My mild entieaty shall not riiake you guilty. 

Go where you will, the king shall be com¬ 
manded ; 

And be you kings ; command, and 1*11 obey. 

I Kiep. We are true subjects to the king, 1 
king Edward. 

K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 

If lie were seated as king Edward is. 

1 Keep. We charge you in God’s name, and 
m the king’s. 

To go with us unto the officers. 

A'. Hen. In God's name, lead; your king's 
name be obey’d: 

And what God will, then let your king per¬ 
form t 

And wliat be will, I humbly yield unto. 

[Exeunt. 

SC EXE II. — London.—A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Clarence, 
and Lady Grey. 

K. Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Al¬ 
ban’s field 

The lady’s husband, Sir John Grey, w'as slain ; 
His lauds then seized on by the conqueror : 

Her suit is now to repossess those lands; 

Which we in justice cannot well deny. 

Because in quarrel of the bouse of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 

Glo. Your highness shall do well to grant 
hei suit : 

It were dishonour to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no less ; but yet I’ll make 
a pause. 

Glo. Yea I is it so 7 
I sec the lady bath a thing to grant, 

Belorc the king will grant her humble suit. 

Clar. He knows the game ; how true he keeps 
the wind 7 [Aside, 

do. Sileuce I [Aside. 

K. Edu\ Widow, we will consider of your 

suit, 

And come some other time to know our mind. 

L. G rcy. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook 

delay: 

May it please your highness to resolve me 
now; 

And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 

Glo. [A side.] Ay, widow 7 Then I’ll warrant 
y«»u all your lands, 

An if what pleases him, shall pleasure you. 

Fight closer, or, good faith, you’ll catch a 
blow. 

Clar. I fear her not, unless she chance to 
fall. [Aside. 

Glo. God forbid that I for he’ll take ’vanta¬ 
ges. [Aside. 

K. Edw. How many children hast thou, wi¬ 

dow 7 Tell me. 

Clar. I think he means to beg a child of her. 

[Aside. 

Glo. Nay, whip me then; he'll rather give 
her two. [Aside. 1 

L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord. 

Glo. You shall have four, if you’ll be rul’d 

by him. [Aside. 

K. Edw. ’Twere pity, they should lose their 
father’s land. 

//« Gr c y. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant tt 
then. 
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K. Edw. Lords, give us leave: I'll try this 
widow’s wit. 

Glo. Ay, good leave * have you; for you will 
have leave, 

Till youth take leave, and leave yon to the 
crotch. 

[Gloster and Clarence retire to 
the other side. 

K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do vou love 

your children 7 

L. Grey* Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

K. Edw. And would you not do much to do 

them good 7 

L. Grey. To do them good, I would sustain 

some harm. 

K. Edw. Then get your husbaud’s land, to do 

them good. 

L. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

K. Edw. I'll tell yon how these lands are to* 

be got. 

L. Grey. So shall you bind me to your high¬ 

ness’ service. 

K. Edw. Wbat service wilt thou do me, if I 

give them 7 

L. Grey. What you command, that rests iu 

nte to do. 

K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my 

boon. 

L. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot 

do it. 

K. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do »vbat I mean 

to ask. 

L. Grey. Why, then I will do what your grace 

commands. 

Glo. He plies her hard; and much rain wears 
the marble. [Aside. 

Clar. As red as fire ! Nay, then her wax must 
melt. [Aside. 

L. Grey. Why stops my lord! Shall I not 
hear my task 7 

K. Edw. An easy task ; 'tis but to love a king. 

L. Grey. That’s soon perform’d, because I am 

a subject. 

K. Edw. Why, then, thy husband’s lands I 

freely give thee. 

L. Grey. I take my leave, with many thousand 

thanks. 

Glo. The match is made; she seals it with a 
curt’sy. [Aside. 

K. Edw. But stay thee, 'tis the fruits of love 

1 mean. 

L. Grey . The fruits of love I mean, my lov¬ 

ing liege. 

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, iu another 

sense. 

What love, tbink’st thou, I sue so much to get f 

L. Grey. My love till death, my humble 

thanks, my prayers; 

That love which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean 

such love. 

L . Grey. Why, then you meau not as 1 

thought you did. 

K. Edw . But now you partly may perceive my 

mind. 

L. Grey. My mind will never grant what I 

perceive 

Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 

K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I am to he with 

thee. 

L. Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather e 

in prison. 

K. Edw. Why, then thou shall not have thj 

husband's lands. 

L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall be 

my dower; 

For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

K. Edw. Therein thou wreug’st thy children 

mightily. 

L. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both 

them and me. 

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination,' 


* Thia phroae implies -eadincai of accent. 
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Accords not with the sadness • of my suit; 
Please you dismiss me, either with ay or no. 

K. Edw. Ay ; if thou wilt say ay to m> le- 

quest: 

No; if thou dost say no to iny demand. 

L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My suit is at 

an end. 

Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her 
brows. [Aside, 

Clar . He is the bluntest wooer in Christen¬ 
dom. [Aside. 

K. Ed uk [Aside. j Her looks do argue her re- 

pltte with modesty i 

Her words do show her wit incomparable; 

All her perfections challenge soveieignty ; 

One way, or other, she is for a king ; 

And she shall he my love, or else my queen.— 

4 Say, that king Edward take thee for his queen T 
Jj. Grey. ’fis better said than done, ui> gra¬ 
cious lord : 

I am a subject tit to jest withal. 

But far unfit to be a sovereign. 

AT. Edtr. Sweet widow, by my state, I swear 
to thee, 

1 speak no more than what my soul Intends ; 

And that is to enjoy thee for my love. 

L. Grey. And that is more than I will yield 

unto : 

I know I am too mean to be your queen, 

And yet too good to he your concubine. 

X. Edw. You cat il, widow ; I did mean, my 
queen. 

L. Grey. ’Twill grieve your grace, my sons 
should call you—father. 

K. Edu, No more, than when thy daughters 
call thee mother. 

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children ; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor, 
Have other some : why, ’tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 

Answer no more, for thou sliait be my queen. 
Gla. The ghostly father now hath done his 
shrift. [Aside. 

Clar. When he was made a shnver, 'twas for 
shift. [Aside. 

A'. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we two 
have had. 

Glo. The widow likes it not, for she looks sad. 
K. Edw. You’d think it strange, if l should 
marry her. 

Clar . To whom, my lord ? 

K. Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Glo. That would be ten days’ wonder, at the 
least. 

Clar. That’s a day longer than a wonder 
lasts. 

Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes.' 
K. Edw. Well, jest on, brothers : 1 cau tell 
you both, 

Her suit is granted for her husband’s lands. 
Enter a Nobleman. 

Aob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is 
taken. 

And brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 
K. Edw. See that he be convey’d unto the 
Tower :— 

And go we, brothers, to the man that took him. 
To question of his apprehension.— 

Widow, go you along Lords, use her honour¬ 
able. 

{Exeunt King Edward, Lady Grey, Cla¬ 
rence, and Lords • 

Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honour¬ 
ably. 

Would be were wasted, marrow, hones, and all. 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may 
spring. 

To cross me from the golden time I look for I 
And yet, between n»y souPs desire and me, 

(The lustful Edward's title buried,) 

Is Clarence, Heury, and bis son yonng Edward, 
And all the uulook’d-for issue of their bodies, 
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To take their rooms, ere I can place myself; 

A cold premeditatiou for my puipose 1 
Why, then 1 do but dream on sovereignty; 

Like one that stands upon a ptonioiilory. 

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread. 
Wishing his foot weie equal with his eye; 

And chides the sea that sunders him fioia 
thence. 

Saying—lie'll lade it dry to have his way ; 

So do 1 wish the crown beiug so tar oti ; 

And so I chide the means that keep incfioui it; 
And so 1 say—I'll cut the causes oit', 

Flaiteung me with impossibilities.— 

My eye’s too quick, my heart o’er weens too 
much. 

Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
Well, say theie is no kingdom then for Kichard ; 
What other pleasuie can the world atloid? 

I’ll make my heaven m a lady’s lap. 

And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and 
looks. 

O miserable thought 1 and more unlikely, 

Thau to accomplish twenty golden crowus! 

Why, love forswoie me in my mothers womb: 
And, for I should not deal in her suit Ians, 

She did corrupt frail nature with a biibe 
To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub ; 
To make an envious mountain on niy back. 
Where sits deformity to uiock my body ; 

To shape my legs o! an unequal size; 

To disproportion me m every part. 

Like to a chaos, or an uulick’d bear-whelp. 

That carries no impression like the dam. 

Aud am 1 then a man to be belov’d ? 

O monstious fault, to haibour such a thought l 
Then, since this eaith utloids no joy to me. 

But to command, to check, to o’erbear such 
As aie of belter pel son than myself. 

I’ll make my heaven—to dream upon the crown ; 
And, whiles 1 live, to account this woild but 
hell. 

Until my misshap’d trunk that hcais this head. 
Be round impaled* with a glonous ciowu. 

And yet 1 know not how to get the ciowii. 

For many lives stand between me and home : 
And I, like one lost ni a thorny wood. 

That rents the thorns and is rent with the 
thorns ; 

Seeking a way, and stiaymg from the way ; 

Not knowing how to find the open .nr. 

But toiling desperately to find it out, 

Torment my salt to catch the English crowu : 
And from that torment I will free myself. 

Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and muidei while 1 smile ; 
And cry content, to that which grieves my 
heart; 

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears. 

And fume my face to all occasions. 

I'll diowu more sailots than the mermaid shall; 
I’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk; 

I’ll play the orator as well as Nestor, 

Deceive more silly tbau Ulysses could. 

And, like a Sinon, take another Tioy ; 

I can add colours to the lameleon ; 

Change shapes with Proteus, for advantages. 

And set the murd’roiis Machiavel to school. 

Can 1 do this, and cannot get a crown t 
Tut I were it further olf. I’ll pluck it down. 

SCENE HI.—France.—A Room in the 
Palace. 

Flourish. Enter Lewis the French King, 
and Lady Bona, attended ; the King takes 
his State. Then enter Queen Margaret, 
Prince Edward her son, and the Earl of 
Oxford. 

K. Leio . Fair queen of England, worthy Mar¬ 
garet, [Rising. 

Sit down with us; it ill befits thy state. 
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And birth, that thou should’st stand, while 
Lewis doth sit. 

Q. Mar . No, mighty king of France; now 
Margaret 

Must strike her sail, and learn a while to .serve. 
Where kings comm and. f was, I must con¬ 
fess. 

Great Albion's queen In former golden days: 

Sul now mischance hath trod my title down, 
And with dishonour laid me on the ground; 
Where 1 must take like 6eat unto my fortune. 
And to my humble seat conform myself. 

K. Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs 
this deep despair 1 

Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes 
with tears. 

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d in 
cares. 

IIT. Lew. Whate’er it be, be thou still like 
thyself, 

Aud sit thee by onr side: yield not tby neck 

[Seats her by him. 

To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all misrhance. 

He plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 

It shall he ea*’d, if Fiance can yield relief. 

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revi\e my 
drooping thoughts, 

And gl\e my tougue-tied soirows leave to 
speak, 

Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis, 

That Hemy, sole possessor df my love. 

Is, of a king, become a banish’d man, 

Aud foic’d to live in Scotland a forlorn; 

Wlnl** proud ambitious Edward, duke of York, 
Usuipi the regal title, and the scat 
Of England’s trne-anoiiited lawful king. 

This is the cause, tnat I, poor Maigaret, 

With this my son, pi nice Edward, Iiemy’s 
heir. 

Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 

And, it thou tail us, all out hope is done: 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 

Our people and our peers are both misled. 

Our treasiue seiz’d, our soldiers put to flight. 
And, as thou sec’st, ourselves m heavy plight. 

A. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm 
the storm, 

While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q. Mar. The more we stay the stronger grows 
our toe. 

K. Lew. The more I stay, the more I’ll suc¬ 
cour thee. 

Q. Mar. o but impatience walteth on true 
sorrow: 

Aud see, where comes the breeder of my sorrow. 
Enter Warwick, attended . 

A'. Lew. What’s he, approacbeth boldly to 
our prescucel 

Q. Mar. Our earl of Warwick, Edward’s 
greatest friend. 

K. Lew . Welcome, brave Warwick I Wbat 
brings thee to France? 

[Descendingfrom his State, Queen 
Margaret rises. 

Q. Mar. Ay, now begius a second storm to 
rise; 

For this is he, that moves both wind and tide. 

War. From woithy Edward, king of Albion, 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 

I come,—in kindness and unfeigned love,— 

First, to do greetings to thy royal person; 

And, then, to crave a league of amity ; 

And, lastly, to confirm that amity 

With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 

That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister. 

To England’s king in lawful marriage. 

Q. Mar. If that go forward, Henry’s hope is 
done. 

War. And, gracious madam, [To Bona.] in 
our kiug’s behalf, 

I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiss four hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign’s h«art; 
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Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears. 
Hath plac’d Iby beauty’s image, and thy virtue. 
Q. Alar. King Lewis,—and lady Bona,—-bear 
hear me speak. 

Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honest 
love. 

But from deceit, bred by necessity ; 

For bow can tyrants safely govern home, 

Unless abroad they purchase great alliance ? 

To prove him tyrant this reason may suffice. 
That Henry livelb still ; hut weie he dead. 

Yet heie prince Edward stands, king Henry’s 
son. 

Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and 
marriage 

Thon draw not on thy danger and dishonour: 
For though usurpers sway the rule a while. 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppre&setb 
wrongs. 

War. Injurious Margaret i 
Prince. And why not queen ? 

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 
And thou no more art prince, ihuu she is 
queen. 

Oif. Then Warwick disannuls great John of 
GdUllt. 

! Which did subdue the gieatest part of Spain; 

I And, after John of Gaunt, Hemy the fourth, 

W hose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 

And, after that wise priuce, Henry the fifth. 

Who by his prowess conqueied all France ; 
rioin these our Henry lineally descends. 

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth 
discourse, 

You told not bow Henry the sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the fifth had gotten ? 
Metlmiks, these peers of France should smile at 
that. 

But for the rest,—You tell a pedigree 
Of thieescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make piescriptiou for a kingdom’s worth. 
OxJ. Why, Warwick, caust thou speak agaiust 
thy liege. 

Whom thou obey’dst thirty and six years, 

Aud not bewray thy treason with a blush? 

War. Can Oxlord, that did ever fence the 
right. 

Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ? 

For shame, leave Henry, aud call Edward king. 
Oaf. Call him my King, by uaosc mjuilous 
doom 

My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 

Was done to death ? and mere than so, my 
father 

Even In the downfall of his mellow’d years, 
When nature brought him to the door of death ? 
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm. 
This arm upholds the lifuse of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 

K. Lew . Queen Margaret, priuce Edward, and 
Oxford, 

Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside* 

While 1 use fuither conference with Warwick. 

Q. Mar. Heaven grant, that Waiwick’s woids 
bewitch him uot! 

[Retiring with the Prince and Oxford. 
K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon 
thy conscience. 

Is Edward your true king ? for 1 were loath, 

To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 
War. Thereon I pawn my credit- aud mine 
houour. 

K. Lew. But is be gracious in the people’s 
eye ? 

War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 
K. Lew. Then further, all dissembling set 
aside. 

Tell me for ti nth the measure of hit love 
Unto our sister Bona. 

War. Such it seems. 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 

Myself have often heard him say, and swear, * 
That this his love was au eternal plant; 

Whereof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground* 
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The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beaut) ’* 


sun ; 

Exempt from envy,* but'not from disdain, 

Unless the lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your firm 
resolve. 

Bona, Your grant, or ybur denial, shall be 
urine:— 

Yet I confess, [7b Wab.] that often ere tbli 
day, 

When I have heard your king’s desert re¬ 
counted. 

Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

K. Lew . Then, Warwick, thus,—Our sister 


shall be Edward's; 

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
Touching the joiuture that your king must 
make. 

Which with her Jowry 6liall be counterpois'd 
Draw near, queen Margaret; and be a witness. 
That Bona shall be wife to tlie English kins. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the English 
King. 

Q. Mar. Deceitful Warwick! it was thr de¬ 
vice 

By this alliance to make void my suit; 

Before thy coiuiug, Lewis was Hcury’s friend. 

K. Lew. And still is friend to him and Mar¬ 
garet : 

But if your title to the crown be weak, 

(As may appear by Edward’s good success,) 

Then ’t»s but reason that I be releas’d 
From giving aid, which late I promised. 

Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand, 
That your estate requires, and mine can yield. 

War. Henry uow lives iii Scotland, at hi* 
ease; 

Where having nothing, nothing he can lose. 

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen,— 
You have a father able to maintain you ; 

And better 'twere, you troubled him than 
France. 

Q. Afar. Peace, impudent and shameless War¬ 
wick, peace : 

Proud setter-up and puller-down of Kings: 

I will not hence, till with iny talk and tears, 
Both full of truth, 1 make king Lewis behold 
Thy sly couveyance, f and thy lord’s false 
Jove; 

For both of you are birds of self-same feather. 

[A Horn sounded it it hi n ,. 

K, Lew. Warwick, this , is some post to uf 
or thee. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are 
for you ; 

Beat from your brother, marquis Montague. 

These from our king unto your majesty.— 

And, madam, these for you; from whom, I 
know not, 

[7b Margaret. They all read their 
letters. 

Oxf. I like it well, that onr fair queen and 
mistress 

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns al 
his. 

Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as h; 
were nettled: 

I hope, all's fur the best. 

K . Jaw. Warwick, what are thy news t and 
yoor*s fair queen t 

Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with 
unhop'd joys. 

War. Mine, full of sorrow and heart's dis¬ 
content. 

K. Law. Wbat! has your king married tbs 
lady Greyt 

And now, to sooth your forgery and his, 

Bends me a paper to persuade me patience t 

-A this the alliance that he seeks with France ? 

D^fe he presume to scorn u* in this manner f 


Q. Mar . 1 told your maiesty as much before 
This proved) Edward’s love and Warwick's 
honesty. 

War. King Lewis, 1 here protest,—in sight 
of heaven. 

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss,— 

That 1 am Jear from this misdeed of Edward’s | 
No more Wf king, for be dishonours me: 

But most iimself, If he could see bis shame.— 
Did 1 forget, that by the house of York 
My- father tame untimely to his death f 
Did 1 let pass the abuse done to my niece? 

Did 1 impale him with the regal ciownf 
Did I put Henry from his native right; 

And am 1 guerdon’d • at the last .with shame? 
Shame on himself! for my deseit is honour. 
And, to repair my honour lost for him, 

I here renounce linn, ami return to Hruiy : 

My noble que n, let former grudges past. 

And henceforth I am thy true servitor; 

1 will re\enge his wrong to lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in lus founcr state. 

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn*: 
my hate to love ; 

And 1 forgive and quite forget old faults, 

And joy that tbou becom’st king Henry's 
friend. 

War. So much his friend, ay, bis unfei&uet? 
friend. 

That, if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of choseu solrheis, 

, I'll undertake to lairtl them on our coa^-t, 

Ar.d force the tyrant from his seat by war 
*1 is not his new-made bride shall succour him : 
And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me, 

He’s very likrly now to fall from him ; 

For matching more for wanton lust than honour. 
Or than tor stiength and safety of onr count i). 
Bona . Dear biotber, liow shall Buna he ,e. 
veng'd, 

But by the help to this distressed queen ? 

Q. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poo. 
Henry live. 

Unless thou rescue him from foul despair 1 
Bona. My quarrel, and this English queen * 
are one. 

War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins who 
jour’s. 

K. Jaw. Aud mure, with her’*, and tiitnc, ant! 
Margaret’s. 

Therefore, at last, firmly am resolv'd. 

You shall have aid. 

Q. Mar. Let ma give humble thanks for ah 
at once. 

K. Lew. Then England’s messenger return m 
post ; 

And tell false Edward, thy supposed king. 

That ".ewis of France is sending over maskers. 
To level it vun hmi and his new bride: 

Thou *<ecst what's past, go fear t thy king wit ha*, 
Bona. Tell t,Im, in hope he'll prove a widow 
er shortly, 

I’ll wear the Billow garland for bis sake. 

Q. Mar . Trll him, my mourning weeds art- 
laid aside. 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

War . Teli him from me, that he hath done 
me wT*-ng; 

And therefore I'll uncrown him, ere’t be long. 
There’6 thy reward ; be gone. [Exit Mess. 

K . Lew. But, Warwick, thou, 

And Oxford, with five thousand men. 

Shall cross tbs seas, and bid false Edward 
battle: 

And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
And priuce shall follow with a fresh supply, 

Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt 
Wbat pledge have we of thy firm loyalty 1 
War• This shall assitre my constant loy. 
ally 

That, ir our queen aud this young print* 
agree, 


M al les , or littrtd- 


t Jugging. 


• Rewarded, 


t Fright. 
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I’ll join mine eldest daughter, and my joy. 

To him forthwith in holy wedlock bauds. 

Q. Mar. Yes, 1 agiee, and thank yon for 
your motion :— 

Sou Edward, she is fair and virtuous. 

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to War* 
wick ; 

And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable. 

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine. 
Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well de- 
seives it; 

And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives his hand to Warw ick. 
K. Lew. Why stay we now? These soldiers 
shall be levied. 

And thou, loid Bouibou, our high admiral, 

Shalt wall them over with our royal fleet.— 

I long, till Edward fall h> war’s mischance, 
for mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Exeunt all Out Warwick. 
War. 1 came from Edward as ambassador. 

But 1 letmn his sworn and nun till foe; 

Matter of mairuge was the chaise he gave me, 
lint dieailful war shall answer ins demand. 

Had he none else to make a stale, * but me ? 
Then none but 1 shall tin ii Ins jest to soiiow. 

1 was the chief that lais’d him to the crown. 

And 1*11 be chief to bring him down again : 

Not that 1 pity Henry’s mtserv. 

Hue seek revenge on Edward’s mockery. 

{Exit. 


ACT »\. 

SCEXE J. — London. — A lloom in the Palace. 

Enter Gi.oster, Ci.aiience, Somerset, Mon¬ 
tague, and others. 

Clo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what 
think you 

of this new mainage with the lady Grey? 

Hath not our brother made a worthy dmice? 
Clar. Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to 
Fiance ; 

How could he stay till Warwick made return ? 
Son*. My lords, foihear this talk; here conies 
the King. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, attended , 
Ijado Gkey, as Queen ; Pembroke, Staf¬ 
ford, Hastings, and others. 

Clo. And Ins well-chosen bride. 

Clar. 1 mind to t<;ll him plainly what I 
think. 

K. Litre. Now brother of Clarence, bow like 
you our choice. 

That you stand pensive, as half malecoutent ? 
Clar . As well as Lewis of 1-tauce, or the 
earl of Warwick; 

V\ liich are so weak of courage, and in judg¬ 
ment 

That they’ll take no offence at our abuse. 

AT. Ed tv. Suppose they take offence without a 
cause. 

They arc but Lewis and Warwick; I am Ed¬ 
ward, 

Your king and Warwick’s, and must have my 
will. 

Glo. And you shall have your will, because 
onr king; 

Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth- welL 
K. Ed tv. Yea, brother Richard, are yew of¬ 
fended too t 
Glo. Not I; 

No ; God forbid that I should wish them se¬ 
ver’d 

Whom God hath join’d together v ay, and 
*twere pity, 

T i sunder them that yoke so weR together. 
fC. Ed tv. Setting your scorns, and your mis- 
like aside, 

• A-BtBiainf none, a pretence 1 - 
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Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey 
Should not become my wife, and England's 
queen :— 

And you too, Somerset and Montague. 

Speak freely what you think. 

filar. Then this is my opinion,—that kin** 
Lewis 

Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

Gla. And Warwick, doing what you gave m 
charge. 

Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

K. Ed tv. What, if both Lewis aud Warwick 
be appeas’d, 

But such invention as I can devise ? 

Mont. Yet to have join’d with France in such 
alliance, 

Would more have strengthen’d this onr common¬ 
wealth 

’Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred 
marriage. 

Hast . Why, knows not Montague, that ot 
itself 

England i9 safe, if true within itself! 

Mont. Yes ; but the safer, when ’tis back'd 
with Fiance. 

Hast. ’Tis better using France, than trusting 
France, 

Let us be back’d with God, and with the seas, • 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 

Aud with their helps only defend ourselves , 

In them and m ourselves, our safely lies. 

Clar. For this one speech, lord Hastings we", 
deserves 

To have the heir of the lord Hmigerford. 

K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will, 
aud giant ; 

And, for this once, my will shall stand for law. 

Glo. And yet, inethinks, your grace bath no: 
done well. 

To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 
L'uto the hi other of >our loving bride ; 

She better would have fitted me or Clareuce: 

But hi your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar. Or else you would not have bestow’d 
the heir f 

Of the loid Bonville on your new wife's sou 
And leave your brothers to go speed else¬ 
where. 

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a 
wife. 

That thou art malecoutent? I will provide 
thee. 

Clar. In choosing for yourself you show’d 
your judgment: 

Which, being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the broker m mine own behalf; 

And, to that end, I sboitly mind to leave you. 

K. Edw. Leave me, or ta.Ty, Edward will be 
king. 

And not be tied unto Ills brother’s will. 

Q. Etiz. My lords, befoie it pleas’d his ma¬ 
jesty 

To raise my state to title of a queen. 

Do me but right, and you must all confess 
That 1 was not ignoble of descent, 

And meaner than myself have bad like forftme. 
But as this title honours me and mine, 

So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing. 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with 6or 
row. 

K . Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon therr 
frowns: 

What dauger, or what sorrow can Defalt thee 
So long as Edward is thy constant friend', 

Aud their true sovereign, whom they must 
obey ? 

Nay, whom tuty sh^H obey, and .1few fitee 
too, 

Unless they seek for Mired at my hands r 

• This has bees th*advice of every asm when* am/ 
age nnderstood and favoured the liueroa&oT' England. 

t The heiresses of great estates Wert rh the wardship 
of the king, who arbitrarily and often acaadalouslf 
matched them to hit favourites. 
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Which if they do, yet will 1 keep thee safe, 

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Glo. 1 hear, yet say uot much, but think the 
more. [Aside, 

Enter a Messenger. 

AT. Edw . Mow, messenger, what letters, or 
what newt. 

From France t 

Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters and few 
words; 

But such as 1, without your special pardon. 

Dare not relate. 

AT. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, in 
brief, 

Tell me their words as near as thou catist guess 
them. 

What auswer makes king Lewis unto our letters? 

Mess. At my depart, these were his very 
words; 

Go tell false Edward, thy supposed king , 
That Lewis of France is sending over 
maskers. 

To revel it with him and his new bride. 

K. Edu\ Is Lewis so brave ? belike, he thinks 
me Henry. 

But what said lady Bona to my marriage T 

Mess. These were her words, utter’d with mild 
disdain; 

Tell him, in hope hc*ll prove a widower 
shortly , 

I'll wear the willow garland for his sake. 

K. Edw. I blame uot her, she could say little 
less; 

She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s 
queen; 

For I have heard, that she was there in place,* 

Mess. Tell him , quoth she, my mourning 
weeds are done , t 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

K. Edw. Belike, she miuds to play the 
Amazon. 

But wbat said Warwick to ihese injuries 1 

Mess. He, more incens’d against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharg’d me with these 
words ; 

Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong , 
And therefore 1*11 uncrown hint, ere’t be long. 

K. Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so 
proud words ? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d: 
They shall have wars, and pay for their pre¬ 
sumption. 

But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret! 

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so 
link’d in friendship, 

That young prince Edward marries Warwick’s 
dauehter. 

Clar. Belike, the elder; Clarence will have 
the younger. 

Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast. 

For I will hence to Warwick’s other daughter; 
That, though 1 want a kingdom, yet iu mar¬ 
riage 

I may not prove inferior to yourself.— 

You, that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

[Exit Clarence, and Somerset JoUoivs. 

Glo. Not I: 

My thoughts aim at a further matter; I 
Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. 

[Aside. 

K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone to 
Warwick! 

Yet am I arm'd against the worst can happen ; 
And haste Is needful in this desperate case.— 
Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make, prepare for war: 

They are already, or qnlckly wilt be landed : 
Myself in person will straight follow yon. 

[£resmf Pembroke and Stafford. 
But, ere l go, Hastings, and Montague, 

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the test, 
Are near to Warwick, by feloud and by alliance : 

• P/CWBl* 
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Tell me. If yon love Warwick more than me t 
It* it be so, then both depart to him ; 

I rather wish you foes, than hollow friends ; 

But if you mind to bold your true obedience. 

Give me assurance with some friendly vow. 

That I may never have you in suspect. 

Mont. So God help Montague, as he provea 
true I 

Hast. And Hastings, as he favours Edward’s 
cause t 

K. Edw. Now,brother Richard, will you stand 
by usT 

Glo. Ay, iu despite of all that shall withstand 
you. 

K . Edw. Why so; then am I sure of victory. 
Now therefore let us hence; and lose no hour. 
Till we meet Waiwick wuh his foreign powei. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE II. — A plain in Warwickshire. 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French 
and other Forces. 

War . Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes 
well; 

The common people by numbers swarm to ns. 

♦ 

Enter Clarence and Somerset. 

But see, where Somerset and Clarence come ;— 
Sp-.ak suddenly, my lords, aie we all friends? 
Clar. Fear uot that, my lord. 

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto 
Warwick; 

And welcome, SomersetI hold it cowardice, 
To rest mistrustful where a no; le heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand iu sign of love; 

Else might I think, that Clarence, Edwai<)’« 
brother, 

Were but a feigned friend to our proceeding : 
But welcome, Clarence ; my daughter shall he 
thine 

And now what rest, but, in night’s overture. 

Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d. 

His soldiers luikmg in the towns auout. 

And but attended by a simple guard, 

We may surprize and take lum at our pleasure ? 
Our scouts have found the ad\euture very 
easy: 

That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 

With • sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ 
tents. 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal 
steeds; 

So we, well cover’d with the night’s black 
mantle; 

At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard. 

And seize himself; l say not—slaughter him. 

For I intend but only to surprise him.— 

You, that will follow me to this attempt, 
Applaud the name of Henry, with your leader. 

[They alt cry, Henry 
Why, then, let's on our way iu silent sort: 

For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint 
Geoigel [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.’—Eduard*s Camp, near War¬ 
wick. 

Enter certain Watch men, to guard the King's 

Tent. 

1 Watch. Come on, tny masters, each man 

take his stand: 

The king, by this, is set him down to sleep. 

2 Watch. What, will he not to-bed? 

1 Watch. Why, no: for be bath made a so¬ 

lemn vow 

Never to lie and take his natural rest. 

Till Warwick, or himself, be quite suppress’d. 

2 Watch . To-morrow then, belike, shall be 

the day, 

If Warwick be so near as men report. 

3 Watch. But say, I pray, wbat nobleman Is 

that, 

That with the king here resteth in bis tent ? 


f Thrown off. 
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1 Watch. *Tis the lord Hastings, the king's 

cbiefest friend. 

8 Watch. Oh i is it so f But why commands 
the king. 

That his chief followers lodge in towns about 
him. 

While lie himself keepeth in the cold field f 

2 Watch . 'Tis the more honour, because more 

dangerous. 

3 Watch. Ay; but give me worship and 

quietness, 

I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

'Tis to he doubted, he would waken him. 

1 Watch. Unless our halberts did shut up his 

passage. 

2 Watch. Ay: wherefore else guard we his 

royal tent, 

But to defend bis person from night-foes 7 

Eater Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somer¬ 
set, and Forces. 

War. This is his tent; and see, where stand 
his guard. 

Courage, my masters : honour now, or never I 
But follow me, and Edward shall be our's. 

2 Watch. Who goes there ! 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest. 

[Warwick, and the rest, cry all— Warwick I 
Warwick ! and set upon the puard ; who 
Jty , crying— Ann I Arm .’—Warwick, and 
the rest Jollowmg them. 

The Drum beating, and Trumpets sounding, 
Re-enter Warwick, and the rest, bringing 
the King out ti a Conn, sitting m a Chair ; 
Glostkr and Hastikcs j:y. 

Som. What are they that flv there 1 
War. Richard and Hastings; let them go, 
here’s the duke. 

K. Edre. The duke! why, Warwick, when we 
parted last. 

Thou call'tlfet me king t 

War. Ay, but the case is alter'd : 

When you disgrac'd me in my einhassade. 

Then I degraded you from being kimr, 

And come now to create you duke of York. 

Alas I how should you govern any kingdom. 

That know not how to use ambassadoi s ; 

Nor how to be contented with one wife; • 

Nor how to use your brothers hrotlieily ; 

Nor how to study lor the people's weltare; 

Nor how to shroud yourself Irom enemies 7 
K. Edir. Yea, brother of Clarence, ait thou 
heie tool 

Nay, then 1 see that Edward needs must 
down.— 

Yet, Warwick, m despite of all mischance. 

Of thee thyself, and all thy complices, 

Edward will always bear himself as king: 

Though fortune’s malice overthrow my state. 

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 
War. Then, for his uiiud, * be Edward Eng¬ 
land’s kiug ; [Takes oJJ Ins Croun. 
But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 
And be true king indeed : thou but the sha- 
. dow.— 

My lord of Somerset, at my request. 

See that forthwith duke Edward he convey’d 
Unto iny brother, archbishop of York. 

When 1 have fought with Pembroke and his 
fellows, 

I'll follow you, and tell what answer 
Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him 
Now, for a while, farewell, good duke of York. * 
K . Ed tv. What fates impose, that men must 
needs abide ; 

It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

. [Exit King Edward, led out j Somerset, 
with him. 

Oxf. What now remains, my lord, for us to 
do, 

But march «o London with our soldiers T 
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War. Ay, that's the first thing that we have 
to do; 

To free king Henry from imprisonment. 

And see him seated in the regal throne. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—London.—A Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden 
change f 

Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are yon yet to 
learn, 

What late misfortune is befall’n king Edward ? 
Riv. VI hat, loss of 6ome pitch’d battle against 
Warwick 7 

Q. Ells. No, but the loss of his own royal 
person. 

Riv. Then is my sovereign slain t 
Q. Elis. Ay, almost slam, for he is taken pri¬ 
soner ; 

Either betray'd by falsehood of his guard. 

Or by his foe sui priz’d at unawares ; 

And, as I turthei have to understand. 

Is new committed to the bishop of York, 

Fell Warwick’s brother, and by that our foe. 

Riv. ’I liesc news, i must confess, are full of 
grief: 

Yet, gracious madam, bear it as yon may; 
Warwick may lose, that now hath won the 
day. 

Q. Eliz Till then, fair hope must hinder lifv/s 
decay. 

And I the rather wean me from despair. 

For lo'e of Edward's offspring m my womb : 
t ins is it that inakcF me hi idle passion, 

Aud bear with mildness my misfortune's 
ci oss ; 

Ay, av, for this I draw in many a tear. 

And stop the rising of blood-sucktiig sighs. 

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
King Edward's fruit, true heir to the .English 
crown. 

Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then be¬ 
come 7 

Q.Eltz. I am informed, that he comes towards 
London, 

To set the crown once more on Henry's head : 
Guess thou the test; king Edward's friends must 
down. 

But, to pi event the tyrant’s violence, 

(For tmst not him that hath once broken 
faith,) 

I’ll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary. 

To save at least the heir of Edward’s light; 
There shall t rest secuie from force and 
fiaud. 

Come theicfore, let us fly, while we may fly; 

If Waiwick take us, we are sure to die. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—A Park near Middlchan Castle 
in Yorkshire. 

Enter G'loster, Hastings, Sir William 
Stanley, and others. 

Glo . Now, my loid Hastings, and Sir William 
Stanley, 

Leave off to wonder why I drew yon hither, 
into this chiefest thicket of the park. 

Thus stands the case: You kuow, our king my 
brother. 

Is prisoner to the bishop fcerc, at whose band& 
He hath good usage and great liberty; 

And often, hut attended with weak guard. 

Comes hunting this way to disport himself. 

I have ad\£rtis’d him by secret means, 

That if about this hour, he make this way. 
Under the colour of his usual game, „ 

He shall here find his friends, with horse and 
men, 

To Bet him free from his captivity. 


* I.«. lu hi* mini 


is own mind goes. 
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Enter King Edward, and a Huntsman. 

Hunt. This way, my lord; for this way lies 
the game. 

K. Ed tv. Nay, this way, man ; see, where the 
huntsmen stand.— 

Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the 
rest, 

Btaud you thus close, to steal the bishop's deer 1 
Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth 
haste; 

Your horse stands ready at the park corner. 

K. Edw. But whither shall we then ? 

Hast . To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from thence 
to Flauders. 

Glo . Well guess’d, believe me j for that was 
my meaning. 

K. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forward¬ 
ness. 

Glo. But wherefore stay we f 'tis no time to 
talk. 

K. Edw. Huntsman, what say'st thou 1 wilt 
thou go along ? 

Hunt. Better do so, than tarry and be bang’d. 
Glo. Come then, away; let’s ha\e no more 
ado. 

K. Edw. Bishop, farewell: shield tLee fiom 
Warwick's frown ; 

And pray that 1 may repossess the crown. 

[ Eieunt . 

SCENE VI.—A Room in the Tower . 

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, 
Somerset, young Richmond, Oxford, Mon¬ 
tague, Lieutenant of the Toner, and At¬ 
tendants . 

K. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and 
friends 

Have shaken Edward from the regal seat, 

And turn'd my captive state to liberty. 

My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys; 

At our enlargement what are thy due fees ? 
Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their 
sovereigns ; 

But, if an humble prayer may prevail, 

1 then crave pardon ot your majesty. 

K. Hen. For what, lieutenant 1 for well n&ing 
me ? 

Nay, be thou sure, 1'U well requite thy kind¬ 
ness, 

For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure: 
Ay, such a pleasure as iucaged birds 
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 

At last, by notes of household harmony. 

They quite forget their low of liberty.— 

But, Warwick, after God, thou set'et me free. 
And chiefly therefore i thank God and thee; 

He was the author, thon the instrument. 
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune's spite, 

By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me ; 
And that the people of this blessed laud 
May not be pnnish’d with my thwartiug stars ; 
Warwick, although my bead still wear the 
crown, 

I here resign my government to tbee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War. Your grace bath still been fam'd for 
virtuons; 

And now may seem as wise as virtuous, 

By spying and avoiding fortune's malice. 

For few men rightly temper with the stars : • 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace. 
For choosing me, when Clarence is in place, f 
Clar. No, Warwick, thon art worthy of the 
sway, * 

To whom the heavens, in thy nativity. 

Adjudg'd an olive branch and laurel crown. 

As likely to be blessed in peace and war; 

And therefore 1 yield tbee my free consent. 
War. And 1 choose Clarence only for pro¬ 
tector. 

* Tew men conform their temper to thdr de s tiny> 

♦ Preeenu 


Act IV. 

K. Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give me both 
your bands; 

Now join your bauds, and, with your bands, 
your hearts; 

That no dissenttou binder government: 

I make you both protectors of tbiB land ; 

While f - myself will lead a private life, 

And in devotiou spend my latter days. 

To sin's rebuke, and my Creator's praise. 

War. What answers Clarence to his sove¬ 
reign’s will f 

Clar . That be consents, if Warwick yield 
consent; 

For on thy fortuue I repose myself. 

War. Why then, though loath, yet most I be 
content: 

We’ll yoke together, like a double shadow 
To Henry's body, and supply his place; 

1 mean, in bearing weight of government. 

While he enjoys the honour and his ease. 

And, Clareuce, now then it is more than need¬ 
ful. 

Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a traitor. 
And all bis lauds aud goods be confiscate. 

Clar. What else? aud that succession be de¬ 
termin’d. 

War. Ay, thcrciu Clarence shall not want hi* 
part. 

K. Hen. But, with the first of all your chit: 
affairs. 

Let me entreat, (for 1 command no mere,) 

That Margaret your queen, and my son Edward, 
Ke sent lot, to’ieluru fiom France with speed : 
For, till I see them heie, by doubtful uai 
My joy of liberty is half eclips’d. 

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with alt 
speed. 

K. lien. My lord of Somerset, what youth is 
that. 

Of whom you seem to have so tender caie 1 

Sum. My liege, it is young Heuiy ; eail of 
Richmond. 

K . Hen. Come hither, England’s hope : li 
secret powers 

[Lays Jus Hand on hts Ileatl. 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts. 

This pretty lad* will prove our eountiy’s bliss. 
His looks are lull of peaceful majesty ; 

His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 

Hu baud to wield a sceptic ; aud himself 
Likely, in tune, to bless a regal tin one. 

Make much of him, my lords ; foHthi-i is he. 
Must help you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. What news, my frieud ? 

Mess. That Edward is escaped fiom your 
brother, 

Aud fled, as he bears since, to Burgundy. 

War. Unsavoury news: But how made be 
escape ? 

Afcss. He was convey'd by Richard duke o! 
Gloster, 

And the lord Hastings, who attended t him 
In secret ambush on the forest side, 

4nd fiom the bishop’s huntsmen rescued him; 
For hunting was bis daily exercise. 

War. My brother was too careless of his 
charge^— 

Bat let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for airy sore that may betide. 

[Exeunt King Henry, War. Clar. Lieut. 
and Attendants. 

Sorn. My lord, X like not of this flight ot 
Edward’s: 

For, doubtless, Burgundy will yield him help ; 
And we shall have more wars, befere’t be 
long. 

As Henry's late presaging prophecy 
Did glad my-heart, with hope of this young 
Richmond; 

• Afterward Henry VII. who pet en end to the d»I 
war between the two bonne. 

f 2. c. Welted fer biro. 
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So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 
What may befall him, to his harm and our’s: 
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 

Foi thwith we'll send him hence to Brittany, 

Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Orf. Ay ; for if Edward repossess the crown, 
'Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall j 
down. 1 

Som. It shall be so; he shall to Brittany. 

Come therefore, let's about it speedily. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—Before York . 

Enter King Edward, Glostem, Hastings, 
and Forces . 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, lord Hast¬ 
ings, and the rest; 

Yet thus lar fortune maketh us amends. 

And says, that once more I shall interchange 
My waned 6tate for Henry's regal crown. 

Well have we pass’d, and now repass'd the 
seas, 

And brought desired help from Burgundy : 

What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From Kavenspurg haven before the gates of 
York, 

But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made fast I—Brother, ! like 
not this; 

For many men, that stumble at the threshold. 
Are well foretold—that danger links within. 

K. Edit'. Tush, man! abodements must net 
now aft right us : 

By fair or foul means wc must enter iu, 
l or hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hast. My liege, I'll knock once more, to 
summon them. 

Enter, on the Walls, the Mayor of York, 
and his Brethren. 

May . My lords, we were forewarned of your 
coming, 

And shut the gates for safety of ouiselves; 

For now we owe allegiance unto Hemy. 

K. Edu\ Bur, master mayor, if Htnry be 
your king. 

Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. 

May. True, my good lord ; I know you for 
no less. 

K. Edw. Why, and I chalieuge nothing but 
my dukedom ; 

As being well content with that alone. 

Glo. But, when the fox bath once got in his 
nose, 

He'll soon find means to make the body follow. 

[Aside. 

Hast. Wby, master mayor, wby stand you in 
a doubt! 

Open the gates, we are king Henry's friends. 

May. Ay, say you so ? the gates shall then be 
open’d. 

[Exeunt from above. 

Glo. A wise stout captain, and persuaded 
bojd I 

Hast. The good old man would fain that all 
were well. 

So 'twere not 'long of biui: • but, being enter'd, 
I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
BoLh him, and all bis biotheis, unto reason. 

Re-enter the Mayor and two Aldermen, 

belotc. 

K. Edw . So, master mayor: these gates mast 
not be shut. 

But in the night, or In the time of war. 

What! fear not, Gas., but yield me up the 
keys; 

[Takes his keys. 

For Edward will defend the town and thee, 

And all those friends that deign to fellow me. 

• Tb« mayor is with ire «hor l d enter, u he me/ 
not be blamed. 
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Drum^-Enter Montgomery and Forets , 

marching. 

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our trusty frleud, unless I be deceiv'd. 

AT. Edw. Welcome, Sir John ! But why come 
you in arms ? 

Mont. To help king Edward in his time of 
6t0rm, 

As every loyal subject ought to do. 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery: But we 
now forget 

Our title to the crown; and only claim 
Our dukedom, till God please to send the rest. 
Mont . Then fare you well, for i will hence 
again; 

I came to serve a king, and not a dpke,— 
Drummer, stukc up, and let us march away. 

[A March begun. 
K. Edw . Nay, stay. Sir John, a while ; and 
we'll debate. 

By what safe means the crown may be re¬ 
cover’d. 

Mont. What talk you of debating! in few 
words, 

If you'll not here proclaim yourself our king. 

I’ll leave you to your foitune; and be gone. 

To keep them back that come to 6iiccour you: 
Wby should we fight, if you pretend no title.? 
Glo. Why brother, wherefore stand you on 
nice points ? 

K. Edw. W'hci we grow stronger, then we'll 
make ou r claim. 

Till then, 'Us wisdom to conceal our meaning. 
Hast. Away with scrupulous wit I now arms 
must rule. 

Glo. And fearless minds climb soonest unto 
ciowns. 

Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ; 

The bunt* thereof will bring you many friends. 
K. Edw. Then be il as you will; tor 'Us my 
right. 

And Henry but usurps the diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like 
himseli; 

And now will 1 be Edward’s champion. 

Hast. Sound, trumpet; Edward shall be beie 
proclaim’d :— 

Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. 

[Giles him a Paper. Flourish . 

Sold. [Beads.] Eduard the fourth , by the 
grace of God, king of England and France . 
and loi d of Ireland , 4c. 

Mont. Aud whosoe’er gainsays king Edward’s 
right. 

By this I chalieuge him to single fight. 

[Throws down his Gauntlet. 
All. LoGg live king Edward the fourth 1 
K. Edw. Tbauks, brave Montgomery;—and 
thanks unto you all. 

If fortune serve me. I’ll requite this kindness. 
Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York: 
And when the morning sun shall raise bis car 
Above the border of tins horizon, 

We'll forward towards Warwick and his mates; 
For well I wot + that Heury is no soldier.— 

Ah 1 .froward Clarence, how evil it beseems 
thee, 

To flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother 1 
Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and 
W'arwick.— 

Come or, brave soldiers ; doubt not of the 
day; 

And, that once gotten, doubt not of Urge pay. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII*—.London.—A Room in the 
Palace . 

Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, 
Montague, Exeter, and Oxford. 

War, What counsel, lords? Edward from 
Belgia, 


• XoiO, report. 


t Knew. 
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And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our 


With batty Germans, and blnnt Hollanders, 

Hath pass'd in safety through the narrow seas. 
And with bit troops doth march amain to 
London; 

And many ^iddy people flock to him.' 

Oxf . Let's levy men, and beat him back 
again* 

Clar. A liule fire is quickly trodden out: 
Which, being suffer'd, livers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwickshire 1 have true-hearted 
friends, 

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war; 

Those will 1 muster up: —and thou, son Cla¬ 
rence, 

Shalt stir, iu Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 

The knights and geutlemeu to come with 
thee:— 

Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and iu Leicestershire, shalt find 
Men well inclin'd to hear what thou com- 
raaud’st 

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well-belov'd, 
In Oxfordshire shall muster up thy friends.— 

Mv sovereign, with the loving citizens. 

Like to his island, girt in with the ocean, 

Or modest Dian, circled with her nymphs. 

Shall rest iu London, till we come to him.— 
Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply.— 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy's 
true hope. 

Clar . In sign of truth, 1 kiss your highness' 
hand. 


lords, towards 
course. 

Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 

The sun shines hot, and, if we use delay. 

Cold biting winter rnars our hop'd-for hay. * 
o lo. Away betimes, be tore his forces join. 
And take the great-giown traitor unawares : 
Brave wan tors, march auiam towards Coventry. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE /.— Coventry • 

Enter , upon the Wall r, Warwick, the Mayor 
of Coventry , two Messengers anti others. 

War. Where is the post, that came from 
valiant Oxford ! 

How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fel¬ 
low t 

1 Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching hi¬ 
therward. 

War. How far off is our brother Mouta- 
gue T— 

Where is the post that came from Montague ? 

2 Mess. By ib:s at Daiutry, with a puisiant 
troop. 

Enter Sir John Somerville. 

War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving 
sou f 


K. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be them for- An ^ b >’ how nigh Is Clarence now ? 

lunate I I Awn. At Southam I did leave him with Ins 

Mont. Comfort, my lord ;—and so I take my 


leave. 

Oxf. And thus [Kissing Henry's hand.] 1 
seal my truth, and bid adieu. 

K. Hen. Sweet Oxfoid, and my loving Mon¬ 
tague, 

And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 

War. Farewell, sweet ioids; let's meet at 
Coventry. 

[ Exeunt War. Clar. Oxf. and Mont. 

K. Hen. Here at the palace will I r«*t 
a while. 

Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship f 
Metbinks, the power that Edward hath in field. 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exe. The doubt is, that be will seduce the 
rest. 

K. Hen. That's not my fear, my meed • hath 
got me fame. 

1 have not stopp'd mine ears to their demands, 
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays ; 

My pity hath be-'n balm to heal their wounds. 
My mildness hath allay'd their swelling gnefs. 
My mercy dry'd their water-floring tears ; 

I have not been desirous of their wealth, 

Nor much oppress'd them with great suhvidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err’d: 
Then why should they love Edward more than 
me ! 

No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace : 

And, when the lion tawns upon the lamb, 

The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout « cithin.] A Lancaster 1 A Lancaster! 

Exe. Hark, bark, my lord 1 what 6houts are 
these 1 


forces, 

And do expect him 


here some 


Clarence is at 


two liourA hence. 

[Drum heard. 
build, 1 heui his 


here Southam, 
marchelb from 


War . Then 
drum. 

Som. It is not his, my lord ; 
lies; 

The drum your honour hears, 

Waiwick. 

War. Who should that bet belike, unlook’d- 
for friend*. 

Som. They are at hand, and you shall quickly 
know. 

Drums. Enter King Edward, Gloster, 
and Fortes, matching. 

Edtv. Go, trumpet, to the walls, ami 


Warwick mans the 
is sportful Edwaid 
how are they 


or 


AT. 

sound a par)?. 

Glo. See how the surly 
wall. 

War. O unhid spite 1 
come ! 

Where slept our scouts, 
seduc'd, 

That we could hear no news of his repair 7 
K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt tboii ope 
city gates. 

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend 
knee 1— 

Call Edwaid—king, and at his hands 
mercy. 

And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy foices 
hence. 

Confess who set thee up, and pluck’d thee 


the 

thy 

beg 


down ?— 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers. I Call Warwick—patron, and be penitent, 


K. Edw. Seize on the sbamc-fac'd Henry, 
bear him hence, 

And once again proclaim us king of England. 

You are the fount, that makes small brooks to 
flow ; 

Now stops thy spring ; my sea shall suck them 
dry. 

And swell so mnch the higher by their ebb.— 

Hease with him to the Tower; let b*iin not 
speak. 

[Exeunt some with King Henry 
• Merit. 


And thou blialt still r< mam the duke ot York. 
Glo. I thought, at least, he would have said 
— the kin**; 

Or did he make the jett against his will ? 

War. I» not a dukedom. Sir, a goodly eift? 
Glo. Ay, by my faith, lor a poor carl to give T 
I’ll do thee service for so good a gift, t 

War. 'Tnas 1, that gave the kingdom to thy 
b.other. 


• The alluvion is to the proverb. Make hay Whflo 
the fun thmra." 

t I. 4. Enroll xnvaeir among thy dependents. 
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K. Edu\ Why, then 'tis mine, if but by War¬ 
wick's gift. 

War. Thou art no Atlas, for so great a 
weight: 

And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again ; 
Ami Henry is my king, Warwick his subject. 

K. Ed ip. But Warwick's king is Edward’s 
prisoner : 

And, gallant Warwick, do hut answer this,— 
What is the body, when the head is oft? 

Glo. Alas, that Waiwick had no more fore¬ 
cast, 

But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten. 
The king was billy linger’d ftom the deck!* 

You left poor Hemy at the bishop's palace, 

And, ten to one, you’ll meet him in the Tower. 

K. Ediv. ’1’is even so; yet you are WaiwiLk 
still. 

Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel 
down, kneel down : 

Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools. 

Wur. I had rather chop this hand off at a 
blow. 

Ami with the other fling it at thy face. 

Than hear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 

K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind aud 
tide thy fiiend; 

This band, fast wound about thy coal-black 
hair, 

Shall, whiles the head is warm, and new cut 
off. 

Write in the dust this sentence with thy 
blood.— 

Wind-changing Warwick now can change no 
tnoi e. 

Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colours. 

War. O cheerful colours! see, where Oxford 
comes ! 

Oif. Oxford, Oxfoid, for Lancaster! 

[Oxford mid his Forces enter the City. 

Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K. Edw. So other toes may set upon our 
hacks, 

Stand we in good array; for they, no doubt, 

Will issue out again, and bid iis battle : 
if not. Hie city, bemg but of small defence, 

We'll quickly louse ihe traitors in the same. 

War. O welcome Oxford! for wc want thy 
help. 

Enter Montacue, with Drum and Colours . 

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster ! 

[lie anil his Forces enter the City. 

Glo. Thou and thy brother both shall buy 
this tieasoti 

Even with the dealest blood your bodies bear. 

K. Kite. The balder match’d, the greatei 
victoiy ; 

My inii'd presage 111 happy gain, and conquest. 

Enter Somerset, with Drum and Colours . 

Soui. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster! 

[He and his Forces enter the City. 

Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of So¬ 
merset, 

Have sold their lives unto the house of York; 
And thou sbalt be the third, if this sword 
hold. 

Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. 

I! r ar. And lo, where George of Clarence 
sweeps along, 

Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 

With whom an upright zeal to right prevails. 
More than the natuie of a brothel’s love 
Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick 
calls. 

Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what 
Ibis means; 

[Taking the red Rose out of his Cap. 

♦ A pack of cords was anciently fennel a deck of 

Oarda. 


Look here, I tliiow my infamy at thee : 

I will not ruinate my father’s house. 

Who gave his blood to lane * the stones to¬ 
gether, 

And set up Lancaster, why, trow’st thou. 
Warwick, 

That Claience is so harsh, so blunt,* unnatural. 
To heud the fatal iustiiimcnts of war 
Against bis brother and lus lawful king ? 

Pei haps thou wilt object my holy oath 3 : 

To keep that oath, were moie impiety 

Thau Jephtha’s, when he sacrific'd his daughter. 

I am so sorry for my trespass made. 

That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands, 

I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe; 

With resolution, whereso’er 1 meet thee, 

(As I will meet thee, if thou stir abioad,) 

To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 

And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee. 

And to my brotiier turn my blushing cheeks.— 
Pardon me, Edwaid, 1 will make amends; 

Ami, Richard, do not irowii upon my faults. 

For 1 will henceforth be no moie tiiicoustaut. 

K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times 
more belov'd, 

Than if thou never hadst deserv'd our hate.. 

Glo. Welcome, good Claience; this is bro- 
ther-like. 

War. O passing* traitor, perjur’d and un¬ 
just ! 

K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the 
town and fight 1 

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears 1 
War. Alas, 1 aui not coop’d here for de¬ 
fence : 

I will away towards Barnet presently. 

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar’st. 

K. Edw. les, Warwick, Edwaid dates, aud 
leads the way :— 

Lords to the fleld ; Saiut George and victory. 

[March. Exeunt. 

SCENE //.—A Field of Battle near Bai net. 

Alarums , and Excursions. Enter King Ed¬ 
ward, bringing in Warwick wounded. 

K. Edw . So lie thou theie: die thou, and die 
our fear ; 

Tor Warwick was a bng, <5 that fear’d || us all.— 
Now, Montague, sit fjst; I seek for thee, 

That \N arwick's hones may keep thine company. 

[Eut. 

War. Ah ! who is nigh 1 come to me. Inend, 
or foe, 

And tell me, who is victor, Yoik or Waiwick 1 
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows, 

My blood, uiy want of strength, my sick heart 
shows, 

That I must yield my body to the eaitli, 

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 

Thus yields the ccd«H to the axe’s edge. 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle. 
Under whose shade the ramping lions slenl? 
Whose top-biancli oveipeer’d Jove’s spicadmg 
tie©, 

And kept low shrubs fiom vviutei’s powerful 
wind. 

These eyes, that now are dimm’d with death’s 
biaek veil, 

Have been as piercing as the mid-day situ. 

To seaich the secret tieasons of the wot Id : 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with 
blood. 

Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres; 

For who liv’d king, but’l could dig his grave? 
And who durst smile, when Warwick bent his 
brow ? 

Lo, now my glory smear'd in dust and blood! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I bad. 

Even now forsake me ; and, of all my lands, 

• I. r. To cement. 

f Stupid, imeimble of paternal foudneia. 

1 Eminent, egregious. 

$ Bugbear. - 1 Terrified, 
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Is nothing left me, but my body's length 1 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and 
dust ? 

And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 
Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som. Ah I Warwick, Warwick l wert thou as 
we are. 

We might recover all our loss agaiu! 

The queen from France bath brought a puissant 
power; 

Eveu now we beard the news : Ab l could*st 
thou fly! 

War • Why, then I would not fly.—Ah! Mon¬ 
tague, 

If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand. 
And with thy lips keep in uiy soul a while! 

Thou iov’st me not; fur, brother, if thou 
didst. 

Thy tears would wash this cold congealed 
bloud, 

That gletvs my lips, and will not let me speak. 
Come quickly, Montague, or 1 am dead. 

Som . Ah! Warwick, Montague hath oreath’d 
his last; 

And to the latest gasp, cried out for Warwick. 
And said—Commend me to my valiant bro¬ 
ther. 

And more he would have said; and more lie 
spoke, 

Which sounded like a cannon in a vault, 

That might nut be distinguish'd; but, at last, 

1 wel. might bear deliver’d with a groan,— 

O farewell, Warwick! 

If'ar. Sweet rest to his soul!— 

FI), lords, and save yourselves; for Warwick 
bids 

You all farewell, to meet again in heaven. 

[ Dies. 

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen’s great 
power! 

[Exeunt, bearing off Warwick’s Body. 

SCENE HI •—Another part of the 
Field. 

Flourish.—Enter King Edward in triumph ; 

toil A Clarence, Gloster, and the rest. 

K. Edtv. Tims far our fortune keeps an up¬ 
ward course. 

And we are grac’d with wreaths of victory. 

But, m the midst of this bright-sinning da>, 

I spy a black, suspicious, threat’ning cloud, 

That will encounter with our glorious sun. 

Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 

I mean, my lords, those powers, that the 
queen 

Hath rais’d in Gallia, have arriv’d our coast. 
And, as we hear, inarch on to fight with us. 

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that 
cloud, 

And blow it to the source from wheuce it 
came : 

Thy very beams will dry those vapours up; 

For every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Glo. The queen is valu’d thirty thousand 
strong. 

And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her ; 

If she have tune to breathe, be well assur'd. 

Her faction will be full as strong as our’s. 

K. Edw. We are advertis’d by our loving 
friends. 

That they do bold their course toward Tewks¬ 
bury; 

Wc having now the best at Barnet field. 

Will thither straight, for willingness rids 
w iy: 

And, as we march, our strength will be aug¬ 
mented. 

In every county as we go along.— 

Strike up the drum ; cry—Courage I and away. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.—Plains near Tewksbury. 

March.—Enter Queen Margaret, Prince 

Edward, Somerset, Oxiord, and Sol¬ 
diers. 

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit and 
wail their loss, 

But cbeerly seek how to redress their harms. 
What though the mast be now blown over¬ 
board. 

The cable broke, the holding anchor lost. 

And half our satlois swallow'd m the flood, 

Yet lives our pilot still! is’t meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful 
lad. 

With teaiful eyes add water to the sea, 

Aud give moie strength to that which hath too 
much ; 

Whiles, in Ins moan, the ship splits ou the 
rock. 

Which industiy and courage might have sav’d? 
All I what a shame, ah I wlut a fault were this ! 
Say, Waiw'ick was our anchor ; 'N hat of that ? 
And Montague our topmast; What of him ? 

Our slaughter’d friends the tackles; What, of 
these 1 

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor? 

And Somerset another goodly mast; 

The ft tends of • France our shrouds and tack- 
Imgs ? 

And, though unskilful, why not Ned aud I 
For once allow’d the skilful pilot’s charge? 

We will not fiom the helm, to sit aud weep; 
But keep our course, though the rough win a 
say—uo, 

From shelves and .rocks that tin eaten us with 
wreck. 

As good to chide the waves, as speak them 
fair. 

And what is Edward, blit a ruthless sea ? 

\\ li.it Clarence, but a quicksand of deceit 
And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ? 

All these the enemies >o our poor baik. 

Say, you can swim; alas, ’us hut a while: 

Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly 
sink: 

Bestiide the rock; the tide will wash you off. 

Or else you famish, that’s a threefold death. 

This speak I, loids, to let you undo stand. 

In case some one of yon would lly fiom us, 

Thai there’s no hop’d-lor mercy with the bio- 
tliers, 

More than with ruthless waves, with sands, and 
rocks. 

Why, courage, then! what cannot be avoided, 
’Tuere childish weakness to lament, or fear. 

Prince. Meihinks, a woman of this valiant 
spirit [woids. 

Should, if a coward heard her speak these 
Infuse his breast with magnanimity, 

And make bun, naked, foil a man at arms. 

1 speak not this, as doubting any here ; 

For, did 1 but suspect a fearful man, 

He should have leave to go away betimes ; 

Lest, in our need, he might mlect anothei. 

And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such lie here, as God forbid I 
Let him depart, before we need Ins help. 

Oxf. Women and children of so high a 
courage! 

And wamois faint 1 why, 'twere perpetual 
shame.— 

O brave young prince l thy f amous grand¬ 
father 

Doth live again in thee; Loug inay’st th«u 
live. 

To bear his linage, and renew his glories ! 

Som. And he, that will not flgbt for such & 
hope, 

Gn home to bed, and, like the owl by day. 

If he arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at. 

Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somersetsweet 
Oxford, thanks. 

Prince. And take his thanks, tin* yet hath 
nothing else. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at 
hand. 

Ready to fight; therefore be resolute. 

Oxf. 1 thought no less: it is his policy. 

To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he's deceiv'd, we are in readiness. 
Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your 
forwardness. 

Oxf. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not 
budge. 

March. Enter at a distance, King Edward, 
Clarence, Gloster, and Farces. 

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the 
thorny wood, 

Which, by the heavens' assistance, and your 
strength. 

Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

I need not add more fuel to your fire. 

For well I wot, • ye blaze to burn them out: 
Give signal to tbe fight, and to it, lords. 

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, 
what I should say. 

My tears gainsay; t for every word I speak. 

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 
Tberefoie, no more but this:—Henry, your 
sovereign. 

Is prisoner to the foe; his state usurp’d, 

His realm a slaughter house, his subjects slain, 
His statutes cancel I’d, and his treasure spent; 
And yonder is the wolf that makes this 6poil. 

You fight lu justice: then, in God’s name, 
lords. 

Be valiant, aud give signal to the fight. 

[.Exeunt both Armies. 

SC EXE K .—Another part of the same. 

Alarums : Excursions : and afterwards a lie- 
treat. Then Enter King Edward, Cla¬ 
rence, Gloster, and Forces: with Queen 
Margaret, Oxford, and Somerset, Pri¬ 
soners. 

K. Edw. Lo, here a period of tumultuous 
broils. 

Away with Oxford to Hammes' castle J straight: 
For Somerset, off with his guilty head- 
Go, bear them lienee; 1 will not hear them 
speak. 

Oxf. For my part, I will not trouble thee 
with words. 

Som. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my 
foitune. 

[Exeunt Oxford and Somerset, guarded. 
Q. Mar. So part we sadly ill this troublous 
world. 

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K. Edw. Is proclamation made, that, who 
finds Edward, 

Shall have a high rewaid, and he is life ? 

Glo. It is; and, lo, where youthful Edward 
comes. 

Enter Soldiers with Prince Edward. 

K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear 
him speak : 

What! can so young a thorn begin to prick ? 
Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make, 

For bearing arms, for 6ttrring up my subjects, 
And all the trouble Uiou hast turn’d me to ? 
Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambi¬ 
tious York I 

Suppose, that 1 am now my father's mouth ; 
Resign thy chair, and, where I staud, kneel 
thou, 

Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee. 
Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer 
to.’ 

Q. Mar. Ah! that thy father had been so re¬ 
solv'd I 

Glo. That yon might etill have worn the 
petticoat, 

•Know * Unity, deny. t A castle in Picardy. 
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And ne'er have stol'u the breech from Lan¬ 
caster. 

Prince. Let> Asop• fable in a winter's night: 
His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Glo. By heaven, brat, i’ll plague you for 
that word. 

Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague 
to men. 

Glo. For God's sake, take away this captive 
scold. 

Prince. Nay, take away this sccldutg crook¬ 
back rather. 

K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm t 
your tongue. 

Clar. Untutor’d Jad, thou art too malapert. 
Prince . I know my duty, you are all undu- 
tiful : 

Lascivious Edward, and thou perjur'd George,— 
And thou misshapen Dick, I teil you all, 

1 am your better, traitors as ye are ;— 

And thou usurp'st my father’s right and mine. 
K. Edw . Take that, tbe likeness of this raiicr 
here. [Stabs him. 

Glo. Sprawl'st thou ? take that, to end tby 
agony. [Glo. stabs him. 

Clar. And there’s for twitting me with per¬ 
jury. [Clar. stabs him. 

Q. Mar. 0 kill me too! 

Glo. Marry, and shall. [ Offers to hill her. 
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have 
done too much. 

Glo. Why should she live to fll the world 
with words ? t 

K. Edw. What! doth she swoon? use means 
for her recovery. 

Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my 
brother; 

1*11 hence to London on a serious matter: 

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 
Clar. What? what? 

Glo. The Tower, the Tower 1 [Exit. 

Q. Mar. O Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy 
mother, boy! 

Canst thou not speak?—O traitors! mur¬ 
derers 1— 

They that 6tabb’d Caesar shed no blood at all. 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame. 

If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 

He was a man ; this, in respect, a child ; 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child, [it ? 
What’s worse than murderer, that I may uame 
No, no, my heart will burst, an if 1 speak:— 
And I will speak, that so my heart may burst. 
Butchers aud \illams, bloody cannibals 1 
How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp'd l 
You have no children, butchers I if you had. 

The thought of them would have stirr'd up re¬ 
morse : 

But,‘if you ever chance to have a child. 

Look in his youth to have him so cut off, 

As, deathsmen / you have rid this sweet young 
prince! 

A'. Eilw. Away with her ; go, bear her hence 
perforce. 

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch 
me here ; 

Here sheath thy sword. I’ll pardon thee my 
death : 

What! wilt thou not?—then, Clarence, do it 
thou. 

Clar. By heaven, 1 will not do thee so much 
ease. 

Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clareuce. 
do thou do it. 

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear I would 
not do it. 

K. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thy* 
'Twas sin before, $ but now 'tis chanty, [self; 
What! wilt thou not? where is that devil't 
butcher, 

• The Prince calli Richard, for his crookedness, ^sop 
t l.e. 1 will compel you to be as sileut as if you were 
deprived of speech by euchantment. 

I Dispute; cintention, 
i She alludes to the desertion of Clarence* 
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Hard favour’d Richard! Richard, where an 
thou 7 

Thou art not here: Murder is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne’er put’st back. 

X. Edw. Away, 1 say : 1 charge ye, bear her 
hence. 

Q. Mar. So come to you and your’s, as to 
this prince! [£ri£, led out jot ably. 
A'. Edw. Wheie's Richard gone! 

Clar. To London, ail iu post; and, as I guess. 
To make a bloody supper in tlie Tower. 

AT. Edw. He’s sudden, if a thing comes in 
his head. 

Now march we hence: discharge the common 
sort 

With pay and thanks, and let’s away to Loudon, 
And see our gentle queen how well she lares; 

By this, I hope, she hath a sou for me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.—London .— A Room in the 
Ton er. 

King Henry is discovered sitting with a 
Hook m his Hand , the Lieutenant attending. 
Enter Oldster. 

Glo. Good day, my lord 1 What, at your book 
so hard 1 

K. Hen. Ay, my good lord : My lord, I should 
say rather— 

*Tis sin to flatter, good was little better: 

Good Cluster and good devil were alike. 

And both preposterous j therefore, not good 
lord. 

Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves: we must 
confei. [Exit Lieutenant. 

K. Hen . So flies the reckless * shepherd from 
the wolf: 

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece. 
And next Ins throat tiuto the butchei’s knife.— 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act7 
Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty 
mind; 

The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 

K. lien . The bnd that hath been limed in a 
bush, 

With trembling wings misdoubteib + every buah : 
And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird. 

Have now the fatal object in my eye, 

Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught, 
and kill’d. 

Glo. Why, what a peevish i fool was that of 
Crete, 

That taught h.s son the office of a foul 7 
And yet, for all his wings, the tool wjs 
drown’d, 

K. Hen. I, Daedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus 
Thy father, Minos, that denied our course ; 

The sun that sear’d the wings of my sweet boy. 
Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea, 
Whose envious gulf did swallow up his li:«. 

Ah 1 kill me with thy wcapou, not with words! 
My breast cau better brook thy dagger’s point, 
Than can my eaia that tragic history.— 

But wherefore dost thou coine T ls’t for my life 7 
Glo. Think’st thou, I am an executioner 7 
K. Hen . A persecutor, l am sure thou art; 

If murdering innocents be executing, 

Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Glo. Thy son I kill'd for his presumption. 

K. Hen , Had’st tbou been kill’d, wbeu first 
thou didst presume. 

Thou hadst uot liv’d to kill a son of mine* 

And thus 1 prophesy,—that many a thousand. 
Which now mistrust no parcel'} of my fear; 

And many an old man's sigh, and many a wi¬ 
dow’s, 

And many an orphan’s water-standing eye ; 

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands’ 
fate. 

And orphans for their parents* timeless death ; 

• Corel cm. 

4 To mnUoubt U to suspect danger, to fear. 

J Chikiuh. | No part of what my fears prtsage. 


Shalt me the hour that ever tliou wast hoin. 

The owl shliek'd at thy birth, an evil sign; 

The night-crow cried, abodmg luckless time; 
Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempests shook down 
trees; 

The raven rook'd * her on the chimney's top. 
And chattel mg pies in dismal discords suug. 

Thy mother lelt more than a mother’s puin. 

And yet brought forth less than a moihei's 
hope; 

To wit,—an indigest deforced lump. 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tice. 

Teeth hadst thou ill thy head, when tliou wast 
horn, 

To signify, tliou cam'st to bite the woild: 

And, if the rest be true which 1 have heaid, 
Thou cam’st— 

Glo. I’ll hear no more Die, prophet, iu thy 
speech ; [Stubs huii. 

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain’d. 

K. Hen. Ay, aud for much more slaughter 
after this. 

O God ! forgive my sins, and pardon thee f 

[UUs. 

Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lan¬ 
caster 

Sink in the ground 7 I thought it would have 
mounted. 

See, how my sword weeps for the poor Mug's 
death 1 

O may such purple tears be always shed 
From those that wish the dowufal of our 
house l— 

If any spark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell; and say 1 sent thee thi¬ 
ther, [Stabs him again . 

I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.— 
Indeed, ’ns true, that Henry told me of; 

For 1 have often heard my mother say, 

( came into the world with my legs forward : 
Had i not reason, think ye, to make haste, 

And seek their ruin that usurp'd our light! 

The midwife wonder’d ; and the women cried 
O Jesus bless us, he is burn with teeth 1 
And so 1 was ; which plainly signified 
That l should snail, and bite, and play t!.*' 
dog. 

Then since the heavens have shap’d my body 
so. 

Let hell make crook’d my mind to answer it. 

1 have no brother, 1 am like no btother: 

And this woid—love, which greybcaids' cai! 
divine. 

Be resident in men like one another. 

And not in me : 1 am myself alone.— 

Claieuce beware; thou keep’st me from the 
light; 

But I will sort* a pitchy day for thee: 

For 1 will buz abroad such prophecies. 

That Edwaid shall lie fearful of his life; 

And then, to purge his fear, I'll he thy death. 
King Henry, and the priuce his sou, .ne gone: 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest; 
Counting myself but bad, till I be best.— 

I’ll throw thy body in another room, 

Aud triumph Henry, iu thy day of doom. 

. [Exit. 

SCENE VII.—The same.—A ^Room in the 

Palace. 

King Edward is discovered sitting on his 
Throne; Queen Elizabeth with the infant 
Prince , Clarenci, Gloster, Hastings, 
and others , near him . 

AT. Edw. Once moiewe sit iu England’s royal 
throne, 

Re-purchas'd with the blood of enemies. 

Wbat valiant foe-men, like to autumn’s corn. 
Have we mow'd down, iu tops of all their 
pride 7 

Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renowu’d 

* To rook, airallied to squat down or lode* on any 
Uiiug. i balm. 


I 
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For hardy and undoubted champions: 

Two Cliffords, as ihe father and the son y 
And two Norihumberlands; two braver men 
Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's 
sound: 

With them the two brave bears, Warwick and 
Montague, 

That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion. 

And made the forest tremble when they roar’d. 
Thus have we swept.suspicion from our seat. 
And made onr footstool of security.— 

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy: 
’Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and myself. 
Have in our armours watch'd the winter's night; 
Went ail afoot in summer s scalding heat, 

That thou inu'bt’st repossess the crown in peace ; 
And of mu labours thou shalt reap the gam. 
Glo. I'll blast his harvest, if your head were 
laid ; 

For yet I am not look’d on In the world. 

This shoulder was ordain'd so thick, to heave ; 
And heave it shall some weight or break my 
back 

Work thou the way,—and thou shalt execute. 

[Aside. 

K. Edw. Clarence and Gloster, love my lovely 
queen, 

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both. 

Clar. The duly that I owe uiffo your majesty, 
T seal upon the Ups of this sweet babe. 


K. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy 
brother, thanks. 

Glo. And, that l love the tree from whence 
thou sprang'st. 

Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit 

To say the truth, so Judas kiss’d his ) 

master; ( . .. 

And cried—all bail! when as he meant L ^ Slde ' 
—all harm. j 

K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul de¬ 
lights. 

Having my country's peace, and brothers' 
loves. 

Clar. What will your grace have done with 
Margaret f 

Reignier, her father, to the king of France 

Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

And hither have they sent it for her ransom. 

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence 
to France. 

And now what rests, bat that we spend the 
time 

With stately triumphs,* mirthful comic shows, 

Such as befit the pleasures of the court!— 

Sound, drums and trumpets!—farewell sour 
annoy ! 

For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. 

[Ereynt, 

♦ Public show®. 
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LIFE AND DEATH 


OF 

KING RICHARD III. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

IV this very popular tragedy, there ia another specimen of historical jumble, and poetical license. The second 
ww commences with the funeral of Henry VI. who u said to hare been murdered in May* 1471, whilst the 
imprisonment of Clarence, which did not taka ptace tiM 1473, ia represented in thsfint. Thus the real length 
of time comprised in this drama, (dating from the former erent) is fourteen years , as it concludes with the 
death of Richard, at Bosworth Field, in August, 1485. With respect to Richard’s character, though grcrtly 
blackened by Lancastrian historians, he was certainly one of the most odious tyrants that erer obtained 
poasesaiou of a throne. Yet it appears from some accounts still preserred iu tbe Exchequer, that King Henry 
lired twenty-two days after the time assigned for his pretended assassination ; that his body lay in state at St. 
Paul’s, and that it was afterwards interred at Chertsey, with much solemnity. ShaVspeare has made the 
usurper deformed in figure, as well as in mind i though popular detestation bad probably aggravated the tr.i 
ditionary story of his bodily defects. In this drama, the events appear admirably connected with, and conse¬ 
quential to, each other: the characters and incidents are natural; the seutiment and language free from 
bombast. But Malone and Dr. Johnson consider it as popular beyond its merits ; with “ some parts trifling, 
others shocking, and some improbable:” whilst Stevens maintains, that above all others tlie trageih of 
Richard mast command approbation, as it is ludrfimtrly variegated, and comprehends every specie* of cha¬ 
racter— 44 the hero, the lover, tlie statesman, the buffoon, the hj pocrite, and the hardened or repentant 
tinner.” Its present success in representation, is, however, chiefly attributable to the admirable alterations of 
Colly Cibber, which evince a very extensive and settled know ledge of stage effect, and by which reformation* 
the more valuable parts of the piece, could alone have attained their present effect and consequence. Sbaks- 
peare probably formed the play in 1591; though he is not supposed to have been indebted to auy of the nume- 
rous existing compositions on the same subject. 
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Scene, England. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—London.—A Street. 
Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun ot York; 


And all the clouds, that fowl'd upon our 
house, 

In tbe deep bosom of ttje ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious 
wreaths; 

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments; 

Our stern alaruma chaug’d to merry meetings ; 
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Our dreadful marches ta delightful measures. * 
Grim visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled 
front: 

And now,—instead of mounting barbed t steeds. 
To flight the souls of fearful adversaries,— 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, that am not shap’d for sportive tricks. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

I that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s ma¬ 
jesty. 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph; 

1, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deform’d, unfuush’d, sent before iny time 
Into tins breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And that so l.uuely and unfashionable. 

That dogs bark at me, as 1 halt by them ; 

Why I, in this weak piping time of peace. 

Have no delight to pass away the time; 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun. 

And descant on mine own deformity: 

And therefore,—since 1 cannot prove a lover. 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days,— 

1 ain determined to prove a villaiu, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have 1 laid, inductions $ dangerous, 

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 

1 o set my brother Clarence, and the king. 

In deadly hate the one against the other: 

And, It king Edward be as true and just, 

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous. 

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up; 
About a prophecy, which says—that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderers shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul t here Clarence 
comes. 

Rilcr Clarence, guarded, and Braken- 

EDRT. 

Brother, good day: What means this armed 
guard, 

That waits upon your grace? 

Clar. His majesty, 

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon what cause? 

Clar . Because my name is—George. 

Clo. Alack, iny loid, that fault is none of 
youi’s ; 

He should, for that, commit your godfathers 
oh! belike Ins majesty hath some intent, 

That you shall be uew chnslen'd in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence ? may I know ? 
Clar . Y«a, Richard, when I know; for I pro¬ 
tect. 

As yet I do not: but, as I can learn. 

He hearke if after prophecies and dreams; 

Ami troin the cross-row plucks the letter G, 

And says—a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue di&mlieiitcrl should lie ; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows m Ins thought, that 1 am he: 

These, as I learn, and such like toys§ as these, 
Have mov’d his highness to commit me now 


Clo. Why, this it is, when men are rul’d by 
women :— 

'Tis not the king, that sends you to the Tower ; 

My lady Grey, bis wife, Clarence, 'tis she, 

That tempers him to this extremity. 

Was it not she, and that good man of wor¬ 
ship, 

Anthony Woodeville, her brother there, 

That made him send lord Hastings to the 
Tower; 

From whence this present day he is deliver’d ? 

We are not safe, Clareuce, we are not safe. 

Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man 
56CUt6 9 

But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking 
heralds 


Oseevs. r . + Armed, 
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That trudge betwixt the 1 king and mistress 
Shore. 

Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery f 
Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I’ll tell you what I think: it is our way, 

If we will keep hi favour with the king. 

To be her men, and’ wear her livery; 

The jealous o’er-woru widow, aud herself, * 

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewo¬ 
men, 

Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak. 1 beseech your graces both to pardon 
me ; 

His majesty hath straitly given in charge. 

That no man shall have private conference. 

Of what degree soever, with his brother. 

Glo. Even so ? an please your worship, Bia- 
kenbury. 

You may partake of any thing we say: 

We speak no treason, man We say, the king 
Is wise, and virtuous; and his noble queen 
Well struck in years ; fair, and not jealous; 

We say, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 

A cherry lip, 

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue; 

And the queen’s kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How say you. Sir ? can you deny all this I 
Brak. With this, my lord, myself have naught 
to do. 

Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore ? I tell 
thee, fellow. 

He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Brak. What one, my lord? 

Glo. Her husband, knave Would’st thou be¬ 

tray me? 

Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me» 
and, withal, 

Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 
Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, aud 
will obey. 

Glo. We are the queen’s abjects, f and must 
obey. 

Brother, farewell: I will unto the king; 

And whatsoever you will employ me in. 

Were it, to call king Edward’s widow—sister, 

I will perform It to enfranchise you. 

Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood. 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well. 
Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be 
long ; 

I will deliver yon, or else lie for you: 

Mean time, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce; farewell. 

[Exeunt Clarence, Braeknbcry, ana 
Guard. ..... 

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne er 

return. 

Simple, plain Clarence!—I do love thee so. 

That 1 will shortly send thy soul to heaven. 

If heaven will take the present at our hands. 

But who comes here ? the uew deliver’d Hast¬ 
ings? 


Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious 

lord 1 . 

Glo . As much uuto my good lord chamber¬ 
lain 1 

Well are you welcome to this open air. 

How hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment ? 
Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners 

But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanas. 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glo . No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Cla^ 
rence too; 

For they, that were your enemies, are bis. 

And have prevail’d as much on him as you. 

• The Queen and Shore 
4 Lowest of sulu«rw. 
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Hast. More pity that the caste should be 
mew'd • 

While Utes and buzzards prey at liberty* 

Glo. What news abroad t 
Hast. No news bo bad abroad, as this at 
home ;— * 

The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy. 

And his physiciaus fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by Saint Paul, this uews is bad 
indeed. 

Oh! be bath kept an evil diet long. 

And over-much consum'd his royal person; 

'Tis very grievous to lie thought upon. 

What, is he iu his bed? 

Hast. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow yon. 

[Exit Hastings. 

He cannot live, I hope; and must not die. 

Till George be pack'd with posthorse' up to 
beaveu. 

I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies weli steel’d with weighty arguments ; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence bath not another day to live: 

Which done, God take king Edward to his 
mercy, 

And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 

For tbeu I'll marry Warwick's youngest 
daughter: 

What I though I kill'd her husband and her fa¬ 
ther. 

The readiest way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband, and ber father: 

The wbicb will I; not all so much for love. 

As for another secret close intent. 

By marrying ber, which 1 must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market: 
Clarence still breathes: Edward still lives and 
reigns; 

When they are gone, then must I count my 
gains* [Exit. 

SCENE il. — The same.'-'Another Street. 

Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth , 
borne in an open coffin, Gentlemen bearing 
halberts to guard it; and Lady Anne as 
mourner . 

Anne . Set down, set down your honourable 
load. 

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse. 

Whilst 1 a while obsequiously t lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster— 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king 1 
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost. 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter'd son, 
Slabb'd by the self-same band that made these 
wounds f 

Lo, in these wiudews that let forth thy life, 

1 pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes :— 

Oh I cursed be the hand that made these boles I 
Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it! 
Cursed the blood, that let this blood from 
hence! 

More direful bap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes ns wretched by the death of thee. 
Than I can wish to adders, epiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom'd th'ing that lives 1 
If ever be have child, abortive be it. 

Prodigious, and untimely brouelit to light. 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May frl*bt the hopeful mother at the view; 

And that be heir to bis unhappiness I 
If ever he have wife, let ber be made 
More miserable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young lord and 
thee I— 

Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy 
load, 


1 Funereal. 


Taken from Paul's to be Interred th*re; 

Ami, still as yon are weary of the weight. 

Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry's 
corse. 

[The bearers take up the corpse , and ad - 
vance. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Stay you that bear the corse, and set it 
down. 

Anne. What black magician conjures up this 
fiend, 

To stop devoted charitable deeds? 

Glo. Villains, set down the corse; or, by 
Saiut Paul, 

I'll make a corse of him that disobeys. 

1 Gent. My lord, staud back, and let the 
cofirn pass. 

Glo. Uiimauner’d dog 1 staud thou when I 
command : 

Advance thy halbert hizlier than my breast, 

Or, by Saint Paul, I’ll strike thee to my foot, 
Aud spurn upon thee, beggar, lor thy bold¬ 
ness. 

[The bearers set down the cofin. 

Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all 
afraid ? 

Alas, I blame you not: for you are mortal. 

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.— 
Avaunt thou dreadful minister of hell! 

Thou badst but power over his mortal body. 

His soul thou canst not have; therefore, be 
gone. 

Glo. Sweet saint, for charity be not so cutst. 

Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and 
trouble us not; 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 
Fill’d it with cursing cries, and deep ex¬ 
claims.. 

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds. 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries: 

O gentlemen, see, see! dead Henry’s wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths, aud bleed 
afresh! •— 

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ; 

For 'tis thy piesence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty \ein>, where no blood 
dwells; 

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 

Provokes ibis deluge most unnatural— 

O God, which this blood madest, revenge his 
death 1 

O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his 
death I 

Either, heaven, with lightning strike the mur 
derer dead. 

Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick; 
As thou dost swallow up this good krng’s 
blood, 

Which his bell-govern'd arm hath butchered 1 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for 
curses. 

Anne. Villain, thou know’st no law of Cod 
nor man: 

No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity. 

Glo. But I kuow uone, and therefore am no 
beast. 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the 
truth I 

Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so 
angry.— 

Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 

Of these supposed evils, to give me leave. 

By circumstance, but to acquit inyself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus'd infection of a roan. 
For these known evils, but to give me leave, 

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let 
me have* 

Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

* It it a tyadillon (derived probably from the anciiat 
Swede*) that the murdered body bleed! on the touch uf 
♦he murderer. 



Scene II. 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou 
canst make 

No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glo. By 6ucb dcspaii, 1 should accuse my¬ 
self. 

Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand 
excus’d ; 

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 

That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that l slew them not? 

Anne. Why then, they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by 
thee. 

Glo. 1 did not kill yonr husband. 

Anne. Why, then he is alive. 

Glo. Na>, lie is dead; and slain by Ed¬ 
ward’s hand. ‘ % 

Anne. In thy soul's throat thou liest; queen 
Margaret saw 

Thy murdetous faulchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou ouce didst bead against her 
bieast, 

But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Glo. 1 was provoked by her sland’rous 
tongue, i 

That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoul¬ 
ders. 

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody 
mind. 

That never dreamt on aught hut butcheries : 
Didst thou not kill this king? 

Glo. I giant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-hog? then God 
graut me too, 

Thou mav'st be damned for that wicked deed 1 
Oh > he was gentle,' mild, and virtuous. 

Glo. The litter for the King of heaven that 
hath him. 

Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt 
never come. 

Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him 
thither; 

Tor he was Utter for that place, than earth. 

Anne. And thou unlit for any place but 
bell. 

Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will bear me 
uame it. 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Glo. Your bedchamber. 

Anne. Ill rest btlide tbe chamber where thou 
liest i 

Glo . So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 

.Anne. I hope so. 

Glo. I know so.—But, gentle lady Anne, 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits. 

And fall somewhat into a slower method; 

]s not the causer of tbe timeless deaths 
Of these Plaiitagenels, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful as the executioner ? 

Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most ac- 
curs’d effect. 

Glo. Your beauty was tbe cause of that 
cflect; 

Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep, 
To undertake the death of all the world. 

So 1 might live one hour in your sweet bo- 
torn. 

Anne. If I thought that, 1 tell thee, homi¬ 
cide, 

These nails should rend that beauty from my 
cheeks. 

Glo. These eyes would not endure that beau¬ 
ty’s wreck, 

You should not blemish it, if ! stood by: 

As ail tbe world is cheered by the sun, 

6o I by that; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o’ersb&de thy day, and 
death thy life! 

Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art 
both. 

Anne. 1 would I were, to be reveng'd on 
thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 

To be reveng'd on him that lovetb thee. 

Anne. It u a quarrel just and reasonable. 
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To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my bus- 
band. 

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy hus¬ 
band. 

Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the 
earth. 

Glo. He lives that loves you better than he 
could. 

Anne . Name him. 

Glo . Piantageuet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glo. The seif-same uame, but one of better 
nature. 

Anne. Where is he? 

Glo. Here: [She spits at him.] Why dost 
thou spit at me ? 

Anne. 'Would it were mortal poison, for thy 
sake ! 

Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a 
place. 

Anne. Never hung poison on-a fouler toad. 
Out of my sight! thou dost infect mine 
eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected 
mine. 

Anne . 'Would they were basilisks, to 6trike 
thee dead ! 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at 
once; 

For now they kill me with a living death. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt 
tears, 

Sham'd their aspects with store of childish 
drops; 

These eyes, which never shed remorseful* 
tear,— 

Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-tac’d Cliftord shook bis sword at 
him : 

Nor when iliy warlike father, like a child. 

Told the sad story of my father’s death; 

And twenty times made pause, to sob and 
weep. 

That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedash'd with rain; in that sad 
time. 

My manly eyes did scorn an bumble tear; 

And what these sorrows could not thence ex¬ 
hale, 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with 
weeping. 

I never su’d to friend nor enemy; 

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing 
word j 

But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee. 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue 
to speak. 

[She looks scornfully at him. 
Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo! here 1 lend thee this sharp-pointed sword; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true 
breast, 

And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

1 lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[Be lays his breast open ; she offers at it 
with his suord. 

Nay, do not pause; for 1 did kill king Henry; 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now despatch; 'twas I that stabb'd young 
Edwaid; 

[She again offers at his breast . 
But 'twas tby heaveuly face mat set me oti. 

[*y/ie lets fall the sword. 
i Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy 
death, 

_ I will not be tby executioner. 

- • ruifui. 
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Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do 

Anne. I have already. 

Glo. That was in tby rage : 

Speak it again, And, eves with the word, 

This hand, Wtich, for thy love, did kill thy 
love. 

Shall for thy love,' kill a far truer love : 

To both their deaths shall thou he accessary. 
Anne. 1 would 1 knew tby heart. 

Glo. 'Tis figur’d-in my tongue. 

Anne. I fear me, both are false. 

Glo. Then man was never true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo. Say then, my peace is made. 

Anne . That shall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But shall 1 live in hope 1 
Anne. All men, t hope, live so. 

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. f 
Anne. To take, is not to give. 

[She puts on the ring. 
Glo. Look, how this ring encompasseth tby 
finger. 

Even so thy breastnracloseth my poor heart; 
Wear both of tbem.^'far both of them are 
thine. 

And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne. What is it ? 

Glo. That it may please you leave these cad 
designs 

To him that bath more cause to be a mourner. 
And presently repair to Crosby-place ; * 

Where—after I have solemnly interr’d. 

At Cbertsey monastery, this noble king, 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,— 

I will with all expedient duty see you : 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech yon. 
Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart; and much it joys 
me too. 

To see you are become so penitent.— 

Tressel and Berkeley go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. ’Tis more than you deserve : 

But since you teach me how to flatter you. 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Exeunt Lady Anns, Tressel, and 
Berkeley. 

Glo. Take up the corse. Sirs. 

Kent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord 1 
Glo. No, to White-Friars; there attend my 
coming. 

[ Exeunt the rest, with the corse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo’d ? 

Was ever woman in this humour won ? 

I’ll have her, but I will not keep her long. 

What I 1, that kill’d her husband, aud bis 
father 

To take her in her heart’s extremest hate; 

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 

With God, her conscience, and these bars 
against me. 

And I no friends to back my salt withal. 

Bat the piths devil and dissembling looks. 

And yet to win her,—all the world to nothing 1 
Ha I 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 
Edward, her lord, whom I some three months 
since, 

Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury f 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman. 

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature. 

Young, valiant, wise, and, mo doubt, right 
royal. 

The spacious world caamot again afford : 

And will ahe yet abase her eyes on me, 

That earn'd the g olde n prime at this sweet 
prince. 

And made her widow to a woeful bed 1 
On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety 1 
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On me that bait and am misshapen thus f 
My dukedom to a beggarly denier, • 

I do mistake my per sou all this while: 

Upon my We, she finds, although I cannot. 
Myself to be a marvellous proper mau. 

I’ll be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

Aud entertain a score or two of tailors. 

To study fashions to adorn my body: 

Since i am crept in favour with myself, 

1 will maintain it with some little cost. 

But, first. I'll turn you fellow m his grave ; 

And then return lamenting to my love.— 

Shine out, fair sun, till 1 have bought a 
glass. 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. [Exit. 

SC EXE III.—fThe same.—A Room in the 

Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and 

Lord Grey. 

Riv. Have patience, madam; there’s no doubt 
bis majesty 

Will soon recover his accustom’d health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him 
worse : 

Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good com¬ 
fort, 

Aud cheer his grace with quick and merry 
words. 

Q. Eliz. If he were dead, what would betide 
of met 

Grey. No other hann, but loss of such a lord. 

Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord iuclnd£s all 
harms. 

Grey. The heavens have bless’d yon with a 
goodly son. 

To be your comforter when be is gone. 

Q. Eliz. Ah 1 he is young; and his minority 
Is put mto the trust of Richard Gloster, 

A man that loves uot me, nor none of you. 

Riv. Is it concluded, he shall be protector 1 

Q. Eliz. It is determin’d, uot conclude ? 
yet ; 

But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham 
and Stauley. 

Buck. Good time of day unto your royal 
grace! 

Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you 
have been! 

Q. Eliz. The countess Richmond, good my 
lord of Stanley, 

To your good prayer will scarcely say—amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithstandiug she’s your wife. 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur’d, 

I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan. I do beseech you either sot believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 

Or if she be accus’d ou true report. 

Bear with her weakness, which, 1 think, pro¬ 
ceeds 

From wayward sickness, and no grounded ma¬ 
lice. 

Q. Eliz. Saw yon the king to-day, my lord 
of Stanley 1 

Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, 
and 1, 

Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Eliz. What likelihood of ids amendment, 
lords t 

Buck. Madam, good hope: his grace sfeaka 
cheerfully. 

Q. Eliz. God graut him health! Did yea 
confer with him t 

Buck. Ay, madam : be desires to make atone¬ 
ment 

Between the duke of Gloster aad your bro¬ 
thers. 

And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to want t them to Wo presence- 
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Scene III. 

Q . Elii. Would all were well I—Bat that 
will never be 

1 fear, our happiness is at the height. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glo. They do me wrong, and 1 will not en¬ 
dure it :— 

Who are they, that complain unto the king. 

That I, forsooth, am 6tern, and love them not ? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 
That fill his ear with such dissentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair. 

Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog. 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

1 must he held a raucorous enemy. 

Cannot a plain man live, and think no barm. 

But thus his simple truth must be abus’d 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 

Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks 
your grace ? 

Glo. To thee, that hast nor houesty, nor 
grace. 

When have I injur'd thee 1 when done thee 
wrong ?— 

Or thee t—or thee ?—or any of your faction ? 

A plague upon you all! His royal grace. 

Whom God preserve better than you would 
wish ! 

Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while. 

But >ou most trouble him with lewd * com¬ 
plaints- 

Q. Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake 
the matter: 

The king, of his own royal disposition. 

And not provok’d by any suitor else ; 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred. 

That in youi outward action shows itself, 

Against my children, brothers, and myself. 

Makes him to send ; that thereby he may 
gather 

The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 
Glo. I cannot tell the world is grown so 
bad, 

That wrens may prey were eagles dare not 
perch, 

Since every Jack t became a gentleman, 

There'6 many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your mean¬ 
ing, brother Gloster ; 

You euvy my advancement, and my friends’; 
God grant we never may have need of you 1 
Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have 
need of you : 

Our brother is imprisoned by your means, 

Myself disgrac’d and the nobility 
Held in contempt; while great promotions 
Are daily giveu, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a 
noble. { 

Q. Eliz. By Him, that rais’d me to this care¬ 
ful height 

From that contented hap which I enjoy’d, 

[ never did incense his majesty 

Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 

An caruest advocate to plead for him. 

My lord, you do me shameful injury. 

Falsely to draw me iu these vile suspects. 

Glo. You may deuy that you were not the 
cause 

Of my lord Hastings’ late imprisonment. 

Riv. She may, my lord ; for- 

Glo . She may, lord Rivers t—Why, who 
knows not so t 

She may do more, Sir, than denying that: 

She may help you to many fair preferments; 

And then deny her aiding hand therein, 

And lay those honours on your high desert. 

What may she not ? She may,—ay, marry may 
she,— 

Riv. What, marry, may she ? 

Glo. What, marry may shet marry with a 
king, 

• Rude, ignorant. 

t Loo follow, * A com rated «t fa. fid. 


A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 

I wis, * your grandam had a worsejupatch. 

Q. Eliz. My lord of Gloster, I have too 
long borne 

Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter 
6coffs: 

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty 
Of those gross taunts 1 often have endur'd. 

I had rather be a country servant-maid. 

Than a great queen, with this condition— 

To be so baited, scorn'd, and stormed at: 

Small joy have I in being England’s queen. 

Enter Queen Margaret, behind. 

Q. Mar. And lessen’d be that small, God, I 
beseech thee! 

Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me, 

Glo. What? Threat you me with telling of 
the king? 

Tell -him, and spare not: look, what I have 
said 

I will avouch in presence of the king : 

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower, 

'Tis time to speak, my pains t are quite forgot. 

Q . Mar. Out, devil> 1 remember them too 
well: 

Thon kili’dst my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 

Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your hus¬ 
band king, 

I was a pack-lioise in his great affairs ; 

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 

A liberal rewarder of his friends ; 

To royalize + his blood, I spilt my own. 

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than bis, 
or thine. 

Glo . In all which time, you, and your hus¬ 
band Grey, 

Were factious for the house of Lancaster ;— 
And, Rivers, so were you:—Was not your 
husband 

In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slam ? 

Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 

What you have' been ere now, and what you 
are ; 

Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q. Mar. A murd’rous villain, andr so still 
thou art. 

Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father 
\Y arwick. 

Ay, and forswore himself,—Which Jesu par¬ 
don I— 

Q. Mar. Which God revenge 1 

Glo. To fight on Edward’s party, for the 
crown ; 

And, for his meed,§ poor lord, he is mew’d |i 
up: 

I would to God, my heart were flint like Ed¬ 
ward's, 

Or Edward’s soft and pitiful like mine; 

I am too childish-foolish for this world. 

Q. Mar. Hie thee to bell for shame, and 
leave this world, 

Thou cacodsemon ? H there thy kingdom is. 

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days. 
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies. 

We follow’d then our lord, our lawful king: 

So should we you, if you should be oar king. 

Glo. If I should be?—1 bad rather be a 
pedlar; 

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you sup¬ 
pose, 

You should enjoy, were you this country's 
king; 

As little joy you may suppose in me, 

That 1 enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoy6 the queen there¬ 
of; 

For I am she, and altogether joyleBS. 

I can no longer hold me patient.— [Advancing. 
Hear me, yon wrangling pirates, that fall out 

- • Think. f Labours. 1 Make royal. 

i Reward. I Confined V Corrupt derii. 
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lu sharing that which yon have pill'd * from 
me: 

Which of you trembles not, that loQks on me 1 

If not, that, I being queen, you ‘bow like sub¬ 
jects ; 

Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like re¬ 
bels 1— 

Ah ! gentle villain, do not turn away 1 

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what uiak'st thou 
in my Bight ? 

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou bast 
marr'd ; * 

That will 1 make, before I let thee go. 

Glo . Wert thou not banished ou pain of 
death ? 

Q. Mar. I was ; but I do find more pain iu 
banishment. 

Than death can yield me here by my abode. 

A husband, and a soil, tbou ow’st to me,— 

And thou, a kingdom ;—all of you, allegiance : 

This sorrow that I have, by right is your's ; 

And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine. 

Glo. The curse my noble father laid on 
tbee,— 

When thou didst crown hi9 warlike brows with 
paper, 


O let them keep it, till thy sms tie ripe, 

And theu hurl down theii iiidignaiioii 
Ou tbee, the trouulei of the poor world’s 
peace 1 

The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul 1 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends 1 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thiue, 
Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Art lights thee with a hell of ugly devils! 

Thou elvisb-niark'd, abortive, rooting hog! 

Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, aud the son of hell! 

Thou slander of thy mother’s heavy womb; 
Thou loathed issue of thy fathei’s loins! 

Thou rug of honour 1 thou detested- 

Glo. Margaret. 

Q. Mar . Richard! 

Glo. Ha ? 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

Glo. I cry thee meicy then ; for I did think. 
That thou had>t call'd me all these hitter names. 
Q. Mar. Why, so 1 did; but look'd for no 
reply. 

O let me make the period to my curse. 

Glo. ’Tis done by me; and ends in—Marga- 


And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his 
eyes ; 

And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout. 
Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rut¬ 
land ;— 

His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounc'd again?! thee, ere all fill'll upon thee ; 
Aud God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody 
deed. 

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent. 

Hast. O ’twas the foulest deed to slay that 
babe. 

And the most merciless, that e’er was heard of. 

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept wheu it was 
reported. 

Dors. No man but prophesied revenge for it. 

Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to 
see it. 

Q. Mar. What! were you snarling all, before 
I came, 

Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turn you all your hatred now on me 1 
Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with 
heaven, 

That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death, 
Their kingdom’s loss, my woeful banishment, 
Could all but answer for that peevish brat ? 

Can cuises pierce the clouds, aud enter hea¬ 
ven ?— 

Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick 
curses !— 

Though not by war, by snrfeit die your king. 

As onr’s by murder, to make bim a king 1 
Edward, Iby son, that now is prince of Wales, 
Fur Edward, my son, that was prince of Wales, 
Die in bis youth by like untimely violence! 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen. 
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 

Long may’st tbou live, to wail thy children's 
loss ; 

Aud see another, as I see thee now, 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine ( 
Long die iby happy days before tby death ; 

And, after many lengthen'd hours of grief. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen !— 
Rivers, and Dorset, you were stauders by, 

Aud so wast thou, lord Hastings, when my son 
Was tftabb’d with bloody daggers ; God, ( pray 
him. 

That none of you may live your natural age. 

But by some unlook’d accident cut off 1 

Glo. Have done tby charm, tboo hateful wi¬ 
ther'd bag. 

Q. Mar. And leave out thee t stay, dog, for 
thou sbalt hear me. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in store. 
Exceeding those that I cah wish upon thee. 


ret. 

Q. Eliz. Thus have jou hi cat li’d j our curse 
ag-.mist yomself. 

Q. Mar. Poor p.titilcd queen, vain flourish of 
m> fortune ( 

Why strew'st thou t>ugar ou that bottled spider, * 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about 1 
Fool, fool ! tbou wbel’st a knife to kill thvsclf. 
The day will come, that thou shalt wish foi me 
To help thee curse this pois’nous bunch-back'd 
toad. 

Hast. False-bodiug woman, end thy fiautic 
curse ; 

Lest, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar. Foul shatnc upon you 1 >ou have all 
mov’d rmue. 

Riv. Were jou well serv'd, you would be 
taught your duty. 

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do 
me duty, 

Teach me to be your queen, and you mj sub¬ 
jects : 

O serve me well, and teach yourselves that 
duty. 

Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are ma¬ 
lapert : 

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce cur¬ 
rent : t 

O that your young nobility could judge. 

What '(were to lose it, and be miserable! 

They that stand high, have mauy blast to shake 
them ; 

And, if they fall, they dash themselves to 
pieces. 

Glo. Good counsel, marry learn it, learn it, 
marquis. 

Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as 
me. 

Glo. Ay, and much more: But 1 was bom so 
high, 

Our aieryj bulldeth in the cedai's top. 

And dallies with the wind, aud scorns the sun. 

Q . Mar. And turns the sun to shade alas f 
alas !— 

Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright out-shiuiug beams thy cloudy 
wrath 

Hath in eternal darkness folded up, 

Your aiery buildetk in our airry’s nest 
O God, that see'st it, do not surfer it; 

As it was won wl|lh blood, lost be it so; 

Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for 
chaiity. 

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to 
me; 
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Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 

And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher’d. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame. 

And 111 my shame still live my sorrow’s rage I 
Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, 1 kiss thy 
hand. 

In sign of league and amity with thee : 

Now lair befall thee, aud thy noble bouse 1 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 
Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck . Nor no one here, for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 
Q. Mur. I’ll not believe but they ascend the 
sky, 

And theie awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace. 

O Buckingham, beware 01 yondei dog; 

Look, when he fawus, he bites; and, when he 
bites, 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death: 

Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on 
him ; 

And all that ministers attend on him. 

67 o. What doth she say, my lord of Bucking¬ 
ham ? 

Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious 
lord. 

Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my 
gentle counsel ? 

And sooth the devil that I warn thee from T 
Oh 1 but remember this another day, 

Wheu he shall split thy very heart with sorrow; 
And s.iv, poor Margaret was a prophetess.— 
Live each of you the subjects to his bate. 

And he to yours, aud all of you to God’s! 

[Ei it. 

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to heur her 
curses. 

Bit'. And so doth mine; I muse,* why she’s 
at liberty. 

Glo. 1 cannot blame her, by God’s holy mo¬ 
ther ; 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

Q. Ehz. I never did her any, to ray know¬ 
ledge. 

Glo . Yet you have all the vantage t of her 
wrong, 

I was too hot to do somebody good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now. 

Marry, a* for Clarence, he is well repaid: 

He is fibilk’d $ up to falling for his pains ;— 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof 1 
Jhu. A virtuous and a Chnstiau-like conclu¬ 
sion. 

To pray for them that have done scath $ to us. 

Glo. So do 1 ever, being well advis’d ;— 

For had 1 curs’d now, 1 had curs’d myself. 

[Aside. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for 
you,— 

And for your grace,—and you, my noble lords. 

Q. E{iz, Catesby, I come Lords, will you 
go with me ? 

Riv. Madam, we will attend upon your grace. 

[Exeunt all but Glostbr. 
Glo. 1 do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The secret mischiefs that 1 set abroach, 

I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence,— whom 1, Indeed, have laid iu dark¬ 
ness,— 

I do be weep to mauy simple gulls; 

Namely, lo Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham ; 

And tell them ’Us the queeu and her allies, 

That stir the king against the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it; and withal whet me 
To be reveng’d on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey; 

But theu I sigh, and, with a piece of scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil: 

• Wonder. t Advantage, 

t Put in • sty*. I 


And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, stol’n forth ol holy writ: 

And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 

Enter two Murderers. 

But soft, here come my executioners.— 

How uow, my hardy, stout resolved mates ? 

Are you now going to despatch this thing ? 

1 Murd. We are, my lord; and come to have 
the warrant. 

That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. Well thought upon, 1 have it here about 
me : [Gives the ff'arrant . 

When you have done, repair to Crosby-place. 
But, Sir6, be sudden in the execution, 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 

For Clarence is well spokeu, and, perhaps. 

May move your hearts to pity, if you maik him. 
1 Murd. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand 
to prate. 

Talkers are no good doers; be assur’d, 

We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. 
Glo. Your ey#*s drop mill-stones, when fools* 
eyes drop tears: 

1 like you, lads about your business straight; 
Go, go, despatch. 

1 Murd . We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV.—The same,—A Room in the 
Tower. 

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to¬ 
day ? 

Clar. Oh ! I have pass’d z miserable night. 

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights. 

That, as 1 am a Christian faithful man, 

I would not spt'iid another such a night. 

Though ’twere to buy a woild ot happy days; 

So full of dismal terror was the time. 

Bruh. What was your dream,my lord? 1 piay 
you, tell me. 

Clar. Methougbt, that I bad broken from the 
Tower, 

And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy; 

And, in my company, my brother Gloster; 

Who tioin my cab/u tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches; thence we look’d toward 
England, 

Aud cited up a thousand heavy times. 

During the wais of York and Lancaster 
That bad befall’u us. As we pac’d along 
Upon the giddy fooling of the hatches, 
Methougbt, that Gloster stumbled; aud, in 
falling. 

Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board. 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

O Luid 1 met bought, what paiu it was to 
drown! 

What dreadful noise of water in mine ears! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes 1 
Methougbt, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks; 

A thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon ; 

Wedges of gold, great auchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 

All sratter’d in the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay iu dead men’s skulls ; and, in those 
holes 

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As ’twere m scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems, 
That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep, • 

And mock’d the dead bone9 that lay scatter’d 
by. 

Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of 
death. 

To gaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 

Clar. Methougbt, l had; and often did I 
strive 

To yield the ghost; hut-still the envious flood 
Kept iu my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand’ring air; 

But smother’d it within my panting bulk, * , 
Which almost burst to belch it in the aea. 

i 
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Erak. AwakM you not with this sore agony ? 
Clar. Oh! no, my dream was lengthen'd after 
life; 

Oh! then began the tempest to my soul l 
I pass’d, metboogbt the melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferryman which poets write 
of. 

Unto the kingdom of perpetnal night 
The first that there did greet my stranger 
soul, 

Was my great father-in-law, renowned War¬ 
wick, 

Who cried aloud,— What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy a ford false Cla¬ 
rence f 

And so he vanish’d: Then came wand’ring 

by 

A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek’d out aloud, 
Clarence is come,—false, fleeting, perjured 
Clarence ,— 

That stabb’d me in the field by Tewks¬ 
bury 

Seize on him, furies, take Aias to your tor¬ 
ments ! 

With that, methougbt, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ’d me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise, 

1 trembling wak’d, and, for a season after, 

Conld not believe but that I was in bell; 

Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted 
you I 

I am afraid, methinks to hear yon tell it. 

Clar. O Brakenbury,; i have done these 
things. 

That now give evidence against my bouI, 

For Edward's sake; and, see, how he requites 
me!— 

O God I if my deep prayers cannot appease 
thee, 

Bat thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds. 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 

O spare my guiltless wife, and my poor cbil- 
* dren! — 

I pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me; 

My soul is heavy, and i fain would sleep. 
j Brak. I will, my lord; God give your grace 
good rest!— 

[Clarence reposes himself on a Chair. 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide 
night. 

Princes have but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toil; 

And for unfelt imaginations, 

They often feel a world of restless cares: 

So that,, between their titles, and low' name, 
There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the two Murderers. 

1 Murd. Ho ! who’s here f 
Brak. What would’st thou, fellow f and bow 
cam’st tbou hither 1 

1 Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I 

came hither on my legs. 

Brak. What, so brief 1 

2 Murd . O Sir, *tis better to be brief than 

tedious:— 

Let him see oar commission; talk no more. 

{A Paper is delivered to Bra res b hr t, 
who reads it• 

Brak . I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to yonr bands 
1 will not reason wbat is meant thereby, 

Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 

Here are tbe keys there sits tbe duke asleep: 
I’ll to tbe king; and signify to him. 

That thus to yon I have resign'd my charge. 

1 Murd. You may. Sir ; *tU a point of wis¬ 

dom : 

Pare you well. [Extt Brakeivbort. 

2 Murd. Wbat, shall we* stab him as be 

• sleeps V 
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1 Murd. No; he'll say 'twas done cowardly, 

when he wakes. 

2 Murd. When be wakes 1 why, fool, he shall 
never wake outil the great judgment day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he'll say we stabb’d him 
sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, 
hath bred a kind of remorse »u me. 

1 Murd. What? art thou Afraid 1 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a wairaut 
for it; but to be damn’d for killing him, from the 
which no warrant can defend me. 

1 Murd. 1 thought tbou bad’st been reso¬ 
lute. 

2 Murd . So I am, to let him live. 

1 Murd. I’ll back to the duke of Gioster, and 
tell him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr'ythce stay a little: l hope 
this holy humour of mine will change ; it w.ts 
wont to hold me but wbiie one would tell 
twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now t 

2 Murd. 'Faith some certaiu dregs of con¬ 
science are yet within uie. 

1 Murd . Remember our reward, wheu the 
deed's done. 

2 Murd. Come, he dies; I had forgot the re¬ 
ward. 

1 Murd. Where’s thy conscience now T 

2 Murd. hi the duke of Gloster’s puise. 

1 Murd. So wbeu lie opens his purse to give 
us our reward, thy conscience flies out. 

2 Murd. 'Tis no matter; let it go ; there’s 
few' or none will entertain it. 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again 1 

2 Murd. I’ll not meddle with it; it is a dan- 
geious thing, it makes a man a coward : a man 
cannot steal, but it accuseth him ; a man can¬ 
not swear, but it checks him ; a man cannot lie 
w'lth his neighbour* wife, but it detects him : 
*Tis a blushmg shaine-fac'd spirit, that mutinies 
in a man’s bosom; it fills one full of obstacles: 
it made me once restore a purse of gold, tliat 
by cbance I found ; it beggars any man, that 
keeps it: it is turned out of all tjwns and cities 
for a dangerous thing; aud every man, that 
meaps to live well, endeavours to trust to him¬ 
self, and live without it. . 

1 Murd. 'Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, 
persuading me not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mmd, and be¬ 
lieve him not: be would insinuate with ibee, 
but to make thee sigh. 

1 Murd . 1 am strong-fram'd, he cannot pre¬ 
vail with me. 

2 Murd . Spoke like a tall • fellow, that re¬ 
spects his reputation. Come, shall we iall to 
work t 

1 Murd. Take him over the costard t with the 
hilts of thy sword, aud then throw bun into the 
malmsey-butt, in the next room. 

2 Murd. O excellent device I aud make a 6op 
of him. 

1 Murd. Soft I he wakes. 

2 Murd. Strike. 

1 Murd . No, we’ll reason with him. 

Clar . Where art tbou, keeper t give me a 
cap of wine. 

1 Mur. You shall have wine enough, my 
lord, anon. 

Clar. In God’s name, what art tbou 1 

1 Murd. A man, as you are. 

Clar. Bat not, as 1 am, royal. 

1 Murd. Nor you* as we are, loyal. 

Clar . Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks arc 
humble. 

1 Murd. My voice Is now tbe king's, my 
looks mine own. 

Clar. How darkly and bow deadly dost tbou 
speak 1 

Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale f 
Who sent you bittaei! Wherefore do you 
comef 

• Drm. t Head. 
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Both Murd. To, to, to,— 

Clar. To muider miit 
Both Murd. Ay, ay. 

Clar . You scarcely have the hearts to tell 
me so. 

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have 1 offended you 7 

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but the 

king. 

Clar . I shall be reconcil'd to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore .prepare 

to die. 

Clur. Are you call'd forth from out a world 
of men, 

To slay the innocent t What is my offence f 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse met 
What lawful quest* have given their verdict 
up 

U.ito the frowning judge 7 or who pronounc'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death 7 
Before 1 be convict by course of law. 

To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope for any goodness 
By Christ’s dear blood shed for our grievous 
sins. 

That you depart, and lay no hands ou me; 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon com¬ 

mand. 

2 Murd. And he, that bath commanded, is 

our king. 

Clar . Erroneous vassal I the great King of 
kiugs 

Hath in the table of his law commanded. 

That thou shall do no murder ; Y\iit thou then 
Spii r n at his edict, and fulfil a man’s 7 
Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand. 
To hurl upon their head9 that break his law. 

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he 
hull on thee, 

For false forswearing, and for murder too : 

Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel.f of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Murd . And, like a traitor to the name of 

God, 

Didst break that vow; and, with thy treacher¬ 
ous blade, 

Unrip’dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son. 

2 Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish 

and defend. 

1 Murd. How canst thou urge God’s dreadful 
law to us. 

When thou hast broke it in such dear de¬ 
gree 7 

Clar. Alas 1 for whose sake did I that ill 
deed 7 

For Edward, for my bi other, for his sake : 

He s**uds you not to murder me for this; 

For in that sin he is as deep as I. 

If God will be avenged for the deed. 

O know you that he doth it publicly; 

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 

He needs no indirect nor lawless course. 

To cut off those that have offended him. 

1 Murd. Who made thee then a bloody mi¬ 
nister, 

When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 

That priucely novice, J was „ struck dead by 
thee 7 

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my 
rage. 

1 Murd. Thy brother's love, onr dnty, and 
thy fault. 

Provoke us hither now to slaughter tbce. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not 
me! 

I am bis brother, and I love him well. 

If you are hir'd for meed,$ go bark again, 

And I will send you to my brother Gloster; 

Who shall reward you better for my life. 

Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 


2 Murd . You are deceiv'd, your brother 
Gloster hates you. 

Clar • Oh l no; he loves me, and he holds me 
dear; » 

Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd. Ay, so we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely fa¬ 
ther York 

Bless'd bis three sons with bis victorious arm, 
And charg'd us from bis soul to love each 
other. 

He little thought of this divided friendship: 

Bid Gloster think on this and he will weep. 

1 Murd. Ay, mill-sloues; as he lesson’d us 
to weep. 

Clar. Ohl do not slander him, for he is 
kind. 

1 Murd. Right, as snow in harvest. Come, 
you deceive yourself; 

*Tis he that sends us to destroy you here, 

Clar . It cannot be; for be bewept my for¬ 
tune. 

And hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with 
sobs, 

Tbat be would labour my delivery. 

1 Murd. Why so he doth, wheu he delivers 

you 

From this earth's thraldom to the joys of 
heaven. 

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must 

die, ray lord. 

Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in Iby 
soul. 

To counsel me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind, 

Tbat tbou wilt war with God, by niurd’ring 
me 7— 

Ah 1 Sirs, consider, be, tbat sent you on 
To do this deed, will bate you for tbe deed. 

2 Murd. What shall we do 7 
Clar. Relent, and save your souls. 

1 Murd. Relent l 'tis cowardly, and wo¬ 

manish. 

Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage^ de¬ 
vilish.— 

Which of you, if you were a prince’s son, 

Beiug pent * from liberty, as i am now,— 

It two such murderers as yourselves came to 
you,— 

Would not entreat for life 7— 

My friend, 1 spy some pity in thy looks; 

Oh ! if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Come tbou on my side, and entreat for me. 

As you would beg, were you in my distiess. 

A begging pi nice w hat beggar pities not 7 

2 Muid. Look behind you, my loid. 

1 Murd. Take tbat, aud tbat; if all this will 

not do, [Stabs him . 

I’ll drown you in tbe malmsey-butt within. 

[Exit with the body. 

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately 

despatch’d 1 

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my bands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done I 

Re-enter first Murderer. 

1 Murd. How now 7 wbat mcan’st thou, that 

tbou belp’st ine not 7 

By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you 
have been. 

2 Murd. I would he knew, that I bad sav'd 

his bi other 1 

Take tbou the fee, and tell him what 1 say; 

For I repent me that the duke is slam. 

[JErif 

I Murd. So do not I; go, coward, as thou 
art.— 

Well, I'll go hide the body in some bole. 

Till tbat the duke give order for his burial: 

And when 1 have my meed, I will away ; 

For this will out, and then 1 must not stay. 

IExit. 


• lnqaeat, jwrjri 
t Youth. 


t On the port, 
i RtwhrA. 



656 

ACT II. 

SCEXEI.—The same.—A Room <7* the 

Palace . » 

Enter King Edward, (led in sick,) Queen 
Elizabeth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, 
Buckingham, Grey, and others. 

K. Edw. Why sonow have I done a good 
day's work 

You peers, continue this united league: 

1 every day expect au embassage 

From my Redeemer to redeem me hence; 

And more in peace my soul shall part to hea¬ 
ven, 

Since 1 have made my friends at peace on 
earth. 

Rivers and Hastings, take each other's hand; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 
Riv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from 
ei udgmg hate ; 

And with my hand I seal my true heart's 
love. 

Hast. So thrive 1, as 1 truly swear the likel 
K. Edw. Take heed, you dally not before 
your king; 

Lest he, that is the supreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as 1 swear perfect love! 
JUv. And I, as 1 love Hastiugs with m> 
heart! 

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in 
this,— 

Nor your sou Dorset,—Buckingham, nor you 
You have been factious one against the oilier. 
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him Liss your 
hand ; 

And what you do, do it unfeignedlv. 

Q. Eliz. There, Hastings1 will never more 
remember 

Our former hatred, So thrive I and mine ! 

K . Edw. Dorset, embrace him,—Hastings, 
love lord marquis. 

T)or. This interchange of love, 1 here protest. 
Upon my part shall be inviolable. 

Hast. And so swear I. 

[Embraces Dorset. 
K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal 
thou this league 

\\ ith thy embracements to my wife's allies. 

And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn bis 
hate 

Upon your grace, [To the Queen.] but with 
all duteous love 

Doth cherish you and your's, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love I 
When I have most need to employ a friend, 

And most assured that be is a friend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile. 

Be lie unto me 1 this do I beg of heaven. 

When i am cold m love, to you, or your's. 

[Embracing Kir ms, 4 c. 
K. Edw . A pleasing cordial, princely Buck* 
Ingham, 

Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 

There wantetb now our brother Gloster here, 
lo make the blessed period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the no¬ 
ble duke. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Good-morrow to my sovereign king and 
queen; 

And, princely peers, a happy time of day 1 
K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent 
th» day:— 

Brother, we have done deeds of charity; 

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate. 

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 
Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign 
liege— 

Among this princely heap, if any here. 
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By false intelligence, or wrong surmise 
Hold me a foe $ 

If I unwimugly, or in my rage, 

Have aught committed that is hardly borue 
By any iu this pieseuce, I desire 
To recoucile uie to his trieudly peace : 

'Tis death to me, to be at enuni); 

1 hate it, aud desire all good men's love. 

First, madam, 1 entreat true peace of you. 

Which 1 will purchase with my duteous ser¬ 
vice ; 

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any giudge were lodg'd between us; 

Of you, lord Rivers, and lord Grey, of you; 

Tbat ail without desert have frown’d on me ; 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen > indeed of 
all. 

I do not know tbat Englishman alive. 

With whom my soul is any jot at odds. 

More than the infaut that is Irani to-uight: 

I thank tny God for my humility. 

Q. Elis. A holy-day shall this be kept here¬ 
after 

I would to God, all strifes were well com¬ 
pounded.— 

My sovereign lord, 1 do beseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to youi grace. 

Glo. Why, madam, have 1 otter'd love for 
this. 

To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 

Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead 1 

[They all stait. 

You do him injury to scorn his corse. 

K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead ! who 
knows be is I 

Q. Eliz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is 
this! 

Buck. Look I so pale, loid Dorset, as the 
rest ? 

Dor. Ay, my good lord: and no man in the 
presence, 

But his ted colour hath forsook bis cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clareuce dead ? the order was 
revers'd. 

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order 
died, 

And that a winged Mercury did hear ; 

Some tardy cripple bore the counteiuiand, 

That came too lag to see him bunetl :— 

God grant that some, less noble, aud less 
loyal. 

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood. 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence 
did. 

And yet go current from suspicion. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. A boon my sovereigu, for my service 
done 1 

K. Edw . 1 pr’ythee, peace * my soul is full of 
sorrow. 

Stan. 1 will not rise, unless -you 1, highness 
hear me. 

K. Edw. Tlieu say at once, what is it thou 
request'st. 

Stan . The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s 
life; 

Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 

K . Edw. Have 1 a tougue to doom my bla¬ 
ther's death, 

And shall tbat tongue give pardon to a slave ? 
My brother kill'd no man, liis fault was 
thought. 

And yet bis punishment was bitter death. 

Who sned to me for biuit who, in n»y wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis’d t 
Who spoke of brotherhood t who spoke of 
lovel 

Who told me, how the poor tool did foroake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me 1 
Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he rescued me. 
And said, Deur brother , live, and be a kingt 
Who told inc, when we both lay in the field. 
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Frozen almost to death, how lie did lap me 
Even in Ins garments; and did give himself. 

All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night? 

All tins from iii> leuiembraiice brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in m> mind. 

But when your carters, or your waitmg-vas- 
sals. 

Have done a drnnken slaughter, and defac'd 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, 
pardon ; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant It you 
But for my In other, not a man would speak. 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto m>self 

For him, poor soul.—The proudest of you all 

Have been beholden to him in bis lite. 

Yet none of you would once plead for bis life. 

O God I 1 fear, thy justice will take bold 


On 


Duch . Ay, boy. 

Son. 1 cannot think It. 
this I 
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Hark l what noise is 


me, ana you, and mine, .and your’s, for 
this.— 

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. O 
Poor Clarence I 

[Exeunt Kixc, Queen, Hastings, Rivers, 
DoRbtr, and Grey. 

do. This is the fruit of rashness!—Mark’d 
you not, 

How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Qlarence’ 
death T 

Oh ! they did urge it still unto the king : 

God will revenge it. Come, lords; will you 
g°» 

To comfort Edward with your company ? 

Buck. We wait upon our grace. 

[E reunt . 

SCENE II.—The same . 

Enter the Duchess of York, with a Son and 
Daughter of Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell uj, is our father 
dead 1 

Duch. No, boy. 

Davgli. Why do you weep so oft? and beat 
your breast ; 

Aud cry —O Clarence, my unhappy son 1 
Sor. Why do you look ou us, and 6hake 
bead, 

And call us—orphans, wretches, cast-aways. 

If that our noble father be alive f 
Duch. My pretty cousius, you mistake 
both ; 

I do lament the sickness of tbe king, 

As loath to lose bun, not vour father's death ; 

It weie lost sorrow, to wail one that’s lost. 

Son. Then, giaudam, you conclude that he is 
dead. 

The king my uncle is to blame for this: 

God will revenge it; whom 1 will importune 
With earliest prayers all to that effect. 

Daugli. And so will 1. 

Duth. Peace, children, peace! the king doth 
love you well: 

Incapable * aud shallow innocents, 

You cannot guess who caus’d your father's 
death. 

Son. Grandain, we can : for my good uncle 
Gloster 

Told me, Uie king, provok’d to't by the queeu. 
Devis'd impeachments to imprison him; , 

And when my uncle told me so, he wept, 

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek; 

Bade me rely ou bun, as on my father, 

Aud lie would love me dearly as his child. 

Duch. All! that deceit should steal such gen 
tie shapes, 

Aud with a virtuous visor hide deep vice 1 
He is iny sou, ay, and therein my shame. 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, 
grandam t 


your 


me 


Enter Queen Elizabeth distractedy ; Rivers 
anti Dorset, Jallowing her. 

Q. Elis. All! who shall hinder me to wail 
aud weep? 

To chide my fortune, and torment myself ? 

I’ll join with black despair against my soul, 

And to m>self become an enemy. 

Duch. What means this scene of rude impa¬ 
tience ? 

Q. Elis. To make au act of tiagic violence 
Edward, my loul, thy sou, oui king, is dead. 

Why grow the blanches, when the root is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their 
sap ?— 

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief. 

That our swift-winged souls may catch the 
king’s ; 

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To Ins new kingdom of perpetual rest. 

Duch. Ah! so much interest have I in thy 
soi row, 

As 1 had title in thy noble husband! 

1 have bewept a worthy husband’s death. 

And liv’d by looking on Ins images: 

But now two mirrois of his princely scmblauce 
Aie crack’d in pieces by malignaut death, 

And 1 for comlort have but one false glass. 

That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother. 

And hast the coinfort of thy children left thee : 
But death hath snatch’d my husband fiom my 
arms. 

And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble 
hands, 

Clarence and Edward. Oh ! what cause have I, 

(rinne being but a moiety of iny grief,) 

To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries: 
Sou. All! aunt, you wept not for our father’s 
death ; 

How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 
Dough. Our fatherless distress was left un- 
moan’d 

Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept! 

Q. Elis. Give me no help in lamentation, 

I am uot barren to bring foitli laments : 

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 
That 1, being govern’d by the watery moon. 

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the 
world I 

Ah! for my husband, for my dear lord Ed¬ 
ward I 

Chil. Ah I for our father, for our dear lord 
Clarence I 

Duch. Alas I for both, both mine, Edward and 
Clarence I 

Q. Elis. What stay had I, but Edward ? aud 
he’s gone. 

Chil. What stay had we, but Clarence? and 
lie’s gone. 

Duch. Wlrat stays had I, but they ? and they 
are gone. 

Q. Ehz. Was never widow, had so dear a 
loss. 

Chil. Were never orphans, bad so dear a 
loss. 

Duch. Was never mother had so deai a loss. 
Alas I 1 am the mother of these griefs ; 

Their woes are parceil’d, • mine arc geueral. 

She for an Edward weeps, and so do I; 

1 for a Clarence weep, so doth not she: 

These babes for Claieuce weep, and so do I: 

I for au Edward weep, so do not they 
Alas I you th:ee, ou me, threefold distress’d. 
Pour all your tears, I am your sorrow's nurse. 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dor. Comfort, dear mother; God is much 
displeas’d. 

That you take with untbaukfulness liis doing ; 


* If ooranl* 


* Divided. 
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la common worldly things, *tis call'd—ungrate- ] 
ful, | 

With doll unwillingness to repay a debt, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven. 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Ris. Madam, bethink yon, like a careful 
mother. 

Of the young prince your son: send straight 
for mm. 

Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort 
lives 

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's 
grave. 

And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 

Enter Glostbr, Booking hast, Stanley, 
Hastings, Ratcliff, and others . 

Glo. Sister, have comfort: all of us have 
cause 

To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 

But none can cure their harms by wailing 
them. 

Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 

1 did not see your grace:—Humbly ou my 
knee 

I crave your blessing. 

Duck . God bless thee; and put meekness in 
thy breast. 

Love, charity, obedience,and true duty! 

Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old 
man !— 

That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing ; 

[Aside. 

I marvel, that her grace did leave it out. 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart sorrow¬ 
ing peers, 

That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 

Now cheer each other in each otber'6 love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this 
king. 

We are to reap the harvest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your lugh-swoln hearts, 
But lately splinted, knit, and join'd together, 

Must gently be preserv’d, cherish’d, and kept: 

Me seemeth good, that v»ith some little train. 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be 
fetch'd 

ILtber to London, to be crown'd our king. 
llvj. Why with some little train, my lord of 
Buckingham 1 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude. 
The new-heal'd wound of malice should break 
out; 

Which would be so much the more dangerous. 

By how much the estate is green, and yet ungo¬ 
vern'd : 

Where every horse bears bis commanding rein, 
And may direct his course as please himself, 

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
lu my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Glo. 1 hope the king made peace with all 
of us; 

And the eorapAct is firm, and true, In me. 

Rio. And so in me: and so, 1 think, in all: 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 

Which, baply, by much company might be 
urged : 

Therefore 1 say, with noble Buckingham, 

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hast. And so say I. 

Glo. Then be It so; and go we to determine 
Who they shall berths* straight shall post to 
Ludlow. 

Madam,—and you my mqtber,—will you go 
To give your censures 9 In this weighty busi¬ 
ness? 

[Exeunt eill but Buckingham and 
Glostxb. 

Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the 
prince, 

Gwl ’ 8 sake, let not ns two sfcy-at home t 
♦ Opluion. 


Act 11 

For, by the way, I'll sort occasion, 

As index 9 to the story we Ute talk'd of. 

To part the queen's proud kindred from the 
prince. 

Glo . My other self, my counsel's consistory. 

My oracle, my prophet I—My dear cousin, 

I, as a child, will go by tby direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we’ll not stay behind. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE HI.—The same.—A Street. 
Enter two Citizens, meeting. 

1 Clt. Good morrow, neighbour: Whither away 

so fast 1 

2 Clt. f promise you, I scarcely know my 

self: 

Hear you the news abroad f 

1 Cit. Yes; the king’s dead. 

2 Cit. HI news, by’r lady; seldom comes the 

better: 

l fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 Cit. Neighbours, God speed! 

1 Cit. Give you good morrow, Bir. 

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Erf- 
, ward's death f 

2 Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true; God help, the 

while! 

3 Cit . Then, masters, look to see a troublous 

world. 

1 Cit. No, no; by God's good grace, his son 

shall reign. 

3 Cit. Woe to that land, that’s govern'd b) a 
child * 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government; 
That, in bis nonage, f council under him, 

And, m his full and ripen’d years, himself. 

No doubt, 6hall then, and till theu, govern 
well. 

1 Cit. So stood the gtate, when Henry the 
sixth 

Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the state so? no, no,good friends, 

God wot ;$ 

For then this land was famously enrich’d 
With politic grave counsel; theu the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect bis grace. 

1 Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father 
and mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were they all came by hi- 
father ; 

Or, by bis father, there were none at all: 

For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 

W ill touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
Oh I full of danger is the duke of Gloster; 

And the queen’s sons, and brothers, hanght and 
proud: 

And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule. 

This sickly land might solace as before. 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst; all 

will be well. 

3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put cn 
their cloaks; 

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for 
night ? 

Untimely storms make men expect a dearth: 

All may be well; but, if God sort it so, 

'Tls more than we deserve, or 1 expect. 

2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are fill! of 

fear: 

You cannot reason $ almost with a man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit . Before the 'days of change, still is 

it so: 

By a divine'Instinct, men'fTnlndf mistrust 
Ensuing danger; as, by proof, we see 
The water swell before a boist’rous storm, 

But leave it all to God. Whither away • 

• Pieparatory. 1 Minority. 

' t Ivuo*». ! Coavenc. 
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2 Cit. Marry, we .were sent for to the jus¬ 

tice's. 

3 Cit. Aud so wib I; I'll bear you company. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—The same.—A Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Hie Archbishop of York, the young 

Duke of York, Queen Elizabeth, and the 

Duchess of York. 

Arch. Last night I heard, they lay at Stony- 
Stratford ; 

And at Northampton they do rest to-night: 

To-inorrow, or next day, thty will be here. 

Duch. I long with all my heart to see the 
prince; 

I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Eliz. But I hear, no; they say, my son of 
York 

Hath almost overta’en him in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother, but 1 would not have It 
so. 

Duch. Why, my young cousin; it is good to 
grow. 

York. Orandam, one night, as we did sit at 
6uppcr, 

My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow 

More than my brother; Ay, quoth my uncle 
Gloster, 

Small herbs have grace , great weeds do grow 
apace : 

And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 

Because sweet flowers arc slow, and weeds make 
haste. 

Duch. 'Good faith, 'good faith, the saying did 
not hold 

In him that did object the same to thee : 

He was the wretched’at thing, when he was 

young. 

So long a crowing, and so leisurely, 

Tbot, if his rule were true, he should be gra¬ 
cious. 

Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious 
madam. 

Duch. I hope, he is; but yet let mothers 
doubt. 

York. Now, by my troth. If I had been re¬ 
member'd, 

I could have given my uncle's grace a float. 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd 
mine. 

Duch. How, my young York? I pr*ythee, let 
me bear it. 

York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so 
fast, 

Tliat he could gnaw a crust at two hours old; 

*Twas full two years ere 1 could get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 

Duch. I pr'jthee, pretty York, who told thee 
this ? 

York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Duch . His uurse ? why, she was dead ere thou 
wast born. 

York. If 'twere not sbe, I cannot tell who 
told me. 

Q. Eliz. A parlous • boy : Go to, yon are too 
shrewd. 

Arch . Good madam, be not angry with the 
child. 

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger: 

What news ? 

Mess. Such news, my lard. 

As grieves me to unfold. 

q. Elit. How doth the prince f 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Dueh. What is tliy news? 

Mess. Lord Rivers and lord Grey are sent to 
Pomfret, 

With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 


Duch. Who hath committed themf 
Mess. The mighty dukes, 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

Q. Elit. Tor what offence? 

Mess. The sum of all 1 can, I have disclos'd; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed. 

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz. Ah 1 me, 1 see the rum of my 
house I 

The tiger now bath seiz'd the gentle hind; 
Insulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awless throne 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre! 

I see, as in a map the end of all. 

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld I 
My husband lost bis life to get the crown; 

And often up and down my sons were tost. 

For me to joy, and weep, tbeir gain, and loss: 
And being seated, and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conqnerers. 
Make war upon themselves; brother to bro¬ 
ther. 

Blood to blood, self 'gainst self:—O preposter¬ 
ous 

And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen; 

Or let me die, to look on death no more! 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy, we will to 
sanctuary,— 

Madam, farewell. 

Duch. Stay, 1 will go with you. 

Q Eliz. You have no cause. 

‘'Arch. My gracious lad), go, [7b the Queen. 
And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part, I’ll resign unto your grace 
The seal I keep; And so betide to me. 

As well I tender you and all of jour’s! 

Come, I'll conduct you to the sanctuary. 

[Exeunt* 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—The same.—A Street. 

The trumpets sound. Enter the Prince oj 

Wales, Gloster, Buckingham, Cardinal 

Bouchier, and others. 

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to 
your chamber. 

Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts' 
soveieign: 

The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No, uncle; but our crosses on the 
way 

Have made it tedions, wearisome, and heavy: 

I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of 
your years 

Have not yet div'd into the world’s deceit: 

No more can you distinguish of a man, 

Than of his outward show; which, God he 
knows, 

Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart. 

Those uncles, which you want, were danger¬ 
ous ; 

Your grace attended to the sugar'd words. 

But look'd not on the poison of their hearts: 

God keep yon from them, and from such false 
friends 1 

Prince. God keep me from false friends I bat 
they were none. , ' 

Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to 
greet yon. 

j Enter the Lord Mator, and his Train. 

May* God bless your grace with health and 
happy days 1 

Prince. I thank you, good my lordand 
thank you all.— 

[Exeunt Mayor, 

I thought my mother, and my brother York, 

Would long ere this have met ns on the 
way: 


• Ptrilom, dangerous. 
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Fie, what a slog Is Haitingal that he comes 
not 

To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 
Enter Hastings. 

Buck . And In good time, here comes the 
sweating lord. 

Prince, Welcome, my lord: What, will our 
mother come ? 

Hast . On what occasion, God be knows, 
not I, 

The qaeeu your mother, and your brother York, 
Hare taken sanctuary : The tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your 
grace. 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck, Fie ( what an indirect aud peevish 
course 

Is this of ber’s?—Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently 1 
If she deny,—loid Hastings, go with him. 

And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 
Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak 
oratory 

Can from bis mother win the duke of York, 
Anon expect him here : But if 6be be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy piivilege 
Of blessed sanctuary! not for all this land. 
Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck . You are too senseless-obstinate, my 
lord. 

Too ceremonious, and traditional; 

Weigh it but with tbe grossness of this age. 

You break not sanctuary in seizins linn. 

The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserv’d the place. 
And those who have the wit to claim the place: 
This prince hath neither claim’d it, nor deserv’d 
it; 

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it: 
Then, taking him from thence, that is not 
there. 

You break no privilege nor charter there. 

Oft have 1 heard of sanctuary men; 

But saactuary children, ne'er till now. 

<7arrf. My lord, you shall o’er-rule my mind 
for once.— 

Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me * 
Hast. I go, my lord. 

Prince . Good lords, make all the speedy baste 
you may. 

[Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come. 

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal 
self. 

If I may counsel you, some day, or two. 

Your highness shall repose you at tbe Tower: 
Then where you please, .and shall be thought 
most fit 

For your best health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any 
place :— 

Did Julius Cssar build that place, my lord ? 
Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that 
place ; 

Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. It Is upon record t or else reported 
Successively from age to age he built it ? 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 
Prince. But say, my lord, it were not regis¬ 
ter'd ; 

Methinks tbe truth should live from age to age. 
As 'twere retail'd to all posterity, 

Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glo . So wise so young, they say, do ne'er live 
long. [Aside. 

Prince. What say you, unde t 
Glo. I say, without characters, fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal • vice, Iniquity, \ * 

I mcrali?e two meauings iu one word. 


Act III. 

Prince. That Julius Cxsar was a fanions 
man: 

With what his valour did enrich bis wit. 

His wit set down to make his valour live: 

Death makes no couquest of this conqueior ; 

For now he lives in lame, though not hi life.— 
1*11 tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Buck. What, my gracious lord 1 

Prince, An if 1 live until I be a mail, 

HI win our ancient right in France again. 

Or die a soldier, as 1 liv’d a king. 

Glo. Short summers lightly t have a forward 
spring. [Aside. 

Enter York, Hastings, and the Cardinal. 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the 
duke of York. 

Prince. Richard of York l how fares our lov¬ 
ing brother 1 

York. Well, my dread lord ; so must I call 
you now. 

Prince. Ay, brother; to our grief, as it i 9 
your's : 

Too late X be died, that might have kept that 
title. 

Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 

Glo . How fares our cousin, noble lord 
York T 

York . I thank you, gentle uncle. O my 
lord. 

You said that idle weeds are fast in growth : 

Tbe prince my brother hath outgrowu me far. 

Glo . He hath, my lord. 

York. And therefore is lie idle 1 

Glo. O my fair cousin, ! must not say so. 

York. Then is he more beholden to you, 
than I. 

Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign : 
But you have power in me, as in a kinsman. 

York. 1 pray you, uncle, then, give me this 
dagger. 

Glo. My dagger, .little cousin ? with all my 
heart. 

Prince. A beggar, brother T 

YorA*. Of my kind uncle, that I know will 
give; 

And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glo. A greater gift than that I'll give my 
cousin. 

York. A greater gift I Oh I thai’s the sword 
to it? 

Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enouch. 

York. O then, I see, you’ll pait but with 
light gifts ; 

In weightier things, you’ll say a beggar, nay, 

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to 

wear. 

York. I weigh It lightly, were it heavier. 

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little 
lord t 

York. I would, that I might thank you asjou 
call me. 

Glo. Howt 

York. Little. 

Prince. My lord of York will still be cross 
in talk ;— 

Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear 
with me 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me : 
Because that I am little, like an ape. 

He thinks that you should bear me on your 
shoulders. 

Buck. With what a sharp provided wit he 
reasons I 

To mitigate the scorn be gives his uncle. 

He prettily and aptly taunts himself: 

So cunning, and 60 young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My gracious lord, will't please you pass 
along 1 

Myself, and my eood cousin Buckingham, 

Will to jghir mother; to entreat of her, 

To meet you at the Tower, aud welcome yea. 


KING RICHARD III. 


ben*tb|e vice : the buffoon in the old play*. 


Commonly. 


1 Lately* 



Scene I. KING RICHARD III. 561 


York . What, will you go unto the Tower, my 
lord ? 

Prince. My lord protector needs will have 
it so. 

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

(ilo. Why, Sir, what should you fear? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry 
ghost; 

.\!> graudam told me, he was murder'd there. 

Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

(Ho. Noi none that live, l hope. s 

Prince. An if they livt, I hope I need uot 
tear. 

I'tit come, iny lord, and, with a heavy heart. 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Ldiunt Prince, Your, Hastings, Car¬ 
dinal, and Attendants. 

Buck. Hunk \ ou, my loid, this little piatinsf 
York 

Was not munsed * by his subtle mother, 

To taunt and scoin you thus opprobiiously ? 

<‘lo. So doubt, no doubt: Uh ! 'tia a pailous 
boy : 

R"l-1, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ;t 
He's all the mother’s, from the top tu toe. 

/hick. Well, let tnem rest.— 

Conn* hither, gentle Catesby; thou art sworn 
As dteply to effect what we intend, 

A*. closely to conceal what we impart: 

Ihou know'st' our icasons urg'd upon the 
way ;— 

what thiuk’st thou? is it not an easy matter 
T«> make William loul Hastings ol our unud, 

I oi the instalment ol tins noble diffe 
In the seat royal of this famous isle? 

Cute. He lor Ins lathei’s sake so loves ih“ 
pi nice, 

rh o' he will nut he won to a.isht against him. 

j/.nk. What think'st thou then ot Stanley ? 
will rot he ? 

fVfe. He will do all in all as Hidings doth. 

’..uk. Well then, no more but this: Go, 
gentle Catesby, 

And, as it weie lar oil, sound thou lord Hast¬ 
ings, 

lio.v lie doth stand affected to o ir p irpovo ; 

Ami sunn non him to-nioiiow to the 'iowei, 

'Jo sit about the coronation. 

A thou dost luul him tractable to us, 

Incoiirage ln*n, and tell him all our leasous : 

•i be be leaden, icv, cold, unwilling, 
lie thou so too, and so bleak olf the talk. 

And give us notice of Ins intimation : 

•’or w* to-monow hold dmded j councils, 
WlicKin thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 

6 'to. Commend me to lord William: tell him, 
Catesby, 

fits dai.gr,dus knot of adveisaiies 

"1 o-nioirow are let blood at Pomfret castle ; 

And bid my fiienu. for joy of this good news. 
Give mistress Shorn one gentle Kiss the more. 

Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business 
soundly. 

Cate. My ,r ood lords both, with all the heed 
? can. 

Gio. Shall ve hear from you, Catesby, cie 
we sleep? 

Cate. You shall, my lord. 

Glo. At Crosby-place, there shall you find us 
both. [Exit Catesby. 

Buck. Now, my lord, wbat sbaH we, if we 
perceive 

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 

Glo. Chop off his head, man somewhat we 
will do 

And, look, when 1 am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of He refold, and all the move¬ 
ables 

Whereof the king my brother was possess'd. 

Buck. I'll claim that promise at your grace's 
band 

Glo. And look to b?ve it yielded with all 
kindness. 

• Incite’. t Intelligent. X Separate 


Come, let us sup betimes; that afterwards 
We may digest our cumpluts in some form. 

. [ Exeunt, 

SCENE II.—Before Lord Hastings' House. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my loid,— {Knocking. 

Hast. [ Within .] Who knocks ? 

Mess. One from lord Stanley. 

Hast. [ W\t Ain.] What is’t o’clock ? 

Mess. Upon the stroke of lorn. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep these tedious 
uights ? 

Mess. Ho it should seem by that I have to 
say. 

First, he commends him to your uobie lordship. 
Hast. And then,— 

Mess. And then he sends you void, he 
dreamt 

To-night ti»e hoar had rased off his helm : 
Besides, he says, there are two councils held; 
And that may be deteimin'd at the one. 

Which may make you and him to lue al the 
other. 

Therefore he sends to know* your lordship's 
pleasuic,— 

If presently you will take horse with him. 

And with all speed post with lmu low aid the 
north, 

To shun the danger that his soul diviuis. 

HaA. Go, follow, go, leturn unto thy lord; 
Bid him not tier the paraltd councils: 

His honour, and myself, are at the one, 

And, at the othei, is my good fu-ud Catesby ; 
W'heie nothing can piocecd, that touchetli us, 
Wheieot 1 snail not have intelligence. 

Tell him. Ins fiais are shallow, wanting in¬ 
stance : * 

And for his dreams—I vender, he's so fond t 
To tjnst the mockery of unquiet slumoirs; 

To fi\ the boat, heion* the boai puisues, 

Weie to mctiiH the bear to follow us. 

And make puisuit, where he did mean i.o 
chase. 

Go, bid tl:> master use and come to me; 

And we will both lordlier to the Tower, 

V\beie, he shall see, the hoai { will use us 
kindly. 

Mess. I’ll go, my loid, and tell him what you 
say. [£uf. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cute. Many good monows to my noble lord ! 
Hast, Good moiiow, Catesby ; you are early 
Stirling: 

What news, what news, in ti.i» our toitenug 
state ? 

Catr. It is a reeling world, indeed, my loid ; 
And, I believe, will never stand upiight, 

Till Richaid wear the gailaud of the realm. 
Bust. Howl wear the gailaud? dost thou 
mean the crown ? 

Cate. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I’ll have this crown of mine cut fior.i 
my shouldeis, 

Before I'll see the crown so foul misplac’d. 

But caust thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 
Cate. Ay, onniy lile ; and hopes to tiud you 
forward 

Upon his party, foi the gain thereof: 

And, thereupon, be sends you this good news,— 
That, this same veiy day, your enemies. 

The kindled of the queeu, must die at Pomfret. 
Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that 
news. 

Because they have been still ray adversaries: 

But, that I’ll give my voice on Richard’s side. 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 

God knows, I will uot do it, to the death. 

• Example. t Weak- 

t L t. G loiter, who had a boar for hn armi 

20 
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Cate . God keep your lordship in that gracious 
mind! 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve- 
month heoc^. 

That they, who brought me in my master’s hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older. 
I’ll send some packing, that yet think not on't. 

Cate. 'Tis a vile tbiug to die, my gracious 
lord. 

When men are nnprepar*d, and look not for it. 

Hast. O monstrous, monstrous 1 and so falls 
it out 

With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and so 'twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as 
safe 

As thou and I; who, as thou know'st, are dear 
To princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

Cate. The pi luces both make high account of 
you,— 

For they account his bead upon the bridge. 

[Aside. 

Hast. I know, they do; and I have well de¬ 
serv’d it. 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar-spear, 
man ? 

Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided X 

Stan. My loiri, good-tuonow j and good mor¬ 
row, Catesby :— 

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, • 

1 do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast. My lord, 1 hold my life as dear as 
your’s; 

And never, in iny life, I do protest. 

Was it more precious to me thau ’tis now: 
Think you, but that 1 know our state secure, 

1 would be so triumphant as 1 am ? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode 
from Loudon, [sure, 

Were jocund, and suppos’d their states were 
And they, ludeed, had no cause to mistrust; 

But yet, you see, how soon the day o’er-cast. 
This sudden stab of rancour 1 misdoubt; 

Pray God, 1 say, 1 prove a needless cowaul I 
What, shall we toward the Tower ? the day is 
spent. 

Hast. Come, come, have with you.—Wolf 
you what, my lord X 

To-day, the lords you talk of are beheaded. 

Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear 
their heads, 

Than some that have accus’d them, wear their 
hats. 

But come, my lord, let's away. 

Enter a Pursuivant. 

Hast. Go on before. I’ll talk with this good 
fellow. [Exeunt Stan, and Catesby. 
How now, sirrah \ how goes the world with 
tliee T 

Purs. The better, that yonr lordship please 
to ask. 

Hast. I tell thee, man, *tis better with me 
now. 

Than when thou met’st me last where now we 
meet : 

Then I was going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the suggestion of the queen’s allies; 

But now I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) 

This day those enemies are put to death. 

Ami 1 in better sure than ere l was. 

Purs. God hold it, to your honour’s good 
content I 

Hast. Gramercy, fellow; There, drink that 
for me. [Throwing him his purse. 

Purs. I thank your honour. 

[Exit Pursuivant. 

Enter a Priest. 

Pr. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see 
your honour. 

t Know. 


Hast. I thank thee, good Sir Jobu, with all 
my heart. 

I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content 
you. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord 
chamberlain X 

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the 
priest; ' 

Your honour hath no shriving • work in hand. 
Hast. 'Good faith, and when I met this holy 
man. 

The men you talk of came into my mind. 

What, go you toward the Tower X 
, Luck. 1 do, my lord; but long I cannot stay 
there : 

1 shaH return before your lordship thcuce. 

Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay diunei 
theie. 

Buck. And supper too, although thou know’st 
it not. [Aside. 

Come, will you go X 
Hast, i'il wait upon your lordship. 

[Exeunt. 

SCE\E III. — Pomfret.—Before the Castle. 

Enter Ratclifp, with a guard, conducting 
Rivers, Grey, and Vauuhan, to Execu¬ 
tion. 

Fat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Jliv. Sir Kichaid Ratchif, let me tell thee 
this,— 

To-day, shall thou behold a subject die. 

For truth, for duty, and lor loyally. 

Grey. God keep tbe pnuce from all the pack 
of you X 

A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vauglt. You live, that shall cry tvoe for this 
hereafter. 

Bat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 
liiv. O Pomfiet, Pomiret 1 O thou bloouy 
prison. 

Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 

Wallin the guilty closure of thy walls, 

Richard the second here was hack’d to death : 
And, tor nioie slander to thy dismal seat, 

Wc give thee up our guiltless blood to dnuk. 
Grey. Now Margaret’s curse is falleu upon 
our beads, 

When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I, 

For standing by when Richard stabb’d her soil. 
Bio. Then cuis'd she llasuugs, then cuis'd 
she Buckingham, 

Then curs’d she Richard O remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now lor ua! 
And for my sister, and her princely sons, 

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods* 
Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must le 
spilt 1 

Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is ex¬ 
piate. t 

Riv. Come, Grey,—come, Vaughan,—let iu 
here cmbiace: 

Farewell, until wc meet again in heaven. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — London. — A Room in the Toucr. 

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bi¬ 
shop of Ely, Catesby, Lovel, and others , 
sitting at a Table ; Officers of the Council 
attending. 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the canse why w 
are met 

Is—to determine of the coronation ; 

In God's name, speak, when is the royal day ? 
Buck. Are all things ready for that rojal 
time X 

Stan. They are; and want but nomination. 
Ely. To-morrow then 1 judge a happy day. 

f Expiated, completed. 
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Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mlud 
herein ? 

Who is most inward • wilh the noble dnke? 
Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest 
know bis mind. 

Buck, we know each oJier's faces: for onr 
hearts. 

He knows no more of mine, than I of yonr's; 
Nor I, of his, my lord, than you of mice ?— 
Lord Hastings, you aud he are near in love. 
Hast. 1 thank his grace, 1 know be loves 
me well; 

But, for his purpose in the coronation, 

1 have not sounded him, nor be deliver'd 
His gracious pleasure any way therein : 

But you, niy noble lord, may name the time ; 
And in the duke's belialr 1*11 give my voice, 
Which, 1 picsume, he’ll take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloster. 

Ely . In happy time, be re comes the dnke 
himself. 

Glo. My noble lords and cousins, all, good 
morrow: 

I have been long a sleeper; but, I trust, 

My absence doth neglect no great design. 

Which by my presence might have been con* 
eluded. 

Buck. Had you not come up on your cue, my 
lord, 

William lord Hastings had pronounc’d your 
part,— 

I mean, youi voice,—for crowning of the king. 
Glo. 1 ban my lord Hastings, no man might 
be bolder ; 

His lordship knows me well, and loves me 
well.— 

My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 

1 saw good stiawberries in your garden there; 

I do beseech >ou jtnd for some ot them. 

Ely. Marry, ana will, my lord, with all my 
heart. [Eut Ely. 

Glo. Coumq of Buckingham, a word wnb 
you. [ Takes him aside. 

Cniesby hath sounded Hastings in our busi¬ 
ness, 

And finds the testy gentleman so hot. 

That he will lose his head, ere give consent. 

His master’s child, as worshipfally he terms 
it. 

Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck. Wubdiaw yourself awhile. I'll go with 
yon. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Buckingham. 
Sian. We have not yet 6et down this day Of 
triumph. 

To-inorrow, iii my judgment, is too sudden ; 

Foi I myself am not bo well provided, 

As else I would be, were the day prolong’d. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 

Ely . Where is my lord protector! I have 
sent for these strawberries. 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully aud smooth 
(his morning; 

There's 9ome concent or other likes him well, 
Wlieu he doth bid good morrow with such spi¬ 
rit. 

I think there's ne’er a man in Christendom, 

Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he; 

For by his face stiaight shall ye know his heart. 
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his 
face. 

By any likelihood he allow'd to-day? 

Hast. Many, that with no man here he is 
otieuded ; 

For, were he, he bad shown it in his looks. 

Jle-enter Gloster and Bucking ham. 

Glo. I pray you all, tell me wliat they de¬ 
serve, 

That do conspire my death with devilish plots. 


563 

Of damned witchcraft: and that have prevail'd 
Upon my body with their hellish charms? 

Hast . The tender iuve 2 bear your grace, my 
lord. 

Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders: Whosoe’er they be, 
i say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

Glo . Then be your eyes the wituess of their 
evil: 

Look how 1 am bewitch’d ; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither'd up; 

And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous 
witch. 

Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcralt thus have marked 
me. 

Hast . If they have done this deed, my noble 
lord,— 

Glo. If! thou protector of this damn'd strum¬ 
pet, 

Talk'st thou to me of ifs ?—Thou art a trai¬ 
tor 

Off with liis headHow, by Saint Paul, I 
swear, 

I will not dine until I see the same.— 

Lovel and Catesby, look that it be done; 

The rest that love me, rise, and follow me. 
[Exeunt Council, with Gloster and Buck¬ 
ingham. 

Hast. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for 
me ; 

Tor I, too fond,* might have prevented this: 
Stanley did dream, the boar did lase his helm; 
But 1 disdain'd it, and did scorn to fty. 

Three tunes to-day my foot-cloth horse did 
stumble. 

And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower, 

A:> luatli to hear me to the slaughter-house. 

Oil I now I want the puest that spake to me : 

I now repent I told the pursuivaut, 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies, 
i’o-day at Point ret bloodily were butcher'd, 

Aud I myself secure m giace and favour. 

O Margaret, Maigaret, now tby hea\y curse 
Is lighted oil pool Hastings’ wietched head. 
Cate. Despatch, my ioid, the duke would be 
at dinner ; 

Make a short sbutt, he longs to see yotrr bead. 

Hast. O momentary giace of mortal men, 
Which we more bunt lor than the grace of 
God I 

Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks. 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast; 

Ready, with eveiy nod, to tumble down 
luto the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, despatch ; 'tis bootless to 
exclaim. 

Hast. O bloody Richard J—miserable Eag- 
land ! 

I piophesy the fearfull’st time to thee. 

That ever wretched age hath look’d upon.— 

Come, lead me to the block, bear him my 
head ; 

They smite at me, who shortly shall be dead. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—The same.—The Tower-walls. 

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, in rusty 
armour, marvellous ill-Jaicar f d. 

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, aud 
change thy colour ? 

Murder thy breath m middle of a word,— 

And then again begin, and stop again. 

As if thou wert distraught, aud mad with 
terror t 

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep trage. 
dian; 

Speak, and look back, and pry on every side. 
Tremble and atart at wagging of a 6traw, 
Intending? deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my seivice, like enforced smiles; 


• Intimate. 
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t Thought. 


• Weak, foolish. 


t Pretending. 
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And both are ready in their offices, 

At any tune, to grace my stratagems. 

But what, is Catesby gone ? 

Glo. He is; and, see, be brings the mayor 
along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Cates uy. 

Back. Let me alone to entertain bun.—Lord 
mayor,— 

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 

Buck. Hark, bark! a drain* 

Glo. Catesby, o’eilook the walls 
Buck. Loid mayoi, the reason we ba\e sent 
. for you,- 

Glo . Look back, defend thee, here aie ene¬ 
mies. 

Buc/>. God aud our innocence defend and 


The mayor towaids Guildhall lues him in ail 
post 

There, at your meetest vantage of the tunc. 

Infer the bastardy of Cdwaid’s tluldieu: 

Tell them, how Ldnard put to death a citi¬ 
zen, * 

Only for saying lie would make his sou 
Hen to the crown : meaning, indeed his house. 
Which, by the sigu tlieieol, was teiined so. 
Moreover, luge his hateful Inxuiy, 

And bestial appetite in change ol lust; 

Which stietch’d unto their seivauls, daughter, 
wives. 

Even wbeie his raging eye, or savage hemt 
Without conti ol, listed to make lus piey. 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my per¬ 
son :— 


guard us! 

Enter Lovel and Ratcliff, ttitk Hastings' 

hf ud. 

Glo , Be patient, they aie friends ; Katcl.tr, 
and Lovel. 

Lov. Here ia the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo. So dear 1 lov’d the man, that I must 
weep. 

I took him toi the plainest harmless creatine, 
That bienik’d upon the earth a Chustian ; 

Made him my book, whcieui my soul itcorded 
The lustoiy of all het seciet thoughts: 

So smooth he daub’d lus uce with show of 
virtue, 

That, his apparent open guilt omitted, 

1 mean, bis conversation with Shoie’s wife,— 

He liv’d fioin all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. W ell, well, tie was the coveit’st slie'.lei'd 
traitor 


Tell them, when that my mother went with 
child 

i Of that insatiate Edward, noble Yoik, 

! My piiuccly fatlei, then had wais in Fiance; 

| And, by pist compulation ot toe time, 
t Found that the isaiie u;»s not iiH bejot ; 
j Winch welt appealed in his lineaments. 

Being nothing like the noble duke m> lather: 
Yet touch this spamiglv, as ’tneie fell oil , 
Because, my loid, you Know mv innihti live-. 

| Buck, lioubt not, my loid; i'll play the 
oiatoi, 

Vp if the golden fee, feu which I plead, 

' Were for my.-eli ; and no, my loid, auieu. 

, Glo. It you thine well, bring them to Bar¬ 
naul's castle; 

Where you shall luid me well accompanied, 

Willi uveieud failiei 1 -, aud wtll-kaiued bishops. 
Buck. 1 go, and towaids laue oi lour 
o clock. 

Look foi the new> that the Guild-h..ll aifouH. 


That evei liv’d.—Look you, my lord major, 
Would you imagine, oi almost believe. 

(Were’t not, that by great pieseivatum 
We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted in the council-house, 

To murder me, and my good loid of Gloster? 
May. \\ hat i had he so i 
Glo. What! think you we are Tu.ks, oi in¬ 
fidels? 

Or that we would, against the foim of law. 
Proceed thus rashly m the villain’s death ; 

But that the extreme peril of the case. 

The peace of England, aud our persons’ safely, 
Enforc’d us to this execution ? 

May. Now', fair befall you 1 he deserv’d his 
death; 

And your good graces both have well piocecded. 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

I nevei look’d for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Buck. Yet had we not determin’d he should 
die, 

Until your lordship came to see his end ; 

Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented: 
Because, my lord, we would have had you 
heard 

The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of bis treasons ; 
That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace’s word 
shall serve. 

As well as I had seen, and heard him speak: 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both. 

But i’ll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings ill this case. 

Glo. Aud to that end we wish’d your lordship 
here. 

To avoid the censures of the carping world. ( 
Buck. But since you came too late of our in- 
tent. 

Yet witness what you hear we did intend: 

And so, my good lord mayor, we hid farewell, 

[Exit Lord Mayor. 
Glo. Go after, after, cousin Buckingham. 


[Exit Bl CKING 11 AM. 
Glo. Go, Lovel, with ail speed lo dot lot 
Shaw 

Go thou [To Cail.j to fmr Penker bid llnm 
both 

Meet me, within tins hour, at Bay mud's rustic. 

[Exeunt Lovui. and CvTitabY. 
Now will I m, to take some pi ivy oidvi 
To draw the biata ot Clarence out oi sight; 

And to give notice, tiiat no manner of prison 
Have, any time, iccourse unto the puncea. 

[Exit. 

SC EXE VI.—A Sheet. 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Scrtu. Heie is the indictment ol the good lord 
Hastings ; 

Winch m a set hand faith is engross’d, 

That it may be to-uay lead o’er in Paul’s. 

And mark how well the sequel hangs toge¬ 
ther :— 

Eleven hours I have spent to write it over, 

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me *, 

The precedentt was full as long a doing: 

And yet within these five hours Hustings liv’d, 
Untainted, unexaimiied, free, at libeity. 

Heie’a a good world the while!—Who is so 
gross. 

That cannot see th.s palpable device l 
Yet who so bold, but says—he sees it not! 

Bad is the wot Id; aud all will come to naught. 
When such bad dealing must be seeu iu thought. 

[Exit. 

SCENE VII.—The same.—Court of Bay nurd's 

Castle. 

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, meeting, 
Glo. How now, how now ? what say the citi¬ 
zens 1 

Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

• One Walker, a aubscantial citiuo and Grocer, at 
Ihc Cnwn in Chcjpaule. 

f Original draft. 


J 
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Glo. Touch'd yon the bastardy of Edward's 
children t 

Buck. I did; with his contrict with Lady 
Lucy, 

And his contrict by deputy in France : 

The insatiate greediness of his desiies, 

And his enforcement of the city wives : 

His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy. 

As being got, yonr father then in France; 

And his resemblance, being not iike the duke. 
Withal, I did inter your lineaments, 
living the right idea of your father, 

Both in your foim and nobleness of mind: 

Laid open all your victoiies in Scotland, 

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace. 

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 

Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose, 
Untouch'd, or slightly handled, in discourse. 
And, when my oratoiy grew to an end, 

I hade them, that did love their country's good. 
Cry—rGod save Richard , England's royal 
king ' 

Glo. And did they so ? 

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a 
woid ; 

Tint, like dumb statue*, or breathless stones. 
Star'd on ««t( li other, and look’d deadly pale. 
Which when I -aw, I reprehended them; 

And ask’d the mayor, what meant this wilful 
silence : 

His answei was,—the people were not us’d 
'lo he spoke to, but by the recoidei. 

Then he was iu«’d to tell niv tale again : 

Thus saith the duke , thus hath the duke in- 
Jei t’d ; 

lint nothing spoke in wurant fioin himself. 
Whin he bid done, some followeia of mine 
own, 

At lower did o’lhe hall, hull'd up their caps, 

A ml some ten \oices cued, God sale king 
Jin Im "d ' 

And thus i took the vantage of the few,— 
Thai.\\, gentle citizens and jnends, quoth I ; 
This gnu ral applause, and cheerful .shout, 
Argues your nisdtrn , and your loie to 
Richard • 

And even heie broke ofT and came aua\. 

Glo. Wli.-.t tongueless blocks weie they ; 
would they not speak { 

Will not the mayor tin u, and Ins brethmi, 
cmne ? 

Buck. Tin* mayor is here at hand ; intend * 
some tear ; 

Ee not you spoke with, but by mighty suit • 

And look you get a prayei-hook m your hand. 
And bieml between two chuichinen, good my 
lord ; 

Foi on that giound I'll make a holy descant: 

Ami he not easily won to our leqtiesrs; 

Flay the maid’s pait, still answer nay, and 
take it. 

Glo. I go ; And if you plead as well for 
them, 

As I can f:u nay to thee for myself. 

No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor 
knocks. [Exit Gi.oster. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen , and 
Citizens. 

Welcome, my lord ; I dance attendance here ; 

I think, the duke will not be spoke withal.— 

Enter, from the Castle , Catesby. 

Now, Catesbv ! what says yonr lord to my re¬ 
quest 1 

Cate. He doth entreat your grace, my noble 
lord. 

To visit him to-moirow, or next day: - 
He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 

And iu no woildly suit would he be mov'd. 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 


Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious 
duke, 

Tell him, myself, the mayor, and aldermen, 

Iu deep designs, in mauer or great moment, 

No less importing than the general good, 

Are come to have some conference with his 
grace. 

Cate. I'll signify so much unto’him stiaight. 

[Exit. 

Buck. Ah I ha I my lord, this prince is not an 


Edward 1 

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, * 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans. 

But meditating with two deep divines ; 

Not bleeping, to engross t bis idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul: 

Happy weie Englaud, would this virtuous 
prince 

Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 

But, suie, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it. 

May. Marrv, God defend, his grace should say 
us nay 1 

Buck. I fear, he will: Here Catesby comes 
again 


Re-enter Catesby. 


Now, Cr.tesby, what says his grace ? 

Cute. He wonders to what end you have as 
seinbied 


S.icli troops of citizens to come to bun, 

His L'lace not being warn'd theieof bet ore, 

He lo.us, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

Hue Ic. Soiry I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 

By heaven, we come to him in pel feet love ; 

And so once more return and tell his grace 

[Ei it Catesby. 

\Wien holy and devout religions men 
Aie at their bead*-, 'tis hard to draw them 
tlmnce ; 

So sweet is zealous contemplation. 


Enter Glostir, in a Gallery above , bctuccn 
two Bishops. Catesby returns. 


May. See, wheie Ins grace stands ’tween two 
clergymen ! 

Buck. Two piops of viitue for a Cbiistidi! 
prince. 

To stay him from the fall of vanity : 

And, see, a book of prayer in his hand ; 
t rue oin,intents to know' a holy man. 

Famous Plantagenet, most giacious prince, 
bend favoiiiable eai to our i(quests ; 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy devotion, and right-Chffstian zeal. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology ; 

I lather do beseech you paidou me, 

Who, earnest in the seivice ol my God, 

Neglect the visitation of my friends, 

But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure? 
Buck. Even that, 1 hope, which pleabcth God 
above, 

And all good men of this imgovern'd isle. 

Glo. 1 do suspect I have done some offence. 
That seems disgiacmus in the city’s eye ; 

And that you come to leprehend my ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my loid; Would it might 
please yonr grace, 

On our entreaties to amend your fault! 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe 1 in a Christian 
land ? 

Buck. Know, then, it is y r our fault, that you 
resign 

The supreme seat, the throne majestical. 

The sceptred office of your ancestors, 

Your state of fortune, and your due of birth. 

The lineal glory of your royal house. 

To the corruption of a blemish'd stock : 

Whilst, iu the mildness of your sleepy thoughts 
(Which here we waken to our country's good,) 
The noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 

Her face defac’d with ^cars of infamy. 


• Preteud. 


* A couch. 
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Her royal stock graft with Ignoble plants, 

And almost shoulder'd • In the swallowing gulf 
Of daik forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 

Which to recuie,t we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your laud : 

Not as protector, steward, substitute. 

Or lowly factor for another's gam : 

But as successive ly from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your einpery,J your own. 
For this, cousoited with the citizens. 

Your very worshipful and loving friends. 

And by their vehement instigation. 

In this just suit come I to move your grace. 

Glo. I cannot tell, if to depait in silence. 

Or bitterly to 6 peak in your reproof, 

Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 

If not to answer,—you might haply think, 
Tongue-tied am otion, not replying, yielded 
To bear tbe golden yoke of sovereignty. 

Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 

It* to reprove you for this suit of youiS, 

So season'd with your faithtul love to me. 

Then, oil the other side, i check'd my friends. 
Therefore,—to speak, and to avoid the 
fu st; 

And, then in speaking, not to incur the last,— 
Delimtively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks ; hut my desert 
Uiimentabie, shims your high lequest. 

First, if all obstailes were cut away. 

And that my path were even to the crown, 

As the ripe revenue and due of huth ; 

Yet so much is my poveity of spirit, 

So mighty and so inauy my defects. 

That 1 would rather hide me from my gieat- 
ness,— 

Being a bark to brook no mighty sea,— 

Than in my gieatness covet to be lnd. 

And in the vapour of my glory smother'd. 

But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me ; 
(And much I need 5 to help you, if need weie ;) 
The royal tree hath left us loyal fruit. 

Which, mellow'd by tbe stealing horns of time, 
Will well become the seat ot majesty. 

And make, 110 doubt, us happy by his reign. 

On him 1 lay what you would lay 011 me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars,— 
Which God defend, that 1 should wring from 
him 1 

Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in 
your grace ; 

But the respects theieof are nicefl and trivial. 
Ail circumstances well considered. 

You say, that Edward is your brother's son ; 

So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife : 

For lirst he was contract to lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives a wituess to his vow : 

And afterwards by substitute betroth’d 
To Bona, sister to the king of Fiance. 

These both put by, a poor petitioner, 

A care-craz'd mother to a many sons, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow. 

Even in tbe afternoon of her best days. 

Blade prize and purchase of Ins wanton eye. 
Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To base declension and loath'd bigamy : 

By ber, in his unlawful bed, be got 
This Edward, whom our manners call—tbe 
prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for revereuce to some alive, 

1 give % sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good ray lord, take to your royal self 
This Broffer'd benettt of dignity : 

If nqrlo bless as and tbe laud withal. 

Yet to draw fbith your noble ancestry 
From tbe corruption of abusing uwe r 
Unto a lineal true-derived couise. 

May. Do, good ray lord; your citiaens en¬ 
treat you. 


• Thm»t into, 
f Want ability 


X Empire. 


Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, tins proffer'd 
love. 

Cate. Oh I make them joyful, grant their law¬ 
ful suit. 

Glo. Alas ? why would you heap those cares 
011 met 

I am nnfit for state and majesty :— 

I do beseech you, take it not amiss; 

I cannot, nor i will not, yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it,—as m love anil 
zeal. 

Loath to depose the child, your brother’s son; 

As well we kuow your teuderuess ot heart. 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, • 

Which we have uoted in you to your kindred. 
And equally, indeed, to all estates,— 

Yet know, wlie'r you accept our suit or no. 

Your biolher's soil shall never reign our king; 
But we will plant some other in your tin one. 

To the disgrace and dowutal ot yom house. 

And, 111 this lesolution, here we leave you ; 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[Exeunt Buckinghvm and Citizen*. 
Cate. Call them again, sweet pi nice, accept 
their suit; 

If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 

Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of 
cares 1 

Well, call them again ; I am not made of stone. 
But peuetrable to your kind eutieaiies, 

[E> it Cat esby. 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul.— 

Be-entcr Bucking ham and the rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and sage, grave men, 

• Since you will buckle toilune on my back, 

I To bear her burden, wlit’r 1 will or no, 

I must have palnuce to etiduie the loan: 

But if black scandal, or foul-lacM tepioach, 
Attend the sequel ol your impu* itiun, 

Your mere enfoicement shall acquittance me 
1 F 10111 all the impure blots and stains thtreoi ; 
j F 01 God lie knows, and you may panly see. 
How far I am froiji the deeiic ot this. 

May. God bless your grace 1 we see it, and 
will say it. 

Glo. In saying so, you •shall but say the 
truth. 

Buck. Then I salute you with this royal 
title,— 

Long live king Richard, England's worthy king! 
All. Amen 1 

Buck. To-morrow may it please you to he 
crown’d ? 

Glo. Even when you please, since you will 
have it so. 

Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your 
grace ; 

And so, most joyfully we take our leave. 

Glo . Come, let us to our holy work again 

[To the Bi\liops. 
Farewell, good cousin farewell, gentle ti lends. 

f. Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—Before the Tower. 

Enter on one side , Queen Elizabeth, Duchess 
of York, and Marquis of Dorset; on the 
other , Annb, Duchess of Glosier, leading 
Lady Margaret Plantagenp.t, Clarence's 
young Daughter. 

Dueh. Who meet* m here ?—my niece Plan- 
tagenet 

Led in the hand of her kind Mint of Gloster 1 
Now, for my life, she's wand'nng to the Tower, 
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender 
prince.— 

Daughter, well met. 


i Recover 
| Minute. 
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Scene. 1 

Anne. God give your graces both 
A happy aud a joyful time of day 1 

Q. Elis. As much to you, good sister I Whi¬ 
ther away 1 

Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I 

guess. 

Upon the like devotion as yourselves. 

To gratulate the gentle priuces there. 

Q. Elis. Kind sister, thanks; we’ll enter all 
together: 

Enter Brakenbury. 

And, In good time, here the lieutenant comes.— 
Master lieutenant, pra> you, by your leave. 

How doth the prince, aud iny young son of 
York ? 

Brak. Right well, dear madam: By your 
patience, 

1 may not suffer you to visit them: 

The kins hath strictly charg'd the contrary. 

Q. Eliz. The king I who's that! 

Brak . I mean, the lord protector. 

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that 
kingly title 1 

Hath he set bounds between their love and 
me ? 

1 am their mo^ier, who shall bar me from 
them ? 

Buck. 1 am their father's mother, I will see 
them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
mother: 

Then bring me to their sights; I'll bear thy 
blame. 

And take thy office from thee, on thy peril. 

Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leave it 
so ; 

I am hound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exit Brakenbury. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour 
hence, 

And I’ll salute your grace of Yoik as mother. 
And reveiend looker-on of two fair queens.— 
Come, madam, you must straight to Westmins¬ 
ter. [To the Duchess of Gloster. 
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen. 

Q. Eliz. Ah ! cut my lace asunder. 

That my pent lieai t may have some scope to 
beat. 

Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 

Anne. Despiteful tidings l O unpleasing 
news 1 

Dor . Be of good cheerMother, bow fares 
your grace l 

Q. Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee 
gone. 

Death and destruction dog thee at the heels ; 

Thy mother's name is ominous to children : 

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of 
bell. 

Co, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter¬ 
house, 

Lest thou increase the number of the dead; 

And make me die the thrall of Margaret's 
curse,— 

Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted 
queen. 

Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, 
madam 

Take all the swift advantage of the honrs; 

You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way: 

Be not ta’en tardy by uuwise delay. 

Duch* 0 ill-dispersing wind of misery I — 

O my accursed womb, the bed of death , 

A cockatrice * hast thou hatch'd to the world, 

\\ hose unavnided eye is murderous 1 

Star-. Come, madam, come; I in all haste 
was sent- 

* A fcrpeul supposed to originate ftooi a cock’s 
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Arute. And I with all unwillingness will 
go.- 

Oh! would to God, that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal, • that must round my brow. 
Were red-hot steel, to sear t me to the brain! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 

And die, ere men can say—God save the queen l 

Q. Eliz . Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy 
glory; 

To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne. No! why?—When he, that is my hus¬ 
band now, 

Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corse •, 

When scarce the blood was well wash'd from 
liis hands. 

Which issu'd from my other angel husband. 

And that dead Saint wluch then 1 weeping fol¬ 
low’d ; 

Oh l when, I say, I look'd on Richard’s face. 
This was my wish,— Be thou, quoth I, occurs*d, 
For making me, so young, so old a widow ! 
And, when thou ived'st, let sorrow haunt thy 
bed : 

And be thy wife, (if any be so mad) 

More miserable by the life of thee. 

Than thou hast made me by my dear lord*s 
death / 

Lo, ere 1 can repeat this curse again. 

Even in 60 short a space, my womaii’s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words. 

And prov’d the subject of mine own soul's 
curse : 

Which ever since hath held mine eyes from 
rest; 

For never yet one hour ill his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with ins timorous dreams was still awak'd. 
Besides, he hales me fur my .father Warwick; 
And will, no doubt, shortly be nd of me. 

Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu; 1 pity thy com¬ 
plaining. 

Anne. No more than with my soul 1 mourn 
for your’s. 

Dor . Farewell, thou woeful welcomer of 
glory 1 

Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak’st thy leave 
of it I 

Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good for¬ 
tune guide thee 1— [To Dorset. 

Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend 
thee I— [To Anne. 

Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess 
thee 1 [To Q. Elizabeth. 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with 
me. 

Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 

And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of 
teen.J 

Q. Eliz. Stay yet; look back, with me, unto 
the Tower.— 

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes. 
Whom envy hath immui’d within your walls 1 
Rough ciadle for such little pretty ones l 
Rude ragged nurse I old sullen play-fellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well I 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—A Room of Stale in the 
Palace. 

Flourish of Trumpets. Richard as King 

upon his Throne ; Buckingham, Catesby 

a Page, and others . 

K. Rich. Stand all apart.—Cousin of Buck- 
ingham,- 

Buck. My gracious sovereign. 

AT. Rich. Give me thy band. Thus high, by 
thy advice. 

And tby assistance, is king Richard seated 

• The crown. i A regicide was anciently 
punished by placing a crown of cad-hot iron upon 
jus head. 

t Sorrow. 
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But shall wc near these glories for a day ? 

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 
Buck. Still live they! and for ever let them 
last! 

K, Huh. Ah! Buckingham, uow do 1 play 
the touch; v 

To try if thou be current gold indeed :— 

Young Edward lives ;—Think now what I would 
speak. 

Buck. Say oil. my loving lord. 

K , Rich. Why, Buckingham, 1 say, I would 
be king. 

Buck . Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned 
liege. 

K. Rich. Ha 1 am I king ? ’Tis so : but Ed¬ 
ward lives. 

Buck. True, noble prince. 

K . Rich. O bitter consequence, 

That Edward still should live,—true, noble 
prince; 

Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull :— 
Shall 1 be plain ? I wish the bastards dead : 

And I would have it suddenly peiform’d. 

What say’st thou now! speak suddenly, be 
brief. 

Buck. Your grace may do >our pleasure. 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kind¬ 
ness freezes i 

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 
Buck. Give me some bieath, some little 
pause, dear lord. 

Before I positively speak in this ; 

I will resolve your grace immediately. 

[Ent BUCKINGHAM. 
Cate. The king is angry; see, he gnaws his 
lip. [.Ijrr/c. 

K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted 
fools, [Descends from his Throne. 
And unrespective t boys : none arc for me, 

That look into me with considerate eyes;— 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circum¬ 
spect.— 

Boy,- 

page. My lord. 

K. Rich. Know’st thou not any, whom coi- 
ruptiim gold 

Would tempt unto a close exploit! of death? 

Page. I know a discontented gentleman. 
Whose humble means match not his haughty 
mind: 

Gold were as good as twenty orators. 

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his name ? 

Page. His name, my lord, is Tyrrel. 

K. Rich. I partly kuow the man ; Go, call 
him hither, boy. — [Exit Page. 

The deep-revolving witty § Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to iny coun¬ 
sels : 

Hath he so long held out with me until'd, 

And stops he now lor breath ?—well, be it 
so.— 

Enter Stanley. 

How now, lord Stanley? what’s the news? 

Stan. Know, my loving lord. 

The marquis Dorset, as 1 heat, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where lie abides. 

K . Rich. Come hither, Catesby: rumour it 
abroad. 

That Anue, my wife, is very grievous sick; 

I will take order for her keeping close. 

Inquire me oat some mean-born gentleman. 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence* 
daughter 

The boy is foolish, and I fear not him.— 

Look, how thou dreara’st 1—I say again, give 
out, 

That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die: 
About it; for it stauds me much upon, ty 

• Touebttont. 

♦ Inconiiderat*. * Sedtt act. 
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To stop all hopes, whose growth may damage 
me.— [Exit Catbsay* 

I must be married to my brother’s daughtn. 

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass :— 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gam 1 But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.— 

Re-enter Page, with Tykrel. 

Is thy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most ohedie:vt 
subject. 

K. Rich. Art thou, indeed ? 

Tyr. Prove me, my giacinus lord. 

K. Rich • Dar’st thou resolve to kill a filend 
of miue ? 

Tyr. Please you ; but I had rather kill two 
enemies. 

AT. Rich. Why, then thou hast it ; two deep 
enemies. 

Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s dis¬ 
turbers, 

Are they that I would have thee deal * upon : 
'Tyrrel, I mean those b.istaids in the Towel. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to 
them, • 

And soon I’ll rid you from the fear of them. 

A'. Rich. Thou siug’st sweet music. Haik, 
come hither, Tyirel; 

Go, by this token Rise, and lend thine car : 

There is no more hut so Say, it is done, 

And l will love thee, and prefer thee foi it. 

Tyr. I will despatch it stiaight. [Exit 

Rc-cntcr Buckingiiav. 

Buck. My lord, I have consider’d i.i my 
mind 

The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K. Rich. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled 
to Richmond- 

Bitch. I litar the news, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife’s sou :— 
U ell, look to it. 

Buck. My lord, I chum the gilt, my due by 
piomise, 

For which your honour and your fall.*) is 
pawn’d ; 

The earldom of Heieford, and the moveables. 
Which von have premised 1 shall possess. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if she 
convey 

Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck. What says your highness to iny just 
request ? 

K. Rich. I do remember me,—Heiny the 
sixth 

Did prophesy that Richmond should he king. 
When Richmond was a iittle peevish t boy. 

A king !—perhaps— 

Buck. My loid,- 

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not 
at that time. 

Have told me, I being by, that I should kill 
him! 

Buck . My loid, your promise for the eaii- 

, dom,— 

K. Rich . Richmond!—When last I was at 
Exeter, 

The mayor, in courtesy, show’d me the castle, 
And call’d it—Rouge-inoiit: at which name, I 
started ; 

Because a hard of Irelaud told me once, 

I should lint live long after 1 saw Richmoud. 

Buck. My lord,- 

AT. Rich. Ay, what’s o'clock! 

Buck. I am thus hold 

To put your grace iu mind of what you pro¬ 
mis’d me. 

K. Ridu Well, but what is’t o’clock f 

• An. ♦ Foolith. 
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Buck. Upon the stroke 
Of ten. 

K. Kick. Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why let it strike? 

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, • thou 
keep’6t the stroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

I am not iu the giving vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me whe’r you will 
or no. 

K . Rich. Thou troublest me; I am not in the 
vein. 

[Exeunt King Richard, and Train. 
Buck. And is it thus ? repays he my deep 
service 

With such contempt? made I him king for 
this f 

() let me think on Hastings ; and be gone 
To Brecknock, t while my fearful bead is on. 

[Exit. 

SCENE III—The same. 

Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 
The most arch deed of piteous massacie, 

That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

DiL'bton and Fonest, whom 1 did suborn 
To do this piece ot ruthless + butchery, 

Albeit they wore flesh'd villains, bloody docs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion. 
Wept like two childicn, in their death’s sad 
story. 

f) thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes,— 
Thus, tnus, quoth Forrest, girdling one a no¬ 
th lT 

Within their alabaster innocent arms: 

Their lips ticre four red roses on a stalk , 

If hick in their summer beauty, kiss’d each 
othn. 

A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 

Which once, quoth Forrest, almost chang’d 
my mind ; 

But oh ' the devil— there the villain stopp’d ; 
When Dighton thus told on,— tee smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature, 
That, Jrom the prime creation, e'er she 
Jram'd.— 

Heuce both are gone ; with conscience and re¬ 
morse. 

They could not speak; and so I left them both. 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

• 

Enter King Richard. 

And here he comes All health, my sovereign 
lord I 

K . Rich. Kind Tyirell am I happy in thy 
news 1 

Tyr. If to have done the thiug you gave in 
chatge 

Beget your happiness, be happy, then, 

For it is done. 

K. R>ch. But didst thou see them dead ? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Huh. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the tower hath bui ied 
them ; 

But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

AT. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after 
supper. 

When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time, but think how 1 may do thee good. 
And be inliei itor of thy desire. 

Farewell, till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I peun’d 
up close; 

His danghter meanly have I match'd in mar¬ 
riage ; 

The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s bosom. 


* An image like those at St. Dunstan’s church In 
fliet-ttreet. * Hie castle in Wales. 
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And Anne my wife hath bid the world good 
night. 

Now, for 1 know the Bretagne* Richmond 
aims 

At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter, 

And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown, 
To her go J, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cate. My lord,— 

K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com’st 
in so bluntly I 

Cate. Bad news, iny lord ; Morton + is fled to 
Richmond ; 

And Buckingham, back'd with the haidy 
Welshmen, 

Is in the field, aud still bis power increased!. 

H. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me 
more near. 

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied stiength. 
Come,—I have learn'd, that feaifui com¬ 
menting 

Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 

Delay leads impotent and snail pac'd beggary : 
Then fieiy expedition be my wing, 

Jove's Mercury, and heiald for a king ! 

Go, muster men : My counsel is uiy shield : 

Wc must be brief, when tiaitois brave the held. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—The same —Before the Palace . 
Enter Queen Margaret. 

Q. Mar. So, now piosperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth ot death. 

Here in these confines silly have 1 link’d. 

To watch the waning of mine enemies. 

A due induction* am 1 witness to, 

And will to Fiance; hoping the consequence 
Will piove as bitter, black, and tragical. 

\\itbdijw thee, wretched Margaret! who conics 
lici e I 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, and the Euchtss 
oj York. 

Q Elis. All! my poor princes, ah ! my lea¬ 
der babes, 

Mv un bio an flowers, new-appearing sweets I 
If yet vour gentle souls fly m the air. 

Ami be not liv’d m doom perpetual, 

Hovei about me with your any wings. 

And bcai your niotliei's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her; say, that right for 
light 

Hath damn'd your infant morn to aged night. 
JJuch. So many miseries have ciaz’d my 
voice, 

That my woe-wearied tongue is still and 
mute,— 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plautagenet, 
Edward for Edwaid pays a dying debt. 

Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such 
gentle lambs, 

And throw them m the entiails of the wolf? 
When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was 
doue ? 

Q. Mar. When holy Harry' died,* and my 
sweet son. 

Ducli. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal- 
livipg ghost. 

Woe's scene, woild’s shame, grave’a due by life 
usurp'd. 

Brief abstract and record of ted ions days, 

Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful i artb, 

[Sitting dou'n. 

Unlawfully made diunk with inpoceut blood ! 

Q. EUs. Ah 1 that thou would’st as soou 
atford a grave. 

As thou canst yield a melancholy 6eat 

• The country in which Richmond had taken ro 
fnge. t Bishop <?f Ely. 

t Introduction. - 
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Then would I bide my bones, not rest them 
heie! 

Ah, who has any cause to mourn, but we? 

down by her. 

Q . Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent. 
Give mine the benefit of seniory, • 

And let my griefs frown on the upper baud. 

If sorrow can admit society, 

[Sitting down with them. 
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine :— 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him, 

I had a husband, lift a Richard kill'd him: 

Thou liadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd 
him ; 

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 
Much . I had a Richard too, aud thou didst 
kill him) 

1 had a Rutland too, thon holp’st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou hadNt a Clarence too, and 
Richard kill’d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death ; 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eves. 

To worry lambs, and lap tbetr gentle blood; 

That foul defacer of God's handy-work ; 

That excellent grand tyiant of the eaitb, 

That reigns in galled eves of weeping soul*. 

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our 
graces.— 

O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 

How do I thank thee, that tins carnal cur 
Preys on the issue ot hi* mother’s body. 

And makes her pew-fellow t with others’ moan ! 
Muck. O Harry’s wife, tuumph not in my 
woes ; 

God witness with me, I have wept for thine, 

Q. Ma>* Bear with me, l am hungry tor re¬ 
venge, 

And now 1 cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward be is dead, that kill’d my Ed¬ 
ward ; 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward ; 
Young York he 13 but boot, * because both 
they 

Match not the high perfection of my loss. 

Thy Clarence he is de.»<l, that subb’il my Ed¬ 
na id ; 

And the beholders of this tragic play, 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivets, Vaughan, 
Grev, 

Untimelv, smother’d in their dusky grates. 
Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer; 

Only reserv'd their factor, to buy soiiK, 

And send them thither : But at baud, at hand, 
Ensues bis piteous and uiipilied end: 

Eaitb gapes, hill burns, fiends roar, saints 
pray, 

To have him suddenly convey'd from hence 
Cancel bis bond of life, dear God, 1 pray. 

That 1 inay live to say, The dog is dead I 
Q. EUz. Oh 1 thou didst prophesy, the time 
would c me, 

That 1 snould wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul buuch-back’d 
toad. 

Q. Mar. I call’d thee then, vain flourish of 
mv fortune ; 

I call’d thee tbeu, poor 6hadow, painted queen ; 
The presentation of but what l was. 

The flattering index $ of a direful pageant. 

Cue heav’d a high, to be hurl'd down below: 

A mother only mock’d with two fair babes ; 

A dream of what thou was*.; a gansb || flag. 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot: 

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 

A queen iu jest, only to fill tbe scene. 

Where b thy husband now? Where be thy 
brothers ? 

*vbere be tby two sons? Wherein dost thou 
joy? 

* Smwnty. ♦ Companion, 

v ■ 11 nrown in io boot. $ Tn dries were anciently 
placed at tbe beginning of books. 
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Who sues, and kneels, and says—God save the 
queen ? 

Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that follow'd 
thee? 

Decline all this, and see what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 

For one beiug sued to, one llut humbly sues; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ; 

For one that scorn'd at me, now scorn’d of me ; 
For ouc beiug fear'd of all, now fearing one ; 

For one commanding all, obey'd of untie. 

Thus bath the course of justice wheel’d about. 
And left thee but a very piey to time ; 

Having no moie but thought of what thus 
wert. 

To torture thee the more, beiug wl:at thou art. 
Thou didst usurp iny place, aud dost thou not 
l/surp the just propoition of m> sonow f 
Now tliy proud neck bears hull my burden’d 
yoke ; 

From which even here 1 slip my wearied head. 
And leave the burden of it all on (lice. 

Farewell, Yolk’s wile,—and queen of sad mir- 
chance,— 

These English woes shall make me smile in 
France. 

Q. JUiz. O thou well skill'd in curses, stey a 
while, 

And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 

Q. Mar. Foibear to sleep the night, and fast 
the day ; 

Compare diad happiness with living woe; 

Think that thy babes were fjtier than they 
were. 

And he, that slew them, fouler than Fie is: 
Httteimg thy loss makes the b.td-c.uiser woise ; 
Revolving this will teach thee liovv to curse. 

Lltz. My words ate dull, O quicken them 
with tliini* ! 

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, 
and pierce like mine. 

[Liit Q. Maucaret. 

Much. Why should calamity be full of 
woids ? 

Q. Lltz. Windy attornies to their client woes, 
Airy succeedtis of intestate joys, 

Poor breathing oiutois of mist lies f 
Let them have scope; though vvliat they do 
impart 

Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Muck. If so, then be not tungue-ty'd: go 
with me, 

Aud in the breath of bitter woids let's smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sous 
smother’d. [Mi tun within. 

I hear his drum,—be copious iu exclaims. 

Enter King Richard; and his Train , 
marching. 

K. Rich . Who intercepts me in my expedi¬ 
tion ? 

Much. Oh 1 she that might have intercepted 
thee, 

Bv strangling thee in lier accursed womb. 

From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast 
done. 

Q. Ellz. Hid'st thou that forehead with a 
golden crown. 

Where should be branded, if that right were 
right, 

Tbe slaughter of the prince that ow'd * that 
ciovvn. 

And the dire death of my poor sous and bro¬ 
thers ? 

Tell me thou villain-slave, where are ujy chil¬ 
dren ? 

Much. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy 
brother Clarence T 

And little Ned Plantagenet, his son f 

Q t Eliz. Where is the geutle River*, Vaug¬ 
han, Grey T 


* Owned 



Scene IV. 

Duck. Where is kind Hastings f 

K. Jiich. A flourish, trumpets I—strike alarum, 

dlUUIS 1 

Let not the heavens hoar these tell-tale women 
Kail on the Loid’s anointed : Strike, I say.— 

[Flourish. Alarums. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 

Or with (he clamorous report of war 
Thus will 1 drown your exdamatious. 

Duck. Ait thou my son? 

K. Rich . Av; l thank God, my father, and 
} ourself. 

Duck. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam,! have a touch of your con¬ 
dition, • 

That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duck . O let me speak. 

K. Rich. Do, then ; hut I’ll not hear. 

Duck. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 
K. Rich. And biief, good mother; for 1 am 
in haste. 

Vuch. Art thou 60 hasty ? I have staid for 
thee, 

God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich. And came 1 not at last to comfort 
>ou ? 

Duck. No, by the holy rood, t thou know’st 
it well, 

Thon cam’st on earth to make the earth my 
hell. 

A grievous buiden was thy birth to me: 

Tetchy j and wayward was thy infancy. 

Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and 

fill lOUts i 

Thy prime ot manhood, dating, bold, and ven¬ 
turous ; 

Thy age coniiim’d, proud, subtle, sly, and 
bloody, 

More mild, hut yet more harmful, kind in 
halted : 

What contfuitable hour const thou name. 

That ever grac’d me in thy companv f 

K. Rich. 'Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, 
that call’d yoni eiace 
To breakfast once, forth ot my company. 

If I be so disgiauous in yom sight, 

Let me maith » ■, aud not olfend you, madam.— 
Strike up the ill inn. 

Duck I pi'yilue, hear me speak. 

K. Rich. \iui hpt'uk too bitterly. 

Duck. Heai me a woid ; 

For 1 shall nc\er speak to thee again. 

K . Rich. So. 

JJhc/i. Either thou wilt die, by God's just oi- 
din.uice, 

Eic from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
t;r I with enef and txtieme age shall peusb. 
And never look upon tiiy face again. 

Tln relore, take with ihee my most heavy curse ; 
Which, m the day of battle, tue thee more, 
Thni all the complete aimour that thouwear’st! 
My |.t aveis oil the adverse paity tight; 

Aud theie the little souls ot Eduaid's childreu 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies, 

And promise them success and victory. 

Bloody thou ait, bloody will be thy end; 

Shame serves thy life, aud doth thy death at¬ 
tend. {Exit. 

Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much 
less spirit to cm se 

Abides In me ; 1 say A men to her. [Going. 

K . Rich. Stay, madam, I must speak a word 
with you. 

Q. Eliz. 1 have no more sons of the royal 
blood, 

For thee to murder: for ray daughters, Richard,— 
They shall be praying nuus, not weeping 
queens; 

And therefoie level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. ¥w have a daughter call’d—Eliza¬ 
beth, 

Virtuous aud fair, royal and gracious. 

• Disposition. 

* r—.._ i Touch*. fretful. 
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Q • Elis. And must she die for this 1 O let her 
live. 

And I’ll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ; 
Slander myself, as false to Edward's bed; 

Throw over her the veil of infamy : 

So she may live uuscarr’d of bleeding slaughter 4 
I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, sire is of royal 
blood. 

Q. Eliz. To save her life, IT! say—she is not 
so. 

K. Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 

4>. Elis. And only iu that safety died her 
brothers. 

AT. Rich. Lo, at their birth good stars were 
opposite. 

Q. Elis. No, to their lives bad friends were 
contrary. 

K. Rich. All auavoided • Is the doom of des¬ 
tiny. 

Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes 
destiny : 

My babes were destin'd to a fairer death, 

If giace had bless’d thee with a faner Jife. 

K. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slam 
my cousins. 

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their unde 
cozen’d 

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whoi.e hands soever lanc'd their tendei hearty 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and 
blunt. 

Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart. 

To level in the entrails of my lambs. 

But that still t use of gucf makes wild grief 
tame. 

My tongue should to thy ears not name my 
bo>s, 

Till that my nails were anchoi’d in thine eyes; 
Aud I, 111 such a despciate bay of death. 

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft, 
Kush all to pieies 011 thy locky bosom. 

A. Rich. Madam, so tlmve I in my enter- 
prize. 

And dangerous success of bloody wars. 

As I intend more good to >ou and youi's. 

Tin'll ever you 01 join’s by me were baim'd 1 

Q. Eliz. What good is covet'd with the face 
ol heaven, 

To be discover'd that can do me good ? 

K. Rich, lhe advancement of jour children, 
gentle lady. 

Q. Eliz. Up to sonic scaffold, there to lose 
their heads 1 

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of 
fortune. 

The high imperial type of this earth's glory. X 

Q. Elis. ITatter my sonows with report of 
it; 

Tell me, what state, what dignity, what honour, 
Caust thou demise $ to any child of mine ? 

K. Rich. Even all i have; ay, aud myself 
aud all, 

Will I withal eudow a child of thine j 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad lemembrance of those 
wiongs. 

Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 

Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the procesa of thy 
kindness 

Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date. 

AT. Rich. Then know, that, from my 600 !, I 
love thy daughter. 

Q. Eliz. BJy daughter's mother thinks it with 
her soul. 

K. Rich. What do you think? 

Q. Eliz. That tbou dost love my daughter, 
from thy soul: 

So, from thy soul’s love, didst thon love her 
brothers; 

* Unavoidable. 

t Constant. i A crowm. 

( Bequeath 


KING RICHARD III. 



572 KING RICHARD III. ActJK 




And, (him my heart's love, I do thank thee for 
it. 

AT. Rich. Be not bo hasty to confound my 
meaning: 

I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter. 
And do intend to make her queen of Euglaud. 

Q. Eliz. Well then, who dost thou mean shall 
be her king 1 

K. Rick. Even he, that makes her queen: 

Who else should be t 
Q. Eliz . What, thou 1 

AT. Rick. Even so : What think you of it, 
madam f 

Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her ? 

K. Rick. That I would learn of yon. 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 
Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. Eliz. Send to hei, by the man that slew 
her brothers, 

A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave, 
Edward and York'then, haply,* will she weep : 
Therefore present to her,—as sometime Mar¬ 
garet 

Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood,— 

A handkerchief; winch, say to her, did dram 
The purple sap from her sweet In other’s 
body. 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love. 

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

Tell her, thou mad’st away her uncle Cla¬ 
rence, 

Her uncle ltivers ; ay, and, for her sake, 

Mad’st quick conveyance with hti good aunt 
Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, madam ; this is not 
the way 

To win your daughter. 

Q. Eliz. There is no other way ; 

Unless thou could’st put on some other shape. 
And not he Richaid that hath done all this 
K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of 
her. 

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot chcose 
but have thee. 

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

E. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now 
amended : 

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 

D Inch after-hours give leisure to repent. 

If I did take the kingdom from your soti«. 

To make amends. I’ll give it to your daugh¬ 
ter. 

If I have kill’d the issue of your womb. 

To quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 

A gran dam’s name is little less in love. 

Than is the doting title of a mother ; 

They are as children, hut one step below. 

Even of year mettle, of your very blood ; 

Of all one pain,—save for a night of groans 
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like sor¬ 
row. 

Your children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 

The loss you have, is but a son heiug king, 

And, by that loss, your daughter is made 
queen. 

I cannot make you what amends I would, 
therefore accept such kindness as I can. 

Dorset; your son, that, with a fearful soul. 

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil. 

Tins fair alliance quickly shall call borne 
To high promotions and great dignity : 

'Hie King, that calls your beauteous daughter, 
wtfe. 

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset—brother ; 

Again shall you be mother to a king. 

And all the ruins of distressful times 
Repair’d with double riches of content. 

Wbtf ? we have many goodly days to see : j 

The liquid drops of tears that yon have shed, 

• Psrhsps. 


Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl; 
Advantaging their loan, with interest 
Of ren-tiuies-double gain of happiness. 

Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go; 

Make bold her bashful years with your expe- 
rlence; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale ; 

Put hi her tender heart the aspiring flame 
Of golden sovereignty'; acquaint the pnucess 
With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys: 
And when this arm of mine bath chastised 
The petty rebel, duli-brain’d Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will 1 coinc. 
And lead thy daughter to a couqtterm’s bed ; 

To whom I will retail niy conquest won. 

And she shall be sole victress, Ctesai’s Caesar. 

Q. Elis. What were 1 best to say 1 her father’s 
brother 

Would be her lord? Or shall I say, her mule? 
Or, be that slew her biothers, and her un¬ 
cles ? 

Under what title shall I woo for thee, 

That God, the law, my honour, and her love. 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender yeais ? 

A'. Rich • Infer fair England’s peace by tliii 
alliance. 

Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still 
lasting war. 

A'. Rich* Tell her the king, that may com¬ 
mand, entreats. 

Q. Eliz. That at her bands, which the kine’s 
King forbids. * 

K. Rich. .*>□>, she shall be a high and mighty 
queen. 

<?. Eliz. To wail the title, as Lei mother 
doth. 

K. Rich. Saj, I will love her eveilastinclv. 

Q. Eliz. Ilut how long shall that title, t hi, 
last { 

lx. Rich. Sweetly in foice unto her fair Lie's 
end. 

Q. Eliz. But how long fan iv shall hei sweet 
lne last l 

K. Rich. As long as heaven, and natuie 
lengthens it. 

Q. Khz. As long as hell, and Rich aid, likes 
of it. 

K. Rich. Sav, I her sovciei ;n, am hei sub¬ 
ject low. 

Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, lonths such 
sov ’reienty. 

K. Rich. Be eloquent m mv behalf to hei.' 

Q. Elis. An honest tale speeds being 

plainly told. 

K. Rick. Then, in plain tcims, tell her my 
loving tale. 

Q. Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a 
style. 

K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow ami 


too quick. 

Q. Eliz. Oh I no, my reasons are toodetpaud 
dead ' 

To deep and dead, poor infants, m tin ir 
graves. • 

K. Rich . Harp not on that string, mad.in; 
that is past. 

Q. Eliz. Harp ou it still shall I, till fccuit- 
strings break. 

K. Rich. Now by my George, my garter, + 
and my crown,— 

Q. Eliz. Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the third 
usurp’d. 

' K. Rich, j swear. 

Q. Eliz. By nothing ; for this is no oath. 

Thy George, profan’d, hath lost his holy ho¬ 
nour ; 

Tby garter, blemish’d, pawn’d Ins knightly 
virtue ; 

Thy crown, usurp’d disgrace'd his hinrly 


glory; 

If something thou would’st swear to be be¬ 
liev’d, 
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6;vcar then hy something that thou hast not 
momt'd. 

K. Kick, Now by the woild,— 

V* JSlts. 'I is full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father’s death,— 

Q. Eliz . Thy life hath that dishonour’d. 

K. Rich. Then, by myself,— 

Q. Eliz. Thyself is self-nusus’d. 

AT. Rich • Why then, by God,— 

Q. ELiz. God’s wrong is most of all. 

If thou hudst fear’d to break an oath by him, 

The unity the king thy brother made 
Had not been broken, nor my biother slain : 

11 thou hadst teai’d to bieak an oath by lum. 
The impel 1 . 1 I metal circling now thy head, 

Had grac’d the tender temples of my child ; 

And both the piiuces had been breathing 
heie, 

Which now, two tender brd-fdloivg for dust. 

Thy bioken faith hath made a prey for vvoinis. 
What canst thou swear by now? 

K. Rich. l*y the tune to come. 

Q. liliz. That thou hast wrong’d iu the time 
o’erpa&t ; 

For I my be If have many years to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past ulong’d by thee. 
The children Ityje, whose patents thou hast 
slaughter’d, 

Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age : 

The parents live, whotc childien thou hast 
hulcliei'd, 

t)ld barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
Mveai not by lime to come; for that thou 
hast 

Misus’d eie used, by times ill-us’d o’erpast. 

A'. Rich . As I intend to prosper, and re¬ 
pent ! 

So thiive 1 in my dangerous attempt 
Oi hostile arms! myself mvself confound ! 
Heaven and Untune, bar me happy hours ! 

Day, yield me not thy light; nor night, thy 
i est! 

Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To iny proceeding, if With pure heait’s love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

1 tender not thy beauteous pi nicely daughter! 
tn her consists my happiness and thine , 

Without her follows to myself and thee. 

Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul. 
Death, desolation, rum, and decay : 

It cannot be avoided but by this; 

It h§ not be avoided but by this. 

Therefoic, dear mother, (1 must call you so,) 

Be the attorney of my love to hei, 

Plead what 1 will he, not what I have been ; 

Not im deseits, out what l will deserve: 

Uige die necessity and slate ot tunes. 

4ud be not peevish * found in great designs, 

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil 
thus 1 

K. Rich. Ay, if the devil temj>t thee to do 
»'U»d. 

Q . FAtz. Shall I foiget mvself, to be myself? 
K. Rich Ay, if your seifs remembrance 
wrong youisclf. 

Q. EUz. But thou didst kill my children. 

A'. Rich. But in your daughters womb 1 bury 
them : 

Wheie in that nest of splcery, t they shall 
breed 

Selves ot themselves, to your recomforturc. 

Q. Eliz. Shall 1 go win my daughter to thy 
will ? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 
Q. ELiz. I go.—V\ rite to me very shortly. 

Ami you shall understand from me her mind. 

K. Rich. Bear her iny true love’s kiss, and 
so farewell. 

[Kissing her. Exit Q. Elizabeth. 
Relenting fool, and shallow* changing wo¬ 
man l— 

How now 1 what news ? 
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Enter Ratcliff ; Catesby following,. 

Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western 
coast 

Rideth a puissant navy ; to the sboie 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm’d and unresolv’d to beat them back : 

'Tis thought that Richmond is their admual; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them aslioie. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the 
duke of Norfolk 

Ratcliff, thyself,—or Catesby ; where is lie? 

Cate. Here, iny good ioid. 

AT. Rich. Catesliy, fly to the duke. 

Cate. 1 will, my lord, with all convenient 
haste. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither; Post to Salis¬ 
bury ; 

When thou com'st thither,—Dull, unmindful 
villain, 

[To Catcsbt. 

Why stny’st thou here, and go’st not to the 
duke ? 

Cate. Fust, mighty liege, tell me your high¬ 
ness’ pleasure. 

What fiom your giace I shall deliver to him. 

K. Ruh. O true, good CatesbyBid him 
levy straight 

The greatest stieugth and power he can make. 
And meet me suddenly at Sali&buiv. 

Cate. 1 go. [Exit. 

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at 
S.ilisoury ? 

K. Rick. Why, what wonld’st thou do there 
befoie 1 go? 

Rat. Your highness told me, 1 should post 
before. 

Enter Stanley. 

K.Rich. My mind is chang’d.—Stanley, vvJiai 
news with you ? 

Stan. None good, my liege, to please you 
with the heating; 

Nor none so bad, but well may be imported, 

K. Ruh. Heyday, a uddlel neither good 
nor bad ! 

What nceu’st thou run so many nnles about, 
When thou may’st till thy tale the nearest 
vv ay ? 

Once more what news? 

.Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

A". Rich. Theie let him siuk, and be the seas 
on him ! 

Wlnte-liver’d runagate, what doth Ire there? 

Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by 
guess. 

K. Ruh. Well, as you guess? 

Stan. Stnr'd up hy Dorse:, Buckingham, and 
M oi ton. 

He makes for England heie to claim the 
crown. 

K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the swoid 
unsway'd! 

Is the king dead? The empiic unpussess’d? 
What heir of York is theie alive, but we ? 

And who is England’s king, but great Yoik’s 
heir? 

Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas ? 

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your 
liege, [comes. 

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty liege ; therefore distrust* me 
not. 

AT. Rich. Where is thy'power then, to beat 
him back? 

Where be thy tenauts and tby followers? 

Are they not now upon the western shore 
Safe conducting the icbels from their ship*? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my good friends are 
in the north. 

K. Rich . Cold friends to me ; what do they 
in the north 
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When they should serve their sovereign in the 
west t 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty 
King: 

Pleaseth jour majesty lo give me leave. 

Hi muster wp my friends ; and meet your grace, 
Where and what time your majesty shall please. 
K. Rwh. Ay, ay, thou wootdst be gone to join 
with Richmond : 

I will not trust yon. Sir. 

Stan. Most mighty sovereign. 

You have no cause to bold my friendship 
doubtful; 

I never was nor never will be false* 

K. Rich. Well, gb, muster men. But, hear 
you, leave behind 

Your son, George Stanley; look your heart be 
firm. 

Or else his head's assurance is but frail. 

4 Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to 
you. [Exit Stanley. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess . My gracious sovereign, now in Devon¬ 
shire, 

As I by friends am well adv 6 rtised, 

S:r Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate. 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 

With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

S Mess. In Kent, iny liege, the Guildford a 
are in arms ; 

And every hour more competitors * 

Flock to the rebels, aud their power grows 
stroug. 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. My lord, the army of great Buck¬ 

ingham— 

AT. Rich. Out on ye, owls I nothing hut songs 
of death 1 [He strikes him 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better 
news. 

3 Mess. The news I have to tell your ma¬ 

jesty. 

Is,—that by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispers'd and scatter'd ; 
And he himself wander'd away alone, 

No man knows whither. 

K. Rich . Oh! I cry yon mercy: 

There is my purse to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advised friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor inf 

3 Mess. Such proclamation hath been made, 

my liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis 

Dorset, 

*Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 
But this good comfort bmig I to your high¬ 
ness,— 

The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest: 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Onto the shore, to ask these on the banks. 

If they were his assistants, yea or no; 

Who answer’d him, they came fiom Buckingham 
Upon his party: he, mistrusting them, 

Hois'd sail, and made his course again for 
Bretagne. 

K. Rich. March on, march on, since wc are 
up in arms; 

If not to fight with foreign enemies. 

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Enter Catejby. 

Cate, My liege, the duke of BncUngham is 
taken, [moitd 

That is the best news; That the earl of Ricb- 
Is with a mighty power t landed at Milford, 

Is ao’idcr news, but jet they must be told. 

• AMociatei. j Force. 


Act K 

K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we 
reason here, 

A royal battle might be won aud lost 
Some one take order Buckingham be broogbt 
To Salisbury the rest march oa with me. 

{Exeunt. 

SCESE V^-A Hoorn in Lord Stanley's 

House, 

Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher 
Urswick. • 

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this 
from me:— 

That, in the sty of this tnost bloody boar. 

My sou George Stanley is frank’d t up in hold 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head; 

The fear of that withholds my present aid. 

But tell me where is pi nicely Richmond now 
Chris. At Femhioke, or at Ha'rford-west in 
Wales. 

Stan. What men of name resort to him 1 
Chris, Sir Waiter Heibert, a renowned sol¬ 
dier ; 

Sir Gilbert Talbert, Sir William Stanley; 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sii James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a ypliant crew; 

Ai.d many other of great fame aud woitli: 

Aud towa r ds London do they bend their course, 
U* b> the way they be uot fought withal. 

Stan. Well hie thee to thy lord ; commend 
me to hun ; 

Tell him, the queen hath heartily consented 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

These letteis will resolve him of iny mind. 
Farewell. [Gives payers to Sir Chris iopjier. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT V. 

SCEEE I.—Salisbury. — An open place. 

Enter the Sheriff, and Guard , uith Buck¬ 
ingham, led to execution. 

Buck. Will not king Ricbaid let me spea.; 
with him f 

Sher. No, my good lord; therefore be pa¬ 
tient. 

Buck. Hastings, and Edward's childre^ Ri¬ 
vers, Grey, ™ 

Holy king Hemy, and thy fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all iliat have imscariied 
By uudeihand corrupted foul injustice; 
if that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present 
hour, 

Even for revenge mock my destrnction! 

This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not T 
Sher. It is, my loid. 

Buck. Why then, All-Souls’ day is my body's 
doomsday. 

This is the day, which, in king Edward's 
time, 

1 wish'd might fall on me, when I was found 
False to bis children, or his wife's allies: 

This is the day, wherein I wish'd to fall 
By the false taith of him whom most 1 trusted ; 
This, this All-Souls' day to n»y fearful soul. 

Is the determin'd respite of my wrongs, j 
That high All-seer which I dallied with, 

Hath turned iny feigned prayer on rny head. 

And given in earnest what l begg’d in je6t. 

Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn theis own points on their masters' 
bosoms: 

Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy ou my 
neck,— 

1 * A bachelor in divinity and chaplain to the connteai 
of Rich mo ad t A <1/ ib nhieb 

hog* are aei apart for fattening. 
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When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart with 
sorrow. 

Remember Margaret was a prophetess. 

Corae, Sirs, convey me to the block of 
shame; 

Wrong bath but wrong, and blame the due of 
blame. 

[Exeunt Be c kino ham, %c. 

SCENE //.—Plain near Tamworth. 

Enter, with drum and colours, Richmond, 
Oxford, Sir Jamfs Blunt, Sir Walter 
Herbert, and other*, with forces, march - 
*ng. 

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my mo6t loving 
friends, 

Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny. 

Thus lar into the bowels of the land 
Have we marchM on without impediment; 

And here rcceire we from our lather Stauley 
Lines of fair co r tid encouragement. 

The wretched, .., and usurping boar. 

That spoil’d your summer fields aud fruitful 
vines, 

Swills your wagn blood like wash, and makes 
bis trough 

In your embowell'd bosoms, this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 

Near to tiie town of Leicester, as we learn: 

Fum Tamworth thither, is but one day's 
match. 

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends. 
To reap the harvest of perpetnal peace 
By tins one bloody trial of sharp war. 

OsJ. Every man's conscience is a thousand 
swords, 

To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Ht rb. 1 doubt not, but his filends will turn 
to us 

Blunt. He hath no friends, but who jie 
friends for fear; 

Which, in Ins dearest need, will fly from lmn. 
Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God’s 
name, march : 

True hope is swift, aud flies with swallow’s 
wines. 

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures 
kings. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—Bostcorth Field. 


Enter, on the other side of the field, Rich- 
mond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, 
and other Lords. Some oj the soldier s pitch 
Richmond's tent. 

Richm. The weary sua hath made a golden 
set, 

And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.— 

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my stan¬ 
dard. 

Give me some ink and paper In my tent; 

I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 

Limit • each leader to his several charge, 

Aud purt m just proportion our small power. 

My lord of Oxford,—you, Sir V\illiain Bran¬ 
don,— 

And you, Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me: 

The eail of Pembroke keepst bis regiment;— 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to 
him. 

And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent:— 

Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me ; 
Where is loid Stanley quaitcr'd, do you know -1 
Blunt. Unless I’have mis’.a'eu his colours 
much, 

(Which well I am assur'd I have cot dene,) 

His irgimcnt lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm. If without peiil it be possible. 

Sweet Blunt, make good some weans to speak 
with him. 

And give him from me this most needful note. 
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord. I'll undertake 

it; 

And so, God give you quiet rest to-night! 

Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt. 
Come, gentlemen. 

Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business ; 
iu to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the Tent. 

Enter , to his Tent, King Richard, Nor¬ 
folk, Ratcliff, and Catesbt. 

A'. Rich . What is’t o'clock? 

(’ate. It’s supper time, my'lord : 

It’s nine o’clock. 

A'. Rich. I will not sup to-night. 

Give me some ink and papei. 

\\hat, is my beaver easier than it was? 

And all mi armour laid into my tent ? 

Cate, it’is, my liege; aud all things are in 


Enter King Richard and forces ; the Duke 
of Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, and others. 


K. Rich. Here pilch our tents, even here in 
Bosworth field.— 

My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten tunes lighter than my 
looks. 

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk,- 

No>. Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; 
Ha 1 must we not? 

Nor. We must both 6ive and take, my loving 
lord. 

AT. Rich. Up with my tent: Here will I lie 
to-night; 

[Soldiers begin to set upthr king's tent. 

Blit where to-morrow ?—Well, all’s one for 
that.— 

Who hath descried the number of the traitors? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost 
power. 

K. Rich, why, our battalia trebles that ac¬ 


count : 

Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength, 
\Yln<h they upon the adverse faction want. 

Dp with the tent.—Come, noble gentlemen, 

Lot us survey the vantage of the ground; 

Call for some men of sound direction: 

Let’s want no discipline, make no delay; 

For, loidi, to-meiro*- is a busy day. ^ 


rea( Jl |)(^5, 

A". Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy 
charge ; 

Use caretul watch, choose tiusty sentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Norfolk. 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff,- 

Bat. My loid ? 

K. Rich. Send ont a pursuivant at arms 
To Stanley's regiment; bid him bring his 
power 

Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall 
Into the bund cave of eternal night.— 

Fill me a bowl of wine.—Give me a watch ; J 

[To Catesbt. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow.— 
Look that iny staves $ be sound, and not too 
heavy. 

Ratcliff,- 

Bat. My lord ? , . , . a 

K. Rich. Saw'st thou the melancholy lord 
Northumberland ? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself. 
Much about cock-shut U time, from troop to 
troop. 

Went through the army, cheering up the sol¬ 
diers. 

* 
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K. Rich. I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of 
wine: 

I have not that alacrity of spirit, 

Nor cheer of mind that i was wont to have. — 
So, set it down.—Is ink and paper ready 1 
Rat. it is, nay lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch; leave me. 
About the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me.— Leave me, l say. 

[King Richard refites into his 
Tent . Exeunt Rayclif? and 

Cates by. 

Richmond's Tent opens, and discovers him, 
and his ojjiccrs , 4c. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm ! 
Richm. All comfort that the dark night can 
afiord. 

Ft* to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 

Tell me, bow faies our loving mother? 

S'an. I, by attorney, * bless thee irom thy 
mother, 

"t ho prays continually for Richmond’.- cood ; 

S«» much for that.—The silent hour* steal ou, 

And flaky darkness breaks within the. east, 
lit btief, tv>r so the season hid:, us be. 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; 

Ami put tiiy foitiine to the arbitrtincnt 
Ol bloody stiokes, and inortal-slaimg war. 

I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,) 

Wnh best advantage will deceive the time. 

And aid thee in ibis doubtful idiotk ot arms: 

But on ib> side I may not be too forward. 

Lest, bung seen, tby brothel, tender George, 

Be executed in his fathers sight: 

Farewell: The leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts olf the ceremonious vowo ot love. 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 

Which so long sunder’d friends should dwell 
upon ; 

God give us leisure for these rites of love 1 
Cncc more, adieu:—Be valiant, and speed 
well ! 

Richm. Good lords, conduct lum to Jus ie~ - 
ment ; 

I'll strive with troubled thoughts, to take a 
nap j 

Lt^t leaden slumber pciae t me down to-mor¬ 
row. 

When I snould mount with wings of Victory: 
Once more good night, kind lords and gentle- 
uien. 

r Exeunt Lords, 4c. n tth Stanley. 

O Tliou * whose captain 1 account myself. 

Look on fuy forces with a gracious eye ; 

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath. 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ? 

Make us tby ministers of chastisement. 

That wt may piawe thee in thy victory I 
To Thee 1 do commend my watchful soul, 

Ere I let fall the windows of nine eyis ; 

Sleeping and waking, O defend me still f 

[Steers. 

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Hlnry 
the sixth, rises between the tuo tents. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-mor¬ 
row I [7b King Richard. 

Think, how thon stab’dst me in my prime of 
youth 

At Tewksbury ; Despair therefore, and die!— 

Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged soul's 

[To Richmond. 

Of butcher’d princes fieht in thy behalf: 

King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghost of King Henry the sixth rises. 

Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed 
body [7b King Richard. 


Act V 

By thee was punched full of deadly holes : 

Think on the Tower aud me; Despuii, and 
die ; 

Harrv the sixth bids thee despair and die.— 
Ynluous aud holy, be thou conquctorl 

[7o Richmond 

Harry, that prophesyM thou ehould’st be king, 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep: Live and 
flourish! 

The Ghost of Clarence rises. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to- 
monow! [7b King Richard. 

I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome 
wine. 

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death. 1 
To-morrow m the battle think on me. 

And fall thy edgele** sword; Despair and 
die 1—, 

Thou ofispiing of the bouse of Lancaster, 

[7b Richmond. 

The wronged heirs of York do pray lor thee; 
Good angcD guaid thy battle! Live, and 
flourish ! 

Tic Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, one? Vaughan, 

risi . 

Riv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-motiovv, 

[7b King Richvrl. 
Rivers, that died at Ponilictl Despair, am: 
die ? 

Gtey. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul des¬ 
pair! [7b King Richard. 

Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan ; and, with guilty 
fear, 

Let fall thy iauce! Despair, and die !— 

[7b King Richard. 
Alt. Awake ! aud think, out wion»s m Rich¬ 
ard’s bosom [To Richmond. 

Will couquei Una; — awake, and win the 
day ' 

The Ghost of Hastings rises. 

Ghost. Bloody and guilty, guiltily aivake ; 

[7 b King Rich At: i 
And m a bloody battle end tby days ! 

Think on loid Hastimr*; and despair ana 
die !— 

Quiet untioubled soul, awake, awake ! 

[7b Richmond. 
Aim, fiirlit, and conquer, for fan England’* 
sake! 

The Ghosts of the tuo young PuiNC. . 

rise. 

Ghosts. Dream on tby cousins sniotbei'U in 
the Tower ; 

Let us be lead withiu thy bosom. Rich aid, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and 
death! 

Thy nephews’ couls bid thee despair, and die.— 
Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake 
In joy ; 

Good augels guard thee from the boar's annoy! 
Live, and beget a happy race ot kings 1 
Edward’s unhappy sous do bid tliee flourish. 

The Ghost of Queen Anne rises. 

Ghost. Richard, tby wife, that wrctcbfd 
Anne tby wife, 

That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 

Now fills tby sleep with pertui buttons ; 

To-morrow in the battle think on me, 

And fall tby edgeless svvoid; Despair, awl 
die!— 

Tliou, quiet soul, sleep thou a qnict sleep , 

[To Richmond. 

Dream of success and happy victory; 

Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost of Buckingham rites • 

Ghost. The first was I, that help'd thee to 
the crown \ [To King Richard. 
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The last was I that felt thy tyranny; 
oh < in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in tcrtoi of thy guiltiness! 

Dream on, dream ou, of bloody deeds aud 
death ; 

Fainting, despair; desparing, yield thy breath !— 

I died for hope, eie I could lend thee aid ; 

[To Richmond. 
But cheer thy heart, and he thou not dismay'd : 
God and good angels right on Richmond’s 
*>ule ; 

And Richuid falls in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts 
out of kis di earn. 

K. Rich. Giu* me ..mother horse,—bind up 
my wounds— 

Have merc>, Jesn !—Soft; I did but dream.— 

O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict 
me!— 

li.»‘ lights bum blue.—It is now dead mid¬ 
night. 

Gold fearful drops stand on my trembling floh. 
W if at do I ft ai? mj s': If ! thtrt’s none else 
hy : 

’U'hn.'d loves Richard ; tbati>, I am I. 

'> th.*n* a nmiderei lure? No?—Yes ; 1 am : 

*lkii 11),—What, fiom myself? Great ru-on : 
Why ? 

Lest [ revenge, What’ Myself on myself? 

I love rmselt. Wherefore? for any good, 

That 1 myself have don- unto myself? 

<) no : alas, I rather hate my sell, 

For hateful deeds committed by imself. 

1 'tin a villain; Yet I he, 1 am not. 

I\m«\ of thy sell speak wellFool, do net i 
flatter. 

My co ,,c nenje Irath a thousand several tongues, 
Aud e-.eiy tongue brings m a several talc, 

.’.»d every tale condemns me for a Milam, 
’'injur}, penurv, m tie hi'*h’»t degree; 

Muruoi, stern nnmler, m tin* dir’st decree; 

'll *-\e'al sins ah us’d m ea h decree; 

'i Krone to th ■ n.u, crying al 1 ,— G ulty ! ruilty! j 
I de-pair.—Theic is lro titaiure’ loves! 

me, i 

And, if I die, no soul vrll pity me:— i 

Nay, wherefore should they ? since tl..‘t 1 my- . 

self i 

Find nr mjsdf no pity to im*eif. 

Aletlroujht’ the sou's of all that 2 had mur¬ 
der’d 

Came to mv tint. and even one did threat 
’io-moilow’s vengcauiv on the he.ui of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. My lord,- 

K. Tick. W lio’s there ? 

Jiiu. Ratcliff, my lord; ’tis I. The eaily 
village cock 

M Ah twice done salutation to the morn; 

Yetii tilends are up, and buckle ou their ar¬ 
mour. 

K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful 
dream! 

AY hat tin' West thou? will our friends prove 
all true? 

Rat. No doubt,Tnv lord. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, [ Jear, I fear,— 

Rat. Nay, good Aiy lord, he not afraid of sha¬ 
dows. 

K. Ri'h. dy the apostle Paul, shadow's to¬ 
night 

Have stiu ;k more terror to the soul of Richard, 
'Juan ran the substance of tea thousand sol¬ 
diers. 

Aimed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 

It is not yet near day. Come, go with ine; 
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dtoppei. 

To hear, if any nieau to shrink fiotn me. 

[Euunt King Richard, aud Ratcliff. 

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and 

others. ’ 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 


Richm. 'Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gen¬ 
tlemen, 

That yon have ta’en a tardy sluggard here. 

Lords. How have you slept, my lord ? 

Richm. The sweetest sleep, aud fairest-boding 
dreams, 

That ever enter'd in a drowsy head. 

Have I since your departure had, mv lords. 
Melho'ight, their souls, whose bodies Richard 
murder'd. 

Came to my tent, and cued—Ou! victory 1 
I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 

How far into the morning is it. lords! 

Lords. Upon the stroke of four, 

Richm. Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give 
direction.— 

[He adiances to the troops. 
More than I have said, loving countrymen. 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell ou. Yet remember this,— 

God, aud our good cause, light upon our 
side ; 

The prayers of holy saints, and wronged souls. 
Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand befoie our 
faces; 

Richard except, those whom we fight against 
Had lather ha\e us win, than him tiny follow'. 

Foi what is he they fol'ow ? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 

One rais’d in blood, and one m blood esta¬ 
blish’d ; 

One that made means to come hy what lie 
hath, 

And slaughter’d those that were the means to 
help him: 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of Falkland’s chair,* where he is falsely set; 
One that hath i\u been God’s enemy : 

Then, if you fight against God's enemy, 

God will, m justice, uaidt you as his sol¬ 
diers ; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down. 

You sleep in peace, the tyiant bung slain ; 

If you do light against your rouutiy's toes. 

You country's lat sh.il pay your puns the 
lure; 

If you do light in safeguaid of jo\r wivis, 

Your Wius shall wckoine home the con¬ 
querors ; 

It you do fiee jour childicn from the sword, 
Your childifii’b children quitj it in your age. 
Then in the name of God, and all these 
rights, 

Advance your standards, draw your trilling 
swords. 

For me, the laiisom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold 
face; 

But, if I thrite, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall share Ins pait thereof. 
Sound, diuins and tiurnpets, boldly aud cln^r- 
fully: 

God and Saint George! Richmond and victory! 

[Lccunt. 

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliit, atten¬ 
dants, and Forces. 

A'. Rich. W hat said Northumberland, as touch¬ 
ing Richmond? 

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 

A\ Rich. He said the truth : Aud what said 
Surrey thtn ? 

Rat. He smil’d, aud said the better for cur 
purpose. 

K. Rich. He was i'lhe right; aud so, indeed, 
it is. [Clock strikes. 

Tell the clock there.—Give me a calendar.— 

Who saw the sun to-day ? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 

K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine; for, by 
the book. 
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He should have brav'd • the east an hour ago : 

A black day will it be to somebody.— 

Ratcliff,- 

Bat. My lord ? 

K. Rich. The snu will not be seen to-day; 
The sky doth frown and lour upon our army; 

I would, these dewy tc&rs were from the 
ground. 

Mot shine to-day! Why, what is that to me, 
More than to Richmond 1 for the self-same 
heaven. 

That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Nobfolk. 

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord ; tbe foe vaunts iu 
the held. 

K . Rich. Come, bustle, bustle ;—Caparison 
my horse ;— 

Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power 
I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain. 

And thus my battle shall be ordered. 

My foreward shall be diawn out all in length. 
Consisting equally of horse and foot; 

Our archers shall be placed in the midst: 

John duke of Norfolk, Thomas eatl of Surrey, 
Shall have tbe leading of this foot and horse. 
They thus directed, we ourself will follow 
In the main battle; whose puissance on either 
side 

Shall be well winged with our cliiefest horse. 
This, and Saint George to boot !—What tbiuk’st 
thou, Norfolk ? 

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.— 
This fouud 1 on my tent this morning. 

[Giving a scroll. 
K. Rich. Jocky of Norfolk t be not too bold , 

[reads. 

For Dickon + thy master , is bought and 
sold. 

A thing devised by the enemy.— 

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge: 

Let not our babbling di earns aft right our 
souls; 

Conscience is but a word that cowards use. 
Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe; 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swoids our 
law. 

March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell; 

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.— 
What bhall I say more than I have inferr’d T 
Remember whom you art* to cope withal ;— 

A sort; of vagabonds, rascals, and run-aways, 

A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey pea¬ 
sants. 

Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur’d destruction. 
Ton sleeping safe, they bring you to uniest; 

You having lands, and bltss’d with beauteous 
wives, 

They would restrain the one, distain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow. 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost ? 

A milk-sop, one that never in bis life 
Felt 60 much cold as over shoes in snow ? 

Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas 
again ; 

Lash hence these over-weening rags of France, 
These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives; 
Who, but for dreaming on this foud exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, had bang’d them¬ 
selves : 

If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Bretagnes; whom our 
fathers 

Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and 
thump’d, 

And, on record, left them tbe heirs of shame, 
bhall these enjoy our lands! lie with our 
wives T 

HavUh our daughters I—Hark, I hear their dmm. 

[Drum afar ojf. 

. • MtuJ® it splendid. 

T The aocicnt familiarization of Richard. 

2 Company 


Act V. 

Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold jeo- 
men 1 

Draw, aichers, draw your anows to the bead f 
Spur >our proud horses hard, and ude in 
blood ; 

Amaze the welkin with your broken staves l • 
Enter a Messenger. 

What says lord Stanley! will he bring his 
power ? 

Mess. My lord, be doth deny to come. 

K • Rich. Off instantly with his son George’s 
head. 

Nor. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the 
marsh ; 

After the battle let George Stanley die. 

A'. Rich . A thousand hearts are great within 
my bosom: 

Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair Sair.t 
George, 

Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons 1 
Upon them i Victory sits ou our helms. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE IV.—Another part of the field . 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter Norfolk and 
Forces ; to him Cates by. 

Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, 
rescue! 

The king enacts more wonders than a man. 
Daring an opposite to eveiy danger ; 

His horse is slain, and all on toot he fights. 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death: 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost 1 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

R. Rich. A horse 1 a horse ! my kingdom for 
a hoise ! 

Cate. Withdraw, my lord. I’ll help you to a 
horse. 

K. Rich. Slave, 1 have set my life upon a 
cast, 

And I will stand the hazard of the die : 
i think there he six Richmonds in the field ; 

Fi\e have I slam to day, instead of him :— 

A horse 1 a horse! my kingdom for a horse; 

[Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Rich¬ 
mond . and exeunt jightmg. Retreat , and 
flourish. Then enter Richmond, Stanley, 
bearing the crown , with divers other Loids, 
and Forces. 

Richm. God and your arms be prais'd, victo¬ 
rious friends; 

The day is ours, tbe bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
acquit thee 1 

Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty. 

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Gieat God of heaven, say. Amen, to 
all :— 

But tell me first, is young George Stanley liv¬ 
ing? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester 
town ; 

Whither, if it please you, we may now with¬ 
draw IIS. 

Richm. What men of name are slain on 
either Bide ? 

Sian. John duke of Norfolk, Waller lord 
Ferrers, 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Bran¬ 
don. 

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their 
births. * 

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled. 

That in submission will return to us; 

* Fright the akiee with the ahivera of yoot lances. 
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Scene IV. 

And then, as we bave ta’eu the sacrament, 

We will unite the white rose with the red 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction. 

That Ion? hath Irowu’d upon their enmity 1— 
What traitor hears me, and says not,—Ament 
England hath loug been mad, and searr’d her¬ 
self ; 

The brother blindly shed the brother's blood, 
The father rashly slaughter’d his own son. 

The sou, compell'd, bet n butcher to the sire; 
All this divided York and Lancaster, 

Divided, in their dire rtaision.— 

Oh 1 now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true succecders of each royal house. 

By God'b fair ordinance conjoin together . 
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And let their heirs, (God, If thy will be so,) 
Enoch the tune to come with smooth-fac'd 
peace. 

With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous 
days l 

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would,reduce these bloody days again. 

And make poor England weep in streams of 
blood 1 

Let them not live to taste this land’s increase, 
That would with .treason wouud this lair land's 
peace 1 

Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again 
That she may loug live here, God say—Amen. 

[Eicvjit. 
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VIII. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THIS historical play was probably .written in the year 1601. It comprises a period of twelve years, com 
menoing iu die 12th of Henry's reign, (1521) and terminating with the baptism of Elizabeth, 1533. It Iim 
always been au easy medium for the display of pageantry and splendour; consequently a great favourite 
with the generality of audiences. Its most powerfully drawn characters are the Queen ami the Cardinal. 
The d> ing mouieuts of the former (Act IV. Sc. 2.) are pourt rayed with a mingled majesty and pathos, scarce* 
ly ever equalled by any other poet (Dr. Johnson numbers it, indeed, amongst “the greatest efforts ol tra¬ 
gedy:”) aud the exquisite soliloquy of the latter, at the time of his degradation, would evince tbs vuptv 
riority of Shakspeare’s genius, had he uever written another hue. It is a fine philosophical picture of 
fallen ambition, brought to reflection by a merited reverse of fortune: the assimilation of human great* 
nest to the vegetation of a fruit tree, wi*h the puenlitr of venturing upon “ a sea of troubles,'' for burden¬ 
some am! perishable acquisitions, atfurds a charming specimen of imaginative colouring uud didactic uioralitv. 
Vet tbit is one of the parts which, according to the Doctor, “ may be easily conceived, and e.isily 
written.” Perhaps Shakspeare found it otherwise. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


King Henry the Eighth. 

Cardinal Wolsey.—Cardinal Campeics. 
Capucics, Ambassador /torn the Emperor, 
Charles V. 

Cranmer, Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Duke of Norfolk.—Duke of Buckingham. 
Duke of Suffolk.—Earl of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlin.—Lord Chancellor. 
Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester. 

Bishop of Lincoln.—Lord Abergavenny. 
Lord Sands. 

Sir Henry Guildford-—Sir Thomas Lo¬ 
vell. 

Sir Anthony Denny.—Sir Nicholas Vaux. 
Secretaries to Wolsey. 

Cromwell, Servant to Wolsey. 

Griffith, Gentleman-Usher to Queen Ka¬ 
tharine. 

Three other Gentlemen. 


Doctor Butts, Physician to the Ring 
G au ter, King at Arms. 

Sukvlyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 
Brandon, and a Sergeant at Artis * 
Door-Keeffr of the Council-Chamber. 
Porter, and his Man . 

Pace to Gardiner.—A Crier* 

Queen Katharine, Wife to King Henry 
alternants divorced. 

Anne Bullen, her Maid of Honour ; after¬ 
wards Queen. 

An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen . 
Patience, Woman to Queen Katharine. 

Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shou s. 
Women attending upon the Queen, Spirits , 
which appear to her; Scribes, Ojjuets. 
Guards , and other Attendants. 


Scene— chiefly in London and Westminster; once, at Kimbolton. 


PROLOGUE. 

I comf. no more to make yon langfc; things 
now. 

That hear a weighty and a serious brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of 6tate and woe. 
Such noble scenes as draw the eve to flow, 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear ; 

The subject will deserve it. Such, as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe, 

May here find truth too. Those, that come to 
see 

Only a show or two, and so agree, 

The play may pass; if they be still, and willing, 
I’ll undertake, may see away their shilling 
Richly in two short hours. Only they, 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 

A noise of targets; or to 6ee a fellow 

In a long motley coat, guarded * with yellow, 

• Laved. 


Will be deceiv’d: for, gentle hearers, know. 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 
As foot and fight is, beside forfeiting 
Our own 4>raius, aud the opinion that wc 
bring, 

(To make that only true we now intend, *) 

Will leave us nevei an understanduiF, friend 
Therefore, for gooduess’ sake, and as you aie 
known 

The first and happiest hearers of the town, 

Be sad, as we would make ye: Think, }e 
see 

The very persons of our noble story. 

As they weie living; think, you see them great. 
And follow’d with the general throng; and 
sweat. 

Of ihousand friends; then, in a moment see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery 1 
And, if you can be merry then. I’ll say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. 

• PrctenJL 



Scene /. 

ACT i. 

SCENZ .; /.— London.—An Ante-chamber in 
the Palace. 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, atone door ; at 
the other, the Duke of Bucking ham, and 
the Lord Abergavenny. 

Buck. Good morrow, and well met. IIow 
liave >ou done. 

Since last we saw m France? 

Nor. | thank youi {'race : 

Healthful; and ever since a fiesh admirer 
Or what 1 saw there. 

Buck. An iiniiinely ague 1 
Stay'd me a piisoiier in my chamber, when 
Those suns ot gloiy, those two lights of men,* 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor. 'Twixt Giiynes and Arde: 

I was then present, saw them salute on horse¬ 
back ; [clung 

Beheld them, when they lighted, how they 
3n their ciubi.iccmeiit, as tl*<-y mew together; 
Which had they, what four thron'd o .es could 
have weigh'd 

Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. All the whole tune 
I was my chamber's piisoner. 

Nor. Then you lost 

The view of eaithly glory : Men might say, 

Till tins time, pomp was single ; but now in .li¬ 
ned 

To one above itself. Each following dav 
Became the next dj\’s mastei, till the last 
Made ioiniei noiuleis it's : 'lo day, tiie Flench, 
Aii clinquant,! all in go'd, like heathen gods 
M.one clown the English; and, to-monow, 
they 

Made Britain, India : everv man that stood 
fallow'd like a mine. Then dwaihsh pages 
WCIC 

As cherubim 0 , all gilt; the madams too, 

Not lis'd to toil, did almost sweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that then very labour 
Was to them as a pnuinig: now this mask 
Was cued incoiiipaiaLle, and the ensuing 
night 

Made it a tool and beggar. The two k.ng% 

Equal in lustre, weie now besi, now woist. 

As presence did piesent them ; him hi eye, 

Still him hi praise : and, being piesent boils, 
'Iwas said, they saw but one ; and no disceiner 
Duist wag his tongue m censure. J When 
these 6uns [challeng'd 

(For so they phi are then),) by their heialds 
The noble spirits to arms, they did peiform 
Beyond thought's compass ; that former fabu¬ 
lous stoiy, 

Being now seen possible enough, got ci edit. 

That Bevis$ was believ'd. 

Buck. Oh 1 you go lar. 

Noi . As I belong to worship, and affect 
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good discourser lose some life, 
Which action's self was tongue to. All was 
royal; 

To the disposing of it nought rebeli'd. 

Order gave each ibing view; the office did 
Distinctly bis full function. 

Buck. Who did guide, 

1 mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess ? 

Nor. One, certes, || that promises uo element f 
In such a business. 

Buck. I pray you, who, my lord ? 

Nor . All this was order'd by the good dis¬ 
cretion 

Of the right reverend cardinal of York. 


* Henry VIII. and French 1. king of France, 
t Glittering, ahming. 
j ]q opinion, which nn« most noble. 

| Sir Bevii, created for lus prowess Earl pf South¬ 
ampton bv William the Conqueror. 

| Certainly. V Practice. 
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Buck. The devil speed him 1 no man's pie it 
free'd 

From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce * % unities 1 I wonder. 

That such a keech + can with his very buik 
Take up tbe rays o* the beneficial sun. 

And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. Surely, Sir, 

There’s in hnn staff that puts hun to these 
ends: 

For being not propp’d by. ancestry, (whose 
grace 

Chalks successors their way,) nor call’d upon 
For high feats done to the crown: neither 
allied 

To eminent assistance, but, spider-like, 

Out of lus sell drawing web, he gives us note. 
The toice of his own merit makes hss w r ay ; 

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Aber. I cannot tell [eye 

What heaven hath given him, let some graver 
Fierce into that ; but 1 can see Ins pnde 
Peep tlnoiigh each pait of him : Whence has he 
that ? 

If not fiom bell, the devil is a niggard ; 

Or has given all beloie, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck. Why the devil, 

Upon this Flench going-out, took he upon him. 
Without the privity o' the king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him l He makes up the 
V* '*tH the gentiy for the most part such [tile ; 
Too, whom as great a chaige as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own ietic 1,9 
The honomable boaid of council out, 

Must fetch him in the papers. 

A her. I do know 

Kinsmen of mine, tinee at the least, that have 
By this so sicken’d their estates, that nevfer 
j Thc» shall abound as iormerly. 

Buck. O many 

Have broke then backs vitli laying manors cn 
them 

Tor this cie.it journey. What did this vanity 
But lmnistei communication of 
A most poor issue ? 

Nor. Gnevingly I think, [values 

The peace between the French and us not 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Duck. E»rry man. 

After the hideous storm that follow’d, was 
A thing iiispu’d : and, not consulting, l ioke 
Into a geneial piophecyThat this tempest 
Dashing the eminent ot this peace, aboded 
The sudden hi each on't. 

Nor. Which is budded out; 

For Fiance hath flaw’d the league, and hath at¬ 
tach’d 

Our met chants*' goods at Boiudcuux. 

Aber. Is it thcrefote 
The ambassador is silenc'd? 

Nor. Marry, is't. 

Aber. A proper title of a peace; and pur¬ 
chas’d 

At a supeifluous rate 1 
Buck. Why all this business 
Our revei end caidinat caiiied. |j 
Nor. 'Like it your grace, 

The state takes notice of the pi ivate difference 
Betwixt you aud the cardinal. I advise you, 

(And take it from a heart that wishes towards 
you 

Honour and plenteous safety,) that you read 
The cardinal's malice and b:s potency 
Together: to consider fuither, that 
What his high hatred would effect, wants not 
A minister in bis power : You kuovv his nature. 
That he's revengeful; and I know, his sword 
Hath a sharp edge: it’s long, and it may be 
said 

• Proud. t Lump of fat. ' t Lilt. 

( Sets <lowu »u hit letter without consulting the coundu 
1 | Conducted. 
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It reach** far; and where Twin not extend. 
Thither lie daits it. Bo^om up my counsel, 
'You'll Ami it wholesome. Lo, where comes 
that rock. 

That 1 advise your shunning. 

Enter Cardinal Wolsrt, (the purse borne 
before him,) certain of the guard, and two 
Secretaries with papers. The Cardinal 
in his passage Jiaeth his eye on Bucking¬ 
ham, and Buckingham on him , both full 
of disdain. 

Wol . The duke of Buckingham’s surveyor 1 
ba 1 

Where's ins examination ? 

1 Seer. Here, so please you. 

Wot. Is he in person ready ? 

1 Seer. Ay, please your grace. 

Wol. Well, we shall then know more; and 
Buckingham 

Shall lessen this big look. 

[Exeunt Wolskt, and train. 
Buck. This butchei's cur* is veiiom-mouih'd, 
and 1 

Have not the power to muzzle him ; theiefore, 
best 

Hot wake him in his slumber. A beggai's 
look 

Out-worths a noble's blood. 

Nor. What, are you chaf'd t 
Ask God for temperance ; that's the appliance 
only. 

Which your disease requires. * 

Buck, i read in his looks 
Matter against me : and his eye revil'd 
Me, as his abject object: at this instant 
He bores t me with some trick : He’s gone to 
the kmg; 

I'll follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord, 

And let yout reasou with your choler question 
What 'tis you go about: To clime steep lulls. 
Requires slow pace at hist: Anger is like 
A full-hot horse; who being allow’d his way. 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man m England 
Can advise me like you : be to youiself 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I’ll to the king ; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow's insolence; or piuchum. 
There's difference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advis’d ; 

Heat not a furnace (or your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself: Wc may outrun, 

Ry violent swittness, that which we run at. 

And lose by over i uniting. Know you not. 

The fire, that mounts the liquor till it lun 
o'er. 

In seeming lo augment it, wastes it 1 Be ad¬ 
vis’d : 

I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you thau yourself; 

If with the sap of reason you would quench. 

Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 

1 am thankful to you ; and 1*11 go alon? 

By your prescription:—but this top-proud 
fellow, 

/Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From sinceie motions,) by intelligence. 

And proofs as clear as fouuts in Jdly, when 
We see each gram of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and tieasouous. 

Nor. Say not, treasonous. 

Buck. To the king, I'll say't; and make my 
vouch as strong 

As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox. 

Or wolf, or both, (for be is equ.il ravenous. 

As he is subtle; and as prone to mi&cbtef. 

As able to perforin It: his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 

Only to show his pomp as well in Frauce 

* Wolsejr was trie son of a butcher, 
t Slabs. 
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As here at borne, suggests* the king our 
master 

To this last costly treaty, the interview, 

Thai swallow'd so much treasure, and like a 
gins* * 

Did break I'the rinsing. 

Nor. 'Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour. Sir. This con- 
mug cardinal 

The articles o’tbe combination drew. 

As himself pleas’d ; and they were ratified, 

As he ci led, thus let it he: to as much end. 

As give a crutch to the dead: But our couut* 
cardinal 

Has done tins, and 'Us well; for worthy \Vol~ 
tey. 

Who cannot err, be did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as 1 take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treasou,)—Charles the em¬ 
peror, 

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, 

(For ’twas, indeed, his colour; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitatiou : 

His fears weie, that the interview betwixt 
England and Frauce might through their amity. 
Bleed him some prejudice: for from this 
league 

Peep’d Itaitus that menac'd him: he privily 
Deals with our car cl lira l; and aA 1 trow,— 

Winch I do weil; for I am sure, the emperor 
Paid tre he promis'd: whereby his suit was 
granted, 

F.re it was ask’dbut when the way was 
nude, 

And pav’d with gold, the emperor thus de¬ 
sir’d ;— 

That he would please to alter the king’s com so. 
And break the afoiesaid peace. Let the king 
know, 

(As soon he shall by me,) that thus the car¬ 
dinal 

Does buy and sell his honour as be pleases. 

And foi his own advantage. 

Nor. I am sony 

Fo hear this of Inin ; and could wish lie w’eie 
Something mistaken m’t. 

Buck. No, not a syllable; 

I do pioiiounce linn in that very shape. 

He shall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon ; a Sergeant at Arms be- 
Jure him, and two or three of the guard. 

Bran. Your office, sergeant; execute it. 

Scg. Sir. 

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
O! Heiefoid, Stalfoid, and Noithaiuptoii, i 
Anest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck. Lo you, my loid, 

The net has fallen upon me; I shall perish 
Under device and practice, f 
Bian. 1 am sorry 

To see you ta'en from liberty to look on 
The business present: 'Tis his highness* plea¬ 
sure 

You shall to the Tower. 

Buck. It will help me nothing. 

To plead mine innocence ; for that dies of* 
me. 

Which makes my whitest part black. The will 
of lieaveu 

Be done in this aud all things I 1 obey.— 

O my lord Aberg'any, fare you well. 

Bian. Nay he must bear you company:— 
The kmg [To Abbrgavenmy. 

Is pleas'd you shall to the Tower, till you 
know 

How be determines further. 

Aber. As tbe duke said. 

The will of beavejs be. done, and the king's 
pleasure 
By me obey'd. 


* Excites. 

♦ Unfair straugems. 
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Bran. Here Is a warrant from 
The kiug, to attach lord Montucute j and the 
bodies 

Of the duke’s confessor, John de la Court, 

One Gilbeit Peck, his chancellor,— 

J jBuck. So, so ; 

These arc the limbs of the plot; no more, 
1 hope. 

Bran. A monk o’the Cbartrcux. 

Buck. O Nicholas Hopkins? 

Burn. He. 

Buck. My surveyor is false; the o’er-great 
cardinal 

Hath sliow'd him gold; my life is spaim’d • al¬ 
ready ; 

I am the shadow of poor Buckingham; 

Whose figure even this install I clouds put on. 

By daik’nnig my clear sun.—My lord, farewell. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The Council Chamber. 

Cornets. Enter Kin* Henry, Cardinal Wol- 
sey, ihe Lo^ds of the Council , Sir Thomas 
Lovell, Officers , and Attendants. The 
King enters , leaning on the Cardinal’s 
shoulder. 

K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of 

it* 

Thanks you for this great care: I stood Tthe 
level 

Of a fullcharg'd confederacy, and give thanks 
To >on that chok’d it.—Let he call’d before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham’s: in person 
1*11 hear hi n Ins confessions justify ; 

And point by point the treasons of his master 
He shall again relate. 

The King takes his state, t The Lords of the 
Council lake their srceral places. The 
Cardinal places himsetj under the King’s 
feet on his right side. 

.4 noise u ithln , crying , Room for the Queen. 
Enter the Queen, ushered by the Dukes of 
Norfolk and Suffolk : she kneels. The 
King n^cth from his state , takes her tip , 
kisses and places her by him. 

Q. Kath Nay, we must longer kneel ; I am a 
suitor. 

K. Hen. Aiise, and take place by us Half 
your suit 

Ne\er name to us; you have half our power; 
The oilier moiety, ere you ask is given; 

Repeat your will, and take it. 

Q. Kath. Thank your majesty. 

That yon would love yourselt; and, in that love. 
Not uncotisid'M’d leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

K. Hen. Lady mine !—proceed. 

K. hath. 1 am solicited, not by a few', 

And those of true condition, that your sub¬ 
jects 

Are in great gi ievance: there hath been com¬ 
missions 

Sent down among them which have flaw’d the 
heart 

Of all their loyalties wherein, although. 

My good lord caidmal, they vent reproaches 
Most bitteily mi you, as putter-on 
Of these exactions, yet the king our master, 
(Whose honour heaven shield from soil I) even 
he escapes not 

Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almost appears. 

It doth appear; for, upon these taxations. 

The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The mauy to them 'longing, have put olf 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
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Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner, 
Daiiug the event to the teeth, aie all m up¬ 
roar, 

And danger serves among them. 

K. Hen. Taxation l 

Wherein l and what taxation ?—My lord car¬ 
dinal, 

You that are blam’d for it alike with us, 

Know you of this taxation? 

Wol. Please you, Sir, 

I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state; and front but iu that 
file • 

Where others tell steps with me. 

Q. Kath. No, my lord. 

You know no moie than others: but you frame 
Tilings, that aie known alike ; which are uot 
wholesome 

To those which would not know them, and yet 
must 

Perforce be their acquaintance. These exac¬ 
tions, 

Wheieof iny sovereign would have note, they 
are 

Most pestilent to the hearing; and, to bear 
them, 

The hack is sacrifice to the load. They say. 

They are dews’d by you ; or else you sutler 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K. lien. Still exaction ! 

The nature of it ? In what kind, let’s know 
is this exaction ? 

Q. Kath. 1 am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience; but am bolden’d 
Under your piomis’d pardon. The subject's 
grief 

Comes tin ongli commissions, which compel 
from each 

The sixth pait of his substance, to be levied 
Without delay; and the pietence for this, 

Is nam’d your wais in Fiance : This makes bold 
mouths: 

Tougues spit their duties out, and cold hearts 
freeze 

Allegiance in them ; their curses now, 

Live nheie their piayers did; and it’s come Co 
pass. 

That tractable obedience is a sla”e 
To each incensed will. 1 would, your highness 
Would give it quick consideration, for 
Theie is no pinner business. 

K. Hen. By my hie, 

This is against our pleasure. 

M ol. And lor me, 

I have no faither gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass’d me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 

If I am tiaduc’d by tongues, which neither 
Know 

My faculties nor person, yet .will be 
The cliiomcles of my doing,—let me say, 

’Tis but the fate of place, and llie rough 
brake + 

That virtue must go through. We must not 
stint l 

Our necessary actions, in the fear. 

To cope $ malicious cetisuies; which ever. 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new trimm’d; hut benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 

By sick interpreter, once|| weak ones, is 
Not our’s, or not allow’d ; U what worst, as oft. 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our best act. If we shall stand still. 

In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d 
at. 

We should take root here where we sit, or 
6 it 

State statues only- 

• I am only one among the other coufiMtllnrs* 

+ I luckct of tliurns. i Retard. 

§ Encounter. | Sotnetimt.. 

T Approved. 


• Measured. 


t Chair. 
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A'. Hen, Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear; 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Aie lo ne feai’d. Have >ou a precedent 
Of this commission i 1 believe not auv. 

We must not lend our subjects from our laws. 
And stick them m our will. Sixth part of 
each 1 

A trembling contribution ! Why, we take 
1 'ioui every tree, lop, balk, ami pait o’thc lim¬ 
ber ; 

And, though vve leave it with a root, thus 
hack’d, 

The ail will drink the sap. To every count}, 
Wheie this is question’ll, send our letteis, 
with 

Free p.udon to each man tlu.t has denied 
The toice ot this commission : Prav, look to’t; 

1 put it to vour care. 

IVol, A vvoid with join 

[To the SECRETARY. 
Let there he letters wiit to ever} shire, 

Of the king’s gi.ice and pardon The griev’d 
commons 

Hardly conceived of me ; let it In* nois’d, 

'that through our inteiceasu.ii, this revolvement 
And paidon comes: 1 shall anon advise }ou 
Further in the proceeding. 

[Exit Secretary. 
Enter Surveyor. 

Q. Hath. I am Eori> that the duke of Buck¬ 
ingham 

Is run in voui displeasme. 

K. Her. It cneves many : 

The gentleman is team'd, aid a most iar.. 
speaker, 

To nature none more abound , Ins tiainmg such, 
That he may furnish aiul ristuict gicat 
teachcis. 

And never seek lor aid out * of himself. 

Yet see, 

When these so noble benefit* ‘ha!! piove 
Not well dispos’d, the maid glowing once 
corrupt, 

Iney turn to vicious four.*, ten tunes more 
ugly 

Than ever they were. fair. • T Lis man so com¬ 
plete, 

Who was einoL’d 'mongst vvondeis, and when 

Almost with ravish’d hst’ning, couid not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lad}. 

Hath into moiistious habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear’d in hell. Sit by us ; von shall 
hear 

(This was his gentleman in trn-t,) of him 
Things to strike honour sad.—hid linn recount 
The lore-recited practices: vvheieof 
We cannot feel too little, beai tor much. 

ll'ol. Stand forth ; and with held tpuit relate 
what you, 

Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out oi the duke of Buckingham. 

K. Hen. Speak freely. 

Sure. First, it was usual with him, every 
day 

It would infect his speech, That if the king 
Should without issue die, he’d carry + it so 
To make the sceptre his: These v» ry words 
I have he.ud him utter to his son-in-law. 

Lord Abtiga’ny ; to whom by oath he menac’d 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

Wol. Please your highness, note . 

This dangeious conception in this point. 

Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant; and it stretches 
Revond }ou, to your friends. 

Q. Kath. My learn’d lord cardinal. 

Deliver all wuh charity. 


• Beyond, 
t Conduct, manage. 


A'. Hen. Speak on : 

How giouuded he bis title to the cicnvu. 

Upon our fail: to this point hast thou heard 
him 

At any time speak aught 1 
Sure. He was brought to this 
By a vam piophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

K. Hen. What was that Hopkins { 

•Via;. Sii, a Chartreux fnai, 

His confessoi ; who fed him even minute 
With words ot sovereignt>. 

K. Hen. How know’ll thou tin* ? 

Sun . Not I0115 befoie >oui highness sped to 
France, 

The duke being at the Rose,* within 11 k* pa¬ 
rish 

Saint Lawrence Poultiiey, did of rue demand 
What was the speech amongst the Londoner 
Concerning the Fieiuh journey : 1 leplied, 

Men fear'd the French would piove p*if .lions. 
To the king's daugei. Pieamtl} the du’e 
Said, 'Tuns the tea., indeed; and that le 
doubted, 

'Twould piove the venty of certain words 
Spoke bv u ho'} n<« That (Jt, k:v*. lie. 

Hath sent to me, u.\hr, g vu to p>rm,t 
John tie la Court,11111 ihupL'in, c chon c hau v 
To hear from him a math r ot some moment, 
Whom after under tuc 1 onfessun’s seat 
He solemnly had s:iorn, that, r hat he spot 
My chaplain lo no ocuim. l.t mg, but 
To me, should iitttr, rlfh tit wo n confidence 
Tins pausi.iglj cn•,«’</,—1 L.c king, 
nor ins heir*, 

(Tell you the dukcj shall 2 ro\per: bid hl.n 
strive 

To gtrn the lore cf the couth.anally , the di; ! e 
Shall govern England. 

(J. Kath. If I ki.o.v ] on well, 

You were the duke's simevoi, and lost v<.:-r 
oflice 

On the complaint oYae tenants: Take g*** -1 
heed. 

You charge not 111 jour s,di*e*i u nol.le pcr r < 11, 
And spoil join nobler *-oi«l! 1 sav, take heed; 
Ye-., beai til} beseech v./u 
K. Htn. Lei him on : — 

Go forvvrrd. 

Sun. on niv soul. I’ll sp'-a’; hut fr t!i. 

I t< Id ni> lord t!i * iukc, By ine devil’s j h 
S1011S 

The monk might be deriv’d; and that ’tv.:, a 
duug/rous for him, 

To lunmiate u.i this so fa., until 

It lorg’d him some design, winch, being b. 

I iev’d, 

It was much like to do : He answer’d, 'Pir.h / 

Jt can do me no damage : adding Inrlhcr, 

That, had the king 111 lus* l:i-t su.hneis Bill'd, 
The cardinal’s and Sir T hi m*.s Lovell’s heads 
Should have gone off. 

K. Hen. Ha! what, so rank? Ah, ha! 

There's mischief in this nun*-Canst thou 

say fuiilicr? 

Surv. I can, m> liege. 

K. Hen. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reprov’d the duke 
About Sir William Illomer,— 

K. Hen. I remember. 

Of such a time :—Being my servant sworn, 

The duke retain’d him Ins.-But ou ; What 

hence? 

Surv . If, quoth be, I for this had been 
committed, 

As to the Tower, I thought,—I would have 
play'd 

The part my father meant to act upon 
The usurper Richard: who, being at Salts • 
bury, . 

Made suit to come in his presence; which \j 
granted 

• No* Merchant Taylors' School. 



Scene IIL 

As be made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put lus knijc into him. 

K. Hen . A giant train)*! 

Mol. Now, madam, may his highness live in 
freedom. 

And this man out of prison? 

Q. hath. God mend all! 

K. Hen. There’s something more w'ould out of 
thee ; \\ hat say’st ? 

Surv. Alter— the duke hi, father—with the 
knife,— 

He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his 
danger, 

Another spieud on his breast,mounting his eyes, 
He did ilisthdige .1 homln * oath ; whose tenour 
as,—Weio he evil us’d, he would outgo 
His latliei, by as much as a pel toi uianco 
Does an iriesolute purpose. 

A. Hen. There’s his peiiod, 

I\> sheath hi« knife in us. He is attach’d ; 

Call him to present Inal: it he may 
bin . 1 mi icy in the law, 'tis his; if none, 

Let him not seek’t of us: By day and night, 
te’s tiuitoi to the height. [Exeunt. 

SCE\% III .—A Hoorn in the Palace. 

'Inter the Lord Cimwiicrlain, and Lord 

San n». 

C!.am. Is it possible, the spells of Ttancc 
should juggle 

ten into »u'h sliauge mysteries ? 

Sands. New customs, 
rmrngh thev In* nevei so udicnlous, 

'lay. let tln-ui la* unmanly, yet aie follow’d. 
('ham. As fur as I see, all the good oi;» 
English 

lave got b\ the late voyage, is hut meielv 
l LI * or tv\o o’thc luce ; but they aie ahiewj 
«mr« ; 

<>r when they hold them, you would swear 
diiectly, 

'hail veiy nmes had been co.ilisdlnis 
o Pepm, 01 Uothanus, they hetp -tatc* «o. 
Sands. I hey have all new h «,*» and lame 
ones ; one would take it, 

'hat nc\n saw them pace befme, the spavin, 
i '•pi mg!). It t mgn’d among them. 

(mini. Death! mv loid, 
heir chdlies are atie. such a pagan cut too, 
hut, ri.i'*, they have worn oat Christendom. 
How iu»w f 

’/hat news, Sir Thomas Lovell? 

Enter Si) Thomas Lovell. 

Lot. ’Faith, my loid, 
heal of none but the new proclamation 
hul s dapp’d upon toe couit-gate. 

Cham. What is’t loi ? 

Lov. The reformation of our tiavell’d gal¬ 
lants, 

'hat fill the court with quarrels, talk, and 
, tailors. 

Cham. I am glad, ’tis there ; now I would 
piay our monsieurs 

'o think an English com Her may be wise, 
ind nevei seethe Louvie. J 
Lov. They must eilhcr 

For so run the conditions,) leave these rem¬ 
nants 

if fool and feather, that they got in Fiance, 

Vith all their honourable points of ignoiance, 
’ertaining thereunto, (as lights, and fneworks; 
l busing better men tliau they cau be, 

)ut of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean 
'he faith they have m tenuis, and tall stock¬ 
ings, 

hurt blister’d breeches, and those types of 
travel, 

Lnd understand again like honest men; 

>r pack to their old playfellows: there I take 

it. 

• Grimace. ♦. Dilease incident to hone*. 

t A palace at Pane. 
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They may, cum privilegio, * wear away 
The lag end of their lewdness, and be laugh’d 
at. 

Sands. ’Tis time to give them physic, their 
Are grown so catching. (diseases 

Cham. What a loss our ladies 
Will have of these trim vanities 1 
Juov. Ay, inarrv, 

There will be woe indeed, lords; the sly whore¬ 
sons 

Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies; 

A French song, and a bridle, has no fellow 
Sands . The devil fiddle them ! I a in glad 
they’re going; 

(For, suie, there’s no converting of them;) 
now 

An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A Ioug lime out of play, may bring his plain 
song, 

And have an hour of hearing ; and, by’i-Iad/, 
Held cm tent music too. 

Cham. Well 6aiU, lord Sands; 

Your cult’s tooth is not cast yit. 

Sands. No, my loid ; 

Nor shall not, while I nave a stump. 

Cham. Sn Thomas, 

Whither wc:c you a-gomg ? 

Lov. To the caidmal’s ; 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

I ham. Oh ! 't:s true ; 

This m.lit he makes a suppei, at.ri a gicat on... 
To many lords and ladies ; theie wf>l be 
The beauty of tins kingdom, l 5 li assure you. 

Lov. That dim chiLau be.u» a bormieoui- nunJ 
indeed, 

A hand as fimtfnl as the land that feeds us : 

His dens fall evciy v.beie. 

Cham. No doubt, be’-> r.oble ; 

He had a h'acL mouth that said other o r inn. 
Saudi. lie may, my loid,he ha> wheiev.; 
m him, 

Spaiing would show a uoise sm than :’d doc- 
tune : 

Men of hi? way should be must liberal, 

They aie set hei. t< i e\a:iv>:cs. 

Cham. Tme, they .‘ic *<» ; 

But Jew now give so neat ones. My baige 
stays; t 

Your lordship shall along Come, good Sn 
Thomas, 

We shall be late el sc, which I would not he. 

For I was spoke t>>, with bn Heuiy Guilmoiri, 
This night to he comntrolleis. 

Sands. I am your loidslnp’s. [Exeunt. 

SCEXE JV.—Thc Pi n sence-Chambcr in 5 or 7c- 

Plaee. 

Hautboys. A small tabic under a state for 
Hie Cardinal, a longer table for the $ursts. 
Enter at one door Annl Bullion, and (li¬ 
ters Lords, Ladies , and Gcntlertoihcn, as 
guests; at another door , enter Sir Hj.miy 
Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his 
grace 

Salutes ye all: This night he dedicates 
To fair content and you : none heie, he hopes, 
in all this noble bevy,:}: has brought with her 
One caie abioad ; he would have all as merry 
As first-good, company, good wme, good wel¬ 
come 

Can make good people,-O my lord, you are 

tardy ; 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and 
Sir Thomas Lovell. 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wilds to me. 

Cham. You are young, Sir Harry Guildford. 

• With authority. 

4 Tbs spanker is at Bridewell, and the Cardinal’! 
house huU Whitehall. 

t Company. 
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Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my la> thoughts in him, some of these 
Should hud a mining hauq.net, ere they rested, 

I think would better please tbeui: By my life. 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lov. Oh 1 that your lordship were lint now con¬ 
fessor 

To one or two of these 1 
Sands. 1 would I Were; 

They should find easy penance. 

Luc. ’Faith, how easy? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 
Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit ? 
Sir Harry, 

Place you that side. I'll take the charge of this: 
His giace is eutring.—Nay, you must not 
freeze; 

Two women plac’d together makes cold weather : 
My loid Sands, you are one will keep them 
waking; 

Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my faith. 

And thank your loidship.—By your leave, sweet 
ladies: 

[Seats himself between Anne Bullen and 
another Lady. 

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive ine; 

I had it from my father. 

Anne . Was he mad. Sir? 

Sands. Oh! very mad, exceeding mad, in lo\e 
too: 

But he would bite none; just as I do now. 

He would kiss you twenty with a breath. 

[Kisses her. 

Cham. Well said, my lord.— 

So, now you are fairly seatid :—Gentlemen, 

The penance lies on you, if these lair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cure. 

Let me alone. 

Hautboys.—Enter Cardinal Wolsey, at¬ 
tended ,; and takes his state.* 

Wol. You are welcome, my fair guests ; that 
noble lady. 

Or gentleman, that is not fre.’y merry, 

Is not my friend: This, to couhrm my wel¬ 
come ; 

And to you all good health. [ Drinks . 

Sands. Your grace is noble ;— 

Let me have such a howl may hold my thanks. 
And save me so imu.li talking. 

Wol. My lord Sauds, 

I am beholden to 3011: cheer your neighbours.— 
Ladies, you me not meriy ;—Gentlemen, 

Whose fault is tlus ? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 
In their fair cheeks, my lordj then i\c shall 
have them 
Talk 113 to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester. 

My lord SauiLs. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play, t 
Here’s to your ladyship; and pledge it, madam. 
For # tis to such a tiling,— 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace, they would talk 
anon. 

[Drum and trumpets within : Chambers J 
discharged. 

Wol. What’s that ? 

Cham. Look out there, some of yon. 

[Exit a Servant. 

Wol. What warlike voice ? 

And to what end is this?—Nay, ladies, fear 
not; 

By all the laws of war yon are privileg’d. 

Re-enter Servant.’* 

Cham. How how ? what Is’t ? 

Serv. A noble troop of strangers ; 

• Chair. A Choose n»y game. 

* Small caunou. 


For so they seem: they have left their hai gc, 
and lauded; 

And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign pmices. 

Wol. Good loid chamberlain, 

Go, give them welcome, you can ■speak the 
French tougue; 

And pray receive them nobly, and conduct 
them 

Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall slime at full upon them :—Some attend 
him.— 

[Exit Chamber la in, attended. All arise , 
and Tables removed. 

You havs now a broken banquet; but we’ll 
mend it. 

A good digestion to you all: and, once more, 

I shower a welcome ou you ;—Welcome all. 

Hautboys.—Enter the King, and twelve 
others , as Maskers, habited like Shepherds, 
trith si j teen Torch-bearers ; usiured by 
the Lord Chamueklain. They pass di - 
rcctly before the Cardinal , and gracefully 
salute him. 

A noble company! what are their pleasures ? 
Cham. Because they speak no English, thus 
they pray’d 

To tell your grace;—That, having heard by 
fame 

Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no 
less, 

Out of the meat respect they bear to beauty. 

But lea\e their flocks ; and, under your fair con¬ 
duct, 

Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of levels with them. 

Wol. Say, lord chamberlain, 

They have done my poor house grace; for which 
1 pay them 

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their 
pleasmes. 

[Ladies i/iosen for the dance. The King 
chooses Anne Buu.ew. 

K. Hen. 'I he fairest hand I ever touch’d ! O 
beauty. 

Till now 1 never knew thee. [Music. Dance. 

Wol . My lord,- 

('ham. Your giace ? 

Wol. Pray, tell them thus much from me: 
There should be one amongst them, by his 
pet soil, 

More woithy this place than myself; to whom. 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
1 would silt render it. 

Chum. I will, my lord. 

[Cham, goes to the company and returns. 
Wol. What say they ? 

Cham. Such a one, they ail confess. 

There is, indeed; which they would have your 
giace 

Find out and lie will take it. * . 

Wol. Let me see then.— 

[Comes from his state . 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen;—Heie 
I’ll make 
My royal choice. 

K. Hen. You have found him, cardinal: 

[ Unmasking . 

You hold a fair assembly; you do well, lord : 
You are a churchman, dr. I’ll tell you, cardinal, 
1 should judge now unhappily, t 
Wol. 1 am glad 

Your grace 1* grown so pleasant. 

K. Hen. My lord cliamhei lain, 

Pr’ythee, come hither: What fair lady’s that? 
Cham. A n’t please your grace. Sit Thomas 
Bnlleu’s daughter. 

The viscount Rochford, one of her highness* 

women. 

K. Hen. By heaven, ^she Is a dainty one.— 
Sweet-heart, 


• The chief j»lace- 


t Mischievously. 
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I were unmannerly to take yon ont, 1 lie never was so womanish; the cause 


And not to kiss yon.—A health, gentlemen, 

Let it go round* 

Wol. Sir 1 homas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
rtlie pi ivy chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my lord. 

Wol. Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

K. Hen. I fear, too much. 

Wol. There’s fresher air, my lord. 

In the next chamber. 

K. hen. Lead rn your ladles, every one.— 
Sweet partner, 

I must not yet forsake youLet’s he mer¬ 
ry ;— 

Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen 
healths 

To d«ink to these fair ladies, and a measure* 

To lead them once again; and then let’s dream 
Who’s best in favour.—Let the music knock it. 

[Exeunt, with trumpets. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.—A Street. 

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 

1 Gent. Whither away so fast ? 

2 Gent. O God save you I 

Even to the hall to hear what shall become 
Of the great duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gent. I’ll save you 

That labour, Sir. All’s now done, but the ce¬ 
remony 

Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Gent. Were you there ? 

1 Gent. Yes, indeed, was l. 

2 Gent. Pray, speak, what has happen'd ? 

1 Gent. You may guess quickly what. 

2 Gent. Is he found guilty? 

1 Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d 

upon it. 

2 Gent. I am sorry for’t. 

1 Gent. So are a number more, 

2 Gent. But, pray, how pass’d it ? 

1 Gent . i’ll tell you in a little. The great 

duke 

Came to the bar; where, to Ills accusations. 

He pleaded still, not guilty, and alleg’d 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king’s attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg’d on tiie examinations, proofs, confessions. 
Of divers witnesses; which the duke desn’d 
To him bioupht, viva voce, to his face: 

At which appear’d against him, his surveyor; 

Sir Gilbert Peck, his chancellor; and John 
Court, 

Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk, 
Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

2 Gent. That was he. 

That fed him with his prophecies f 

1 Gent. The same. 

All these accus’d him strongly; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he 
could not: 

And so his peers, upon this evidence. 

Have found him guilty of high treason." Much 
He 6 poke, and learnedly, for life; hut all 
Was either pitLd in Win,'or forgotten. 

2 Gent. After ail this, how did be bear him¬ 

self? 

1 Gent. When he was brought again to the 

bar,—to bear 

His knell wrung out, his judgment,—he was 
stirr’d 

With such an agony, he sweat extremely. 

And something spoke in choler, lit and hasty: 
But he fell to himself again, and, sweetly. 

In all the rest show’d a most noble patience. 

2 Gent. I do not think he fears death. 

1 Gent. Sure, he does not. 


He may a little gueve at. 

2 Gent. Certainly, 

The cardinal is the end of this. 

1 Gent . ’Tis likely. 

By all conjectures: First, Kildare’s attainder 
Then deputy of irelaml ; who remov’d, 

Earl Suriey was sent thither, and in ha 6 le too 
Lest he should help bis father. 

2 Gent. That trick of state 
Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gent. At his return, 

No doubt be will requite it. This is noled, 

And generally; whoever the king favours. 

The caidinal instantly will And employment. 

And far enough fioin court too. 

2 Gent. All the commons 

Hate him perniciously, and, o' my conscience. 
Wish him ten fathom deep: this duke as much 
They love and dote on; call him, bounleoua 
Buckingham, 

The mirror of all courtesy ;— 

1 Gent. Stay there. Sir, 

And see the noble ruin’d man you speak of. 

Enter Buckingham from his arraignment ; 
Tip-staves bejore him , the as e uith the edge 
towards him; halberts on each side: with 
him , Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, Sir William Sands, and common 
people. 

2 Gent. Let’s stand close, and behold him. 
Buck. All good people. 

You that thus far have come to pity me, 

Hear what l say, and then go home and lose me. 
I have this day receiv’d a traitor’s judgment. 
And by that name must die: Yet, heaven bear 
witness. 

And if I have a conscience, let it sink me. 

Even as the a\c falls, if I be not faithful l 
The law I bear no malice for my dealli, 

It has done, upon the premises, but justice : 

But those that sought it, I could wish more 
Christians : 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive them: 

Yet let them look they gloiy not in mischief, 
Nor builJ their evils on the graves of great 
men ; 

For then my guiltless blood must cry against 
them. 

For further life in this world I ne’er hope, 

Nor will 1 sue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that 
lov’d me. 

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only d>iug, 

Co with me, like good angels, to my end; 

And, as the long divorce of steel falls oil me. 
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice. 

And lift my soul to heaven.—Lead on, o’God's 
name. 

Lov. I do beseech yonr grace, for charity. 

If ever any malice in your heart 
Weie Ind against me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovtll, I as free forgive 
you. 

As I would be forgiven: I forgive all; 

There cannot be those numbeiless offences 
'Gainst me, 1 can’t take peace with: no black 
envy 

Shall make * my grave.—Commend me to his 
grace ; 

And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him. 
You mec him half in heaven : my vowa and 
prayers 

Yet are the king’s ; and, till my soul forsake me. 
Shall cry for blessines on him ; May he live 
Longer than 1 have tune to tell his years! 

Ever belov’d, and loving, may his rule he. 

And, when old time shall lead him to hh 
end, 

Goodness and he fill up one mountnent t 


• Dance. 


• Clans. 
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Lov, To the water side I must conduct your 
grace ; 

Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vjiix, 
Who uudci takes you to your end. 

Vaitx. Piepare there. 

The duke is corning: sec the barjc he rejdv ; 
And ht it with such furniture, as suits 
Tiie gieatness of Ins person. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 
When I came bithei, I was lord hull constable. 
And duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edvvaid 
Boiimi: 

Yet I am 1 icher than my base accusers. 

That nevei knew what truth nu-aiit: I now 
seal it; 

And with that blood will make them one day 
gioan foi’t. 

My noble tatbei, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who fust rais’d bead against usuiping Kic-’.uid, 
Flung for succour to bis servant Bamstei, 

Being distress’d, was b> that wietcli betiay’J, 
And without tnal tell : God’s peace be with 
him ! 

Henry the seventh succeeding, tiuly pitying 
Ivlv father’s loss, like a most ioy.il pi nice. 
Restor’d me to ill) honours, and, oat ol mins, 
Made m> name once inoie noble. Now liis 
son, 

Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stiowe has u.ken 
For ever ft cm the wot hi. I bad mv tiial, 

And must needs say, a noble one , w.iic'i nukes 
me 

A little happier than my wretched falhai ; 

Yet thus far we aic one m foitunes,—Both 
Fell by our seivants, by loose men vve lov’d 
most ; 

A most mmatuial and faithless service ! 

Heaven lias an end in all : vet you that hear me, 
This fioin a d>mu man icceive as ceitam : 
Where you are liberal ot your loves, and coun¬ 
sels, 

Be sure, you be net loose ; for those you m...m 
friends. 

And give >our heaits to, when they o;.ce pu- 
ceive 


Is found a tmtli now: for it grows again 
Fiesher than e’er it was ; and held lor ceitain 
The king will venture at it. Either the car¬ 
dinal. 

Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, possess’d him with a sciuple 
I * hat will undo her: To confirm this too, 
Caidinal Cumpeins is arnv’d, and lately ; 

As all think, for this business. 

1 Gcut. ’Tis the cardinal; 

And meiciy to revenge him on the emperor. 

For not bestowing on him, at his asking. 

The archbishopnck of Toledo, this is pui pos'd. 

2 Gent. 1 think you have hit the maik; But 

ls’t not cruel. 

That she should fed the smart of tins ? The 
caidmal 

Will have his will, and she must fall. 

1 Gent . Mis wilful. 

We are too open here to aigue this ; 

La’s think in pnvate uioie. [Exeunt. 

SCEXE 11.—An Ante~cJiatr.ber in the Pa- 

lace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading a 

Letter. 

Cham. Mil lord,—The horse t your lordship 
sent for , nith alt the cine 1 hud , 1 saw nett 
i/usen, uddcn , and Jurnnhcd. They neic 
young and handsome, and of the best In ad in 
the north. When they were ready to set out 
for London, a man of my lord cat dimil's, bj 
commission, and mam yoicet, took ’an jmni 
lie ; trith this icasou, — His master non Id be 
«•' n ert before a snbjec t, it not bejoj c the king .• 

< uhich sl.tpj.eU our mouths, Air. 

\ 

I feat be wi 1, indeed ; Well, let h.m have them. 

; lie will have all, 1 think. 

I Enter the Dukes of Noktolr and Suii-oil. 

Nor. Well met, my good 
Loid Chambalaiii. 

; ('hum. Good day to both your giaces. 

, Suf. How ia the king cni| lov’d ? 


The least rub in your foitunes, fall away 
Like water tinm ye, nevei found again 
But wbeie they mean to sink ye. All good 
people, 

Pray for me I I must now foisake ye ; the last 
hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

] new ell: N 

And when you would say something that is sad. 
Speak how I loll.—I have done ; and God foi- 
give me l 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Train. 
1 Gent. Oh ! this is full of pitv.—Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curses on their heads, 

That were the authors. 

*2 Gent. If the duke be guiltless, 

'Tis full of woe : yet I can give yon inkling 
Of an ensuing evil, if it loll, 

Greater than this. 

1 Gent. Good angels keep it from us! 

W here may it be ? You do not doubt my faith, 
Sir? 

2 Gent. This secret is so weighty, ’twill require 
A strong faith • to conceal it. 

1 Gent. Let me have it; 

1 do not taak much. 

2 Gent. I am confident; 

You shall, Sir: did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing, of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine? 

1 Gent. Yes, but it held not: 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 
tie sent command to the lord mayor, straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gent. But that slander, Sir, 


1 ('hum. I lelt him pnvate, 

Full of sad thoughts and ticables. 

I .Vo;. W hat’s the cause ? 

I Cham. It seems, the marriage will* his bro¬ 
thel’s wife 

Has crept too near his conscience. 

AT if. No, his conscience 
Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. 'Tis so; 

Tins is the cardinal’s doing, the king-cardinal: 
That bl.ud priest, like the eldest son of foi- 
tune, 

Turns what be lists. The king will know him 
one day. 

Suf. Pray God, he do ! he’ll never know him¬ 
self else. 

Nor. How liolily he vvoiks in all bis busi¬ 
ness ! 

And with what zeal I For now he has crack’d 
the league 

Between us and the emperor, the queen's great 
nephew, 

He dives into the king’s soul, and there scat¬ 
ters 

Dangers, doubts, wringing Of the conscience. 
Fears, and despairs, and all these for his mar¬ 
riage : 

And, out of all these to restore the king, 

He counsels a divorce: a loss of her 
That like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 

Of her that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls. 
Will bless the king: and is uot this course 
pious 1 t 

Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel I 
'tis most Ifue, 


Great fidelity. 
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These news arc every where; every tongue 
speaks them. 

And eveiy true heart weeps for’t: All, that dare 
Look into these affairs, see this main end,— 

The Flench king’s sister. Heaven will one day 
open 

The king’s eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This hold bad man. 

Suf. And free us fiom his slavery. 

Nor . We had need pray, 

And heartily, for our deliverance; 

Or this imperious man will work us all 
Fiom princes into pages: all men’s honours 
Lie in one lump before him, to be fashion’d 
Into what pitch * he please. 

Suf. For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fe ar him ; there’s my creed: 
As I am made without him, so I’ll stand. 

If the king please ; his curses and his blessings 
Touch me alike, they aie breath I not believe 
in. 

I knew linn, and I know him ; so I leave him 
To Inin that made him pioud, the pope. 

Nor. Let's in ; 

And, with some other business, put the king 
fiom these sad thoughts, that work tdo much 
upon him :— 

Air lord, you'll bear us company? 

Cham Excuse me; 

The king hath sent me other-where : besides, 
You’ll find a mo<t unlit tune to distmb luiu : 
Health to your lordships. 

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chambeilain. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

Norfolk opens a folding door. The King is 
discovered sitting, and reading pens>i,ely. 

Suf. How sad he looks! sure, he ia much af¬ 
flicted . 

K. Hen. Who is there ? ha? 

Nor. ’Fray Cod lie he not angry. 

A. Hen. Who’s tlieie, I say i How dare you 
thrust yourselves 
Into iny pi it ate meditations? 

Who am I ? lia ? 

Nor. A giacious king, that pardons all of¬ 
fences 

Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty, this 
way, 

Is business of estate ; in which, v.e come 
To know >0111 royal pleasure. 

K. Hen. You arc too bold ; 

Go to ; I'll make ye know your times of busi¬ 
ness : 

Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha?— 

Enter Wolsey and Campeils. 

Who’s there ? my good lord cardinal ?—O my 
Wolsey, 

The quiet of my wounded conscience^ 

Thou art a cure fit for a king.—You’re welcome, 

[To Ciuruus. 

Most learned reverend Sir, into our kingdom ; 
Use us, and it :—My good lord, have great 
care 

I be not lound a talker. [To Wolsey. 

Wol. Sir, you cannot. 

I would your grace would give U3 but an hour 
Of private conference. 

K. Hen. We are busy; go. 

[To Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Nor. This priest has no pride in him 1 
Suf. Not to speak of; 

I would not he so sick though, t for 
his place: 

But this cannot continne. 

Nor. If it do, 

I’ll veuture one heave at him. 

Suf. 1 another. 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
TVol. Your grace has given a precedent of 
wisdom 



Above all princes, in rommitling freely 
Your sciuple to the voice of Christendom: 

Who can he angiy now? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, tnd bv blood and favour to her. 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness. 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 

I mean, the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms. 
Have their free voices; Home, the liuise ot 
judgment, 

Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man. 

This just and learned priest, cardinal Csm- 
pcius; 

Whom, once more, I present unto your high¬ 
ness. 

K. Hen. And, once more, in mine arm 1 ; I bid 
linn welcome, 

And thank the holy com late for their loves; 
They have sent me such a mail I would have 
wish’d for. 

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all 
sli anger’s loves, 

You me so noble: To vour highness* hand 
I tender my commission ; In whose virtue, 

(The co.ut of Rome commanding,) you, iny lord 
Cardinal of Yoik, are join'd with me their sei- 
vant, 

In the unpaitial judging of this business. 

A'. lieu. Two equal men. The queeu shall be 
acquainted 

Fuithw.th, lot what you comeWJicie's Gar¬ 
diner ? 

ITol. I know your mrjfsty has always lov’d 
hti 

So dear m Lcait, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law, 
Scliobus, allow'd lieely lo aicue for her. 

K. Hen. Ay, and Hie best, she shall have ; 
and my lav mil 

To him that does best; Gud forbid else. Cin¬ 
ema!, 

PrV.hoe, call Gardiner to me, iny new secretary ; 
I lii.e Win a fit tellow. [Exit Wolsli:. 

ilc-cntcr Wolsey, mill Gardiner. 

Wol. Give me vour hand; ini-ch joy and 
lavour to you ; 

You me the king's now. 

Cun/. B;;t to be commanded 
For evei by voui grace, wuose hand has laisM 
me. [.ls/de. 

K. //cm. Come hither, Gardiner. 

[They converse apait. 

Cam. My lord of York, was wot one doctor 
Face 

In this man’s place before him ? 

Wol. Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he net held a learned man ? 

Wol. Yes, suiely. 

Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion spread 
then 

Even ot voui self, loid caidinal. 

Wol. How ? of me 1 

Cam. They will not stick to say, you envied 
him ; 

And, feaung he would rise, he was so virtuous, 
Kept him a loieign man* still; which so griev’d 
him. 

That he ran mad, and died. 

Wol. Heaven’s peace be with him I 
That's Cluistinn care enough: for living mur- 
murers. 

There’s places of rebuke. He was a fool ; 

For he would needs be virtuous: That good 
fellow. 

If l command him, follows my appointment; 

I will have none so near else. Leain this, 
brother, 

Wc live not to be grip’d by meaner persons. 

K. Hen. Deliver this with modesty to the 
queen. [Exit Gardineb. 

The most convenient place that I can think of 
For such receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 


* High or low. 
t So aick aa be la proud. 


Out of the kiug’a presence 
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There ye shall meet about this weighty busi¬ 
ness :— 

My Wolvey. see it furnish’d.—O my lord, 

Mould it not gneve an able man, to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, con¬ 
science,— 

Oh i 'tis a teuder place, and 1 moat leave her. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE JJI.—An Ante-chamber in the 
Queen’s Apartments* 

Enter Anne Bullen, a«d an old Ladt. 

Anne. Not for that neither Here’s the pang 
that pinches : 

His highness haviug liv’d so loug with her: 
and she 

So good a lad), that no tongue could ever 
Pronouuce di 5 bonour of her,—by my life. 

She never knew harm-doing O now, alter 
So many courses of the sun euthrou'd, 

Still growing iu a majesty and pomp,—the 
which 

To leave is a tbonsand-fold more hitter, than 
•Tis sweet at first to acquite,—after this pro¬ 
cess, 

To give her the avaunt 1 • it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne • O God's will I much better, 

She ne’er had known pomp : though it be tem¬ 
poral, 

Yet, if that quarrel/t fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body’s severing. 

Old L. Alas, poor lady 1 
She’s a stronger now again. J 
Anne. So much the more 
Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 

I swear, 'tis better to be lowly born. 

And range with humble livers in coutent, 

Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief, 

Aud wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L . Our coutent 
Is our best having. $ 

Anne . By my troth, and maidenhead, 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L. Beshrew me, I would. 

And venture maidenhead for’t; and so would 
you. 

For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you. 
Have too a woman’s heart; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty ! 

Which, to say sooth, || are blessings; aud which 
gifts 

(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your soft chevenMT conscience would re¬ 
ceive, 

If you might please to stretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth,— 

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth,—Yon wonld not 
be a queen ? 

Anne . No, not for all the riches nndcr hea¬ 
ven. 

Old L. ’Tis strange ; a three-pence bow'd •• 
would hire ine, 

Old as I am, to queen it; But, I pray you, 

What think yon of a duchess 1, have you lambs 
To bear that load of title ? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made: Pluck off 
a little ; 

I would not he a young count in your way. 

For more than blushing comes to : if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, ’tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne. How won do talk 1 
I swear again,4 would Hot be X qxttn 
For all tbe world. 

• A sentence eT ejection. ? Quorwllev. 

t No longer an Englishwoman. I Pesaeaaiou. 

I 1 ruth* ? Kid-akin. *+ Crooked. 


Old L. In faith, for little England 
You’d venture an emhallmg : 1 myself 
Would for Carnarvonsbue, although there 'long’d 
No more to the crown but that. Lo. who conies 
here ? 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What wer't worth 
to know 

The secret of your conference I 
Anne. My good lord. 

Not your demand ; it values not your asking 
Our mistress’ sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle business, aud becom¬ 
ing 

The action of good women: there is hope. 

All will be well. 

Anne. Now J pray God, amen ! 

Cham. You bear a gentle luiud, and heavenly 
blessings 

Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Peiceive I speak sincerely, and limb note’s 
Ta’en of your many virtues, the kmg’6 majesty* 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does puipose honour to you no less flowing 
Than marchioness of Pembroke; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support. 

Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne . 1 do not know, 
hat kind of my obedience I should tender; 
More than my all is nolbmg : nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow’d, nor my wishes 
More worth tlian empty vauiues; yet players, and 
wishes. 

Are all I can return. ’Beseech your lordship, 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks and my obedi¬ 
ence. 

As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness. 
Whose health, and royalty, 1 pray for. 

Cham. Lady, 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit, • 

The king have of you.—I have perus'd her well; 

[Aside. 

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled, 

That they have caught the king: and who knows 
yet, 

But from this lady may proceed a gem. 

To lighten all this Isle ?—I’ll to the king, 

And say, I spoke with you. 

Anne. My honour'd lord. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain 
Old L. Why, this it is; see, see 1 
I have been begging sixteen years in court, 

(Am yet a corn tier beggarly, nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late. 

For any suit of pounds: and you, (O fate!) 

A very fresh-fish here, (fie, fie upon 
This compel I’d fortune 1) have your mouth fill’d 
up. 

Before you open it. 

Anne. This is strange to me. 

Old.L . How tastes it? is it bitter? forty- 
pence, no. 

There was a lady once, (’tis an old story,) 

That would not be a queen, that would she 
not, [it ? 

For all the mud in EgyptHave you heard 
Anne. Come, you are pleasant. 

Old. L. WUb your theme, I could 
O’ermount the lark. The maichiouess of Pem¬ 
broke I 

A thousand pounds a year I for pure respect ; 

No other obligation : By my life. 

That promises more thousands : Honour's train 
Is longer than bis foreskirt. By this time, 
i know your back will bear a duchess ;—Say, 

Are yon not stronger than you were? 

Anne. Good lady. 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy. 
And leave me out cn*t. -*Would I had uo 
being. 

If this salute my blood a jot; it faints me. 

To think what follows. 

v Opiate* 



Scene IV. 

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : Pray, do not deliver 
What here you have beard, to her. 

Old . L. What do you think met [ Exeunt. 

SCENE TV.—A Hall in Black-friars. 

Trumpets, sennet, • and cornets. Enter two 
Vergers, with short stiver wands ; next 
them, two Scribes, in the habits of doctors ; 
after them , the Archbishop of Canterbury 
alone : after him, the Bishops of Lincoln, 
Ely, Rochester, and Saint Asaph ; next 
them , with some small distance, follous a 
Gentleman bearing the purse, with the 
gieat seal, amt a cardinal’s hat; then 
two Priest «, bearing each a silver cross; 
then a Gentleman-Usher bare-headed, ac¬ 
companied with a Sergeant at Arms, 
bearing a silver mace; then two Gentle¬ 
men, bearing two great silver pillars ; t 
after them, side bp side, the tiro Cardinals 
Wolsey and Camp tics ; two noblemen with 
the sword and mace. Then enter the King 
and Queen, and their Trains. The King 
takes place under the cloth of state; the 
two Cardinals sit under him as judges. 
The Queen takes place at some distance 
from the King . The Bishops place them¬ 
selves on each side the court , in manner of 
a consistory; between them , the Scribes. 
The Ijords sit next the Bishops. The 
Crier and the rest of the Attendants stand 
in convenient order about the stage. 

JFol. Whilst our commission from Rome is 
read 

Let silence be commanded. 

K. Hen. What's the need t 
It hath already publicly been read. 

And on all sides the authority allow'd; 

You may then spare that liuie. 

Wol. Be't so :—Pioceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come 
into the court. 

Crier. Henry king of England, dec. 

K. Hen. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, 
come into court. 

Crier. Kathamie queen of England, &c. 

[The Queen makes no answer, rises out of 
her chair, goes about the court, comes to the 
King, and kneels at his feet ; then speaks.] 
Q. Kath. Sir, I desire you, do me right and 
justice ; 

And to bestow your pity on me: for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger. 

Born out of your dominions ; haviug here 
No judge indifferent, nor no more assmance 
Of equal fiicndship and proceeding. Alas, 
Sir, 

In what have I offended yon 1 what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure, 
That thus you should proceed to put ine off. 

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven 
witness, 

I have beeu to yon a true and hnmble wife. 

At all times to your will conformable: 

Ever iu fear to kindle your dislike. 

Yea, subject to your countenance; glad, or 
sorry. 

As I saw it inclin'd. When was the honr, 

I ever contradicted your desire. 

Or made it not mine too t Or which or your 
friends 

Have I not strove to love although I knew 
He were mine enemy f what friend of mine 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did l 
Continue in iny liking t nay, notice 
He was from thence discharg'd Y Sir, call to 
mind 

That I have been your wife in this obedience. 
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Upward of twenty years, and have been bless'd 
With many thiidreu by you: If, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report. 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught. 

My boud to wedlock, 01 my love aud duty. 
Against your sacred person, in God’s name. 

Turn me away; and let the foul’st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give tue up 
To the shaipest kind of justice. Please you, 
Sir, 

The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of au excellent 
And unmatch'd wit and ' judgment: Fer¬ 
dinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one 
The wisest prince, that there had reign’d by 
many 

A year before : It is not to be question'd 
That they had gather'd a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business. 
Who deem’d our marriage Jawful s Wherefore 
I humbly 

Beseech you. Sir, to 6pare me till I may 
he by my friends in Spain advis’d; whose 
counsel 

I will imploie: if not; i'the name of God, 

Your pleasure be fulfill'd I 
Wol. You have here, lady, [men 

(Aud of your choice,) these reverend fathers ; 
Of singular integrity and learning. 

Yea, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause: K shall be therefore 
bootless, • 

That longei you desire the court; as well 
Tor your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled m the kiug. 

Cam. His grace [dam. 

Hath spoken well and justly; Therefore, ma¬ 
lt’s fit this royal session do proceed; 

And that without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 

Q. Kath. Lord cardinal,— 

To you I speak. 

Wol. Your pleasure, madam 
Q. Kath. Sir, 

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We arc a queen, (or ioug have dream’d so,) 
certain. 

The daugbtei of a King, my drops of tears 
I’ll turn to sparks of fire. 

Wol. Be patient yet. 

Q. Kath. 1 will, when you are humble ; nay, 
before. 

Or God will punish me. I do believe. 

Induc’d by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy ; and make my challenge: 
You shall not be my judge ; for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and 
me,— 

Which God’s dew quench 1—Therefore, I say 
again, . 

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul. 

Refuse you for my judge; whom, yet once 
more, 

I hold my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a triend to truth. 

Wol. 1 do profess 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and display'd the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O’ertopping woman's power. Madam, yon do 
me wrong; 

I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you, or any: bow far I have proceeded. 

Or bow far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory. 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You 
ebaree me. 

That I have blown this toal: I d» deny it: 

The king is piesentjif it be know* to him. 
That I gainsays my deed, how may be wound, 
Aud worthily, my falsehood t yea, a* much 
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4 Flourish on comets. 

* Ensigns of iifutty corned Inioro twrdlnaio. 


• Useless. 


Deny. 
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As you have <loue my truth. But if he kuow 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 

1 am uot of your wrong:. Therefore in him 
It lies, to cure me: and the cure is to 
Remove these thoughts from you : The which 
before 

His highness shail spent in, I do beseech 
You, gracious uiadani, to unthink your speaking, 
And to say so no more. 

Q. Kath. My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You are meek, and 
humble-mouth’d ; 

You sign your place aud calling, in fall seem¬ 
ing. * 

With meekness and humility r but your heart 
Is cramm’d with arrogaucy, spleen, and pride. 
You have, by foituue and his highness’ fa¬ 
vours, 

Gone slightly o’er low steps; and now aie 
mounted 

Where poweis are your retainers aud your 
words, 

Domestics to yon, serve your will as’t please 
You!self pronounce their office. I must tell 
you, 

You tender more your poison’s honour, than 
Your high profession spiritual: that again 
1 do lefuse you for my judge : and heie. 

Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 

To bring my whole cause ’fore his holiness. 

And to be judg’d by him. 

[She curVsies to the King, and offers to 
depart. 

Cam . Tile queen is obstinate. 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, aud 
Disdainful to he tiy’d b> it; His not well. 

She’s going away. 

K. Hen. Cali her again. 

Crier. Kalhnime queen of England, come 
into the court. 

Gnf. Madam, you are call’d back. 

Q. Kath ^ What need you note it i piay you, 
keep your way: 

When you are call’d, return.—Now the Lord 
help. 

They vex me past i.iy patience!—pray you, 
pass on : 

T will not tarry : no, nor e\cr more 
Upon this business, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Exeunt Queen, Griffith her other 
Attendants. 

K. Hen. Go thy ways, Kate : 

That man i’tbe world, who shall report he has 
‘ better wife, let linn in nought be trusted, 
for .speaking false in that: Thou art, uioue, 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness. 

Thy meekness * samt-like, wife-like govern¬ 
ment,— 

Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee 
out, t) [born ; 

Ti e queen of earthly queensShe is noble 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

IVol. Most gracious Sir, 

In humblest manner I require your highness, 
That it shall please you to deciaie, in heamiz 
Oi all these ears, (for where 1 am robb’d aud 
bound, 

There must I be unloos’d; although not there 
At once + and fully satisfied,) whether ever I 
I>iu broach this business to your highness; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on’tt or ever 
Have to you,—but with thanks to God for such 
a royal lady,—spake one the least word, 
might 

M to the prejudice of hgr present state, 

Dr touch of her good person t 
K. Hen . My lord cardinal, 

• App* M ance. * t Speak oat thjr serifs. 

* Immediately satisfied. 


Act II. 

1 do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour, 

1 free you from’t. You aie not to be taught 
That you have tnauy enemies, that kuow uot 
Why they aie so, but, like to village curs, 

Bark when their fellows do : by some of th«.*e 
The queen is put in auger. You are excus’d : 
But will you be more justified 1 you ever 
Have wish’d the sleeping of this business; 
never 

Desir’d it to be slirr’d ; but oft have hinder’d ; 
oft 

The passages • made toward iton my ho¬ 
nour, 

I speak my good lord cardinal to this point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd 
me to’t,— 

I will be bold with time, and your attention :— 
Then mark the inducement. Thus it cauie 
give heed to’t:— 

My conscience first leceiv’d a tenderness. 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter’d 
By the Bishop of Bayonne, then Lunch am¬ 
bassador : 

Who had been hither sent on Ihe debating 
A marriage ’twixt the duke of Oi leans and 
Our daughter Mary: l’tlic progiess of this 
business. 

Ere a determinate resolution, he 
(I mean, the Bishop) did require a respite ; 
Wherein he might the king his lord adv6iU»e 
Whether our daughter were legitimate. 
Respecting this our marriage with the dowager. 
Sometimes our brother's wife. This respite 
shook 

The bosom of my conscience, enter’d me. 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to trem¬ 
ble " [wav. 

The region of my breast; which foic’d tuui 
That many maz’d coiisideriugs did thiong. 

And pievs’d iu with this caution. First, me- 
thought, 

I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb. 

It not conceiv’d a male child by me should 
Do no moie offices of life »o’t, than 
The grave does to the dead : for her male if-me 
Or died where they w ere made, or shortly a ‘.it 
This world had air’d them : hence I took a 
thought. 

Tins was a judgment on me ;*lhat inv kingdom. 
Well woithy the best heir o’the wu:!d, should 
not 

Be gladded iirt by me: then follows, that 
I weigh'd the danger which my realms stood m 
By this my issue’s fail ; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling + m 
The wild sea of my conscience, 1 did steer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now present here together ; that’s to say, 

I meant to lectify my conscience, which 
I then did feel full sick, and yet not well. 

By all the reverend fathers of the land, 

And doctors learn’d,—First, I began in pi hate 
\\ nb you, my lord of Lincoln ; you remember. 
How under my oppression 1 did reek, j 
Vi lien 1 first mov’d you 
Jah. Very well, my liege. 

K. Hen. I have spoke long; be pleas’d your¬ 
self to say 

How far you satisfied me. 

Lin. So please your highness, 

The question did at first so stagger me,— 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in’t. 

And consequence of dread,—that I committed 
The dariug’st counsel which 1 had, to doubt; 
And did entreat your highness to this course. 
Which you are running here. 

K. Hen. I then mov’d yon, 

My lord of Canterbury; and got your leave 
To make this present summons Unsolicited 
I left no reverend person in this court; 

But by particular consent proceeded, 

• Clewed pr fattened. 

f Floating without guidance. $ Watte, or wear away 
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Uuder your bauds and seals. Therefore, go 
on; 

For no dislike i’the world against the person 
Of the good queen,, but the sharp .thorny 
points 

Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward : 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life. 

And kiugly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest crea¬ 
ture 

That's paragon'd • o'the world. 

Cam. So please your highness, 

The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day: 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. 

[They rise to depart. 
K. Hen. I may perceive, [Aside. 

These cardinals trifle with me: I abhor 
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome. 

My learn’d and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, 
Pr’ytbee return t with thy approach, I know, 

My comfort conies along. Break up the court: 
.1 say, set on. 

[Exeunt in manner as they entered t 


ACT 111. 

SCENE I.—Palace at Bridewell. 

A Room in the Queen's Apartment. 

The Queen, and some of her Women, at 

work. 

Q. Kath. Take thy lute, wench: my soul 
grows sad with troubles ; 

’fling, and disperse them, . if thou canst: leave 
working. 

SONG. 

Orpheus with his lute made trees, 

And the mountain-tops that freeze. 

Bow themselves, when he did sin*; 

To his music , plants and flowers 
Ever sprung ; as sun, and showers , 

There had been a lasting spring. 

Every thing that heard him play , 

Even the billows of the sea, 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 

In sweet music is such art; 

Killing care and grief of heart. 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die . 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q. Kath. How now f 

Gent. An't please your grace, the two great 
cardinals 

Wait In the pieseuce. J 
Q. Kath. Would they speak with me 1 
Gent. They will'd me say bo, madam. 

Q. Kath. Pray their graces 
To come near. [Exit Gent.] What can be 
their business 

With me a poor weak woman, falleu from 
favour 1 

1 do not like their-coming, now I think on't. 
They should be good men; their affairs $ as 
righteous : 

But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter Wolsby and Caupeius. 

Wol Peace to your highness I 
Q. Kath. Your graces And me here part of 
a housewife; 

I would be all, agaiust the worst may happen. 


* Without compare, 
t An upoatrophe to tha abaent biahop. 
t Frtaauce chamber. I Profeaaioua. 


What are your pleasures with me, reverend 
lords ? 

Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to 
withdraw 

Into your private chamber, we shall give yon 
The full cause of our coming. 

Q. Kath. Speak it here ; 

There's nothing 1 have done yet, o* my con¬ 
science. 

Deserves a corner: 'Would, all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul a9 1 do l 
My lords, I care not, (so much I am happy 
Above a number,) if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw 
them. 

Envy and base opinion set against them, 

I know my life so even : If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in, 

Out with it boldly; Truth loves open dealing. 
Wol. Tanta est erga te mentis integritas, 
regine serenissima ,— 

Q • Kath. O good my lord, no Latin ; 

I am not snch a truant since my coming.— 

As uot to know the language I have liv'd in: 

A strange tongue makes my cause more 
strange, suspicious; 

Pi ay, speak in English ; here are some will 
thank you. 

If you speak truth, for their poor mistress* 
sake ; 

Believe me, she has had much wrong: Lord 
cardinal. 

The willmg’st sin, I ever yet committed. 

May be absolv’d in English. 

Wol. Noble lady, 

I am sorry my integrity should breed 
(Aud service to his majesty and you,) 

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accusation, 

To taint that honour every good tongue blesses ; 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow ; 

You have too much, good lady : but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty differ* 
ence 

Between the king and you; and to deliver. 

Like free and honest men, our just opinions. 
And comforts to your cause. 

Cam. Most honour'd madam. 

My lord of York,—out of his noble nature. 

Zeal and obedience be still bore your grace; 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late cen¬ 
sure 

Both of bis truth and him, (which was too 
far,)— 

Offers as I do, in a sign of peace. 

His service and his counsel. 

Q. Kath. To betray me. 

[Aside. 

My lord9, I thank you for both your good wills. 
Ye speak like honest men, (pray God ye 
prove so!) 

But how to make you suddenly an answer, 

In such a point of weight, so near miue hon¬ 
our, 

(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit, 
Aud to such men of gravity and learning. 

In truth, I know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids; full little, God knows, 
looking 

Either for such men, or such business. 

For her sake that I have been, (for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness,) good your graces. 
Let me have time, and counsel for my cause ; 
Alasl I am a woman, friendless, hopeless. 

Wol. Madam, you wrong the king's love with 
these fears ; 

Your hopes and friends, are infinite. 

Q. Kath . In Englaud, 

But little for my prodt: Can yon think, lords. 
That any Englishman dare give me counsel ? 

Or be a known friend, 'gainst his highness* 
pleasure, 

(Though he be grown so desperate to be ho¬ 
nest,) 

And live a subject? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 

2Q 
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They must weigh • out my a&tctioiK, 

They that my trust must grow to, live not 
here ; 

They are, as all my other comfafa, Ihr lienee. 
Id mine own country, lords, . 

Cam. I would your grace 
"Would leave your griefs, ani tte »y counsel. 

Q. Katfu How, Sir t 

Cam. Put your maiu cause Into fee king’s 
protection; 

He's loving, and most endows; Twill be 
much 

Both for your honour better* and your cause; 
For, if the trial of the law offtake you. 

You'll part away disgrac’d. 

Wol. He tell* you rightly. 

Q. Katk. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, 
my ruin; 

Is this your Christian counsel 1 out upon ye t 
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a judge. 

That no king can corrupt. 

Cam. Your rage mistakes us. 

Q. Kath. The more shame for ye ; holy men 
I thought ye. 

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues: 

But cardinal sins, and hollow hearts, 1 fear 
ye s 

Mend them for shame, my lords. Is this your 
comfort T 

The cordial tiiat ye bring a wretched lady T 
A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d f 
1 will not wish ye half my miseries, 

1 have moie charity : But say, 1 warn'd ye ; 

Take heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, lest 
at once 

The harden of my sorrows fail upon ye. 

Wol. Madam, this is a mere distraction; 

You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q. Kath. Ye turn me into nothing: Woe 
upott ye. 

And all such false professors I Would ye have 
me 

(If you have any justice, any pity; 

If ye be any thing but churchmen's habits,) 

Put my sick cause into his hands that bate* 
me 1 

Alas! he has banish’d me bis bed already; 

His love, too long ago: 1 am old, my lords. 

And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only ray obedience. What can happen 
To me above this wretchedness f all your 
studies 

Hake me a curse like this. 

Cam. Your fears are worse. 

Q. Kath . Have I liv'd thus long—(let me 
sprak myself. 

Since virtue finds no friends,)—a wife, a true 
one 2 

A woman (I dare say, without vain-glory,) 

Never yet branded with suspicion 2 
Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the kiug 2 lov’d him next heaven f 
obey’d hiui ? 

Been, oat of fondness, superstitious to hhn 11 
Almost forgot uiy prayers to content him t 
And am I thus rewarded 1 ’its not well, lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband. 

One that ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his plea¬ 
sure ; 

And to that woman, when she has done most. 
Yet will l add an honour,—a great patience. 
Wol. Madam* you wander from the good we 
aim at.. 

Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not mala myself 
so guilty. 

To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e’er divorce my digattiA* 

WuU ’Pray hear me. 

Q. Kath. ’Would 1 had now and this Eng¬ 
lish earth* 


. . ... * Outweigh. 

1 Semd hhn with lupentilteas Wter 


Ad IT. 

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it f 
Ye have angels' laces, but heaven buotra your 
hearts. 

What will become of me now, wretched lady ? 
lam the most unhappy womsu living.— 

Alas I poor wenches, where are now your far. 

tunes 1 [ 7 b her Women . 

Shipwreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity. 

No friends, no hope: no kindred weep foi 
me, * 

Almost no gntveaUow’d meLike the lily. 

That once \vas mistress of the Held* and flou¬ 
rish’d, 

I’ll hang my head, aud perish., 

Wol* If your grace 

Could but be brought to know, our ends are 
honest. 

You’d feci more comfort: why should we, good 
lady. 

Upon what cause, wrong you 2 Alas 1 our places. 
The way of our profession is against it 
We are to cure such soirows, not to sow them. 
For goodness’ sake, consider what you do ; 

How you may hart yourself, ay, utterly 
Grow trom the king’s acquaiulaucc, by thlB 
carriage. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience. 

So much they love it; but to stubborn spirits 
They swell, and grow as leirtble as 6torins. 

1 know you have a gentle, noble tender, 

A soul as evi u as a calm; Pray, thri'k us 
Those we proless, peace-makers, fi lends, and 
servants. 

Cam . Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong 
your virtues 

With these weak women’s fears. A noble 
spirit, 

As pour’s was put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts, as false com, fioin it. The kWig 
loves you : 

Beware, you lose it not: For us, if you plea** 
To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q. Kath. Do what re will, my lords; a»d 
pray, forgive me. 

If I have us’d* uiyself unmannerly; 

You know I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 

Pray, do uiy service to his majesty: 

He has my heart yet ; aud shall have n»* 
prayers, 

While I shall have my life. Come, reverend 
fathers. 

Bestow your counsels on me: she now begs. 

That little thought, when she set footing here, 
She should have bought her dignities so dear. 

{Exeunt 

SCENE II.—Ante chamber to the King*a 
Ayurtment . 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk,, the Duke oj 
Suffolk, the Earl oj Surrey, and the 
Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. If you will now unite In your com- 
plaints. 

And force t them with a constancy, the car¬ 
dinal 

Cannot stand under them : if you omit 
The otfer of this time, 1 cannot promise. 

But that you shall sustain more new disgraces, 
with these you bear already. 

Stir. I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion, that mar give mo 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke. 

To be reveng’d on him. 

Suf. Which of the peers 
Have uticontermi’d gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected 2 when did he regard 
The stamp «f nobleness in any person, 

Out of biHiseif? 

Cham. My lords, you speak your pleasure*> 

• Btksvsd. t Eafavre* 
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Scene II. 

What he deserves of you and me, I knew; 

What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Gives way to us,? ' much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. 

Nor . Oh 1 fear him not; 

His spelt in that is out: the king hath fonnd 
Matter against him, that for ever mars 
The honey of bis language. No, he’s settled. 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sur . Sir, 

1 should be glad to bear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it, this Is tree. 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein he appears. 

As I could wish mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His practices to light! 

Sitf. Most strangely. 

Sur. Oh 1 how, how f 

SuJ. The cardinal's letter to the pope mis¬ 
carried. 

And came to the eye o'the king: wherein was 
read. 

How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgment o'the divorce : for if 
It did take place, / do, quoth he, perceive 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queer?t, lady Anne Sullen. 
Sur . Has the king this t 
Suf. Believe it. 

Sur . Will this work! 

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how 
he coasts, 

And hedges his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his 
physic 

After bis patient's death ; the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. 'Would he had I 

Suf. May you be happy In yonr wish, my 
lord I 

For, 1 profess, you have it. 

Sur. Now ail my joy 
Trace * the copjnnctioa 1 
Suf. My amen to’tl 
Nor. All men's. 

Suf. There's order given ft>r her corona¬ 
tion : 

Marry, this is yet bnt yonng, f and may be 
left 

To some ears unrecounted.—Bnt, my lords. 

She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind aud feature : I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to tbis land, which 
shall 

In it be memoriz'd, J 
Sur. But, will the king 
Digest this letter of (be cardinal's T 
The Lord forbid I 
Nor. Marry, amen I 
Suf. No, no; 

There he more wasps that bozabont bis nose. 
Will make this sling the sooner. Cardinal 
Campeius 

Is 6tolen away to Rome ; hath ta'en no leave; 
Has left the cause o'the king uuhandled; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 

To second all his plot. I do assure you 
The king cry'd, ha I at this. 

Chain. Now, God incense him. 

And let him cry ha, loader I 
Nor. But, my lord. 

When returns Cranmer! 

Suf. He is relum’d, in his opinions; which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce. 

Together with all famous colleges 

Almost in Christendom: shortly, I believe. 

His second marriage shall be publish'd, and 

• Follow. 

t Made memorable. 


Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd, qneen ; but princess dowager. 
And widow to priuce Aithur. 

Nor. This same Craamer's 
A worthy fellow, and bath ta'en mach pain 
In the king's business. 

Suf. He has ; and we shall see him. 

For it, an archbishop. 

Nor . So f hear. 

Suf. Tls so. 

The cardinal- 

fitter Wolsey and Ceomwelu 

Nor. Observe, observe, he's moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the 
king! 

Crom. To his own hand, in his bed-cham¬ 
ber. 

Wol. Look'd he o'the inside of the paper f 
Crom. Presently, 

He did unseal them ; and the first be view'd. 

He did it with a serious mind; a heed 
Was in his countenance: You, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. 16 be ready 
To come abroad ? 

Crom. I think by this he Is. 

Wol. Leave me a while.— 

[Exit Cbomweli* 

It shall be to the duebess of Aiencon, 

The French king’s sister: he shall marry her.— 
Anue Builen I No; i'll no Anne Bullens for 
him: 

There is more in it than fair visage.—Builen i 
No, we’ll no Bullens.—Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome.—The marchioness of 
Pembroke 1 

Nor. He's discontented. 

Suf. May be, he bears the king 
Does whet bis anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough, 

Lord, for thy justice 1 

Wol. The late queen's gentlewoman; a 
knight’s daughter, 

To be her mistress' mistress I the queen's 
queen 1— 

Tbis candle burns not clear: 'tis I must 
snuff it; 

Then, out it goes.—Wbat though I know her 
virtuous. 

And well-deserving ! yet I know her for 
A spleen) Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i' the bosom of 
Our bard-rul’d king. Again, there is sprung 
up 

A heretic, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the king. 

And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is \e\*d at something. 

Suf. I would ’twere something that would fret 
the string, 

The master-cord of his heart 1 

Enter the Kino, reading a Schedule ;• and 

Lovell. 

Suf. The king, the king. 

K. Hen. What piles of wealth hath he accu¬ 
mulated 

To bis own portion 1 and wbat expence by the 
hour 

Seems to flow from him! How, i’tbe name of 
thrirt. 

Does he rake this together I—Now, my lords; 

Saw you the cardinal f 
Nor. M> lord, we have 

Stood here observing him: Some strange com¬ 
motion 

Is iu bis biain : be bites his lip, and starts: 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 

Then lays bis finger on his temple; straight, 
Spungs out into last gait; t then stops again. 
Strikes his breast bard; and anon, he casts 


t Now. 


Ah inventory. 


t Slops. 
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Act III. 


His eye against the moon: in most strauge pos¬ 
tures 

We bave seen him set himself. 

AT. Hen . It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
Papers of state be sent me to peruse. 

As I requir'd; And, wot* you, what I found 
There ; on my conscience, put unwittingly 1 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing,— 

The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, 
Kiel) stuffs, and ornaments of household ; which 
J And at such prond rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 

Nor. It's heaven's will; 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet. 

To bless your eye withal. 

AT. Hen. It we did think 
His contemplation were above the earth, 

And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in bis musings : but I am afraid. 

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His seiious considering. 

[.He takes his seat , and whispers Lovell, 
who goes to Wolset. 

Wol. Heaven forgive me I 
Ever God bless your highness! 

K. Hen. Good my lord. 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the in¬ 
ventory 

Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o'er ; you have scarce 
time 

To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span, 

To keep your earthly audit: sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husbaud; and am glad 
To have you therein roy companion. 

Wol. Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time; a time 
To think upon tbe part of business, which 
1 bear i’tlie state; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 

I, her fi ail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 
Must give my tendance to. 

AT. Hen. You bave said well. 

Wol . And ever may your highness yoke to¬ 
gether. 

As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying! 

K. Hen. 'Tis well said again; 

And 'tis a kind of good deed, to say well: 

And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd 
yon; 

He said he did ; and with bis deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 

1 bave kept you next my heart; have not alone 
Employ'd you where high profits might come 
home. 

But par'd my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

Wol. tv bat should this mean ? 

Sur. The Lord increase this business 1 

[Aside. 

K. Hen. Have 1 not made you 
The prime man of the state 1 I pray you, tell 
me 

If wbat I now pronounce you have found true: 
And, if you may confess it, say withal. 

If you are bound to us, or no. Wbat say yon ? 

Wol. My sovereign, I confess your royal graces, 
Shower’d on me daily, have been more, than 
could 

My studied purposes requite; which went 
Beyond all raau* 84 endeavoars my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires. 

Yet, fil'd with my abilities: Mine own ends 
Have been miue so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and- 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor nndeserver, K 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks; 

My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty, 
which ever has, and ever shall be crowing, 

Till death, that winter, kill it. 

* Know. 


K. Hen. Fairly answer'd ; 

A loyal aud obedient snbject is 
Theiein illustrated: Tbe honour of it 
Does pay the act of it; as, i'thc contrary, 

Tbe foulness is the punishment. 1 presume. 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you. 

My heart dropp'd love, my power rain’d honour, 
more 

On you, than any; so yonr hand and heart, 

Your brain, and every function of your power, 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 
As ’twere in love*i particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

Wol. I do profess. 

That for your highness’ good I ever labour’d 
More than mine own ; that am, bave, and will be. 
Though all the world should crack their duty 
to you. 

And throw it from their soul: though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, 
and 

Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty. 

As doth a rock against tbe chiding flood. 

Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And stand unshaken your's. 

K. Hen . 'Tis nobly spoken: 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast. 

For you have seen him open't.—Read o'er this; 

[Giving him papers. 

And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with 
What appetite you bave. 

[Exit Kino t frowning upon Cardinal 
Wolset : the Nobles throng ajter 
him t smiling and whispering. 

Wol. What should this mean 1 
What sudden angel’s this? how have I reap'd it! 
He parted frowning from me, as if rum 
Leap’d from bis eyes: So looks the chafed 
liou 

Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him ; 
Then -makes him nothing. I must lead til's 
paper: 

I fear the story of his anger.— 1 'Tis so ; 

This paper has undone me :—'Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth 1 have drawn to¬ 
gether 

For miue own ends ; indeed, to gain tbe pope¬ 
dom, 

And fee iny friends in Rome. O negligence. 

Fit for a fool to fall by I What cross devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent tbe king ? Is there no way to cure this T 
No new device to beat this from his brains ? 

I know, 'twill stir him strongly ; Yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune. 

Will bring me off again. What's this —To the 
Popef 

The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to lus holiness. Nay then, farewell I 
■ I have touch’d the highest point of all my great¬ 
ness ; 

And, from that full meridian cf my glory, 

I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalatiou in tbe evening, 

And no man see me more. 

Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk, and Sup- 
folk, the Earl of Subbey, and the Lord 
CHAUBEBLA1N. 

Nor. Hear tbe king's pleasure, cardinal: who 
commands you 

To render up the great seal presently 
Into onr bauds; and to confine yourself 
To A6ber-house, • my lord of Winchester’s, 

Till you bear further from his highness. 

Wol. Stay, 

Where's your commission, lords 1 words cannot 
carry 

Authority so weighty. 

Suf. Who dare cross them ? 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly 7 
Wol. Till I find more than will, or words, 
to do it, 

• Eaher In Sumy. 
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(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 

I dare, and must deny it. Now i feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded,—envy. 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 

As if it fed ye I and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin l 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 
You have Christian warrant for them, and, no 
doubt. 

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal. 
You ask with such a violence, the king, 

(Mine and your master,) with his own band 
gave me; 

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours. 
During my life; and, to confirm his gooduess, 
Tied it by letters patents: Now', who’ll take it ? 
Sur. The king, that gave it. 

Wol. It must be himself then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Wol. Proud lord, thou liest; 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that longue, than said so. 

Sur. Thy ambition, 

Thou scarlet 6in, robb’d this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 

The beads of all thy brother cardinals, 

(With thee, and all thy best parts bound to¬ 
gether,) 

Weigh’d not a hair of his. Plague of your po- 
You sent ine deputy for Ireland ; [licy! 

Far from his succour, from the king, from ali 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav’st 
him; 

Whilst jour great goodness, out of holy pity. 
Absolv’d him with an axe. 

Wol. This, and all else 
This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 

1 answer is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts: how iiiuocent I was 
From any pnv.ite malice in his end, 

H 19 noble jury and foul cause can witness. 

If 1 lov’d many words, lord, I should tell you, 
You have as little honesty as honour ; 

That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 

Dare mate * a sounder man than Surrey can be. 
And all that love bis follies. 

Sur. By my soul. 

Your long coat, priest, protects you; thou 
should’st feel 

My sword i’the life-blood of thee else.—My lords. 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance 1 

And from this fellow 1 If we live thus tamely, 

To be thus jaded t by a piece of scarlet, 

Fareu-ell nobility ; let bis grace go forward. 

And dare us with bis cap, like larks. $ 

Wol. All goodness 
Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodness 
Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one. 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 
The goodness of your intercepted packets. 

You writ to the pope, against the king: your 
goodness. 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious.— 
My lord of Norfolk,—as you are truly noble. 

As you respect the common good, the state 
Of our despis’d nobility, our issues, 

Who, if be live, will scarce he gentlemen,— 
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
Collected from his life :—I'll startle you 
Worse than the scariug bell, when the brown 
wench 

Lay kissing in your aims, lord cardinal. 

Wol. How much, methinks, I could despise 
this man, 

But that I am bound in charity against it I 
Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the 
king’s hand : 

But, thus much, they are foul ones. 
fFof. So much fairer, ^ 

* Equal. + Ridden. 

t A card'nal’that is scarlet, and the method - f daring 
larks is by small mirrors aa scarlet cloth 


And spotless, shall mine innocence arise. 

When the king knows my truth. 

Sur. This .cannot save you : 

I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles; and out they shall. 

Now, if you can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal. 
You'll show a little honesty. 

Wol. Speak on. Sir: 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush, 

It is to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I’d rather want those, than my head. 
Have at yon. 

First, that, without the king's assent, or know¬ 
ledge. 

You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You maim’d the jurisdiction of ali bishops. 

Nor . Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, or 
else 

To foreign princes. Ego et Rex meus 
Was still inscrib’d; in which you brought the 
To be your servant. [king 

Suf. Then, that, without the knowledge 
Either of kmg or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 

Sur. Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude, 

Without the king’s will, or the state’s allowance, 
A league between bis highness and Ferrara. 

Suf. That, out of mere ambition, you have 
caus’d 

Your holy hat to be stamp’d on the king’s coin. 
Sur. Then, that ’you have sent innumerable 
substance, 

(By what means got, I leave to your own con- 
science,) 

To furnish Rome, and to prepare the wlyg 
You have for dignities; to the mere • undoing 
Uf all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
Which, since they are of you, and odious, 

1 will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my lord, 

Press not a falling man too f 2 r : *tis virtue : 

His faults lie open to the laws; let them. 

Not you, correct him. Mv heart weeps to see 
him 

So little of his great self. 

Sur. I forgive him. 

Suf. Lord cardinal, the king’s further pleasure 
is,— 

Because all those things, you have done of late 
By your power legatiuef within this kingdom. 
Fall into the compass of a i pramunire 9 \ — 

That therefore such a writ be sued against you: 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements. 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of the king’s protection:—This is my 
charge. 

Nor. And so we’ll leave you to your medita¬ 
tions 

How to live better. For your stubborn answer. 
About the giving back tbe great seal to us, 

The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall 
thank you. 

So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal, 

[Exeunt all but Wolsey. 
Wol. So farewell to the little good you bear 
me. 

Farewell,,a long farewell,to all my greatness! 
This is the state of man ; To day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope ; to-morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blushing honours thick upou 
him s 

The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost; 

And when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripeuing, nips’ his root, 

And tbeu be foils, as I do. I have ventur'd. 

Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders. 
This many summers in a sea of glory; 

But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now bas left 
me, 

• Absolute _ -f At the Pope's legate. 
i A writ int urring a penalty. 
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Weary, and old with scnrlc*, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, 1 hate ye; 

I feel my heart new open'd : Oh 1 how wretched 
Is that poor man, that bangs on princes* fa¬ 
vours J 

There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to. 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
Moie pangs and fears than wars or women have; 
And when be falls, be tabs like Lucifer, 

Never to hope agaiu.— 

Enter Cromwell, amusedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 

Crom. I have no power to speak. Sir, 

Wol. what, amaz’d 

At my misfortunes t can tby spirit wonder, 

A great man should decline t .Nay, an you 
weep, 

lam falleu indeed. 

Crom. How does your grace t 
Wol. Why, well ; 

Never so tiuly happy, my good Cromwell. 

I know myself now; and 1 reel within me , 

A peace above all earthly dignities, 

A still and quiet conscience. The king has 
cur’d 

humbly tbank his grace; and from these 
shoulders, 

These ruin’d pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would <ink a navy, to much honour: 

O *tis a burden, Cromwell, ’tis a burden, 

Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 
Crom. 1 am glad, your giace has made that 
right nse of it. 

Wol. I hope I have: I am able now, me* 
thinks, 

(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,) 

To endure more miseries, and greater far. 

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 

What news abioad ? 

Crom. The heaviest, and the worst. 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

Wol. God bless him I 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is 
chosen 

Lord chancellor in your place. 

Wol. That’s somewhat sudden : 

But he’s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness* favour, and do justice 
For truth’s sake, and his conscience; that his 
bones. 

When he has run his course, and sleeps in 
blessings. 

May have a tomb of orphans* tears • wept on 
What more ? [em I 

Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with wel¬ 
come, 

Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. 

Wol. Tbat’6 news indeed. 

Crom. Last, that the lady Anne, 

Whom the kiug hath in secrecy long married. 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen. 
Going to chapel; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

Wol. There was tbe weight that pull'd me 
down. O Cromwell, 

The king bas gone beyoud me, all my glories 
In that one woman I have loft for ever: 

No sun shall evei usher forth tniue honours. 

Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upou my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Crom¬ 
well ; 

I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master: Seek the king; 

That sun, 1 pray, may never set! 1 have told 
him 

What, and how true them nit: be will advance 

thee ; 

Some little memory of me will stir him, 

(I know his noble nature,! not to let 
Tby liopetill service perish too: Good Crom¬ 
well, 


Neglect him not; make nse * now, and provide 
For tbine own future safety. 

Crom. O my lord, 

Must I then leave you ? Must I needs forego 
So good, so noMe, and so true a master ? 

Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron. 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his 
lord.— 

The king shall have my service; but my prayers 
For ever and for ever shall be your*s. 

Wot. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a 
tear 

In all my miseries; but thou hast forc'd me > 
Out of tby honest truth to play the wotnau. 

Let's dry our eyes : and thus far bear me, Crom¬ 
well ; 

And, (when I am forgotten, as I shall be: 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no men¬ 
tion 

Of me more must be heard of,) say, 1 taught 
thee. 

Say, Wolsey, (that once trod the ways of glorv, 
Aud sounded all the depths aud shoals ot hon¬ 
our,) 

Found thee a way out of his wreck, to rise m : 

A sure aud safe one, though thy master 
miss’d' it. 

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, dine away ambition ; 

By that sin fell the angels, how can man then. 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by’t ? 

Love thyself last: cherish those hearts that hate 
thee ; 

Cor nipt ion wins not more than houcsty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 

To silence euuuus tongues. Be just, aud fear 
not: [tiy’s, 

Let all the end9, thou aim’st at, be thy conii- 
Tby God’s, and truth’s ; then it thou fall’s!, O 
Cromwell, 

Thon fall’st a blessed martyr. Serve the king; 
And,-—Pr’ythee, lead me m : 

Theie take an inventory of all 1 have, 

To the last penny : ’tis the king’s: my robe. 

And my integrity to liea^eu, is all 
I dare now call mine own, U Cromwell, Cioin- 
well. 

Had I but seiv’d my God with half the zeal 
I serv’d my king, be would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine euennes. t 
Crom. Good Sir, have patience. 

Wol. So 1 have. Farewell 
The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do 
dwell. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—A Street in Westminster • 

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 

1 Gent. You are well met once again. 

2 Gent. And so are you. 

1 Gent. You come to take your stand here 
and behold 

The Lady Anne pass from her coronation T 

2 Gent. 'Tis all my business. At our last en¬ 

counter. 

The duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gent . 'Tis very true: bin that time offer'd 

sorrow; 

This general joy. 

2 Gent . Tis well: tbe citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds; 
As, let them have their rights, they are ever for¬ 
ward 

In celebration of this day with shows. 

Pageants, and sights of honour. 

i Gent . Never greater,' 

Nor, i’ll assure you, better taken, Sir. 

t 

• IncmO. 

t This KDteiln wm really ottered by wolwy. 
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2 Gent, May I be bold to ask what that con¬ 
tains. 

That paper in your hand 1 

1 Gent. Yes; 'Us the list 

Of those, that claim their offices this day. 

By custom of the coronation. 

The duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be bisk steward; neat the duke of Nor¬ 
folk, 

He to be earl marshal; you may read the rest. 

2 Gent. 1 thank yon, Sir; had 1 not known 

those customs, 

I should have been beholden to yaw paper. 

But, 1 beseech you, what's become of Katha¬ 
rine, 

The princess dowager i how goes her business t 

1 Gent. That 1 can tell you toe. The arch¬ 

bishop 

Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned aud reverend fathers of his order. 

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Amptbili, where the princess lay; to 
which 

She oft was cited by them, but appear'd not; 
And, to be short, for not appearance, and 
The king's late scruple, bj the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorc'd. 

And the late marriage * made of none effect: 
Since which, she was remov'd to Kimbollon, 
Where she remains now sick. 

2 Gent. Alas, good lady !— [Trumpets-. 

The truin)iets sound : stand close, the queen is 

coming. 

THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION. 

A lively flourish of Trumpets ; then enter 

1. T>co Judges. 

2. The Lord Chancellor, with the purse and 

mace before him. 

3. Choristers singing. [Music. 

4. Mayor of London bearing the mace. Then 

Garter , in his coat of arms, and on his 
head, a gilt copper crown . 

5. Marquis Dorset, bearing a sceptre of 

gold , on his head a demi-coronal of 
gold. With him the earl of Surrey, 
bearing the rod of silver with the dove, 
crowned with an earl's coronet . Col¬ 
lars of SS. 

<2. Duke of Sujjolk, In his robe of estate , his 
coro<iet on his head, bearing a long 
white wand , as high-steward. With 
him, the duke of Norfolk, with the 
rod of marshalshlp , a coronet on his 
head. Collars of SS. 

7. A canopy borne by four of the cinque- 
ports ; under it , the Queen in her robe ; 
in her hair richly adorned with pearl , 
crowned. On each side of her, the 
bishops of London , and Winchester. 

•8. The old duchess of Norfolk , in a coronal of 
gold, wrought ‘with flowers, bearing the 
Queen's train. 

Q. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain 
circlets of gold without flowers. 

2 Gent. A royal train, believe me.—These I 
know ;— 

Who's that, that bears the sceptre t 

1 Gent. Marquis Dorset; 

And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gent. A bold bfpve gentleman: And that 

should be 

The duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gent. Tis the same* high-steward. 

2 Gent. Aud that iny lord of Norfolk I 

1 Gent. Yes. 

2 Gent . Heaven Mees (bee 1 

[Looking on the Queen. 
Thou bast the sweetest face I ever look'd on.— 
Sir, as 1 have a soul, she is aa angei; 

Our kiug has all the, ladies in his arms, 

• Th« numin lately considered as valid. j 
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And more, and richer, when he strains that 
lady: 

I cannot blame his conscience. 

1 Gent. They, that bear 

The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

2 Gent. Those men are happy; and so are aJJ, 

are near her. 

I take U, she that carries up the train. 

Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk. 

1 Gent. It is; and all the rest are conn- 

tessses. 

2 Gent. Their coronets say so. These are 

stars indeed; 

And, sometimes, falling ones. 

1 Gent. No more of that. 

[Exit Procession, with a great flourish 
of trumpets. 

t 

Enter a third Gbntlr]Taw. 

God save you. Sir I Where have you been broil¬ 
ing 7 

2 Gent. Among the crowd i'the abbey; where 

a finger 

Coaid not be wedg'd in more; and I am stifled 
With the mere rankness of their joy. 

2 Gent. You saw 
The ceremony ? 

3 Gent. That I did. 

1 Gent . How was it? 

3 Gent. Weil worth the seeing. 

2 Gent. Good Sir, speak it to us. 

3 Gent. As well as 1 am able. The rich 

stream 

Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepar’d place hi the choir, tVll off 
A distance from her; while her giace sat down 
To rest a while, some half an hour, or so. 

In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 

Believe me, Sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man: which when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the sbrouJs make at sea in a stiff tempest. 

As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, 1 think,; flew up: aud had their 
faces 

Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such 
joy 

I never saw before. Great-bellied women 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old tune of war, would shake the press. 
And make them reel before them. No man 
living 

Could say, This is my wife, there; all were 
woven 

So strangely in one piece. 

2 Gent. But, 'pray, what follow'd ? 

2 Gent. At length her grace rose, and with 

modest paces 

Came to the altar; where she kneel’d, and, 
saintlike. 

Cast her fair eyes to heaven, aud pray'd de¬ 
voutly. 

Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people: 
When by the atchbishop of Cauterbury 
She bad all the royal makings of a queen; 

As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crowu. 

The rod, and bird of peace, aud ail such em¬ 
blems 

Laid nobly on her; which perform'd, the choir. 
With all the choicest music of the kingdom. 
Together sung Tc Deum. So 6he parted. 

And with the same full state pac’d back again 
To York-place, wheie the feast is be id, 

1 Gent. Sir, you A 

Must no wore cal! it York-pUce, that is past t 
Foi, since the cardinal fell, that title's lost; 

'Tis now the king’s, and caH’d—Whitehall. 

3 Gent. I know it; 

But 'tw so lately alter’d, that the old name 
is fresh about me. 

2 Gent. What two reverend bishops 

Were those that went on each side of tba 
queen f 
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3 Gent, Stokcsly and Gardiner; the one, of 
Winchester, , 

(Newly preferred from the king’s secretary,) 

The other, London. 

2 Gent. He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop’s, 

2 he virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gent. All the land knows that: 

However, yet there’s no great breach; when it 

comes, 

Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from 
him. 

3 Gent. Who may that be, I pray you I 
3 Gent. Thomas Cromwell; 

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 

A worthy friend.—The king 

Has made him master o’the jewel house, 

And one, already, of the privy-council. 

2 Gent. He will deserve more. 

3 Gent. Yes, without all doubt. 

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests; 
Something 1 can command. As I walk thither. 
I’ll tell ye more. 

Both. You may command us. Sir. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE II. — Kimbolton. 

Enter Katharine, Dowager , sick ; led be¬ 
tween Griffith and Patience. 

Grif. How does your grace ! 

Kath. O Griffith, sick to death : 

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth. 
Willing to leave their burden : Reach a chair ;— 
So,—now, methinks, 1 feel a little ease. 

Didst thon not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’st 
me. 

That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead i 

Grif. Yes, madam ; but, I think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you suffer’d, gave no ear to’t. 
Kath. Pr’ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he 
died: 

If well, he stepp’d before me, happily • 

For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For after the stout carl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his answer. 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill. 

He could not sit his mule. 

Kath. Alas! poor man ! 

Grif. At last, with easy roads,f he came to 
Leicester, 

Lodg’d in the abbey; where the reverend abbot. 
With all bis convent, honourably receiv’d him; 
To whom be gave these words,— O father abbot. 
An old man, broken with the storms of state, 
Is come to lay Ma weary bones among ye ; 

Give him a little earth for charity ! 

So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still; and, three nights after this. 
About the hour of eight, (which he himself 
Foretold should be bis last,) full of repentance! 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 

He gave bis honours to the world again. 

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 
Kath. So may he rest; his faults lie gently 
on him! 

Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak 
him, 

And- yet with charity,—He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, \ ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by suggestion 
Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair play ; 

His own opinion was bis law: I’the presence $ 

He wood say untruths; and be ever double. 

Both in his words and meaning: He was never. 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful: 
nafuaulMs were, as he then was, mighty ; 
••This performance, as he is now, nothing. 

. n . * Haply, 

t By short eta ret. j Pride, 
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Act IV. 

Of his own body he was ill, * and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble madam, 

rfeu's evil manners live iu brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ! 

Kath. Yes, good Griffith ; 

I were malicious else. 

Grif. Thjs cardinal. 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion’d tof much honour. From his 
cradle. 

He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one ; 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading: 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov’d him not; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as 
summer. 

And though he were unsatisfied iu getting, 
(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowiug, madam. 

He was most priucely: Ever witness for bun 
Those twins of learning, that lie rais’d in }oti, 
Ipswich and Oxford 1 one* of which fell with 
him, 

Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 

The other, though uiifinistTd, yet so famous. 

So excellent in art, and still so rising, 

That Christendom 6hall ever speak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap’d happiness upou him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himself. 

And found the blessedness of being little : 

And, to add greater honours to bis age 
Than man could give him, he, died, fearing, 
God. 

Kath. After my death 1 wish no other herald. 
No other speaker of my living actions. 

To keep mine honour from corruption, 

Bnt such an honest cbrouicler as Griffith. 

Whom 1 most hated living, tbou hast made me. 
With thy religious truth, and modesty, 

Now in bis ashes honour: Peace be w UU 
him 1— 

Patience, be near me still; and set me lower: 

I have not long to trouble thee.—Good Griffith, 
Cause the musicians play me tbat sad note 
I nam’d my knell, whilst 1 sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Sad and solemn music. 

Grif. She is asleep: Good wench, let’s sit 
down quiet. 

For fear we wake her ;—Softly, gentle Patience. 

The Vision. Enter , solemnly tripping one 
after another, six Personages, clad in white 
robes , wearing on their heads garlands of 
bays , and golden vizards on their faces; 
branches of bays, or palm, in their hands. 
They first congee unto her, then dance ; and , 
at certain changes, the first two hold a 
spare garland over her head; at which, 
the other four make reverend court*sies; 
then the two that held the garland , deliver 
the same to the other next two, who observe 
the same order in their changes, and hold¬ 
ing the garland over her head: which done , 
they deliver the same garland to the last 
two, who likewise observe the same order ; 
at which, (as it were by inspiration,) she 
makes in her sleep signs of rejoicing, and 
holdcth up her hands to heaven: and so 
in their dancing they vanish, carrying 
the garland with them. The music con¬ 
tinues . 4 

Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye! Are 
ye all gone! 

And leave ifce here in wretchedness behind ye t 
Grif. Madam, we are here. 

Kath. It is not you I call for. 

Saw ye none enter, since I slept! 

Giif. None, madam* , 

• Set ■ lewd example in hie own peraor • 
t Formed for. X Ipewicu. 
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Scene II. 

Kath. No ? Saw you not, even now, a blessed 
troop 

Tnvite me to a banquet; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun ? ■ 

They promis'd me eternal happiness; 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear: I shall. 

Assuredly. 

Grif. I am most joyful, madam, such good 
Possess your fancy. [dreams 

Kath. Bid the music leave. 

They are harsh and heavy to me. 

[Afusic ceases . 

Pat. Do you note, 

How much her grace is alter'd on the sndden 1 
How Jong her face is drawn ? How pale she 
looks, 

And of an earthy cold ? Mark you her eyes 1 
Grif. She is going, wench ; pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort her 1 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. An’t like your grace,— 

Kath • You are a saucy fellow : 

Deserve we no more reverence f 
Gi if. You are to blame, - 
Knowing, she will not Jose her wonted great¬ 
ness, 

To use so rude behaviour: go to, kneel. 

Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness* 
pardon ; 

My haste made me unmannerly: There is stay¬ 
ing 

A gentleman, sent from the king to see you. 
Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith: But this 
fellow 

Let me ne’er see again. 

[Exeunt Griffith and Messenger. 

Re-enter Griffith, tviih Capccius. 

If my sight fail not. 

You should be lord ambassador from the em¬ 
peror, 

My royal nephew, and yoor name Capncius. 
Cap. Madam, the same, your servant. 

Kath. O my lord. 

The times, and titles, now are alter’d strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, 1 pray 
you. 

What is your pleasure with me t 
Cap. Noble lady. 

First, mine own service to yonr grace; the 
next. 

The king’s request that I would visit you ; 

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by 
Sends you his princely commendations, [me 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 
Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes 
too late; 

*Tis like a pardon after execution : 

That geutle physic, given in time, had cur’d me; 
But now I- am past all comforts here, but 
prayers. 

How does his highness f 
Cap . Madam, in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever dol and ever flourish. 
When 1 shall dwell with worms, and my poor 
name 

Banish’d the kingdom !—Patience, is that letter, 
1 caus’d you write, yet sent away f 
Pat. No, madam. [Giving it to Katharine. 
Kath. Sir, I most hnmbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Most willing, madam. 

Kath. In which 1 have commended to his 
goodness 

The model* of our chaste loves, his young 
daughter: t— 

The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on 
her!— 

Beseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding; 
(She is young, and of a hoble modest nature; 
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I hope, she will deserve well;) and a little 
To love her for her mother’s sake, that lov'i 
him. 

Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor 
petition 

Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women, that so long. 

Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully : 

Of which there is not one, l dare avow 
(And now I should not lie,) but will deserve. 

For virtue, and true beauty of the soul. 

For honesty, and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be * a noble; 
And, sure, those men are bappy that shall have 
them. 

The last Is, for my menthey are the poorest. 
But poverty could never draw them from me 
Tbnt they may have their wages duly paid 
them. 

And something over to remember me by ; 

If Heaven had pleas’d to have given me longer 
life. 

And able means, we bad not parted thus. 

These are the whole contentsAnd, good my 
lord. 

By that you love the dearest In this world. 

As you wish Christian peace to souls departed. 
Stand these poor people’s friend, and urge the 
king 

To do me this last light. 

Cap. By heaven, I will ; 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man 1 
Kath. 1 thank you, honest lord. Remember 
In all humility nuto his highness: [me 

Say, his long trouble uow is passing 
Out of this world : tell him, in death 1 blcss’d 
him. 

For so I will.—Mine eyes grow dim.—Farewell, 
My lord.—Griffith, farewell.—Nay, Patience, 

You must uot leave me yet. I must to bed; 
Call in more women.—When I am dead, good 
wench. 

Let me be us'd with honour; strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may 
know 

I was a chaste wife to my grave embalm me. 
Then lay me forth: although unqueen’d, yet 
like 

A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 

I cau no more.- 

[Exeunt leading Katharine. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—-A Gallery in the Palace . 

Enter Gardiner Bishop of Winchester, a 
Page with a torch before him , met by Sir 
Thomas Lovell. 

Gar. It’s one o’clock, boy, is’t not 1 
Boy. It hath struck. 

Gar. These should be hours for necessities. 
Not for delights; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not foi us 
To waste these times. Good hour of night. 
Sir Thomas! 

Whither so late ? 

Lov. Came yon from the king, my lord ? 

Gar. I did. Sir Thomas; and left him at 
primero + 

With the duke of Suffolk. 

Lov. I must to him too, 

Before he go to bed. I’ll take my leave. 

Gar. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovell. What’s 
the matter 1 

It seems you arc in haste: an if there be 
No great offence belongs to*t,.give youi friend 
Some touch of your late business: Affairs, that 
walk 
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(Aa, tbey say, spirits do,) at mMirifht, have 
In them J wilder nature, than the business 
That seeks despatch by day. 

Lov. My lord, I love you; 

And durst commend a secret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's 
in labonr. 

They say, in great extremity; and fear'd. 

She’ll with the labour end. 

Gar. The fruit sbe goes with, 

I pray for heartily; that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the stock, Sir 
Thomas, 

I' wish it grubh'd up now. 

Lov. Metbinks, I could 
Cry the ameu ; and yet my conscience says 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar. But, Sir, Sir,— 

Hear me. Sir Thomas: Too are a gentleman * 
Of mine own way ; I know you wise, religious; 
And, let me tell you, it will ue’er be well,— 
'Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me. 

Till Cnuimer, Cromwell, her two bauds, and 
she. 

Sleep in their graves. 

Lov. Now, Sir, you speak of two 
The most remark’d l’the kingdom. As for 
Cromwell,— 

Beside that of the jewel-house, he's made mas¬ 
ter 

O’tlie rolls, and the king’s secretary: further. 
Sir, 

Stands in the gap and trade of more prefer* 
ments, 

With which the time will load him : The arch¬ 
bishop 

Is the king’s hand, and tongue ; And who dare 
speak 

One syllable against him 1 
Gar. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare; and I myself have ven¬ 
tur’d 

To speak my mind of him : and. Indeed, this 
day. 

Sir, (I may tell it you,) I think I have 
Incens’d * the lords o’tbe council, that lie is 
('For so f know be is, they know he is,) 

A most arch heretic, a pestilence 
That does infect the land: w ith which they 
moved. 

Have broken f with the king; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace 
And princely care; foreseeing those fell mis¬ 
chiefs 

Our reasons laid before him,) be hath com* 
manded, , 

To-morrow morning to the conncil-board 
He be couvented. t He’s a rank weed. Sir 
Thomas, 

And we must root him ont. From your affairs 
1 hinder you too long: good night. Sir Thomas. 
Lov. Many good nights, my lord ; I rest 
your servant. 

[Exeunt Gardiner and Page. 

As Lovell is going out , enter the King, and 
the Duke of Suffolk. 

K. Hen. Charles, I will play no more to¬ 
night ; 

My mind’s not on*t, yon are too bard for me. 
Suf. Sir, 1 did never win of you before. 

K. Hen. But little, Charles; 

Nor shall not, when tuy fancy’s on my play.— 
Mow, Lovell, from the queen what is the 
uewsl 

Lov. 1 could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, hut by her woman 
I sent your message ; who return'd her thaafrs 
In the greatest humbleness, and desir'd yonr 
highness 

Most heartily to pray for hue. 

' • < ; * Set oft. + T<A& their mi ad*. 
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K. Hen. What say’at thou f ha I 
To pray for her! wbat, Is sbe crying cut t 
Lov. So said her woman; and that her suffer¬ 
ance made 

Almost each pang a death. 

K. Hen. Aiaa, good lady! 

Suf. God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladdiug of 
Your highness with an heir I 
K. Hen. 'Tis midnight, Charles, 

Pr'ythee, to bed; and iu thy prayers remember 
The estate of my pool queen. Leave me aloue ; 
For 1 must think of that, which company 
Will not he friendly to. 

Suf. 1 wish your highness 
A quiet night, aud my good mistress will 
Remember m my prayers. 

K. Hen. Charles, good night.— 

[Exit Suffolk. 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Well, Sir, what follows t 
Den. Sir, 1 have brought my lord the arch¬ 
bishop, 

As you commanded me. 

K. Hen. Ha 1 Canterbury f 
Den. Ay, my good lord. 

K. Hen. 'lis "true : Where is he, Denny T 
Den. He attends your highness’ pleasure. 

K. Hen. Bring him to us. [Exit Denny. 
Lov. This is about that which the bishop 
spake ; 

I am happily come hither. [Aside. 

Re-enter Denny, with Crane er. 

K. Hen. Avoid the gallery. 

[Lovell seems to stay. 
Ha 1—I have said.—Begone. 

What 1 [Ezeunt Lovell and Denny. 

Gran. lam tearful:—Wberefoie Downs he 
thus i 

'Tis his aspect of terror. All's not well. 

K . Hen. How now, my lord % You do desire 
to know 

Wherefore I sent for you. 

Gran. It is my duty. 

To attend your highness’ pleasure. 

AT. Hen . ’Pray you, arise. 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 

Come, you and I must walk a turn together; 

I have news to tell you : Come, come, give me 
your hand. 

Ah! my good lord, I grieve at what I speak. 

And am right sorry to repeat what follows: 

1 have, and most unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, 1 do say, my lord. 
Grievous complaints of you; which, being con¬ 
sider’d, 

Have mov'd us, and our council, that you shall 
This morning come before us; where, I know. 
You caunot with such freedom purge yourself. 
But that, till further trial, in those fbaiges 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be wdl contented 
To make your house our Tower: You a brother 
of us, # 

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come against you. 

Gran. I humbly thank your highness : 

And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnoWd, where my chaff 
And corn shall fly asunder; for, I know. 

There's none stands under more calumnious 
tongues. 

Than I myself, poor mao. 

AT. Hen. Stand up, good Canterbury; 

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
lu us, tby friend: Give me thy band, stand np ; 
Pr’ythee, let’s walk. Now, by my holy-dame, 
What manner of man are youl My lord, I 
look'd 

You would baveglven me your, petition, that 
I should have ta'en some pains to bring together 

• On* of tin council. 



Scene I. 

Yourself and your accusers; and to have heard 
you 

Without indurance, further. 

Cran. Most dread liege. 

The good i stand on is, iny truth and honesty; 
If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies. 

Will triumph o'er my person; which 1 weigh • 
not, 

Being of those virtues vacant. I feat+nothtof 
What can be said against me. 

K. Hen. Know you not how 
Your 6tate stands i’tlie work), with the whole 
uorldf 
Your enemies 

Are mauy, and not small: their practices 
Must bear the same proportion: and not evert 
The justice and the truth o’the question carries 
The due o’the verdict with it: At what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear agaiust you 1 such things have been 
done. 

You are potently oppos’d ; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween J you of better luck, 

I mean, in perjur'd witness, than your master. 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv’d 
Upon this naughty earth 7 Go to, go to ; 

You take a precipice for no leap of danger. 

And woo your own distinction. 

(Van. God and your majesty 
Protect mine innocence, or 1 tall into 
The trap is laid for me 1 
A'. Hen. Be of good cheer; 

They shall no more prevail, than we give way 
to. 

Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see 
You do appear before them; if they shall 
chance, 

In charging you with matter*, to commit you. 
The best persuasions to the conlraiy 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct )ou : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them.—Look, the good man 
weeps. 

He’s honest, on mine honour. God’s blest 
mother 1 

I 6wear, be is true-hearted; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom.—Get you gone. 

And do as I have bid you.— [Exit Cran her.] 

He has strangled 

His language in his tears. 

Enter an old Lady. 

Gent. [Within.] Come back; What mean 
you 7 

Lady. I’ll not come back: the tidings that I 
bring 

Will make my boldness manners.—Now, good 
angels 

Fly o’er thy royal head, and shade tby person 
Under their blessed wings I 
K. Hen. Now, by thy looks 
I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver'd 7 
Say, ay; and of a hoy. 

, Lady. Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy: The God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her I—’tis a girl, 

Pi onuses boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger ; ’tis as like you, 
As cherry is to cherry. 

K. Hen. Lovell,— 

Enter Lotell. 

Lov. Sir. 

K. Hen , Give her a hundred marks. I’H to 
the queen. [Exit Kino. 

Lady. A hundred mark31 By this Ught, I'll 
have more. 

An ordinary groom is for such payment. 

I will have more, or scold it out of Jiim. 

j 
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Said I for this, the girl is like to him f 
I will have more, or else uusay't; and now 
While it Is hot i’ll put it to the issue. 

lEreunt. 

SCENE I J.—-Lobby before the Council- 
Chamber. 

Enter Crammer; Servants, Door-Keeper, 

4 c. attending. 

Cran . I hope I am not too late; and yet the 
gentleman. 

That was seut to me from the council, pray’d 
me 

To make great haste. AH fastf what means 
this 7—Hoa 1 

Who waits there 7—Sure, you know me t 
D. Keep. Yes, my lord ; 

But yet I cannot help you. 

Cran. Why 7 

D. Keep. Your grace must wait, till you be 
call’d for. 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Cran. So. 

Butts. This is a piece of malice. 1 am glad, 

I came this way so happily : The king 

Shall understand it presently. [Exit Butts. 

Cran. [Aside.] * 1 is Butts, 

The king’s physician ; As he past along, 

How earnestly he cast his eyes upon ine! 

Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace ! For 
certaiu. 

This is of purpose laid by some that hate me, 
(God turn their lieaits 1 I never sought their 
malice,) 

To quench mine honour: they would shame to 
make me 

Wait else at door; a fellow counsellor. 

Among boys, grooms, aud lackeys. But their 
pleasures 

Must be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience. 

Enter at a window above, the King and 

Butts. 

Butts. I’ll show your grace the strangest 
sight,— 

K. Hen. What's that. Butts 7 
Butts. I thiuk, your highness saw this mauy 
a day. 

K. Hen. Body o’me, where is it? 

Butts. There, my lord : 

The high promotion of his grace of Canter¬ 
bury ; 

Who bolds his state at door, 'mongst pursui¬ 
vants. 

Pages, and footboys. 

K. Hen. Hal Mis he, indeed : 

Is tins the honour they do one another f 
'Tis well, there’s one above them yet, I had * 
thought 

They had parted so much honesty among them, 
(At least, good manners,) as not thus to sutler 
A man of bis place, and so near our frf^our. 

To dance attendance on their lordships' plea¬ 
sures. 

And at the door too, like a post with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery : 

Let them alone, and diaw the curtain close I 
We shall hear more auon.— [Aaeunf. 

THE COUNCIL-CHAMBER. 

Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Duke of 
Suffolk, Earl of Surrey, Lord Can- 
BBRLAiN, Gardiner, and Cromwell. 
The Chancellor places himself at the upper 
end of the table on the left hand ; a seat 
being left void above him , as for the Arch¬ 
bishop of Cantekburt. The rest scat 
themselves in order on each side. Crom¬ 
well at the lower end, as secretary. 

Chan. Speak to the hu&inesi, master secretary I 
Why are we met in council T 
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Crom. Please yonr honours, 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canter¬ 
bury. 

Gar. Has he had knowledge of it f 
Crom. Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there T 

D. Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 

Gar. Yes. 

D. Keep. My lord archbishop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know your plea¬ 
sures. 

Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer approaches the Council-table. 
Chan * My good lord archbishop, 1 am very 
sorry 

To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty: But we all are men. 

In our own natures frail: and capable 
Of our flesh, few are angels: out of which 
frailty, 

And want of wisdom, you, that best sbonld 
teach ns. 

Have misdemean’d yourself, and not a little. 
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filliug 
The whole realm by your teaching, and >our 
chaplains, 

(For so we are inform'd,) with new opinions. 
Divers, and dangerous ; which are heresies. 

And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too, 
My noble lords: for those, that tame wild 
horses, 

Pace them not in their hands to make them 
gentle; 

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and 
spur them. 

Till they obey the manage. If we suffer 
(Out of our easiness, aud childish pity 
To one man’s honour) this contagious sick¬ 
ness. 

Farewell, all physic: And what follows then ? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state: as, of late days, our neigh¬ 
bours. 

The upper Germany, can dearly witness. 

Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the 
progress 

Both of my life and office, I have labour’d. 

And with no little study, that my teaching. 

And the strong course of my authority, 

Might go one way, and safely; aud the end 
Was ever, to do well: nor is there living 
(I speak it with a single heart, * my lords,) 

A man, that more detests, more stirs against, 
Both m his private conscience, and his place. 
Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 

'Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nourishmeut, 

Dare bite the best. I do . beseech *yonr lord- 
ships. 

That in this case of justice, my accusers, 

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me. 

Suf. Nay,‘my lord, 

That cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 

And.by that virtne, no man dare accuse you. * 
Gar. My lord, because we have business of 
more moment, 

We will be short with yon. *Tis bis highness* 
pleasure. 

And our consent, for better trial of you. 

From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where, being but a private man again. 

You shall know many dare accuse you boldly. 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah! my good lord of Winchester, I 
thank you. 

You are always my good friend ; if your will 
pass, 

• “ In tingleneaa of bean." Acta ii. 46. 


I shall both find yonr lordship judge and juror. 

You are so merciful: 1 see your end, 

’Tis my undoing: Love, and meekness, lord. 
Become a churchman better than ambitiou ; 

Win straying souls with modesty agaiu. 

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself. 

Lay all the weight ye can upou my patieuce, 

I make as little doubt, as you do conscience. 

In doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 

But reverence to your calling makes ine mo¬ 
dest. 

Gar . My lord, my lord, you are a sectary, 
That’s the plain truth; your painted gloss dis¬ 
covers. 

To men .that understand you, words aud weak¬ 
ness. 

Crom. My lord of Winchester, you are a lit¬ 
tle. 

By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble. 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For wbat they have been: *tis a cruelty. 

To load a falling man. 

Gar. Good master secretary, 

I cry your honour mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom. Why, my lord! 

Gar. Do not 1 kuow you for a favourer 
Of this new 6ect? ye are not sound. 

Crom. Not sound T 
Gar. Not sound, I say. 

Crom. ’Would you were half so honest ! 

Men’s prayers then would seek you, not their 
fears. 

Gar. I shall remember this bold language. 
Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chan. This is too much; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. I have doue. 

Crom. And I. 

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord,—It stands 
agreed, 

I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey’d to the Tower a prisoner; 

There to remain, till the king’s fuither pleasure 
Be known unto us: Are you ail agreed, lords l 
All. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy. 

But I must needs to the Tower, my ioids t 
Gar. What other 

Would you expect? You are strangely trouble¬ 
some 1 

Let some o’the guard be ready (here. 

Enter Guard- 
Cran. For me ? 

Must I go like a traitor thither f 
Gar. Receive him, 

And see him safe i’the Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my lords, 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my 
lords; 

By virtue of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the kiug my master. 
Cham. This is the king’s ring. 

Sar. 'Tis uo counterfeit. 

Suf. 'Tis the right ring, by heaven: I told 
ye all. 

When we first put this dangerous stone a roll¬ 

ing. 

'Twould fall upon ourselves. 

Nor. Do you think, my lords, 

The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be veil'd ? 

Cham. ’Tis now too certain : 

How much more is bis life iu value with him ? 
'Would I were fairly out on't. 

Crom. My mind gave me 
In seeking tales and informations 
Against this mail, (whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only Cuvy at,) 

Ye blew the the that burns ye: Now have at 
ye. 
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Enter King, frowning on them; taker his 

seat • 

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we 
bound to heaven 

In daily thanks,. that gave us such a prince; 

Not only good a&d wise, but most religious: 

One that, "in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of bis honour; aod, to 
strengthen 

That holy duty, out of dear respect. 

His royal self in judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. 

K. Hen. You were ever good at sudden com¬ 
mendations, 

Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such Battery now, and in my pre¬ 
sence ; 

They are too thin and base to hide offences. 

To me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel. 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win 
me ; 

But, whatsoe’er thou tak’st me for, I am sure, 
Thou bast a cruel nature and a bloody.— 

Good man, [7b Cranmer.] sit down. Now let 
me see the proudest 

He, that .dares most, but wag his finger at 
thee: 

By all that’s holy, he had better starve, 

Than but once think his place becomes thee 
not. 

Sur . May It please your grace,— 

AT. Hen. No, Sir, it does not please me. 

I thought I had had men of some understand¬ 
ing 

And wisdom of my council; but I find none. 
Was il discretion, lords, to let this man. 

This good man, (few of you deserve that title,) 
This honest man, wait like a low6y footboy 
At chamber door? and one as great as you 
are ? 

Why, what a shame was this? Did my com¬ 
mission 

Bid ye bo forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him, 

Not as a groom; There’s some of ye, 1 see. 
More out of malice than integrity, 

W'ould try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 
Which ye shall never have while I live. 

Chan. Thus far. 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was pur¬ 
pos'd 

Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men,) meant for his trial, 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 

1 am sure, in me. 

K. Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him ; 
Take him, and use him well, he’s worthy of 
it 

I will say thus much for him, If a priuce 

May be beholden to a subject, I 

Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 

Be friends, for shame, my lords.—My lord of 
Canterbury, 

I have a suit which you must not deny me ; 

This is, a fair young maid that yet wants bap¬ 
tism, 

You must be godfather, and answer for her. 
Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may 
glory 

In such an honour; bow may I deserve It, , 
That am a poor and bumble subject to you f 
AT. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you’d spare 
your spoons; * you shall have 
Two noble partners with you ; the old duchess 
of Norfolk, 

And lady marquis Dorset; Will these please 
you? 

Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge 
you, 

Embrace, and love this man. 

• It was tn ancient custom for sponsors to present 
spoons to their god-children. 


Gar . With a true heart, 

And brother love, I do it. 

Cran. And let heaven 
Witness, how dear l hold this confirmation. 

K. Hen. Good man, those joyful tears show 
thy true heart. 

The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which says thus, Do my lord of Can¬ 
terbury 

A shrewd turn, and he is. your fi iend for 
ever .— 

Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain; 

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The Palace Yard. 

Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter 
and his Man. 

Port . You’ll leave your noise anon, ye ras¬ 
cals : Do you take the court for Paris-garden ? • 
ye rude slaves, leave your gaping, t 
[Within.] Good master porter, I belong to 
the larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, 
you rogue: Is this a place to ioar in?—Fetch 
me a dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones; 
these are but switches to them.—I’ll scratch 
your heads : You must be seeing christenings! 
Do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude 
rascals ? 

Man. Pray, Sir, be patient; 'tis as much 
impossible 

(Unless we sweep them fiom Uie door with 
cannons,) 

To scatter them, as 'tis to make them sleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be: 

We may as well push against Paul’s, as stir 
them. 

Port . How got they in, and be bang’d ? 

Man. Alas, 1 know not; How gets the tide in ? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four fost 
(You see the poor remainder) could distribute, 

I made no spare, Sir. 

Port. You did nothing, Sir. 

Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor 
Colbrand, % to mow them down before me : 
but if I spared any, that had a head to hit, 
either young or old, he or she, cuckold or 
cuckold-maker, let me never hope to see a 
chine again; and that I would not for a cow, 
God save her. 

[ Within.] Do you hear, master Porter ? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good 
master puppy.—Keep the door close, Sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do? 

Port. What should you do, but knock them 
down by the dozens ? Is this Moorfieids to mus¬ 
ter in ? or have we some strange Indian with 
the great tool come to court, .the women so 
besiege us ? Bless me, what a fry of forni¬ 
cation is at door 1 On my Christian conscience, 
this one christening will beget a thousand; 
here will be father, godfather, and all toge- 

ther. , .. 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, Sir. 
There Is a fellow somewhat near the door, be 
should be a brazier by his face, for o’my con¬ 
science, twenty of the dog-days now reign ms 
nose ; all that stand about him, are under the 
line, they need uo other penance: That fire- 
drake did 1 hit three times on the head, aud 
three times was his nose discharged against 
me : he stands there like a mortar-piece, to 
blow us. There was a haberdasher's wife of 
small wit near him, that rail’d upon me till 
her pink porringer $ fell off her head, for 
kindling such a combustion in the state. I 

• The beer garden on the Bank-side. 

t Rowing. 

♦ Guv of Warwick, vanquished Colbrand the Danish 

giant. I Fink'd cap. 
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miss'd the meteor • once, and bit that woman, 
wbo cried out, clnhf ! when I might see from 
far some foity truncbeoueers draw to her sue* 
cour, which were the hope of the Strand, where 
she was quartered. They felt ou ; i made good 
my place ; at length they came to the broom- 
staff with ine, 1 defied them still; when sud¬ 
denly a file of boys behind them, loose shot, 
delivered such a shower of pebbles, that I was 
faiu to draw mine honour in, and let them win 
the work : The devil is amongst them, I think, 
surely. 

Port . These are the youths that thunder at a 
play-house, and fight for bitten apples; that 
no audience, but the Tribulation of Tower-hill, 
or the limbs of Limebouae, their dear biothers, 
are able to endure. 1 have some of them in 
Limbo Pat rum, t and there they are like to 
dance these three days; besides the running 
banquet of two beadles, $ that is to come. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham . Mercy o’uie, what a multitude arc 
here 1 

They grow still too, from all parts they are 
coming, 

As if we kept a fair here J Where are these 
porters, 

These lazy knaves t—Ye have made a fine baud, 
fellows. 

There's a trim rabble let in : Are all these 
Your faithful friends o'the suburbs f We shall 
have 

Great store of room, no doubt, left for the 
ladies. 

When they pass back from the christening. 

Port. An't please your honour 
We are but men; and what so many may do, 
Not being torn a pieces, we have done ; 

An army cannot rule them. 

Cham. As I live, 

If the king blame me for*t, I'll lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly ; aud on your heads 
Clap round flues, for neglect: You are lazy 
knaves ; 

And here ye lie baiting of bombards, $ when 
Ye should do service. Hark, the trumpets 
sound ; 

They are come already from the christening : 

Go, break among the press, and find a way ont 
To let the troop pass fairly; or I’ll find 
A Marshal sea shall bold you play these two 
months. 

Port. Make way there for the princess. 

Man. You great fellow, 6taud close up, or 
I'll make your head ache. 

Port. You i'the camblet, get up o'the rail ; 

VII pick |j you o'er the pales else. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IT.—The Palace . Y 

Enter Trumpets , sounding: then two Al¬ 
dermen , Jjord Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, 
Duke of Norfolk, with his Marshal’s 
Staff , Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen 
bearing great standing-bowls for the christ¬ 
ening gifts ; then four Noblemen bearing a 
canopy , under which the Duchess of Nor¬ 
folk, godmother, bearing the child richly 
habited in a mantle , 8>c. Train borne by 
a Lady ; then follow v the Marchioness of 
Dorset, the other godmother, and Ladies. 
The Troop pass once about the stage , and 
Garter speaks. 

Cart. Heaven from thy endless goodness, 
send prosperous life, long, and ever happy, to 
the high and mighty princess of England, 
Elizabeth 1 •• 


• Th* brazier. f Place of 

, t A desert of whipping. 

■ tv Blac fc Iwther veeeele to bold beer. 

I Titch. 

•• The to are the 
christening. 


1 At Greenwich. 

Mtatl words used et Elizabeth's 


Flourish. Enter K in®, and Train . 

Cran. [Ksieeling.] Aud to your royal grace, 
and the good queen. 

My noble partners and myself thus pray 
Ail comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady, 
Heaveu ever laid up to make parents happy. 

May hourly fell upon ye 1 

K. Hen. Thank you, good lord archbishop. 
What is her name f 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

K. Hen. Stand up, lord.-— ' 

[The Kma kisses the child . 
With this kiss take my blessing; God protect 
thtre 1 

Into whose hands I give thy life. 

Cran. Amen. 

K. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too 
prodigal: 

I thank ye beaitily; so shall this lady. 

When she has so much English. 

Cran. Let me speak, Sir, 

For heaven now bids me; and the words I 
utter 

Let none think flattery, for they'll find them 
truth. 

This royul infant, (heaven still move about 
her I) 

Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 
Which time shall bring to ripeness: She shall 
be 

(But few now living can bebold that goodness,) 
A pattern to all princes living with her. 

And all that shall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and lair virtue. 

Than this pure soul shall be: all princely 
graces. 

That mould up such a mighty piece as this is. 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall still be doubled on her: truth shall nurse 
her. 

Holy and heavenly thoughts still couuaei 
her: 

She shall be lov'd and fear'd: Her own shall 
bless her: 

Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn. 

And hang their beads with sorrow: Good 
grows with her: 

In her days, every man shall eat in safety 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to ail his neighbours ; 
God shall be truly known; and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of hon¬ 
our. 

And by those claim their greatness, not by 
blood. 

[Nor • shall this peace sleep with her: But as 
when 

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix. 
Her ashes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration a9 herself; 

So shall she leave her blessedness to one, 

(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of 
darkness,) 

Who, from the sacred ashes of her honour. 

Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she 
was. 

And so stand fix'd : Peace, plenty, love, truth, 
terror, 

That ere the servants to this chosen infant. 
Shall then be bi?, and like a vine grow to him ; 
Wlierevei the bright sun of heaven shall shine. 
His honour and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations: He shall 
flourish, 

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his bran¬ 
ches 

To all the plains about him:—Our children’s 
children 

Shall see this, and bless heaven. 

X. Hen. Thou speakest wonders.! [land, 

Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of Eng- 

* 7 bets lines to the interruption by the kiny aeem to 
bore Ucco inert ted tt neubeoqnrnt period. 



Scene IV. 

An aged princess ; many days shall see her, • 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
'Would I had known no morel but she must 
die. 

She must, the saints must have her ; yet a vir¬ 
gin, 

A most uuspotted lily shall she pass 
To the ground, and all the world shall mourn 
her. 

K. Hen. O lord archbishop, " 

Thou hast made me now a man ; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing : 

This oracle of comfort has so pleas'd me. 

That, when 1 am in heaven, 1 shall desire 
To see what Uns child does, and praise my 
Maker.— 

I thank ye all,—To you, my good lord mayor. 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden ; 
1 have receiv’d much honour by your presence, 
And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the way, 
lords 

Ye must all see the queen, and she most thank 
ye, 

* At this piny wee probably written tm fir time of 
Queeu Elizabeth, it ia eaaily determined where Crau- 
oor’a eolofiaa terminated. 
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She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
He has business at his house; for ail shall 
stay, 

This little one shall make it holiday. [Exeunt. 
EPILOGUE. • 

'Tis ten to one, this play can never please 
All that are here; Some come to take their 
ease, 

And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear. 

We have frighted with our trumpets ; so, »tis 
clear 

They’ll say, 'tis naught: others, to hear the 
city 

Abus’d extremely, and to cry that's witty f 
Which we have not done neither: that, I tear. 
All the expected good we are like to hear 
For this play at this time, is only iu 
The merciful construction of good women ; 

For such a one we sbow’d them : If they smile. 
And say, ’twill do, I know, within a while 
All the best men are our’s; for ’tis ill hap. 

If they bold, when their ladies bid them clan. 

* It is supposed that the epilogue and prologue in 
(bisplay were both written by Den J ——» 


KING HENRY VIII. 



A 


MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

TI1E title of thia play was probably suggested (like Twelfth Right, and The Winter 3 t TnU,t by the time at 
which it was first performed ; viz. at Midsummer t—thus it would be announced as “ A Dream for the 
Entertainment of a Midsummer Night.” No other grouud can be assigned for the name which our author 
has gnen to it; since the action is distinctly pointed out as occurring on the night preceding May-day. 
The piece was written in 1592 ; and, according to Stevens, might have been suggested by the Knight's 
Tale in Chaucer, or, as Capell supposes, Shakspeare uny have taken the idea of his fairies irom Dray¬ 
ton’s fantastical poem, called Nymphidia, or. The Court »' Fairy* Mason, however, denies that our poo* 
made use of the materials which Shakspeare had rendered «o popular; and asserts (in opposition to 
Johnson) that there is no analogy or resemblance betweeu the fames of the one, and the fairies of the 
other. The tame critics are also at issue upon the general merits of this singular play. Johnson de¬ 
clares that ** all the parts, in their various modes, are well written.” Malone, that the principal person¬ 
ages are insignificant—the fable meagre and uninteresting. Hippolyta, the Aituuon, is undistinguished 
from any other female; and the solicitudes of Hermia and Demetrius, of Lysander and Helena, are 
childish and frivolous. Theseus, the companion of Hercules, is not engaged in any adventure worthy' bis 
rank and reputation ( “ he goes out a Mayiug j meets the lovers in perplexity, and makes no effort to 
promote their happiness; but wbeu supernatural events have reconciled them, he joins their company, 
and concludes the entertainment by uttering some miserable puns, at an interlude represented by clowns.” 
These faults are, however, almost wholly redeemed, by the glowing fervour, and varied imagination, 
which Shakspeare has displayed in the poetry ; by the rich characteristic humour (free from the taint 
of grossness) which enlivens the blunt-wittcd device#of his theatrical tailors and cobblers; and l>y the 
admirable satire which he has passed on those self-conceited actors, who (not unlike tome modern “ stars’') 
would monopolize the favours of the public, trample upon every competitor, and 41 bear the palm alone.” 
Bottom was perhaps the leading tragedian of some rival house, and on that account is honoured with an 
ass's head. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS. 


Theseus, Duke of Athens. 

Eg bus, Father to Hermia . 

d]«tb"' S , } *• •** 

Philostratk, Master of the Revels to The¬ 
seus. 

Quince, the Carpenter. 

Snug, the Joiner. 

Bottom, the Weaver • 

Flute, the Bellows-mender. 

Snout, the Tinker. 

Starveling, the Tailor . 

Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons ^betrothed 
to Theseus. 

Hermia, Daughter to Egeus> in love with 
Dy sander. 


Helena, in love with Demetrius 
Oberon, King of the Fairies. 

Titan 1 a, Queen of the Fairies. 
Puck, or Robin-goodfellow , a Fairy. 
Pbasblossom, 

COBWB', > ***,. 

Mustakdbeed, 

Pyramus, 

Thisbe 
Wall, 

Moonshine 
Lion 


1 


Characters in the Interlude 
performed by the Clowns 


Other Fairies 


attending 

Queen. 


their King and 
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta. 


Scene—A thens, ana a Wood not far from it. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—Athens.—A Room in the Palace 
of Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostratk, 
and Attendants. 

The. Now, fair Hippolyta, oar nuptial boar 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon: but, oh 1 metbinks, bow slow 
This old moon wanes I she lingers my desires. 


Like to a step-dame, or a dowager. 

Long withering out a young man's revenue. 

Hip. Four days will quickly steep tliemselve.5 
in nights; 

Fonr nights will quickly dream away the time; 
And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate* 

Stir up the Athenian youth to- merriments; 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of uilrth; 
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Turn melancholy forth to funerals. 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. 

[Exit PHILOSTBATE. 
Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword. 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries j 
But I will wed thee in another key, 

With pomp, with triumph, • and with revel¬ 
ling. 

Enter Eceus, Hermia, Lysandeb, and 
Demetrius. 

El re. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke I 
TUe. Thanks, good Egeus : What’s the news 
with thee ? 

Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against iny child, my daughter Hermia.— 

Stand forth, Demetrius;—My noble lord. 

This man hath my consent to marry her:— 

Stand forth, Lysanderand, my gracious 
duke, 

This hath bewitch’d the bosom of my child : 
Thou, .thou, Lysander, thou hast given her 
rhymes, 

And interchang'd love-tokens with my child : 
Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung. 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love: 

And stol’n the impression of her fantasy 
W ith bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, t con¬ 
ceits, 

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats ; messen¬ 
gers 

Of strong prevallment in unharden’d youth : 

With cununig hast thou filch'd my daughter’s 
heart; 

Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me, 

To stubborn harshnessAnd, my gracious 
duke. 

Re it so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens; 
as she is mine, 1 may dispose of ber: 

Which shall be either to this gentleman. 

Or to her death ; according to our law, 
Immediately piovided in that case. 

The. What say you, Hermia t be advis’d, fair 
maid : 

To you your father should be as a god ; 

One that compos’d your beauties; yea, and 
one 

To whom you are but as a form In wax, 

By hun imprinted, and within bis power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her • So is Lysander. 

The. In himself he is : 

But, in this kind, wanting your father’s voice. 
The other must be held the worthier. 

Her. I would, my father look’d but with my 
eyes. 

The. Rather your eyes roust' with his judg¬ 
ment look. 

Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power 1 am made bold; 

Nor bow it inay concern my modesty, 

In such a presence here, to plead my thoughts: 
But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befall me in this case. 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question yonr desires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood. 
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s 
choice. 

You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye t to be in shady cloister mew’d. 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Cbaunting faint hymns to the cold fraiUeis 
moon. 

Thrice blessed they, that master so their 
blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage: 

• Shaw# 

i Baubles. I Ertf. 


But eaithlier happy is the rose distili’d. 

Than that, which, withering on the virgin 
thorn, 

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessed¬ 
ness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my 
lord. 

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

The. Take time to pause: and by the next 
new moon, 

(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me. 

For everlasting bond of fellowship,) 

Upon that day either prepare to die. 

For disobedience to your father’s will; 

Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would : 

Or on Diana’s altar to protest, 

For aye, austerity and single life. 

Hem. Relent, sweet HermiaAnd, Lysan- 
der, yield 

Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Li/s. You have her father’s love, Deme¬ 
trius ; 

Let me have Hermia’s : do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lysander I true, he hath my 
love; 

And what is mine my love shall render him ; 

And she is mine ; and all my right of ber 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv’d as he. 

As well possess’d; my love ie more than his ; 

My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d, 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius’; 

And, which is more than all these boasts cau 
be, 

I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia: 

Why should not I then prosecute my right? 
Demetrius, I’ll avouch it to his head. 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, doles 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry. 

Upon this spotted * and inconstant man. 

The. I must confess, that I have heard so 
much, 

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke 
thereof; 

But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did lose it.—But, Demetrius, come; 
And come, Egeus; you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for you both.— 
For you, fair Hermia, look you arm youiself 
To fit your fancies to your father’s will; 

Or else the law of Athens yield yon up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate,) 

To death, or to a vow of single life.— 

Come, my Hippolyta ; What cheer, my love T— 
Demetrius, and Egeus, go along: 

I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial; au» confer with yon 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 
Ege . With duty and desire we follow you. 

[Exeunt Thes. Hip. Ege. Deb. and 
train . 

Lys . How now, my love ? Why is jour cheek 
so pale 1 

How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 
Her. Belike for want of rain; which I could- 
well 

Beteem them t from the tempest of mine eyes. 
Lys . Ah! me, for aught that .ever I could 
read. 

Could ever hear by tale or history. 

The course of true love never did rnn smooth: 
But, either it was different in blood; 

Her. O cross! too high to be enthrall'd to 
low I 

Lys. Or else misgraffed. In respect of years 
Her, O spite I too old to be eugag’d to 
young 1 

Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice o/ 
friends: 

Her. 0 hell I to choose love by another's eye ? 

• Wicked. t Give, beetow. 

2R 
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Lys Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it; 
Making it momentary as a sound, 

.Swift as a shadow, short as any dream ; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied • night, 

That iu a spleen, du folds both beaten and 
earth. 

And ere a man bath power to say,—Behold 1 
The jaws of darkness do devour it np: 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Her. If then true lovers have been ever 
cross’d, , 

It stands as an. edict In destiny : 

Then let us teach our trial patience. 

Because It is a customary cross; 

As due to lore, as thoughts, and dreams, and 
sighs. 

Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's t followers. 

Lys. A good persuasion: therefore, hear me. 
Hernia. 

I have a widow annt, a dowager 
Of gieat revenue, and she hath no child 
From Athens is her house remote seven 
leagues; 

And she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee; 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue ns: If thou lov'st me then, 

Steal forth thy father’s bouse to-morrow night; 
And in the wood, a league without the towu, J 
>\ here I did meet thee once with Helena, 

To do observance to a morn of May, 

There will l stay for tbee. 

Her. My good Lysander l 
I swear to tbee, by Cupid’s strongest bow ; 

By his best arrow with the golden head ; 

Bv the simplicity of Venus' doves; 

By that which kmtteth souls, and prospers 
loves; 

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage 
queen. 

When the false Trojan under sail was seen; 

By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

Iu number more than ever woman spoke 
In that same place thou hast appointed me. 
To-morrow truly will [ meet with thee. 

Lys. Keep promise, love : Look, here comes 
Helena. 

Enter Helena. 

Her. God speed fair Helena! Whither 
away T 

Hel. Call you me fair T that fair again un¬ 
say. 

Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair 1 
Tour eyes are lode-stars ; X and your tongue’s 
sweet air 

More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear, 

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds 
appear. ™ 

Sickness is catching ; Oh f were favour $ so I 
Tour's would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your 
eye. 

My tongue should cateh yonr tongue’s sweet 
melody. 

Were the world mine, Demetrius being hated. 
The rest Til give to he to you translated. 

O teach me how you look; and with what art 
Ton sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me 
still. 

Hel. Oh! that yonr frowns weald teach my 
sorites such skill! 

Her. 1 give him cones, yet be glm me 


Hel. 'O’b l that my prayers could snch affection 
move I 

Her. The more I, bate, Che more be follows 
me. 

Bel. The more I k>ve, the more be lateib roe. 


Her . His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 
Hel . None, but your beauty; Would that 
fault weie mine l 

Her. Take comfort; be no more shall see my 

face; 

Lysander and myself will fly this place.— 

Before the time I did Lysander see. 

Seem'd Atb<ns as a paradise to me: 

0 then, what graces iu uiy love do dwell, 

That he hath turn’d a heaven into hell 1 
Lys . Helen, to you oor minds we will un¬ 
fold : 

To-morrow night when Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat’ry glass. 

Decking with liquid pearl the blodid grass, 

(A time that lovers’ Bights doth still conceal^ 
Through Athens* gales have we devis’d to steal. 
Her. And iu the wood, where etteu you 
and I 

Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet: 
There my Lysandcr and myself shall meet: 

Aud thence, from Alliens turn away oor eyes. 
To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfellow ; pray thou for us, 

Aud good luck grant thee thy Demetrius I 
Keep'word, Ljaaudtr: we must starve our 
sight 

From lovers’ food, till morrow deep midnight. 

[Ei it Hermia. 

Lys. I will, my Hermia —Helena, adieu : 

As you on bun, Demetrius dote on you 1 

[Exit Lysander. 
Hel. How happy some, o’er other some can 
be I 

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. 

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so; 

He will not know wbat all but he do know. 

And as he errs, doting on Heimia’s eyes, 

So I, admiring oi his qualities. 

Things base aud vile, holding no quantity. 

Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the 
mind; 

And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind : 
Nor hath love’s mind of any judgment taste ; 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedj haste: 

And therefore is love said lo he a child. 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys in game • themselves for¬ 
swear, 

So the boy love is perjur’d every where: 

For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne, t 
He hail’d down oaths, that be was only mine; 
Aud when this hail some heat from Hermia 
felt. 

So he dissolv’d, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight: 

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night. 
Pursue her; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expense: 

Rut herein mean I to enrich my pain. 

To have his sight thither, and back again. 

[Exit. 

SCENE 11.—The same.—A Boom in a 
Cottage. 

Enter Snog, Bottom, Flute, Snout, Quince, 
and Starveling. 

Quin. Is all onr company here 1 
Bot. Yon were best to call them generally, 
man by man, according to the scrip. 

Quin. Here is the scroll of every man’s name, 
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play 
in our interlude before the dnke and duchess, 
on his wedding-day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say wbat the 
play treats on ; then read the lames of the ac¬ 
tors ; and so grow to a point. 

Quin. Marry, our play is—The roost lament- 


♦ I«TM. 
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able comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramui 
and Thisby. 

Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you, 
and a merry.—Now, good Peter Quince, call 
forth your actois by the scroll: Masters, spread 
yourselves. 

Quin. Answer as 1 call you,—Nick Bottom, 

the weaver. 

Hot. Ready: Name what part I am for, and 
proceed. 

Qum. You, Nick Bottom are set down for 
Pyramus. 

j Hot. What is Pyramns ? a lover, or a tyrant T 

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallant¬ 
ly tor love. 

Llot. That will ask some tears In tbe true 
pei form mg of it: If I do it, let the audieoce 
look to their eyes: I will move storms, 1 will 
condole in some measure. To the rest:—Yet 
my chief humour is for a tyrant: 1 could play 
Ercle9 rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to 
make all split. 

44 The raging rocks, 

“ With shivering shocks, 

44 Shall break the locks 
** Of prison-gates: 

44 And Phibbus’ car 
4r Shall shine from far, 

44 And make and mar 
44 The foolish fates." 

This was lofty l—Now, name the rest of the 
players.—This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein; 
a lover is more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Flu . Heie, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You must take Tiiisby on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby? a wandering knight? 

Qutn. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flu. Nay, faith let me uot play a womau ; 
I have a beard coining. 

Quin. Thai’s all one; you shall play it in 
a mask, and >ou may speak as small as >ou 
will. 

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play 
Thisby too: I’ll speak in a monstrous little 
voice Thistle, Thisne, — Ah ! J*yramus , my 
lover dear ; tliy Thisby dear ! and lady dear ' 

Quin. No, no; you must play Pyramus, aud, 
Flute, you Thisby. 

Bot. Well, proceed. 

Qum. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

Star. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play 
Ybishy’s mother.—Tom Snout, the tluker. 

Snort. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quit. You, Pyramus' father; myself, This* 
fey’s fatherSnug, the joiner, you, the liou’s 
part:—and, 1 hope, here is a play fitted. 

Snug. Have you the lion’s part written ? 
pray you, if it be, give it me, for I am slow of 
study. 

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is 
nothing but-roaring. 

Bot. Lei me play the lion too: I will roar, 
that I will do any man’s heart good to hear 
ane; 1 will roar, that 1 will make the duke say, 
Bet him roar again. Let him roar again . 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you 
would fright* the duchess and tbe ladies, that 
(hey would shriek: aud that were enough to 
bang us all. 

All. That would hang us every mother’s son. 

Bot. 1 grant you, friends, if that you should 
fright tbe ladies out of their wits, they would 
faave no more discretion but to bang, us: but 
I will aggravate my voice so, that I will roar 
you as gently as any sucking dove; I will 
roar you an • 'twere any nightingale. 

Quin . You can play no pari but Pyramus; 
for Pyramus is a sweet-fjaced man; a proper 
man, as one shall see In a summer’s day; a 
most lovely, gentleman-fike man; therefore 
you must needs play Pyramus. 

•As if. 
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Bot. Well, I will undertake It. What beard 
were I best to play it m ? 

Quin . Why, what you will. 

Bot. I will discharge it m either your straw- 
coloured beard, your orange-tawny beard, 
your purple-iii-graiu beard, or your Frencb- 
crown-colour beard, your peifect yellow. 

Quin. Borne of, your French crowns have no 
hair at all, and then you will play bare-faced. 
—But, masters,* here are your parts: and I am 
to entreat you, tequest you, and desire you, to 
con them by to-morrow night; aud meet me in 
the palace wood, a mile without the town, by 
moon-light; there will we rehearse : for if we 
meet in the city, we shall be dog’d with com¬ 
pany, and our devices known. In the meau 
time I will draw a bill of propel ties, * such as 
our play wantN. I pray you, fail me not. 

Bot . We will meet; and there we may re¬ 
hearse moie obscenely, and courageously, 
lake pains; be perfect; adieu. 

Qum. At the duke's oak meet. 

Bot. Enough ; Hold, or cut bow-strings, t 

• l Exeunt. 


ACT If. 

SCENE I.—A Wood near Athens • 

Enter a Fairy at one door , and Puck at 
another. 

Puck. How now, spirit 1 whither wander yon T 
Fai . Over hill, over dale. 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Ovei park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough (ire, 

I do wander every where, 

Swifter than the moones sphere; 

And 1 serve tbe fairy* queen, 

To dew her orbs J upon the green : 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be , 

In their gold coats spots you see; 

Those be rubies, fan y favouis, 

In those freckles live their savours: 

I must go seek some dew-diops here. 

And hang a peail in every cowslip’s ear. 

Farewell, tbou lob j of spirits, I’ll be gone , 

Our queen aud all our elves coine here anon. 
Puck. The king doth keep his revels here 
to-night; 

Take heed, the queen come not within hisajgbt. 
For Oberon is passing fell aud wrath. 

Because that she, as her atteudaut, hath 
A lovely boy, stol’n from an Indian king ; 

She never had so sweet a changeling: 

And jealous Oberon would bave the child 
Knight of his train, to trace tbe forests wild: 
But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy. 
Crowns him with dowers, and makes bun all 
her Joy; 

And now they never meet In grove, or green. 

By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen, II 
But they do square; ^ that all their elves, for 
fear. 

Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 
Fci. Either I mistake your shape and making 
quite. 

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite* 
Call’d Robin Good-fellow : are you not he. 

That fright the maidens of the ullagery; 

Skim milk ; and sometimes labour in the quern, •• 
And bootless make tha breathless housewife 
churn; 

And sometime make the drink to bear no 
barm; ft [barmf 

Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at tbefc 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, aud sweet Puc 
You do their work, and they shall base gw 
luck: 

Are not you be ? 

* Articles required lu performing a plav. 
t Ar all event. (Circles. \ A term of contempt. 
I sinning. If Quarrel •• Mill. ft Yeaai. 
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Puck. Thou speak'st aright; } 

t am that merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oberon, and make him smile. 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile. 
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal: 

And sometimes lurk I in a gossip's bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab ; • 

And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob. 
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she. 
And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and 
Ioffe; 

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there.— 

But room, Fairy here comes Oberon. 

Fai . And here my mistress’Would that 
be were gone I 

SCENE II. 

* 

Enter Oberon, at one door, with his train, 
and Titania, at another, with her*s. 

Obe . Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania. 

Tit a. What, jealous Oberon? Fairy, skip 
hence; 

I have forsworn his bed and company. 

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton : Am not I thy lord ? 
Tita . Then 1 must be thy lady: But 1 know 
When thou hast stol'n away from fairy land. 

And in the shape of Corin sat all day, 

Playing on pipes of com, and versing love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thon here, 

Come from the farthest steep of India ? 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskin'd mistress, and your warrior love. 
To Theseus must be wedded: and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

Obe. How const thou thus, for shame, Tita¬ 
nia, 

Glance at my credit with Hyppolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmer¬ 
ing night 

From Perigenia, whom he ravish'd ? 

And make him with fair £g!6 break his faith, 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa? 

Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy: 

And never, since the middle summer's spring. 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

By paved fountain or by rushy brook. 

Or on the beached margent of the sea. 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 

Bat with thy brawls thou bast disturb’d our 
sport. 

Therefore the winds piping to ns in vain. 

As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land. 

Have every pelting f river made so proud. 

That they have overborne their continents: t 
The ox bath therefore stfetch'd his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat; and the green 
corn 

Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard : 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock; 
The nine men's morris $ is fill'd np with mud ; 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green. 

For lack of tread are ondistinguishable : 

The human mortals want their winter here ; 

No night is now with hymn or carol blest 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods. 
Pale in her anger, washes all the air. 

That rheumatic diseases do abound: 

And thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose; 

And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown, 

An oderous chaplet of aweet summer buds 

i 

• Wild apple. i Petty. 

t Banks which contain than. 

| A game played by boya. 


Act II. 

Is, as in mockery, set: The spring, the summer. 
The chlldiug * autumn, angry wiuter change 
Their wonted liveries; and the 'mazed world, 

By their increase, f now knows not which is 
which : 

And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from onr disseution; 

We are their parents and original. 

Obe. Do you amend it then ; it lies in you : 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon ? 

I do bat beg a little changeling boy. 

To be my henchman. J 
Tita. Set yonr heart at rest. 

The fairy laad buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a vot'ress of my order : 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 

Full often hath she gossip'd by my side ; 

And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood; 
When we have langh'u to see the sails conceive. 
And grow big-bellied, with the wanton wind: 
Which she, with pretty and with swimming 
gait* 

(Following her womb, then rich with my young 
'squire,) 

Would imitate; and sail upon the land. 

To fetch me trifles, and return again. 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die; 

And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy: 

And for ber sake, i will not part with him. 

Obe. How long within this wood mtend you 
stay? 

Tita . Perchance, till after Theseus' wedding- 
day. 

If you will patiently dance in our round, 

And see our moon-light revels, go with us ; 

If not shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 
Obe. Give me that boy, and 1 will go with 
thee. 

Tita. Not for thy kingdom.—Fairies, away : 
We shall chide down-right. If I longer stay. 

[Exeunt Titania, and her train. 
Obe. Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from 
this grove, 

Till I torment thee for this injury.— 

My gentle Puck, come hither: Thou remembcr'sl 
Since once 1 sat upon a promontory. 

And beard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath. 
That the rude sea grew civil at ber song ; 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres. 
To bear the sea-maid's music. 

Puck. I remember. 

Obe . That very time I saw, (but thou could’st 
not,) 

Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm'd : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west; 

And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts: 
But I might see youug Cupid's fiery, shatt 
Quench'd in the chaste beams of the,.wat'ry 
moon; 

And the imperial vot’ress passed on. 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. $ 

Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell: 

It fell npon a little western flower.— 

Before, milk-white; now purple with lovete 
wound,— 

And maidens call it, love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flower; the herb I show'd thee 
once: 

The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid. 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live cieature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb: and be thou here again. 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. I'll pat a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. [Exit Puck, 

Obe. Having once this juice. 


* Autumn producing; flower* unteatoutbly. 
t Froduc*. < t Tagc. S Exempt from loro. 
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I’ll watch Titaula when she is asleep. 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: 

The next thing then she waking Jooks upon, 

(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,) 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love. 

And ere 1 take this charm off from her sight, 
(As I can take it, with another herb,) 

I'll make her render up her page to me. 

But who comes here T I am invisible ; 

And I will over-bear their conference. 

• * 

Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 

Dem. I love thee nut, therefore pursue me 
not. 

Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia? 

The one I'll slay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou told'st me,; they were stol'-n into this 
wood, 

And here am I, and wood * within this wood, 
Because I cannot meet with Hermia. 

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 
Eel. You draw me, you hard-hearted ada¬ 
mant ; 

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
is true as steel: Leave you your power to 
draw, 

And I shall have no power to follow you. 

Dem, Do I entice you 1 Do 1 speak you fair T 
Or, rather, do I n6t in plainest truth 
Tell you—1 do not, nor I cannot love youT 
Eel. And even for that do I love you the 
more, 

I am your spaniel; and, Demetrius, 

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you: 

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike 
me. 

Neglect me, lose me ; only give me leave, 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

What worser place can I beg in your love, 

(And yet a place of high respect with me,) 

Than to be used as you use your dog f 
Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my 
spirit; 

For I am sick, when I do look on thee. 

Eel. And I am sick, when I look not on 
you. 

Dem. You do impeach f your modesty too 
much, 

To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the bands of one that loves you not; 

To trust the opportunity of night. 

And the ill counsel of a desert place. 

With the rich worth of your virginity. 

IIel. Your virtue is my privilege for that. 

It is uot night, when I do see your face. 
Therefore i think I am not in the night: 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company; 

For you, In my respect, are all the world : 

Then bow can It be said, I am alone. 

When all the world is here to look on me f 
Dem. I'll run from thee, and bide me in the 
brakes. 

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

Eel. The wildest hath not such a heart as 
you. 

Run when you will the story shall be chang'd; 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the qhasc ; 

The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger : Bootless speed 1 
When cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not stay thy questions; let me 
go: 

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do tbee mischief in the wood. 

Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the 
field. 

You do nie mischief. Fie, Demetrius 1 
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex: 

We cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 

We should be woo’d, aud were not made to 
woo. . 

* Mad, raring, 
f Bring in question. 


I'll follow thee, and make a heaven of hell. 

To die upon * the band I love so well. 

[Exeunt Dem. and Hel. 
Obe. Fare thee well, nymph : ere be do leave 
this grove, 

Thou shalt fly bim, and he shall seek thy love.— 
Re-enter Puck. 

Hast tbon the flower there I Welcome, wan¬ 
derer. 

Puck. Ay, there it is. 

Obe. I pray ibee, give it me. 

I know a bank whereon tbe wild thyme blows. 
Where ox-lips t and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopied with lush % woodbiue. 

With sweet musk-roses, aud with eglantine : 
There sleeps Titania, some time of tbe night. 
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and de¬ 
light ; 

And there tbe snake throws her enameJl'd skin. 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 

Aud with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes, 
Aud make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this 
grove : 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 

With a disdainful youth : auoint his eyes; 

But do it, when tbe next thing he espies. 

May be the lady: Thou shalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments be hath on. 

Effect it with some care ; that be may prove 
More fond on her, than she upon her love: 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 
Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall 
do so. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE III. 

» 

Another part of the Wood. 

Enter Titania, with her train. 

Tita. Come, now a roundel, § and a fairy 
song; 

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence; 
Some, war with i ear-mice U for their leathern 
wings, [back 

To make my 6mall elves coats ; and 6ome, keep 
The clamorous owl, that nightly boots, and 
wonders 

At our quaint spirits : IT Sing me now asleep; 
Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

Song. 

1 Fai. You spotted snakes, with double tongue , 
Thorny hedge-hogs, be uot seen j 
Newts, •• and blind-worms, ft do no 
wrong : 

Come not near our fairy queen : 
Chorus. 

Philomel, with melody. 

Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby j lulla, lull a, lul¬ 
laby : 

Never harm, nor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh: 

So, good night , with lullaby. 


2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here , 

Bence, you long-legg’d spinners 
hence : 

Beetles black, approach not near s 
Worm, nor snail, do no offence. 

Chorus. 

Philomel, with melody, 4c. 

1 Fai. Hence, away; now all is well; 

One, aloof,'stand sentinel. 

Exeunt Fairies.— Titania sleeps • 

• Bv. + The greeter cowslip. t Vigorous. 

J A kind of dence. | Bets. \ Sports. 

•• Efts. ft Blow-worms. 
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Enter Obkron. 

Obe. What thon seest, when thou dost wake, 

[Squeezes the ji otter oh Titan ia’s eye-lids. 
Do it for tliy true love take; 

Love, and languish for ills sake: 

Be It ounce, • or cat, or bear, ^ 

Pard, or boar with bustled hair. 

In thy eye that shall appear j 

When thou wak'st, tt is thy dear; £ 

Wake, when some vile tliiug is uear. > 

[Exit. 

Safer Lysander and Hermia. 

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in 
the wood ; 

And to speak troth, I have forgot our way ; 
We’ll rest us, Herrnia, if you think it good, » 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her . Be it so, Lysander s find you out a 
bed. 

For I upon this bank will rest my bead. 

Lys, One turf shall serve as pillow for us 
both; 

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 

Her, Nay, good Lysander ; for my sake, my 
dear. 

Lie fuither off yet, do not lie so near. 

Lys, O take the sense, sweet, of iny inno¬ 
cence ; 

Love take the meaning, in love’s conference. 

I mean, that my heart unro your’s is Knit; 

So that but one heart we can make of it: 

Two bosoms interchaiued with an oalh ; 

So then, two bosoms, and a single timb. 

Then, by your side no bed-room me deny; 

For, lying so, Heuma, I do not lie. 

Her, Lysander riddles very prettily:— 

Now much beshrew my manners and my 
pride. 

If Herrnia meant to say, Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
Lie further off; in human modesty 
Such separation, as, may well be said> 

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 

So far be distant; and go^l night, sweet friend : 
Thy love ne'er alter, till thy sweet life end! 

Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair pra>er. Bay 1; 
And then end life, when 1 end lo>alty 1 
Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest 1 

Her. With half that wish the wisher's eyes be 
press’d 1 [They sleep. 

Enter Pock. 

Puck, Through the forest have 1 gone. 

But Athenian found 1 none, 

On whose eyes I might approve 
This dower’s force in Stirling love. 

Night and silence I who is here t 
Weeds of Athens be doth wear: 

This is lie, my master said, 

Desolsed the Athenian maid : 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound. 

On the dank and dirty ground. 

Pittty soul 1 she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, kill-courtesy. 

Churl, upon thy eyes 1 throw 
All the power this charm doth owe : f 
When thou wak’st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake, when I am gone; 

For 1 mast now to Oberon. [Exit. 

Enter Bskitsids and Helena, running. 

HeL Slay, though thon kill me, sweet Deme¬ 
trius. 

Hem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt 
me thus. 

HeL 0 will thou darkling $ leave met do 
& not so. 

Eftm. Stay, on thy peril; 1 alone will go. 

[Exit Demetbicj. 


HeL Oh! I am • out of breath in this fond 
chase 2 

The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 
Happy Is Heruiia, wheresoe’er she lies ; 

For she bath blessed and attractive eyes. 

How came ber eyes so bright t Not with salt 
tears: 

If so, my eyes are oftener wash’d than ber's. 

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear { 

For beasts that meet me, run away for fear: 
Therefore, uo marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia'g sphery eyne 7— 
But who is here 7—Lysander I on the ground 1 
Dead t or asleep 7 1 see no blood, no wound 
Lysander, if you live, good Sir, awake. 

Lys . And run through file I will, lor thy sweet 
sane. [Waking. 

Transparent Helena 1 Nature here shows art. 

That through thy bosom makes me see thy 
heart. 

Where is Demetrius 7 Oh 1 how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to peiisb on my sword 1 
HeL Do not say so, Lysander ; say uot so : 
What though he love your Herrniat Loid, what 
though 7 

Yet Herrnia still loves you: then be. content. 

Lys. Content with Herrnia I No: 1 do re* 
pent • 

The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 

Not Heuma, but Helena 1 love: 

\> ho will not change a raven for a dove 7 
The will ol mau is by bis reason sway’d; 

And reason says you arc the worthier maid. 
Things giowiug are not ripe until their sea¬ 
son : 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 
And touching now the point of human skill. 
Reason becomes the marshal to uiy will. 

And leads me to your e>es; where I o’erlook ; 
Love's stories written in love's richest book. 

Htl. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery 
born 7 

When, at jour bands, did I deserve this scorn f 
Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man, 

That 1 did never, no, nor never cau. 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius* eye. 

But you must flout my iusu01c>eiicy f 
Good troth, yoa do me wroug, good sooth, you 
Uo. 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well: perforce I must confess, 

1 thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

Oh I that a lady, of one man refus'd. 

Should, of another, theiefore be abus'd 1 

[Exit. 

Lys. She sees not HtrmiaHerrnia, sleep 
thon there; 

And never may'st thon come Lysander near 2 
For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 

Or, as the heresies, that pien do leave. 

Are bated most of those they did deceive; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy. 

Of all be bated ; but the most of met 
And all my powers, address your love an£ 
might. 

To honour Helen, and to be her knight! 

[Exit. 

Her. [starting.] Help me, Lysander, help me*, 
do thy best, 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast l 
Ah t me, for pUy 1—what a dream was here T 
Lysander, look, bow I do quake with fear:. 
Methought a serpent eat my heart away. 

And yon sat smiling at his cruel prey:— 
Lysander I what, remov'd 7 Lysander 1 lord 1 
What, out of hearing t gone T no sound, no 
word? 

A lacs, where are yon J speak, an tt you hear ? 
Speak, of all loves;* I swoon almost with 
fear. 


• The mall 
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No T—then I well perceive yoa ire set nigh : 
Euber death, or you, i'll fiud immediately. 

IKrtt. 


ACT HI. 

SCENE I~~l%e same.—The Queen of Fairies 
lying asleep. 

Enter Quince, Snco, Bottom, Flute,Smoot, 
and Starveling. 

Bot. Are we all met T 

Quin. Pat, pat; and here's a marvel torn con¬ 
venient place for our rehearsal: This greea plot 
shall be our stage, this hawthorn brake our tyring, 
house ; and we mil do it in action, as we will 
do it before the duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince,— 

Quin. What say’st thou, bully Bottom T 

hot. There are things in this comedy of Py- 
ramus and Thisby , that will never please. Tin-t, 
Pyranius must draw his sword to kill himself; 
which the ladies caunot abide. How answer you 
that? 

Snout. By’rlakin, • a parlous t fear. 

Star. I believe, we must leave the killing out, 
when all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit: I have a device to make 
all well. Write me a prologue : and let the 
prologue seem to say, we will do no harm with 
our swords; and that Pyranius is not killed in¬ 
deed : and, for the more better assurance, tell 
them, that 1 Pyrainus am not Pyramus, but 
Bottom the weaver; This will put them out of 
fear. 

Quin. Well, we will have such a prologue; and 
it shall be written in eight aud six.— 

Bot. No, make it two moie; let it be written 
in eight and eight. 

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the 

lion ? 

Star. I fear it, I promise you. 

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with your¬ 
selves : to bring in, God shield us I a lion among 
ladies, is a most dreadful tluug; for there is not 
a more fearful J wild-fowl tbau your liou, living; 
and we ought to look to it. 

Snout. Therefore, another prologue must tell, 
be is not a lion. 

Rot. Nay, you must name his name, and half 
his face must be seen through tbe lion's neck ; 
apd he bimself mnst speak through, saying thus, 
or to the same defect,—Ladies, or fair ladies, I 
would wish you, or, I would request you, or, I 
would entreat you, not to Tear, not to tremble : 
my life for yotir’s. If yon think 1 come hither 
as a lion, it were pity of ray life No, 1 am no 
such thing ; I am a man as other men are and 
there, indeed, let him name bts name; aud tell 
them plainly, he is Snug the joiner. 

Quin. Well, it shall be so. Bnt there is two 
hard things ; that is, to bring the moon-light in¬ 
to a chamber: foi you know, Pyramns and Thisby 
meet by moon-light. 

Snug. Doth the moon shine, that night we 
our play T 

ot. A calendar, a calendar 1 look in tbe 
almanack ; find oat moon-shine, find out moon¬ 
shine. 

uin. Yes, it doth shine that night. 
ot. Why, then you may leave a casement 
of tbe great chamber window, where we play, 
open ; and tbe moon may shine in at the case¬ 
ment. 

Quin. Ay; or else one mnst case In with « 
hush of thorns and a lamhoro, and say, be 
comes to disfigure, or to present, the person of 
moon-shine. Then, there b another thing : we 
mmt have a wall in the great chamber; for 

• By our hijkls. 

t Dangerous X Terrible. 


NIGHT’S DREAM. 615 

Pyramus and Thisby, sa>s the story, did talk 
through tbe chmks of a wall. 

Snug. You never can bring in a wall. What 
say you. Bottom t 

Bot. Some man or other must present wall: 
and let bim have some plaster, or some lofne, 
or some rough-cast about him, to signify wall? 
or let bim hold his fingers thus, and through 
that cranny shall Pyranius and Thisby Whisper. 

Quin. If that may be, then ail is well. Come, 
sit down, every mother's eon, and rehearse your 
parts. Pyramus, yoa begin: when you have 
spoken your speech, ester info that brake * aud 
so every one according to his cue. 

Enter Puck behind. 

Puck. What hempen home-spans have we 
swaggering here. 

So near the cradle ot the fairy queen 7 
What, a play toward ? I'll be an auditor; 

Au actor too, perhaps, if 1 see cause. 

Quin. Speak, PyraniusThisby, stand forth. 
Pyr . Thisby, the flowers of odious savours 
sweet ,— 

Quin . Odours, odours. 

Pyr. - odours savours sweet: 

So Moth thy breath , my dearest Thisby 
dear .— 

But , hark, a voice! stay thou but here a 
while. 

And by and by I will to thee appear. 

{Exit. 

Puck. A Btranger Pyramus than e'er play'd 
here ! [Aside. — Exit. 

This. Must I speak now? 

Qum. Ay, m.irry, must you : for you must 
undei stand, be goes but to see a noise that he 
heard, and is to come again. 

This. Most radiant Pyramus , most lily- 
white of hue , 

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant 
brier, 

Most brisky juvenal,\ and eke most lovely 
Jew, 

As true as truest horse , that yet would never 
tire. 

I'll meet thee , Pyramus, at Ninny’s tomb. 

Quin. Niuus* tomb man: Why you must not 
speak that yet; that you answer Ao Pyrauius : 
you speak all your part at once, cues J and ail. 
—Pyramus enter; you* cue is past; it is, never 
tire. 

Re-enter Puck, and Bottom with an ass’s 

head. 

This. O—As true as truest horse, that yet 
would never tire. 

Pyr. Jf I were fair , Thisby, I were wily 
thine :— 

Quin. O monstrous 1 O strange 1 vre are 
haunted. 

Pray, masters 1 fly, masters I help 1 

[Exeunt Clowns. 
Puck . I'll follow you. I'll lead you about a 
round. 

Through bog, through bosh, through brake, 
through briar; 

Sometime a horse i’ll be, sometimes a bound, 

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire; 

And neigh, and bark, and giuut, and roar, and 
bum. 

Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. 

[Exit. 

Bot. Why do they run away ? this is a knavery 
of them, to make me afeard. $ 

Re-enter Snout. 

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed 1 what do 
I see on thee ? ^ 

Bot. What do you seel you wee an ash*head 
of your own ; Do you t 

* Thicket. + Touc ana. 

t The lost v Jrth of the preceding apoocb, which serve 
u a hint to him who lelo apeak next. I Afoul. 
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Re-enter Quince. 

Quin. Bless thee. Bottom I bless thee ! thou 
art translated. [Exit. 

Bot. I see their knavery : this 13 to make an 
ass of me; to fright me, if they couid. But I 
will not stir from this place, do'what they can : 
I will walk up and down here, and I will sing, 
that they shall hear I am not afraid. [Sings. 

The ousel-cock, so black of hue, 

With orange-tawney bill. 

The throstle with his note so true, 

The wren with little quill ; 

Tita. What angel wakes me from my flowery 

bed? [Waking. 

Bot. The finch, the sparrorv , and the lark. 
The plain-song cuckoo • gray , 

Whose note full many a man doth mark, 
And dares not answer, nay j — 

for, indeed, who would set bis wit to so foolish 
a bird ? who would give a bird the lie, though 
he cry, cuckoo , never so ? 

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 
Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape ; 

And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move 
me. 

On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee. 

Bot. Metbinks, mistress, you should have 
little reason for that: And yet, to say the truth, 
reason and love keep little company together 
now-a-days: The more the pity, that some honest 
neighbours will not make them friends. Nay, I 
can gleek t upon occasion. 

Tita. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 
Bot. Not so, neither: but if 1 had wit enough 
to get out of this wood, i have enough to serve 
mine own turn. 

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go ; 
Tboa sbalt remaiu here, whether thou wilt or no. 
I am a Bpirit, of no common late ; 

The summer still doth tend upon my state, 

And I do love thee : therefore, go with me ; 

I’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee; 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from thu deep : 
And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost 
6leej>: 

And f will pnrge thy mortal grossness so. 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.— 
Peas-blossom I Cobweb 1 Moth ! and Mustard- 
seed I 

Enter four Fairies. 

1 Fax . Ready. 

2 Fai. And I. 

3 Fai. And I. 

4 Fai. Where shall we go ? 

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentle¬ 
man ; 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries, \ 

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries; 
The honey bags steal from the humble-bees. 
And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighs. 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes. 
To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 

To fan the moon-beams from bis sleeping eyes: 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

1 Fai. Hail, mortal 1 

2 Fai. Haiti 

3 Fai. Hail! 

4 Fai. Hail I 

Bot. I cry your worship's mercy, heartily.— 
I beseech, your worship's name. 

Cob. Cobweb. 

Bot. I %fll desire yon of more acquaintance 
good master Cobweb : If 1 cut my Anger, I 
shall make bold with you.—Your name, honest 
gentleman f 

k 

* 71m cackoo with hi* uniform not*. t Jok*. 
t Cooacbernc*. 


Peas. Peas-blossom. 

Bot. I pray you, commend ine to mistress 
Squash, your mother, and to master Peascod, 
your father Good master Peas-blossom, I shall 
desire you of more acquaintance too.—Your 
name I beseech you, Sir ? 

Afus. Mustard-seed. 

Bot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know your 
patience well: that same cowardly, giant-like 
ox-beef hath devoured many a geutleman of 
your house : I promise you, your kindred hath 
made my eyes water ere now. I desire you 
more acquaintance, good master Mustard-seed. 
Tita. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my 
bower. 

The moon, methiuks, looks with a watery eye ; 
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 

. Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love's tougue, bring him silently. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 77. —Another part of the Wood. 
Enter Oberon. 

Obe. I wonder, if Titania be awak’d ; 

Then, what it was that next came in her e>e. 
Which 6he must dote on iu extremity. 

Enter Puce. 

Here comes my messenger.—How now. mad 
spirit 1 

What night-rule now about this haunted grove ? 

Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower. 

While she was iu her dull aud sleeping huiir, 

A crew of patches * rude mechanicals. 

That work for bread upon Athenian nails. 

Were met together to rehearse a play, 

Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial day. 

The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, f 
Who PyramuB presented, in their sport 
Forsook liis scene, and enter’d in a In .ike: 

When I did him at this advantage take, 

An ass' nowl t I fixed on bis head; 

Auon, his Tbisbe must be answered. 

And forth my mimick § conies; When they hiui 
spy. 

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye. 

Or russet-pated choughs, many in soit. 

Rising and cawing at the gun’s report. 

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky ; 

So, at bis sight, away his fellows fly : 

And, at our stamp, here o’er and o'er one falls; 
He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 
Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears 
thus strong, 

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong: 
For briers and thorns at their apparel =natch ; 
Some, sleeves ; some, hats : from yiealders all 
things catch. 

I led tbeqi on in this distracted fear, 

Aud left sweet Pyramus translated there : 

When In that moment (so it came to pass,) 
Titania wak'd, and straightway lov'd ati ass. 

Obe - This falls out better than I could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch’d Jj the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ? 

Puck. I took him, sleeping,—that is finish'd 
too,— 

And the Athenian woman by bis side; 

That when be wak'd, of force she most be 
ey'd. 1 

Enter Dsketrius and Hervia. 

Obe. Stand close; this is the same Athenian 
Puck. This is ithe woman, but not tbis tbe 
man. 

Bern. O wby rebuke yon him that loves yon 
so? 

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. i 

T 

• Simple fellows. 

t Stupid company. t Head. } Actor. 

| Infected. 
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Her . Now I but chide, but 1 should use thee 
worse; 

For thou, 1 fear, hast given me cause to 
curse. 

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 

Being o’er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep. 
And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day, 

As he to me : Would he have stol’n away 
From sleeping Hermiaf Til believe as soon, 
This whole earth may be bor’d; aud that the 
moon 

May through the centre creep, and so dis¬ 
please 

Her brother’s noon-tide with the Antipodes. 

It cannot be, but thou hast murder’d him; 

So should a murdeier look; so dead, so grim. 

Hem. So should the murder’d look; aud so 
should I, 

Pierc’d through the heart with your stern 
cruelty: 

Yet you the murderer, look as bright, as clear. 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her. What’s this to my Lysander 1 where is 
he 1 

Ah! good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? 

Hcnu I had rather give his carcass to my 
bounds. 

He*. Out, dog 1 out, cur I thou driv’st me 
past the hounds 

Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou’.slaiu him 
then I 

Henceforth be never number’d among men! 

Oh! once tell true, tell true, even for my 
sake ; 

Durst thou have look’d upon him, being awake, 
And hast thou kill’d htm sleeping ? O brave 
touch ! * 

Could not a worm, an adder, do so ranch? 

An adder did it; for with doubler tongue 
yiran thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

Hem. You speud< your passion on a mispris’d t 
inood : 

I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood; 

Nor is he dead, for aught that 1 can tell. 

Her. I pray thee, tell me then that be Is 
well. 

Hem. And if I could, what should I get 
therefore ? 

Her. A privilege, never to see me more.— 
Aud from thy bated presence part I so: 

See me no more, whether he be dead or no. 

[ Exit . 

Hem. There is no following her in this fierce 
vein : 

Here, therefore, for a while I will remain. 

So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that baukrupt sleep doth' sorrow 
owe; 

Which now, in some slight measure it will 
pay, 

If for bis tender here I make some stay. 

{Lies down. 

Obe. What hast thou done? tbou hast mis¬ 
taken quite. 

And laid *the love-juice, on some true-love’s 
sight: 

Of (by misprison roust perforce ensue 
Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’d 
true. 

Puck. Then fate o'er-rules; that one man 
holding troth, 

A million fall, confounding oath on oath. 

Obe. About the wood go swifter than the 
wind, 

And Helena of Athens look thou find: 

All fancy-sick 1 she is, and pale of cheer $ 

With sighs or love, that cost the fresh blood 
dear: 

By some illusion see thon bring her here; 

1*11 charm bis eyes, against she do appear. 
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Puck. I go, I go; look, how I go; 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. 

^ ™ IiStif 

Obe. Flower of this purple die. 

Hit with Cupid’s archery, 

Sink in apple of his eye ! 

When his love be doth espy. 

Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky.— 

When thou wak’st, if she be by. 

Beg of her for remedy. 

Re-enter Puck. 

Puck. Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at hand ; 

And the youth, mistook by me. 

Pleading for a lover’s fee ; 

Shall we their fond pageant see ? 

Lord, what fools these mortals be I 
Obe. Stand aside: the noise they make. 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once, woo one i 
That must needs be sport alone ; 

And those things do best please me. 

That befal preposterously. 

, Enter Lysander and Helena. 

Lys. Why should, you think, that I should 
woo in scorn l 

Scorn and duiisiou never come in tears: 

Look, when 1 vow, I weep; aufo vows so 
born. 

In their nativity all truth appears. 

How can these things m me seem 6Corn to 
you. 

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them 
true 1 

Hel. You do advance your cunning more and 
more. 

When truth kills truth, O devilish holy 
fray ! 

These vows are Hermia’s ; will you give her 
o’er ? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing 
weigh : 

Your vows, to her and me, put in two scales. 
Will even weigh ; aud bolti as light as tales. 
Lys. I had no judgment, when to her I 
swoie. 

Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give 
her o’ei. 

Lys. Demetrius loves her, aud he loves not 
you. 

Hem. [Awaking.] O Helen, goddess, nymph, 
perfect, divine! 4 

To what, my love, shall I compare thine 
eyne! 

Crystal is muddy. Oh! how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting* 
grow! 

That pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 
Fann’d with an eastern wiud, turns to a crow. 
When thou hold’st up thy baud: O let me 
kiss 

This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss 1 
Hel. O spite 1 O hell 1 l see you ail are 
bent 

To set against me, lor your merriment. 

If yon were civil, and knew courtesy. 

You would not do me thus much injury 
Can you not bate me, as I know you dc 
But you must join in souls, * to mock me too ? 

If you were men, as men you are in show. 

You would not use a gentle lady so; 

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts. 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your 
hearts. 

You both are rivals, and love Hernia: 

And now. both rivals, to mock Helena: 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise, • 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes 
With your derision 1 none, of noble sort, t 


• Kvplnft. 

1 Lot u .ii k. 


t Mistaken. 

I Coumeiunre. 


Heartily, 


t Depw* 
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Would so offend a virgin-; and extort 
A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport. 
Lys. You are unkind, Demetrius; be cot 
80 •, 

For you love Hermit; this, you kuow, I know ; 
And here, with all good will, with all my 
heart. 

In Iiennia’s love I yield you up my part; 

And your** of Helena to me bequeath. 

Whom 1 do love, and will do to my dpath. 

Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle 
breath. 

Dem . Lysander, keep thy Hermia; 1 will 
none: 

If e’er I lov'd her, all that love is gone. 

My heart with her but, as guest-wise, so¬ 
journ'd ; 

And now to Helen is it home return'd. 

There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not 
know. 

Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear. • 

Look where tfay love comes; yonder is tby 
dear. 

Enter Hermia. • 

Her. Dark night, that fifom the eye his func¬ 
tion takes, 

The ear more quick of apprehension makes ; 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 

It pays the hearing double recompense 
Tbou art not by mine eye, Ljsaiitler, found ; 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy 
sound. 

Bnt why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth 
press to go ? 

Her. VI hat love could press Lysander from 
my side ? 

Lys. Lysauder's love, that would not let him 
bide. 

Fair Helena; who more engilds the night 
Than all you fiery oes t and ejes of light. 

Why seek'st tbou me ? could not this make thee 
know, 

The hate I bare thee made me leave thee so ? 
Her. You speak not as you think ; it cannot 

be. 

Hel. Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 

Now I perceive they have conjoin’d, all three. 

To fashion this false sport in spue of me. 
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid I 
Have >oo conspir'd, have you with these con¬ 
triv’d v 

To bait me with this fool derison T 
Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd, 

• The sisters' vows, the hours that we have 
spent. 

When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting ns,—Oh 1 and is all forgot! 

All school-days’ friendship, childhood, inno¬ 
cence f 

We, Hermia, like two artificial t go da, 

Have with our neelds $ created both one ftowir. 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion. 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key; 

As if our bauds, our sides, voices, and minds. 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together. 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted. 

But yet a union in partition ; 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart:' 

Two of the first,, like coats in heraldry. 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 

And will you rent our ancient love asender 
To join with men in scorning your poor 
friend f 

It Is not friendly, ’th sot maidenly s 
Oor sex, as well as 1, may chide yoo fhrft 
Though 1 alone do feel the btfnry. 


4 Circle*. 
| MmUW*. 


Her. I am amazed at your passionate words 3 
1 scorn you not; It seems that you scorn me. 
Hel. Have you not set Lysander as In 
scorn. 

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face f 
And made your other love, Demetrius, 

(Who even hut now did spurn me with his 
foot,) 

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, ami rare. 
Precious, celestial T Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates! and wherefore doth Lv&auder 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 

And tender me, forsooth, affection ; 

But by your setting on, by your cousent ? 

What though I be not so in grace as you. 

So hung upon with love, so fortunate: 

But miserable most, to Jove unlov'd ? 

This you should pity, rather than despise. 

Her . I understand not what yon mean by 
this. 

Hel. Ay, do, persevere, counteifeit sad 
looks. 

Make mows * upon me, when 1 tom my back ; 
U ink at each other; hold the sweet jest up : 
This sport well carried, shall be chronicled. 

If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 

You would not make me such an argument. 

But, fare ye well: *tis partly mine own fault ; 
Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 

* Lys. Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse ; 
My love, my life, iny soul, fail Helena 1 
Hel. 0 excellent 1 
Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

Dem. If she canuot entreat, I can compel. 
Lys. Thou caust compel no more than she 
entreat; 

Thy threats have no more strength, than her 
weak piayers.— 

Helen, I love thee : by my life, I do ,* 

1 swear by that which I will lose for thee, 

To prove him false, that bays 1 love thee not. 
Dem. 1 say, I love thee more than he can 
do. 

Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove 11 
too. 

Dem. Quick, come,— 

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this t 
Lys. Away, you Ethiop l 
Dem . No, uo. Sir—he will 
Seem to break loose; take on, as yon would fol¬ 
low: 

But yet come not : You are a tame man, go ! 
Lys. Hang off tbou cat, thou bur : vile thing, 
let loose; 

Or I will shake thee from me, like a serpent. 
Her. Why are you grown so rode! what 
ebauge is this. 

Sweet love ? 

Lys. Tby love T out, tawny Tartar, out! 

Out, loathed medicine ! haled potiou, hence I 
Her . Do you not jest T 
Hel. Yes, ’sooth; and so do you. 

Lys- Demetrius, 1 will keep my word with 
thee. 

Dem. 1 would, I had your bond; for I per¬ 
ceive, 

A weak bond bolds you; I’ll not trust your 
word. 

Lys* What should l hurt her, strike her, kill 
her dead 1 

Although I bate her. 111 not harm her so. 

Her . What, can you do me greater barm 
than hate f 

Hate me I wherefore t O me I wbgt news, my 
love? 

Am not 1 Hermia f Are wot yon Lysander I 
1 am as Mr now, an I was erewhilr. 

Since night, you tow’d me ; yet, since wight you 
left me: 

Why, then yow left me,—O the fads IbffeM J— 

In earnest shall I say I 
Lys. Ah, by my Ufe; 

And never did desire to see thee more. 

• Wt j hen. 


• Py dearly for it. 

4 IngcQiou*. 
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Therefore, be out of hope, of question,, doubt. 

Be certain, nothing truer; His no jest. 

That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. O me I you juggler I you canker-blos¬ 
som ; * 

You thief of love: what, bare you come by 
night 

And atari’ll iny love's heart from him ? 

Hel. Fine, i'faith t 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 

No touch of bashfuluess I What, will you tear 
Impatient answers fiom my gentle tongue? 

Fie, tie 1 you counterfeit, you puppet you ! 

Her* Puppet I why so l Ay, that way goes the 
game. 

Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures, she hath urg'd her height; 
And with her personage, her tall personage. 

Her height forsooth, she hath prevail'd with 
hurt*'— 

And are you grown so high in his esteem. 
Because 1 ain so dwarfish and so low? 

How low am 1, thou painted maypole ? speak ; 
How low am 1 ? I am not yet so low, 

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

Her. I pray you, though you mock me, gen¬ 
tlemen, 

Let her not hurt me : I was never curst ;f 
1 have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 

I am a right maid for my cowaidice; 

Let her not strike me : You, perhaps, may 
think. 

Because she's something lower than myself. 

That ! can match her. 

Her. Lower 1 hark, again. 

Hel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with 
me. 

I evermore did love yon, Hermia, 

Did ever Keep your couusels, never wrong’d you ; 
Save, that, in love unto Demetrius, 

1 told him of your stealth unto this wood: 

He follow’d you ; foi love 1 follow'd him. 

Bui he hath chid me hence; and threaten'd I 
me 

To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too: 

And now, so you will let me quiet go 
To Athens will I bear my folly back. 

And follow you no further: Let me go: 

You see how simple and bow fond J I am. 

Her. Why, get you gone : Who is't that hin¬ 
ders you ? 

Ilel. A foolish heart that I leave here be¬ 
hind ? 

Her. What, with Lysandcr? 

Hil. With Demetuus. 

Lys. Be not afraid ; she shall not harm thee, 
Helena. 

Hem. No, Sir; she shall not, though you take 
her part. 

Hel. Oh! when she’s angry, she Is keen and 
shrewd: 

She was a vixen, when she went to school; 

And, though she be but little, she is tierce. 

Her . LiUle again? nothing but low and 
little ?— 

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus f 
Let me come to her. 

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf; 

You minimus, of hind’ring knot-grass $ made; 
You bead, you acorn. 

Hem. You are too officious 
Iq her behalf that scorns your services. 

Let her alone ; speak not of Helena; 

Take not her part: for if thou dost intend | 

Never so little show of love to her. 

Thou sbalt aby it. 

Lys. Now she boWs me not; 

Now follow, if thou darM, to try whose right, 

Or tfiiae or mine, Is most In Helena. 

Hem. Follow? nay, I’ll go with thee, cheek by 
jole. [£rwtrf Lys. end Dkk. 

• A worm that prayt Ml bods of dowers, 
t Shrewish or mischlorous. , i Foolieb. I 

4 Anciently knot-grass was believed to prevent the J 
growth of children. I Pretend, 1 


Her. You, mistress, all this coll is 'long cf 
you: 

Nay, go hot back. 

Hel. 1 will not trust you, I; 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 

Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray; 
My legs are longer though, to run away. 


~ „ [ Ex it. 

Her. I am ama 2 ’d, and know not what to say, 

[Exit, pursuing Helena. 
Obe. This Is thy negligence: still tb»u 


Ihlk 


tak'st. 

Or else comimfst thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mis¬ 
took. 

Did not you tell me, I should know the man 
By the Athenian ganneuts he had on ? 

And so far blameless proves my enterprise. 

That 1 have ’nomted an Athenian's eyes: 

And so far am 1 glad it so did sort, * 

As this their jaugling 1 esteem a sport. 

Obe. Tbou seest, these lovers seek a place to 
fight: 

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night; 

The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ; 

And lead these testy rivals so astray, 


As one come not witnin another's way. 

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tougue. 
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong ; 

4ud sometime rail thou like Demetuus ; 

And from each other look thou lead them thus. 
Till o’er their brows dcath-couutertcituu sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep: 
Then crush this herb into Ly«auder’s eye ; 

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property, t 
To take from thence all eiror, with his might. 
And make his eye-balls roll with wonted sight. 
When they next wake, all this deusiou 
Shall seem a*dream, and fruitless vision: 

And back to Athens shall the lovers weud,i 
With kague, whose date till death shall neves 


end. 

Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 

I’ll to my queen, aud beg her Indian boy; 

And then I will her chaimed eye release 
From monster's view, and all things shall be 


peace. 

Puck. My fairy lord, this must be done witb 
haste; 

For night's swift dragons cut the clouds fuli 
fast. 

And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger; 

At whose auuroacb, ghosts, wandering here and 


there. 


Troop home to church-yards : damned spirit* all,. 
That in cross-ways and floods have burial, 
Already to their wormy beds are gone; 

For fear lest day should look their shames 


upon, 

They wilfully themselves exile from light, 

Aud must for aye cousort with black-brow’d 
night. 

Obe. But we are spirits of another sort: 

I with the Morning's Love ) have oft made 
sport; 

And, like a forester, the groves may tread. 

Even till the eastern gate, all flery red, 

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams. 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 
But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay ; 

We may effect this business yet ere day. 

[Exit Obekon. 

. Puck. Up and down, up and down; 

I will lead them up and down: 

I am fear'd in field aud town; 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. 


Enter Ltsinds*. 


Lys. Where art thou, prowl Demetrius ! apeak 
thou now. 


* Happen. t Medicinal efficacy. J Go 

| Cepbalna, the paramour of Aurora. 
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Puck. Heie, villain; drawn and ready. Where 
art thou ? 

Lys. I w ill be with thee straight. 

Puck. Follow me then 
To plainer ground. 

[Exit Lys. as following the voice. 

Enter Demetrius. 

j Dem. Lysander! speak again. 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ? 
Speak. In some bush ? Where dost thou hide 
thy head! 

Puck . Thou coward, art thou bragging to the 
stars. 

Telling the bushes that thou look’st for wars. 

And wilt not comet Come,recreant; come,thou 
child ; 

I’ll whip thee with a rod: He is defll’d. 

That draws a sword on thee. 

Dem. Yea ; art thou there 1 
Puck. Follow my voice ; we'll try no manhood 
here. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Ltsander. 

Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me 
on; 

When I come where he calls, theu he is gone. 
The villain is much lighter heel'd than 1: 

I follow'd fast, but faster be did fly ; 

That fallen am I in dark uneven way. 

And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day! 

[Lies down. 

For if but once thou show me thy gray light, 
i’ll find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. 

[Sleeps. 

Re-enter Puck and Demetrius. 

Puck . Ho, ho 1 ho, ho 1 Coward, why com’st 
thou not? 

Dem. Abide me, if thou dar'st: for well I 
wot. 

Thou runn'st before me, shifting every place; 
And dar’st not stand, nor look me m the lace. 
Where art thou ? 

Puck. Come hither ; I am here. 

Dem. Nay, then thou niock’st me. Thou shale 
buy this dear. 

If ever I thy face by day-light see : 

Now, go thy way. Faintness coustraincth me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed.— 

By day’6 approach look to be visited. 

[Lies down and sleeps. 

Enter Helena. 

Del. 0 weary night, O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy hours : shine comforts, from the 
east; 

That I may back to Athens, by day-light, 

From these that my poor company detest:— 
And, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s 
eye. 

Steal me awhile from mine own company. 

[Sleeps. 

Puck. Yet but three T Come one more : 
Two of both kinds makes up four. 

Here she comes, cui9t and sad :— 

Cnpid is a knavish lad. 

Thus to make poor females mad. 

Enter Hermia. 

Her . Never so weary, never so in woe: 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with 
briers, 

1 can no further crawl, no farther go ; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 
Here will I rest me, till the break of day. , 
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray I 

[Lies down. 

Puck. On the ground 
Sleep sound; 

I'll apply 
To your eye. 

Gentle lover remedy. 

[Squeezing the juice on 
Lysan lieu's eye. 


When thon wak'st, 

Thou tak'st 
True delight 
In the sight 

Of thy former lady's eye : 

And the country proverb known, 

That every mail should take his own, 

Iu your waking shall be shown: 

Jack shall have Jill; 

Naught shall go ill; 

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall 
be well. 

[Exit Puck.—Dem. Hel. <$ c - sleep. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—The same. 

Enter Titania and Bottom, Fairies, at¬ 
tending; Oueuon behind unseen . 

Tita . Come, sit thee down upon this flowery 
bed. 

While 1 thy amiable cheeks do coy, • 

And stick musk-roscs in thy sleek smooth bead, 
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 

Rot. Where’s Peas-blossoin 1 

Peas. Ready. 

Rot. Scratch my head, Ptas-blossom.—Where’s 
monsieur Cobweb 1 

Cob. Ready. 

Rot Monsieur Cobweb ; good monsieur, get 
jour weapons in your ham), and kill me a red¬ 
hipped humble-bee on tbe top of a thistle; and, 
good monsieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not 
fret yourself too much in the action, monsieur ; 
and, good monsieur, have a care the bonej-bag 
break not: I would be loath to have you over¬ 
flown with a honey-bas, signior.—Where’s mou- 
sieur Mustard-seed 1 

Must. Ready. 

Rot. Give me your neif,f monsieur Mustard- 
seed. Pray you, leave )our courtesy, good mon¬ 
sieur. 

Must. What's jour will? 

Rot. Nothing, good monsieur, hut to help 
cavalero Cobweb to scratch. I must to the 
barber’s, monsieur; for, metlunks, I am mar¬ 
vellous hairy about the face: and I am such a 
tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me, I must 
scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt tbou hear some music, my 
sweet love ? 

Bot. I have a reasonable good ear in music: 
let us have the tongs and tbe bones. 

Tita. Or, say, sweet love, what thou desir'st 
to eat. 

Rot. Truly a peck of provender ; I could munch 
your good dry oats. Metbiuks, 1 have a great 
desire to a bottle of hay : good bay, sweet bay, 
bath no fellow. 

Tita. I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squinel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Bot. 1 had rather have a handful, oi two, of 
dried peas. But, I pray >ou, let none of your 
people stir me; I have an exposition of sleep 
come upon.me. 

Tita. Sleep thou and I will wind thee iu my 
arms. 

Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 

So doth the woodbine, the sweet honeysuckle 
Gently entwist,—tbe female ivy so 
Enrings tbe barky Augers of the elm 
0 how I love thee! how I dote on thee I 

[They sleep. 

Oberon advances. Enter Puck. 

Obe. Welcome, good Robin. Sec'st tbou this 
sweet sight T 

Her dotage now* 1 do begin to pity. 

For meeting her of late behind tbe wood. 

Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 

1 


• 3trok*. 


+ Fist. 
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I did upbraid her, and fall out with her: 

For she bis hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers; 

And that same dew, which sometime on the 
budB 

Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls, 
Stood now within the pretty fiowrets’ eyes. 

Like tears, that did their own disgracet bewail. 
When 1 bad, at my pleasure, taunted her. 

And she, in mild terms, begg’d my patience, 

I then did ask of her her changeling child ; 
Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 

And now I ha\e the boy, I will nndo 
This hateful Imperfection of her eyes. 

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head df this Athenian swain *, 

That he awaking when the other do, 

May all to Athens buck again repair; 

And think no more of this night's accidents. 

But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 

But first I will release the fairy queen. 

Be, as thou wast wont to be ; 

[Touching her eyes with an herb. 
See, as thou wast wont to see: 

Dian’s bud o’er Cupid’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 

Now, ray Titania; wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tita. My Oberon! what visions have I seen ! 
Metbought, I was enamour’d of au ass. 

Obe. There lies your love. 

Tita. How came these things to pass ? 

Oh I how mine eyes do loath bis visage now! 
Obe. Silence, a while.—Robin, take off this 
head.— 

Titania, music call; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 
Tita. Music, ho! music; such as charmeth 
sleep. 

Puck. Now, when thou wak'st, with thine own 
fotfl’s eyes peep. 

Obe. Souud, music. [Still Music .] Come, my 
queen, take hands with me, 

And rock the ground whereon those sleepers 
be. 

Now thou and I are new in amity; 

And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly. 

Dance in duke Theseus* house triumphantly. 

And bless it to all fair posterity: 

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

Puck. Fairy king, attend, and mark ; 

I do hear the morning lark. 

Obe. Then, my queen, In silence sad. 
Trip we after the night’s shade: 

We the globe can compass soon, 

Swifter than the wand’ring moon. 

Tita. Come, my lord ; and in our flight, 
Tell me how it came this night. 

That I sleeping here was found. 

With these mortals, on the ground. 

[Exeunt. 
[Horns sound within. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and 

train. 

The . Go, one of you, find out the forester 
For now our observation is perform’d : 

And since we have the vaward • of the day, 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds.— 
Uncouple in the western valley; go : 

Despatch, I say, and And the forester.— 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top. 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, 
once. 

When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding; t for, besides the groves. 
The skies, tbe fountains, every region near 
Seem’d all one mutual cry : I never beard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 
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The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan 
kind, 

So flow'd, • so sanded; and their beads are 
hung 

With ears that sweep away the morning dew; 
Crook-koee’d, and dew-lap’d like Thessalian 
bulls; 

Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like 
t^ells, 

Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn. 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly: 

Judge, when you hear.—But, soft; what nymphs 
are these T 

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here 
asleep: 

And this, Lysander: this Demetrius is ; 

This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena: 

I wonder of their being here together. 

The. No doubt, they rose up early to observe 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent. 

Came here in grace of our solemnity.— 

But, speak, Egeus; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answer of her choice f 
Ege. It is, ray lord. 

The. Go, hid the huntsmen wake them with 
their horns. 

Horns , and shout within. Demetrius, Lr- 
sander, Hermia, and Helena, wake and 
start up. 

The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine 
is past; 

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now 'i 
Lys. Pardon, my lord. 

[He and the rest kneel to Theseus. 

I The. I pray you all, stand up. 

: I know you are two rival enemies ; 

How conies this gentle concord in the world. 
That hatied is so far from jealousy. 

To sleep by hate and fear no enmity ? 

Lys. My lord, 1 shall reply amazedly. 

Half ’sleep, half waking : But as yet, 1 swear, 

I cannot truly say how I came here : 

But, as 1 think, (for truly would I speak,— 

And now I do bethink me, so it is ;) 

I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might 
be 

Without tbe peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord ; yon ha\e 
enough : 

I beg the law, the law upon his head.— 

They would have stol’n away, they. would, 
Demetrius, 

Thereby to have defeated you and me: 

You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent; 

Of my consent that she should be your wile. 
Dcm. My loid, fair Helen told me of .their 
stealth, 

Of this their purpose hither to this wood ; 

And I in fury hither follow’d them ; 

Fair Helena in fancy t following me. 

But, my good lord, I wot not by wbat power, 

(But by some power it is,) my love to Hermia 
Melted as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd, \ 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon: 

And all tbe faith, the virtue of my heart. 

The object, and the pleasure of miue eje 
Is only Heleua. To her, my lord, 

Was I betroth’d ere I saw Hermia: 

But, like In sickness, did I loath this food : 

But, as in healih, come to my natural taste. 

Now do I wish it, love it, long fur it. 

And will for evermore be true to it. 

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met: 

Of this discourse wc more will hear anon.— 
Egeus, I will overbear your will; 

For in the temple, by and by with us. 

These couples shall eternally be knit. 

And, for the morning now is something worn, 

Tbs flew* are the large chap* of a bound, 
t i*ve. t Tor* 


Forepart* 


4 Sound. 
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Our purpos’d bunting shall lie set aside.— 

• A way, w ith us f to Athens : Three and three. 

We'll hold a feast in great solemnity.— 

Come, Hyppolyta. 

[Exeunt The. Hip. Eg a. and train . 
Hem. These things seem small, and uudis- 
tinguishable. 

Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 

Her, Metbiuks, 1 see these things with part¬ 
ed eye, 

When every thing seems double. 

Hel. So methiaks: 

And 1 have found Demetrius like a jewel, 

Mine own, and not mine own. 

tHm It seems to me. 

That yet we sleep, we dream.—Do not you 
think. 

The duke was here, and bid us follow him t 
Her. Yea; and my father. 

Hel. And Hippo!)ta. 

Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 
Hem. Why then, we are awake: let's follow 
him ; 

And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. 

[Exeunt. 

As they go out , Bottom aicakes. 

Bat. When my cue comes, call me, and I 
will answermy text is, Most fair Pyramus. 
—Hey, ho!—Peter Quince ! Flute, the bellows- 
meud r 1 Snout, the tiuker! Starveling 1 God's 
my life 1 Etolen hence, and left me asleep! I 
have had a most rare vision. 1 have had a 
dream,—Past the wit of man to say wlut dream 
it was: Man is hut au ass, if he go about to 
expound this dream. Methonubt i was—tlieie 
is no man can tell what. Methought 1 was, 
and methought 1 bad,—But man is hut a 
patched if he will offer to say what me- 

thought I had. The eye of man hath not lieaid, 
the ear ot man bath not seeu ; man’s baud it 
not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor 
tin heart to report, what my dream was. 1 
will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this 
dream : It shall be calleu Bottom's Dream, 
because it hath no bottom; and 1 will sing it 
in the latter end cf a play, before the duke; 
Peradventure to make it the more gracious, 
1 shall sing it at her death. [Exit. 

SCENE II. — Athens.—A Room in Quince’s 

House . 

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and Starve¬ 
ling. 

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom's bouse ? is be 
come borne yet T 

•Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, 
he is transported. 

Flu. If be come not, then the play is marred ; 
It goes not forward, doth it ? 

Quin. It is not possible : you have not a man 
iu all Athens, able to discharge Pyramus, but 
he. 

Flu. No ; he hath simply the best wit of any 
hand) craft man iu Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too: and he 
is a very paramour, for a sweet voice. 

Flu. You must say, paragou: a paradiour is. 
Cod bless us, a thing of nought. 

Enter Snug. 

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the 
temple, and there is two or three lords and ladies 
t- more married: if our sport had gone forward, 
' ive had all been made men. 

Flu. o sweet bully Bottom I Thus hath he 
lost sixpence t-day during his life; be could 
not have 'scaped sixpence a-day: an the duke 
had not given him sixpence a-day<4or playing 
Pyramus, i’ll be hanged; he would have de¬ 
served it: sixpence a-day, in Pyramus. ur no¬ 
thing. 


FIGHT'S DREAM. Act V. 

Enter Bottom. 

Hot. Where are these lads? where are these 
hearts f 

Quin. Bdttom 1 o most courageous day I O 
most happy hour I 

Rot. Masters, 1 am to discourse wonders: bnt 
ask me uot what; for , if I tell you, 1 am uo true 
Athenian, i will tell you every thing, right as it 
fell out. 

Quin. Let us bear, sweet Bottom; 

Mot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell 
you, is, that the ffuke bath dined: Get your 
apparel together; good strings to your beards, 
new ribbons to your pumps; meet presently 
at tbe palace; every uiau Ipok o'er his part; 
for, the short and the longfUt our play is pre¬ 
ferred. In any case, let n imby have clean 
linen; and let uot him, that Allays tbe lion, pare 
his nails, for they shall faMig out of the lion's 
claws. And, most dear actors, eat no onions, 
nor garlick, for we are to utter sweet breath; 
and I do not doubt, but to hear them say, it is 
a sweet comedy. No more words: away; go, 
away. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCh NE I.—The same. — A Room in the Apart - 
ment of Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, 
Lords , and Attendants. 

Hip. *Tis strange, my Theseus, that these 
lovers speak of. 

The. More strange than true. I never may 
litlieve 

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers, and madmen, have such bet thing brains, 
Such shaping lantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet. 

Are ot imagination all compact: * 

One sees more devils than vast bell can hold ; 
That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic. 
Sees Heleu’s beauty iu a brow ot Egypt: 

The poet's eye, in a nue frenzy roiling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to 
heaven ; 

And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy no¬ 
thing 

A local habitation and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination; 

That, if it would but apprelo-ud some joy. 

It comprehends some bnnger of that joy j 
Or, in the night, imagining some fear, 

How easy is a bush suppos'd a bear t 
Hip. But all the story of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigur'd 60 together. 
More witnesseth than fancy’s images. 

And grows to something ot great constancy; t 
But, howsoever, 6trauge, and admirable. 

Enter Lysandbr, Dewftrius, Hermia, and 

Helena. 

The* Here come the lovers, full of joy and 
mirth.— 

Joy gentle ineuds I joy, and fresh days of lovt^ 
Accompany your hearts 1 
Lvs. More than to us 

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your 
bed I 

The. Come now; what masks, what dances 
shall we have, 

To wear away this long age of three hours. 
Between our after supper and bed tune Y 
V\ here is our usual manager of mirth ? 

What revels are in band 1 Is there no play, 

• Are made of were imagination, 
t Stability. 
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To case the anguish of a torturing hour ? 

Call Philostrate. 

Philost. Here, mighty Theseus. 

The. Say, what abridgment* have you for this 
evening? . 

What mask? what music? How shall we be¬ 
guile ? 

The lazy time, if not with some delight? 
Philost. There is a brief, f bow many sports 
are ripe ; 

Make choice of which your highness will sec 
first. [ Giving d paper. 

'Ike. [Read *.3 The battle with the Centaurs , 
to be sung, 

Rif an Athenian eunuch to the harp . 

We’ll none of that: that have I told my love. 

In glory of ray kinsman Hercules* 

The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage. 
That is an old device; and it wm play'd 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

The thrice three Muses mourning for the 
death 

Of learning, late deceas’d in beggary. 

That is some satire, keen, and critical. 

Not soiting with a nuptial ceremony. 

A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus , 

A nd his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth. 
Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief I 
That is, but tee, and wonderous strange snow. 
How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 
Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten 
words long; 

Which is as bi tef as I have known a ptay ; 

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long ; 

Which makes it tedious: for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player tilted. 

And tragical, iny noble lord, it is; 

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 

Which, when I saw rehears'd, I must confess. 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What are they, that do play it? 

Philost. Hard-handed men, that work in 
Athens here, 

Which never laboured in their minds till now; 
And now have toil’d tbeir uubreath’d j me¬ 
mories 

With this same play, against your nuptial. 

The. And we will hear it. 

Philost. No, my noble lord. 

It is not for you: I have heard it over. 

And it is nothing, nothing in the world; 

Unless >ou can find sport in their intents, 
Extremely stretch'd and conn'd with cruel pain. 
To do you service. 

The. 1 will bear that play; 

For never any thing can be amiss. 

When simpleness and doty tender it. 

Go, bring diem in:—and take your places, 
ladies. [Exit Philostrate. 

Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o'er- 
charg'd, 

And dntv m his service perishing. 

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no 
Wuch thing. 

Hip. Ht says, they can do nothing in this 

77ie. The kinder we, to give them thanks for 
nothing. 

Our sport shall be, to take what they mistake : 
And what poor duty cannot do, 

Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where 1 have seen them shiver and look pale. 
Make periods in the midst of sentences, 

Throttle their practis'd accent in their fears. 
Ami, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off. 

Not paving me a welcome : Trust me, sweet, 
Out of'this silence, yet, I pick'd a welcome j 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 

* Short account. 

f Pastime. t UnaaorcUod. 
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l read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, thereloie, and tougue-Ued simplicity^ 

In least, speak must, to my capacity. 

Enter Philostrate. 

Philost. So please your grace the prologue is 
adrfrest. • 

The. Let him approach. 

[Flourish of Trumpets. 

Enter Prologue. 

Prol. If we offend, it is with ok r good 
will. 

That you should think, we come not to of¬ 
fend. 

But with good will. To show our simple 
skill. 

That is the true beginning of our end. 
Consider then, we come but in despite , 

We do not come as minding to content you. 
Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

We are not here. That you should here 
repent you , 

The actors as e at hand ; and , by their show. 
You shall know all, that you are like to 
know. 

The. This fellow doth not stand npon points. 
Lys. He bath nd his prologue, like a rough 
colt, he knows not the stop. A good moral, my 
lord: It is not enough to speak, but to speak 
true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath played on this prologue, 
like a child on a recorder ; f a sound, but not 
in government. 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain; 
nothing impaired, but all disordered. Who is 
next ? 

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moon¬ 
shine, and Lion, as in dumb show. 

Prol. " Gentles, perchance, you wonder at 
this show) 

“ But wonder on, till truth make all things 
plain. 

“ This inan is Pyramus, if you would know ; 

“This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain. 

“ This man, with June and rough-cast, doth pre¬ 
sent 

" Wall, that vile wall which did these lovers 
sunder; 

“ And through wall’s chink, poor souls they are 
content 

“ To whisper ; at the which let no man won¬ 
der. 

“This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of 
thorn, 

“ Presenteth moonshine: for, if you will 
know, 

“ By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn 
“ To meet at Nidus' tomb, there, there to 
woo. 

“This grisly beast, which by name lion hight,{ 

“ The trusty Thisby, coming first by night, 

“ Did scare away, or rather did affright: - 
“ And, as sbe fled, her mantle she did fall; 

“ which lion vile with bloody uiouth did 
stain: 

•* Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth, and tall, 

“ And finds hia trusty Thishy's mantle slam : 

“ Wheieat with blade, with bloody blameful 
blade, 

“ He biavely broach’d his boiling bloody 
breast; 

“ And, Thisby tarrying in mulberry shade 
“ His dagger drew, and died. For all the 
rest, 

“ Let lion, moonshine, wall, and lovers twain, 

“ At large discourse, while here they do re¬ 
main." 

[Exeunt Prologue, Thisbe, Lion, and 
Moonshine. 

* Ready, 

| A musical ioBtnmwPt. t Culled. 
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The.' I wonder, if the lion be to speak. 

Dem. No wonder, my lord: One lion may, 
when many asses do. 

Wall. “ In this same interlude, it doth be¬ 
fall, 

" That I, one Snont by name, present a wall: 

44 And such a wall, as 1 would have you think, 

“ That bad in it a cranny’d hole, or chink, 
".Through Which the lovers, Pyramus and 
Thisby, 

44 Did whisper often very secretly. 

44 This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone doth 
show, 

44 That I am that same wall; the truth is so: 

" And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 

44 Through which the fearful lovers are to 
whisper." 

The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak 
better f 

Dem. It is the wittiest partition that ever 1 
heaid discourse, my lord. 

The. Pyramus draws near the wall: silence! 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. 44 O grim-look’d night! O night with hue 
so black! 

“ D night, which ever art, when day is not! 

“ O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 

“ I fear my Thisby’s promise is forgot !— 

“ And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall, 

44 That stand’st between her father’s ground 
and mine; 

“ Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall, 

“ Show me thy chink, to blink through with 
miue eyne. 

[Wall holds up his fingers. 
41 Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well 
for this 1 

“ But what see 11 No Thisby do I see. 

44 O wicked wall, through whom 1 see no bliss; 
44 Curst be tby stones for thus deceiving me t M 
The. The wall, methinks, being sensible should 
curse again. 

Pyr. No, in truth. Sir, he should not. De¬ 
ceiving me, is Thisby's cue: she is to enter 
now, and I am to spy her through the wall. You 
shall see, it will fall pat as I told you '.—Yonder 
she comes. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. " O wall, full often hast thou heard my 
moans, 

41 For parting my fair Pyramus and me : 

44 My cherry lips havp often kiss’d tby stones; 

“ Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in 
thee." 

Pyr. 44 I see a voice: now will I to the 
chink, 

44 To spy an I can bear my Tbisby’s face. 

44 Thisby 1” 

This. 44 My love! thou art my love, I think.*’ 
Pyr. 44 Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover’s 
grace; 

44 And like Limander am I trusty still." 

This. 44 And I like Helen, till the fates me 

kU».» 

Pyr. 44 Not Shafalus to Proems was so true." 
This. 44 As Shafalus to Frocrus, l to yon." 
Pyr. 44 O kiss me through the bole of this 
vile wall." 

This . 44 1 kiss the wall’s hole, not yonr lips 
at all." 

Pyr . 44 Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me 
straightway V* 

Tins. 44 Tide life, tide death, I come wilbont 
delay." 

Wall. 44 Thus have I, wall, my part discharg¬ 
ed so; 

“ And, being done, thus wall away doth go." 
[Exeunt Wall, Pyrajsub, and THISBE. 
The. Now is the mural down between the two 
neighbours. 

Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so 
wilful to hear without warning. 


Act V. 

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever t 
heard. 

The. The best in this kind are but shadows : 
and the worst are no worse, if imagination amend 
them. 

Hip. It must be your imagination then, aud 
not tbeir’s. 

The. If we imagine no worse of them, than 
they of themselves, they may pass for excellent 
men. Here come two noble beasts in, a moon 
and a lion. 

Enter Lion and Moonshine. 

Lion. 44 Yon, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts 
do fear 

44 The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps 
ou floor, 

44 May now, perchance, both quake and tremble 
here, 

44 When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 
44 Then know, that I, one Snug the jotuer, am 
44 A lion fell, or else no lion’s dam: 

44 For if I should as lion come in strife 
44 Into this place, ’twere pity on my life." 

The. A very gentle beast and of a good con¬ 
science. 

Dem. The very best at a beast, my lord, that 
e’er I saw. 

Lys. This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

The. True ; and a goose for his discretiou. 

Dem. Not so, my lord : for his valour cannot 
carry his discretion ; and the fox carries the 
goose. 

The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carr> 
bis valour; for the goose carries not the fox 
It is well: leave it to bis discretiou, and let us 
listen to the moon. 

Moon. 44 This lantern doth the horned moor, 
present :’* 

Dem. He should have wom the hot ns on his 
head. 

The. He is no crescent, and bis horns are in¬ 
visible within the circumference. 

Moon . 44 This lantern doth the horned moon 
present; 

44 Myself the man i’the moon do seem to be." 

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest: 
the man should be put into the lantern : How is 
it else the man i’tbe moon ? 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle: 
for, you see, it is already in snuff. •« 

Hip. I am weary of this moon : Would, he 
would change 1 

The. It appears, by his small light of discre¬ 
tion, that he is in the wane: but yet, in coui- 
tesy, in all reason, we muBt stay the time. 

Lys. Proceed, moon. 

Moon. All that I have to say, Is, to tell you, 
that the lantern is the inoon; 1, the man in the 
moon ; this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush ; aud this 
dog, my dog. 

Dem. Why, all these should be In the lantern ; 
for they are in the moon. But, sileuce; here 
comes Thisbe. 

Enter Thisbe. 

“This Is old Ninny's tomb: Where is 
my love f" •*» 

Lion. 44 Oh-." 

[The L ion roars.—' Thisbe runs off. 

Dem. Well roared, lion. 

The. Well run, Thisbe. 

Hip. Well shone, moon.—Truly, the moon 
shines with a good grace. 

The. Well moused, lion. 

[The Lion tears Thisbk’s mantle , and 
exit. • 

Dem . And so comes Pyramus. 

Lys. And then the moon vanishes. 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. 44 Sweet moon, I thank tbee for thy 
sunny beams; 

* In anger} aqnlblU. 
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u I thank thee, moon, for shining now so 
blight : 

“ For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams, 
“ 1 trust to taste of truest Thisby’s sight* 

“ But sta> O spite ! 

41 But mark ;—Poor knight, 

41 What dreadful dole is here ? 

44 Eyes, do you see ? 

41 How can it be ? 

41 O dainty duck! O dear! 

44 Thy mantle good, 

“ What, stain'd with blood? 

41 Approach, ye furies fell! 

44 0 fates l come, come; 

44 Cut thread and thium ; • 

** Quail, crush, conclude, and quell! t*’ 

The. This passion, and the death of a dear 
friend, would go near to make a man look 
6ad. 

Hip. Besfarew my heart, but I pity the 
man. 

Pyr. 44 O, wherefore, nature, didst thou lions 
frame ? 

“ Since lion vile hath here deflour’d my 
dear: 

41 Which is—no, no—which was the fairest 
dame, 

44 That liv’d, that lov’d, that lik’d, that look’d 
with cheer. $ 

44 Come, tears, confound ; 

44 Out, sword, and wound 
44 The pap of Pyrainus : 

44 Ay, that left pap, 

44 Where heart doth hop: 

M Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

44 Now ain 1 dead, 

44 Now am I fled ; 

44 My soul is in the sky: 

44 Tongue, lose thy light! 

44 Moon*, take thy flight! 

44 Now die, die, die, die, die. 

[Dies.—Exit Moonshine. 
Dem. No die, but au ace, for him; for he is 
but one. 

I,vs. Less than an aoe, man ; for he is dead ; 
ho is nothing. 

The. With the help of a surgeon, he might yet 
recover, and prove au ass. 

Hiy. How chance moonshine Is gone, before 
Thishe comes back and finds her lover ? 

The. She will find him by star-light.—Here 
she comes; and her passion ends the play. 

Entet Thisbk. 

IJiy. Melhinks, she should not use a long 
one, for such a Pyramus: 1 hope, she will be 
brief. 

Dem. A mote will turn tbe balance, which 
Pyramus, which Thisbe, is the better. 

Lys. She bath spied him already with those 
sweet eyes. 

Dem. And thus she moans, videlicet.— 
This. 44 Asleep, my Jove ? 

44 What, dead, my dove? 

14 O Pyramus, arise, 

44 Speak, speak. Quite dumb 1 
44 Dead, dead ? A tomb 
44 Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

44 These lily brows, 

44 This cheiry nose, 

44 These yellow cowslip cheeks, 

44 Aie gone, aie gone : 

44 Lovers, make moan I 
44 His eyes were green as leeks. 

44 o sisters tlnee, 

44 Come, come, to me, 

44 With hands us pale as milk; 

44 l ay them in gore, 

44 Since you have shore 
** With shears his thread of silk. 

44 Tongue, not a word 
44 Come, truaty sword ; 


** 


Come, blade, my breast iinbiue : 

44 And farewell, friends :— 

44 Thus Thisby ends ; 

44 Adieu, adieu, adieu.’* 

The. Moonshine, and lion are left to bury the 
dead. 

Dem. Ay, and wall too. 

Bot. No, i assure you ; tbe wall is down that 
parted their fathers. Will it please you to see 
the epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance 
between two of our company ? 

The. No epilogue, I pray you; for your play 
needs no excuse. Never pxcuse; for when tbe 
players are all dead, there need none to be 
blamed. Marry, if he that writ it, had play’d 
Pyramus, and hanged himself in Thisbe’s gar¬ 
ter, it would have been a fine tragedy: and so 
it is, truly; and very notably discharged. But 
come, your Bergomask: let your epilogue 
aloue. 

[Here a dance of Clowns . 
Tbe iron tongue of midnight bath told twelve 
Lovers, to bed ; 'tis almost fairy time. 

1 fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn. 

As much as we this night have overwatch’d. 

This palpable-gross play hath well beguil’d 
The heavy gait* of night.—Sweet friends, to 
bed.— 

A fortnight hold we this solemnity. 

In nightly revels, and new jollity. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Enter Puck. 


Puck. Now the hungry lion roars. 

And the wolf bebowls tbe moon ; 
Whilst the heavy ploughmau snores 
All with weary task fordone, t 
Now the wabted biauds do glow. 

Whilst the scntch-owl, scntching loud. 
Puts the wietch, that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a shroud. 

Now it is tbe time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 

Eveiy one lets foith his sprite. 

In the church-way paths to gl.'de: 

And we fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecat’s team, 

Fiom tbe piesence of the sun. 

Following darkness like a dream. 

Now aie frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house: 

1 am sent, with broom, before. 

To sweep tbe dust behind the door. 


Enter Oberon and Titania, with their 

Train. 


Obe. Through this house give blimmerlng 
light, 

By the dead and drowsy Are: 

Every elf, and fairy sprite. 

Hop as light as bird from brier; 

And this ditty, after me, 

Sing and dance it trippingly. 

Tita. First, rehearse this song by rote; 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in baud, with fairy grace, 

Will we smg, and bless this place. 


* Song, and Dance. 

Obe. Now, until the break of day, 
Through this house each fairy stray. 
To the best bride-bed will we. 

Which by us shall blessed be ; 

And the issue, there create, 

Ever shall be foituuate. 

So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be: 

And tbe blots of nature’s hand 
Shall not in their issue stand ; 


• Coane yarn. 

t Destroy i Countenance. 


• Prof reaa. t Osetcm 
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Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar. 

Nor mark prodigious, • tech as are 
Despised lo nativity. 

Shall upon their children be.— 

With this field-dew consecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait; t 
And each several chamber bless. 
Through this palace with sweet peace: 
E'er snail it in safety rest. 

And the owner of It blest. 

Trip away; 

Make no stay, 
ne all by break of day. 

[Exeunt O bison, Titan i a, 

7Vv*ft. 


and 


Puck* If we shadows have offended. 

Think but this , (and all is mended 
, That you have but slumber'd here, 
While these visions did appear . 

And this weak and idle theme, 

No more yielding but a dream. 
Gentles, do not reprehend ; 
tf you pardon, tve will mend. 

And, as Pm an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 
Now to *scape the serpent's tongue. 
We will make amends ere tong : 

Else the Puck a liar call. 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we befriends. 
And Babin shall restore amends, 

(Exit. 


• Pcrtentoui. 
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THE TEMPEST. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THE supernatural agency which forma so leading a feature in thia fanciful play, ia built (according ** Mr* 
Warton) on the peculiar tenets of the Roaicrncian philosophy ( the name of Ariel being derived from 
the Talmudiatic mysteries with which the more learned Jews connected that science. I; was one of 
Shakspeare’s latest productions, and probably founded on some Italian novel. Warburton considere it 
oue of the noblest efforts of his sublime and amazing imagination i" a negative species of praise, since 
the pleasure which it creates arises from a boundless diversity of intention, from a continued successioa 
of supernatural occurrences, devoid of application aud destituta of moral, because the end is ootained 
by means beyond the ordinary compass of belief. In representation it is greatly dependent on-the scenery 
and mechanism. The language, however, is throughout most forcible, aud much of the sentiment chaste 
and magnificent. Caliban is an original creation; whimsical, monstrous, and impressivet but that men, 
saved as it w*re by miracle from death, should immediately plot the destruction of their companions, to 
obtain dominions which there was no probability of their aver re-visiting, is a suggestion at variance 
with nature, and inconsistent with the spirit of the piece. Johnson says of The Tempest— “ In a single 
drama are here exhibited princes, courtiers, end sailors, all speaking in their real characters. There ie 
the agency of airy spirits, and of an earthly gobliu. The operations of magic, the tumults of a storm, 
the adventures of a desert island, the native effusion of untaught affection, the punishment of guilt, and 
the final happiness of the pair for whom our passions and reason are equally interested.” 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


Alonso, King of Naples. 

Ae ba st ian, his Brother. 

Prospero, the rightful Duke of Milan. 
Antonio, his Brother, the usurping Duke of 
Milan. 


Ferdinand, Son to the King of Naples. 
Gonzalo, an honest old Counsellor qf Naples. 
Adrian, 1 
Francisco, } ^ or s ’ 

Caliban, a savage and deformed Slave. 
Trinculo, a Jester. 

Stepuan o, a drunken Butler. 


Master of a Ship, Boatswain, and Mariners • 
Miranda, Daughter to Prospero. 

Ariel, an Airy Spirit . 

Iris, \ 

Ceres, / 

Juno, > Spirits, 

Nymphs,! 

Reapers, j 

Other Spirits attending on Prospero. • 


Scene— The Sea with a ship : afterwards an uninhabited Island. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—On a Ship at Sea. 

A Storm, with Thunder and Lightning. 

Enter a Ship-Master ajid a Boatswain. 

Mast. Boatswain,— 

Boats. Here, master: what cheerf 
Mast. Good : Speak to the mariners: fall to't 
yarely, • or we run ourselves aground: bestir, 
bestir. [Exit. 

Enter Mariners. 

Boats. Heigh, my hearts; cbeerly, 'cheerly, 
my hearts; yare, yare: Take in the top-sail; 
Tend to the master’s whistle.—Blow, till thou 
burst thy wind, if room enough! 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdi¬ 
nand, Gqnzalo, and others. 

Alon. Good boatswain, have care. Where’s 
the master 1 Play the men. t 

• Readily. t Act like men. 


/ 

Boats. I pray now, keep below. / 

Ant. Where is the master, boatswain t 
Boats. Do you not hear him 1 You mar ojir 
labour! keep your cabin; you do assist tiie 


itorm. 

Gon. Nay, good, be patient. 

Boats. When the sea is. Hence ! What care 
hese roarers for the name of king t To cabin: 
iilence : trouble us not. 

Gon. Good; yet remember whom tboo bast 


aboard. , . 

Boats. None that I more love than myself. 
You are a counsellor; if you can command 
these elements to silence, and work the peace of 
the preset, we will not hand a rope more : use 
your authority. If you cannot, give thanks yon 
bamRved so long, and make yourself ready in 
your cabin for the mischance of the hour, if it 
so hap,—Cheerly, good hearts.—Out of oar way, 

I say. [£*«• 

Gon. I have great comfort front this fellow: 
methiukB, be bath no drowning mark upon him ; 
his complexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast. 
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good fate, to bis banging! make the rope of Ins 
destiny our cable, for our own doth little advan¬ 
tage ! If- he be not born to be banged, our 
case is miserable. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter Boatswain. 

Boats.pOsjadf^YiitXx the top-mast; yare ; lower* 
lower; b|lp£-f!er to try with main course. [A 
cry foti/iiit.] A plague upon this howling! 
they are loader than the weather, or our 
office.— 

Re-enter Sebastian, Antonio, and 
Gonzalo. 

Yet again f wbat do you hero ? Shall we give 
o'er, and drown t Have you a mind to sink 1 

Seb. A pox o’youi throat ? you bawling, blas¬ 
phemous, uncharitable dog I 

Boats. Work you, then. 

Ant. Hang, cur, bang I you whoreson, inso¬ 
lent noise-maker, we are less afraid to tie 
drowned than thou art. 

Gon. I’ll warrant him from drowning ; though 
the ship weie no stronger than a nut shell, and 
as leaky as au unstancbed * wench. 

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-liold ; set her two 
courses; olf to sea again, lay her off. 


Enter Mariners, wet . 

Mar. All lost 1 to prayers, to prayers I all 
lost! [Exeunt. 

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ? 

Gon. The king aud prince at prayers! let us 
assist them, 

For our case is as tbcir’s. 

Seb. I am out of patience. 

Ant. We are merely t cheated of our lives by 
drunkards.— 

This wide-chapped rascal;—'Would, thou 
might's! lie drowning, 

The washing of ten tides 1 
Gon. He’JJ be hanged yet ; 

Though every d/op of water swear against it, 

And gape at wid’ot to glut him. 

[A confused noise within .] 
Mercy on us. We split, we 6plit 1 Farewell, 
my wife aud children I—Farewell, brother!— 
■We split, ue split, we split.— 

' Ant. Let's all sink with the king. [Exit. 

Seb. Let’s take leave of him. Exit. 

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs 
of sea, for an acre ot barren ground ; long heath, 
brown furze, any thing: The wills above be 
douel but 1 would faiu die a dry death. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II.-The Island : before the Cell qf 

Prosfero. 


Enter Prospero and Miranda. 


Mira. If by your art, my dearest father, you 
have 

Put the wrld waters in this roar, allay them : 

Th<f sky, it seems, would pour down stmkiug 
pitch. 

But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's 
cheek. 

Dashes the fire out. Oh! I have suffer'd 

With those that I saw suffer! a brave vessel, 

Who had no deubt some noble creatures m 
her, 

Dash'd all to pieces, Ob 1 the cry did knock 

Against my very heart I Poor boi#1s I they 
perish’d. 

Had I been any god of power, I would • 

Have sunk tbe sea within the earth, or e*er J 

It should the good ship so have swallowed, 
and 

the freighting souls within her. 

Pro. Be collected; 


No more amazement: tel! your piteous heart. 
There's no barm done. 

Mira. O woe the day I 
Pro. No harm. 

I have done nothing but in care of thec, 

(Of thee, my, dear one! thee, uiy daughterl) 
who 

Art ignorant of what thou ait, nought know¬ 
ing 

Of whence I am ; nor that I am more better 
Thau Prcapjro, master of a full poor cell, 

Aud the no greater father. 

Mira. Moie to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pro. Tis time 

I should inform thee fuither. Lend thy hand. 
And pluck my magic garment from me.—8o; 

[Lays down hit mantle • 
Lie there my art.—Wipe tliou mine eyes; have 
comfort. 

The direful spectacle of the wreck, which 
touch'd 

The very virtue of compassion in thee 
I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order'd, that there is no soul— 

Nj, not so much perdition as an hair. 

Betid to any creature m the \essel. 

Which thou heard'st cry, which thou saw'st 
sink. Sit down ; 

For thou must now know farther. 

Mira. You have olteu 
Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopp'd 
And left me to a bootless inquisitiou ; 
Concluding, Stay, not yet.— 

Pro. The hour’s now come; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear; 

Obey, and be attentive. Caii'st thou remem¬ 
ber 

A time before we came unto this cell 1 
1 do not think thou cau'st; for then thou wast 
not 

Out • three years old. 

Mira. Certainly, Sir, I can. 

Pro. By what ? by any other bouse, or pei- 
son ? 

Of any thing the image tell me, that 
Hath Kept with thy remcmbiance. 

Mira. 'Tis fai off: 

And rather like a a ream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants: Had i not 
Four or live women ouce, that tended me 1 
Pro. Thou had'et, aud more, Miranda: But 
bow is it, 

That this lives in thy mind 1 What seest thou 
else 

In the dark backward aud abysm t of time? 

If thou remember'st aught, ere thou cam'st 
here 

How thou cam'st here thou may'st. 

Mira • But that 1 do not. 

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve 
years since, 

Thy father was the duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father ? 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said—thou wast my daughter; aud Uiy 
father 

Was duke of Milan; and his only heir 
A pi incess ; hq worse issued. 

Mira. O the heavens I 

What foul play bad we, that we came from 
thence ? 

Or blessed was't we did ? 

Pro. Both, both, my girl: 

By foul play, as thou say’at, were we heav'd 
thence; 

But blessedly bolp hither. 

Mira. O my heart bleeds 
To think o’ the teenj that I have turn’d you 
to. 


t Absolutely. 


* lacrutinent. 


t Before 


t Abyu 


• Quit*. 


t Sorrow. 
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Which Is from my remembrance! Please yon 
further. 

Pro, My brother, and thy uncle, call'd An¬ 
tonio,— 

I pray thee mark me,—that a brother should 
Be so perfidious I—lie whom, next thyself. 

Of all the world I lov'd, and to him pur 
The manage of my state; as, at that time. 
Through all the slgmories it was the first. 

And Prospero the prime duke ; being so re¬ 
puted 

In dignity, and, for the liberal arts. 

Without a parallel; those being all my study, 
Tbe government 1 cast upon my brother, 

And to my state grew stranger,.being trans¬ 
ported. 

And wrapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle— 
Dost thou attend me ? 

Mira. Sir, most beedfully. 

Pro. Being once perfected how to grant 
suits, 

How to deny them; whom to advance, and 
whom 

To trash • for over-topping: new created 
Tbe creatures that were mine ; 1 say, or chang’d 
them. 

Or else new-form’d them: having both the 
key 

Of officer and office, set all hearts 

To what tune pleased his ear ; that now lie was 

The ivy, which had hid my puncely trunk. 

And suck'd my verdure out on’t.—Thou at- 
tend’st not: 

I pray thee, mark me. 

Mira. O good Sir, I do. 

Pro. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedi¬ 
cate 

To closeness, and the bettering of my miud 
With that, which, but by being so retir'd, 

O'er priz'd all popular rate, iu my false bro¬ 
ther 

Awak’d an evil nature : and my trust. 

Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falsehood, lit its contrary as gieat 

As my trust was which had, indeed, no limit, 

A confidence sans t bound. He being thus 
lorded, 

Not only with what my revenue yielded, 

But what my power might else exact,—like 
one. 

Who, having, unto truth, by telling of it. 

Made such a sinner of his memory, 

To credit his own lie,—he did believe 
He was the duke; out ot the substitution. 

And executing the outward face of royalty. 

With all prerogative Hence his ambition 
Growing,—Dost hear ? 

Mira. Your tale. Sir, would cure deafness. 
Pro. To have no screen between this part be 
play’d 

And him he play’d it for, needs he will be 
Absolute Milan : Me, poor man 1—my library 
Was dukedoin large enough; of temporal 
royalties 

He thinks me now incapable : confederates 
(So dry t he was tor sway) with the king of 
Naples, 

To give him annual tribute, do him homage; 
Subject his coronet to his ciown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet iinbow'd, (alas, poor Milan 1) 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. O the heavens 1 

Pro . Mark bis condition, and the event; then 
tell me. 

If this might be a brother. 

Mira. 1 should sin 

To think but nobly of my grandmother; 

Good wombs have borne bad sous. 

Pro. Now the condition. 

This king of Naples, being an enemy 

To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit; 

Which was, that he m lieu o’the premises,— 

• Cut away. 


Of homage, and I know not how much trl* 
pute,—. 

Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of tbe dukedom ; and confer fair Milan, 

With all tbe honours, on my brother: Whereon,. 
A treacherous army levied, one midnight 
Fated to tbe purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan; and, i’ the dead of dark¬ 
ness, 

The ministers for tbe purpose hurried thence 
Me and thy crying self. 

Mira, Alack, for pity! 

1, not rememb'riug how I cried out then. 

Will cry it o'er again; it is a hint, * 

That wrings mine eyes. 

Pro. Hear a little further, 

Aud then I'll bring thee to the present busi¬ 
ness 

Which now's upon us; wilboat the which, this 
story 

Were most impertinent. 

Mira . Wherefore did they not 
That hour destroy iis? 

Pro. Well demanded, wench ; 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they 
durst not; 

(So dear the love iny people bore me) nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business; but 
Wuh colours fairer painted their foul ends. 

In lew, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 

Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they pre¬ 
pared 

A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg’d, 

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it: there they hoist us. 

To cry to tbe sea that roar'd to us ; to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity sighing back again. 

Did us but loving wrong. 

Mira. Alack 1 what trouble 
Was l then to you I 
Pio. Oh I a cherubim 

Thou wast, that did preserve me ! Thou didst 
smile. 

Infused with a foititude from heaven, 

W heu I have deck'd f the sea with drops full 
salt; 

Under my burden groan'd; which raised in 
me 

An undergoing stomach, i to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 

Alira. How came we ashore ? 

Pro. By Providence divine. 

Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan Gonzalo, 

Out of his chanty, (who being then appointed 
Master of this design,) did give us; with 
Rich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries. 
Which since have steaded much; so of his gtn- 
tleness, 

Knowing I lov’d my books, he furnish'd me. 
From iny own library, with volumes that 
1 prize above my dukedom. 

Mira. 'Would I might 
But ever see that maul 
Pro. Now I arise :— 

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea sorrow. 
Here in ibis island we arriv’d; and here 
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made ibee more 
profit 

Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vainer houis, and tutors not so careful. 
Mira. Heavens thank you 1'or'tl And now, I 
pray you, Sir, 

(For still 'Lis beating in my mind,) your reason 
For raising this sea-storm ? 

Pro. Know thus far forth.— 

By accident mo6t strange, bountiful fortune, 

(Now my dear lady) hath mine enemies 
Bionght to this shore: aud by my prescience 
I find my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star ; whose influence 
If now I court not, but omit, iny fortunes 


* Wu)**'*'* 


2 Thirdly 


? Sprsuklv\ 


StipfresMon. 

t ‘••iibborn resolution. 



630 


THE TEMPEST. 


Ad L 


Will ever after droops—Here cease more ques¬ 
tions : 

Thou art ludin'd to sleep; *tls a good dul- 
ness, 

•And give it way;—I know thou canst not 
choose.— [ Miranda sleeps. 

Come away, servant, come : I am ready now; 
Approach, my Ariel; come. 

Enter Arikl. 

Art. All bail, great master 1 grave sir, hail 1 I 
come 

To answer thy beat pleasure ; be't to fly, 

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curl’d clouds ; to thy strong bidding 
task 

Ariel, and all bis quality. 

Pro. Ha6t thou, spirit. 

Perform’d to poiut * the tempest that 1 bade 
thee 1 

Arl. To every article. 

I boarded the king’s ship; now on the beak. 

Now in the waist, the deck iu every cabin, 

I flam’d amazement: Sometimes I'd divide, 

And burn in many places; ou the top-mast, 

The yards, and bowsprit. Would 1 flame dis¬ 
tinctly, 

Then meet, and join: Jove's lightnings, the 
precursors 

O' the dreadful thunder-claps, more momen¬ 
tary 

And 6ight-out-runnlng were not: The fire and 
cracks 

Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Nep¬ 
tune 

Seem'd to besiege, and make his bold waves 
tremble, 

Yea, his dread tridert shake. 

Pro . My brave spirit! 

Who was so Arm, so constant, that this coil f 
Would not infect his reason ? 

Ari. Not a soul 

But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 
6ome tricks of desperation: All, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel. 
Then all a Are with me: the king's son, Fer¬ 
dinand, 

With hair up-staring (then like reeds, not hair,) 
Was the first man that leap’d: cried. Hell is 
empty , 

And all the devils are here. 

Pro. Why, that's my spirit 1 
Bat was not this nigh shore T 
Ari. Close by, my master. 

Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe? 

Ari. Not a hair perish'd ; 

On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 

But fresher than before; and, as thou bad’st 
me, 

In troops I have dispers'd them 'boat the isle: 
The king's son have I landed by himself; 

Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs. 

In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting. 

Mis arms in this sad knot. 

Pro. Of the king’s ship. 

The mariners. Bay, bow thon bast dispos'd. 

And all the rest o'the fleet f 
Arl. Safely in harbour 

Is the king’s ship; in the deep nook, where 
once 

Thon calfdst me np at midnight, to fetch dew 
From the still vex'd Bermoothes J there she's 
bid: 

Whom witiu^ebarm join'd to their suffer'd 

I have left aRep : and for the rest o' the fleet. 
Which I dispers'd, they all have met again; 

Aud are upon the Mediterranean flote $ 

Bound sadly borne for Naples; 

Supposing that they saw the king’s ship 
wreck'd. 

And bis great person perish. 


Pro. Ariel, thy charge 

Exactly is pei form’d ; but there's more work: 
W'liat is the time o’ the day 1 
Ari. Past the mid seusou. 

Pro. At least two glasses; the time 'twixt six 
and uow,> 

Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

Ari. Is there moie toil? Siuce thou dost 
give me pains. 

Let me remember thee what thon bast pro¬ 
mis’d. 

Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pio. How now? moody? 

What is’t thou canst demand ? 

Ari . My liberty. 

Pro. Before the time be out? no more. 

Art. I pray thee 

Remember, I have done thee worthy service; 

Told tbee no lies, made no mistaking*, serv'd 
Without or grudge or gruuibliugs: thou did'st 
promise 

To bate me a full year, 

Pro. Dost thou forget 
Front what a torment I did free thee f 
Ari. No. 

Pro. Thou dost 1 and think'st 
It much, to tread the ooze of the salt deep; 

To run upon the sharp wiud of the north ; 

To do me business m the veins o'the eaith. 

When it is bak’d with frost. 

Ari. 1 do not, Sir. 

Pro. Thou best, malignant thing I Hast thou 
forgot 

The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age, aud 
envy, 

Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her ? 
Ari. No, Sir. 

Pro. Thou hast: where was she born ? speak ; 
tell me. 

Ari. Sir, in Argier.* 

Pro. Oh I was she so 1 1 must, 

Once in a month, recount what thou hast 
been, 

Which tbou forget’st. This damu’d witch, Sy¬ 
corax, 

For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter human bearin':, from Argier, 
Tbou-know’st, was banish’d; for one thing she 
did. 

They would not take her life: Is not this true 1 
Ari. Ay, Sir. 

Pro. This bkie-ey’d bag was hither brought 
with child, 

And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my 
slave. 

As thon report’st thyself, wast then her sei- 
vant. 

And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr’d commands. 
Refusing her grand bests, t, she did confine 
thee, 

By help of her more potent ministers, 

And in her most nnnmigable rage. 

Into a cloven pine ; withiu which rirt 
Imprison’d, thou didst painfully remain 
A dozen years; within which space she died. 

And left thee there ; where thou did’st vent tby 
groans. 

As fast as mill-wheels strike: then was this 
island, 

(Save for the son that she did litter here, 

A freckled whelp, hag-boro) not honour'd wjtli 
A human shape. 

Ari. Yes; Caliban her son. 

Pro. Dnll thing, I say so; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Tbou best 
know'st 

Wbat torment 4 did find thee in; thy groans 
Did make . wolves howl, and penetrate the 
breasts 

Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damu'd, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo; it was mine art, 


• Tha minutest article, 
l Bermudas. 


? Battle, tumult. 
i Ware, 


Algiers. 


t Commands, 
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When 1 arriv'd, and beard thee, that made gape 
The pine, and let thee out. 

Ari. 1 thank thee, master. 

Pro. If thou more murmur at, 1 wilt read an 
oak, 

And peg thee tn his knotty ehtrails, till 
Thou bast howl'd away twelve winters. 

Ari. Pardon, master: 

1 will be correspondent to command, 

And do my spiriting gently. 

Pro. Do so; and after two days 
I will discharge thee. 

Ari. That's my noble master I 
What shall I do T say what t what shall V do. 
Pro. Go make thyself like to a nymph o’ the 
sea; 

Be subject to no 6ight but mine; invisible 
To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape. 

And hither come in't: hence, with diligence. 

[Exit Ariel. 

Awake, dear heart, awake I thou hast slept well ; 
Awake! 

Mira. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: come on; 

We’ll visit Caliban, my slave, who never 
Yields us kind answer. 

Mira. 'Tis a villain, Sir, 

I do not love to look on. 

Pro. But, as 'tis. 

We cannot miss • him : he does light our fire, 
Fetch iu our wood; and serves ia offices. 

That profit us. What, ho I slave, Caliban ! 

Thou earth, thou ! 6peak. 

Cal. [Within.] There's wood enough within. 
Pro. Come forth, I say; there's other busi¬ 
ness for thee: 

Come forth, thou tortoise I when 1 

Re-enter Ariel, like a Water-Nymph. 

Fine apparition 1 My quaint Ariel, 

Hark in thine ear. 

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [Exit. 

Pro. Tbou poisonous slave, got by the devil 
himself 

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth! 

Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dew as e'er my mother 
brnsh'd 

With raven's feather from unwholesome fen. 
Drop on you both I a south-west blow on ye, 

And blister you all o'er I 
Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou Shalt have 
cramps, 

Slde-stitches that shall pen thy breath up; ur¬ 
chins + 

Shall, for that vast of night that they may 
work, 

All exercise on thee? thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more 
Btlnging 

Than bees that made them. 

Cal. 1 must eat my dinner. 

This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother, 
Which tbou tak'st from me. When tbou earnest 
first, 

Tbou strokd’st me, and mad’at much of me; 
wonld'st give me 

Water with berries in't and teach me bow 
To name the bigger light, and how the less 
That bum by day and night: and then 1 lov'd 
thee. 

And show*d thee all the qualities o' the isle. 

The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and 
fertile; 

Coned be I that did so I—All the charms 
Of Svcorax, toads, beetles, bats, light ©u you I 
For i am all the subjeets that you have. 

Which first was mine own king: nod here yon 
sty me 

Jn this hard rock, whiles yon do keep from me 
The rest of the island. 

t Fairies. 


Pro. Thou most lying slave, 

Whom stripes may move, not kindness: 1 have 
us'd thee. 

Filth as tbou art, with human care ; and lodg'd 
thee 

In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 
The honour of my child. 

Cat. 0 ho, O ho 1—'would it-bad been done ■ 
Tbou didst prevent me; t had peopled else 
This isle with Calibans. 

Pro. Abhorred slave; 

Which any print of goodness will not take. 

Being capable of all ill 1 I pitied thee, 

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee 
each hoor 

One thing or other: when thou didst not, sa¬ 
vage. 

Know thine own meaning, bat woold’ut gabble 
like 

A thing most brutish, 1 endow’d thy purposes 
With words that made them known : But thy 
vile race. 

Though tbou didst learn, had that in’t which 
good natures 

Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou 
Deservedly confin’d into this rock. 

Who had'st deserv'd more than a prison. 

Cal. You taught me language; and my profit 
on’t 

Is, I know how to curse: the red plague rid • 
you. 

For learning me your language! 

Pro. Hag-seed, hence 1 

Fetch us iu fuel; and be quick, thou wert best. 
To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, ma¬ 
lice 1 

If thou neglect'6t, or dost unwillingly 
What 1 command. I'll rack tbee with old 
cramps; 

Fill all thy bones with aches; make thee roar. 
That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

Cal. No, 'pray thee !— 

I must obey : his art iB of such power, [Aside. 
It would control my dam'6 god, Setebos, t 
And make a vassal of him. 

'Pro. So, slave ; hence I [Exit Caliban. 

Re-enter Ariel invisible, playing and sing 
ing ; Ferdinand Jollowing him. 

Ariel’s Song. 

Come unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands : 

Court*sied when you have, and kiss*d, 

(The wild waves uhistj 
Foot it featly here and there ; 

And, sweet sprites, the burden bear. 
Hark, hark ! 

Bvr. Bowgh, wowgh. [dispersedly. 

The watch-dogs bark : 

Bur. Bowgh, wowgb. [ dispersedly. 

Hark, hark / / hear 
The strain of strutting chanticleer , 

Cry, Cock-a-doodle doo. 

Fer . Where should this music be t i* the air, 
or the earth f 

It sounds no moreand sure, it waits upon 
Some god of the island. Silting on a bank. 
Weeping again the king my father's wreck, 

This music crept by me opon the waters ; 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion. 

With its sweet air: thence I have follow’d it. 

Or it bath drawn me rather But ’tis gone. 

No, it begins again. 

Ariel tings. 

Full fathom Jive thy father lies / 

Of his bones are coral made; 

Those are pearls , that were his eyes : 
Nothing of him that doth fade , 

% 

• Destroy. t Seteboe was supreme i<H 

of the Pa*agonlauB * eee Magellan's voyage. 


• Do without 
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But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something tick and strange. 

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 

Hark ! now / hear them ,— ding-dong, bell . 

[Burden, ding-dons. 

Fer. The ditty does remember my drown’d 
father 

This is no mortal business, nor no sound 

That the earth owes;*—I bear it now above 
me. 

Pro . The fringed curtains of thine eye ad¬ 
vance 

And say what thou seest yond’. 

Mira. What is'tl a spirit ? 

Lord, how it looks about! Believe me, Sir, 

It carries a brave form:—But *tis a spirit. 

Pro. No, wench; it eats and sleeps, aud 
hath such senses 

As we have, such: This gallant which thou 

seest, . , # 

Was in the wreck: aud but he's something He’s gentle, and not fearful. • 
stain'd I P ro • What, 1 say, 


The name thou ow’st not; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island, as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on’t. 

Fer. No, as I am a man. 

Mira. There’s nothing ill can dwell in 6uch a 
temple: 

If the ill spirit have so fair an house. 

Good things will strive to dwell wiili’t. 

Pro . Follow me.— [To Finn. 

Speak not you for him; he’s a traitor.—Come. 

I’ll manacle thy neck and feet togetner : 
Sea-water shalt thou dunk, thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, wither’d ruoU, and 
husks. 

Wherein the acorn cradled : Follow. 

Fer. No. 

I will resist such entertainment, till 
Mine enemy has more power. [He draws * 

Mira. 0 dear father, 

Make not too rash a trial of him, for 


With grief, that’s beauty’s canker, thou might'st 
call him 

A goodly persou: he hath lost his fellows. 

And strays about to And them. 

Mira. 1 might call bun 
A thing divine; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Pro. It goes on, [Arirfe. 

As my sonl prompts it:—Spirit, fine spirit 1 I’ll 
free thee 

Within two days for this. 

Fer. Most sure, the goddess 
On whom these airs attend 1—Vouchsafe, my 
prayer 

May know, if yon remain upon thi9 island ; 

And that you will some good instruction give, 
How 1 may bear me here : My prime request. 
Which 1 do last pronounce, is, O you wonder 1 
If you be maid, or no? 

Mira. No, wonder. Sir; 

But, certainly a rnaid. 

Fer. My language 1 heavens !— 

I am tbe best of them that speak this speech, 
Were 1 but where 'tis spoken. 

Pro. How ! the best ? 

What wert thou, if the king of Naples beard 
thee? 

Fer. A single thing, as I am now, that won¬ 
ders 

To hear thee speak of Naples : He does bear me ; 
And, that he does, 1 weep : myself am Naples ; 
Who with mine eyes, ne’er since at ebb, beheld 
The king, my father, wreck’d. 

Mira. Alack, for mercy I 


My foot my tutor 1—Pat thy sword up, traitor ; 
Who mak’st a show, but dar’st not 6tuke, thy 
conscience 

Is so possess’d with guilt: come from thy 
ward; t 

For I can here disarm thee with a stick. 

And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. Beseech you, father 1 
P*o. Hence ; haug not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir, have pity; 

I’ll be his surety. 

Pro. Silence : one word more 
Shall make me chide thee if not hate thee. What 1 
An advocate for an impostor? hush I 
Thou think’st there are no more such shapes 
as he, 

Having seen but him and Caliban: Foolish 
wench 1 

To tbe most of men this is a Caliban, 

And they to him are angels. 

Mira. My atIectioii6 
Ate then most humble; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier muu. 

Pro . Come on ; obey ; [To Fird. 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 

Aud have no vigour m them. 

Fer. So they are : 

My spirits, as in a dream, arc all bound up. 

My father's loss, the weakness which I feel. 

The wreck of all my friends, or this man’s 
threats. 

To whom I am subdued, arc but light to me, 
Mi^ht i but through my pusoit once a-day 
Behold this maid : all corners else o’the earth 


Fer. Ye., faitb, and all his lords; tbe duke Let liberty make use of space ; enough 
of Milan Have I in such a prison. 

llH his hrQpp enn hoinrr tiroin. PrO. It WOrkS J—Collie On.— 


And his brave son, being twain* 

Pro. The duke of Milan, 

Aud bis more braver daughter, could control 
thee 

If now ’twere fit to do’tAt the first sight. 

[Aside. 

They have chang’d eyes Delicate Ariel, 

I’ll set Ihee free for this!—A word, good Sir; 

I fear you have done youiself some wrong : a 
word. 

Mira. Why speaks my father so ungeutly ? This 
Is tbe third man that e’er I saw; tbe first 
That e’er I sigh’d for: pity move my lather 
To be inclined my way I 
Fer. O if a virgin, 

And your affection not gone forth, I’ll make you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pro. Soft, Sir; one word more.— 

They are both in cither’s powers: but this swift 
business 

I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 

[Aside. 

Make the pi tee light.—One word more; I 
charge thee, 

Th 2 t thou attend me; thou dost here usurp 
* 1 Confute. 


Thou hast done well, fine Ariel!—Follow me.— 

[To Fjsrd. and Mira. 
Hark, what thou else shalt do me. 

[To Ariel. 

Mira. Be of comfort; 

My father’s of a better nature, Sir, 

Than be appeals by speech; this is uuwonted. 
Which uow came from him. 

Pro. Thou shalt be as free 
As mountain winds: hut then exactly do 
All points of my command. 

Ari. To the syllable. 

Pro. Come, follow: speak not for him. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.—Another Part of the Island. 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gon- 
zalo, Adrian, Francisco, and others . 

Gon. ’Beseech you. Sir, be merry ; you have 
cause. 


• Frightful. 


f Guard 
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(So have we all) of joy : for our escape 
is much beyond our loss: Our hint of woe 
Is common ; every day, some sailor’s wife. 

The masters of some merchant, and the mer¬ 
chant, 

Have just our theme of woe: but for the mi- 
tacle, 

I mean ou r preservation, few in millions 
Can speak like us: then wisely, good Sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 

A Ion. Pr’ythee, peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 
Ant. The visitor will not give him o’er so. 
Seb. Look, he’s winning up the watch of his 
wit; by and by it will strike. 

Gon. Sir, - 

Seb. One:—Tell. 

Gon. When every grief is entertained, that’s 
offer'd, 

Conies to the cntertaiuer— 

Seb. A dollar. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed; you have 
spoken truer than >011 purposed. 

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant 
you should. 

Gon. Therefore, my Lord,— 

Ant. Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his 
tongue1 

A Ion. I pi’ythee, spare. 

Gon. Well, I have done: But yet— 

Seb. He will be talking. 

Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a 
good wager, first begins to crow 1 
Seb. The old cock. 

Am. The cockrel. 

Seb. Done : The wager ? 

Ant. A laughter. 

Seb. A match. 

Adr . Though this island seem to be desert,— 
Seb. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ant. So, you’ve paid. 

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible,— 
Seb. Yet, 

Adr. Yet— 

Ant. He could not miss it 
Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender, and 
delicate temperance. • 

Ant. Tempeiaiice was a delicate wench. 

Sfb. Ay, and a subtle ; as he most learnedly 
delivered. 

Adr. The air breathes upon us here most 
sweetly. 

Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or, as 'twere perfumed by a fen. 

Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 
Ant. True; save intans to live. 

Seb. Of that, there's none or little. 

Gon. How lush f and lusty the grass looks? 
how gieeu T 

Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny. 

Seb. With an eye j ot green in’t. 

Ant. He misses not much. 

Seb. No; he doth but mistake the truth to¬ 
tally. 

Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed 
almost beyond credit)— 

Seb. As many vouch’d rarities are. 

Gon . That our garments, being, as they were, 
drenched in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their 
freshness and glosses; being rather new dyed, 
tbau stain’d with salt water. 

Ant. if but one of his pockets could speak, 
would it not say, he lies f 
Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 
Gon. Methinks, our gaiments are now as fresh 
as when we put them on first m Afric, at the 
marriage of the king’s fair daughter Clanbei to 
the king of Tunis 

Seb. 'Twas a sweet mariiage, aud we prosper 
well in our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced befoic with 6uch 
a paragon to their queen. 

* bl.ailu of io!uu«- 


Gon. Not since widow Dido’s time. 

Ant. Widow? a pox o’ that I How came that 
widow in ? Widow Dido 1 
Seb. What if he had said, widower Aeneas tooT 
good lord, how you take it • 

Adr . Widow Dido, said you ? you make me 
study of that: she was of Carthage, not of 
Tunis. 

Gon. This Tonis, Sir, was Carthage. 

Adr . Carthage? 

Gon. I assure you, Carthage. 

Ant. Hi* word is more than the miraculous 
harp. 

Seb. He hath raised the wall, and houses too. 
Ant. What impossible matter will be make 
easy next ? 

Seb. 1 think be will carry this island home in 
bis pocket, and give it his soil for an apple. 

Ant . And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, 
bring forth more islands. 

Gon. Ay? 

Ant. Why, in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking that our garments 
seem now as fresh, as when we were at Tunis, 
at the marriage of your daughter, who is now 
queen. 

Ant. And the rarest that e'er came there. 

Seb. 'Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 

Ant. O widow Dido; ay, widow Dido. 

Gon. Is not. Sir, my doublet as fresh as the 
fiist day I wore u? 1 mean, in a sort. * 

Ant. That soit was well fish’d for. 

Gon . When I wore it at your daughter’s mar¬ 
riage ? 

Alon. You cram these words into mine ears, 
against 

The stomach of my sense : 'Would I had never 
Married my daughter there 1 for, coming thence. 
My soil is lost; and, m my rate, she too. 

Who is so far train Italy remov’d, 

I ne’er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made bis meal on thee ! 

Fran. Sir, he may live ; 

I saw him beat the surges under him. 

And nde upon their backs; he trod the water. 
Whose enmity he Hung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him : Ins hold 
head 

'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself with bis good arms in lusty stioke 
To the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis 
bow’d. 

As stooping to relieve him : I not doubt, 

He came alive to laud. 

Alon. No, no, he’s gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may tbauk yourself for this 
great loss; 

That would not bless our Europe with your 
daughter, 

But rather lose her to an African ; 

Where she, at least, is banish’d tram your eye. 
Who bath cause to wet the grief on’t. 

Alon. Pr’ylbee, peace. 

Seb. You were kneel’d to, and impoitun’d 
otherwise 

By all of us; and the fair sou) herself 
Weigh’d, between loathness and obedience, at 
Which end o’ the beam she’d bow. We have 
lost your sou, 

I fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have 
Moie widows in them of this business’ making. 
Than we bring men to comfoit them: the fault’s 
Your own. 

Alon. So is the dearest of the loss. 

Con. My lord Sebastian, 

The truth you 6pvak doth lack some gentleness, 
Aud time to speak it m : you rub the sore, 

When you should bring the plaster. 

Seb. Yery well. 

Ant. And most rhirurgeonly. 

Gon. It is foul weathei iu us all, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. 


1 ttaak. 
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Seb. Foul weather t 
Ant . Very foul. 

Gon. Had 1 a plantation of this isle, my lord,— 
Ant . He’d sow it with nettle-seed. 

Seb. Or docks, or mallows. 

Gon. And were the king of it. What would I 
do ? 

Seb. ’Scape being drunk, for want of wine. 
Gon « I'tlie commonwealth K would by con¬ 
traries 

Execute all things: for no kind of traffic 
Would 1 admit; no name of magistrate ; 

Letters should not be known ; no use of service, 
Of riches or of poverty; no coutracts. 

Successions; bound of land, tilth, vineyard, 
noue; 

No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil: 

No occupation ; all men idle, all; v 
And women too; but innocent and pure: 

No so\creignty :— 

Seb. And yet he would be king on*t.— 

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth for¬ 
gets the beciimmg. 

Gon. Ail things in common nature should 
produce 

Without sweat or endeavour: treason, felony, 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine,* 
Would I not have; but nature should bring 
forth, 

Of its own kind, all foizon,t all abundance, 

To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying ’rnong his subjects ? 

Ant. None, man; all idle; whores, and 
knaves. 

Gon . I would with such perfection govern, Sir, 
To excel the golden age. 

Seb. ’Save his majesty! 

Ant. Long live Gonzalo l 

Gon. And, do you mark me, Sir?— 

ALon. Pr’ythee, no moie : thou dost talk no¬ 
thing to me. 

Gon. I do weli believe your highness; and 
did it to minister occasion to these gentlemen, 
who are of such sensible and nimble lungs, that 
they always use to laugh at nothing. 

Ant. ’Twas you we laughed at. 

Gon. Who, m this kind of merry fooling, am 
nothing to you ; so you may continue, and laugh 
nt nothing still. 

Ant. What a blow was there given ! 

Seb. An it had not fallen fiat-long. 

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle; 
you would lift the moon out of her sphere, if 
she would continue in it live weeks without 
changing. 

Enter Ariel invisible,playing solemn music. 

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling. 
Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not angry. 

Gon. No, 1 warrant you; I will not adven¬ 
ture my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh 
me asleep, for 1 am very heavy f 
Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. 

[All sleep but Alon. Seb. and Ant. 
Alon. What, all so soon asleep ! 1 wish mine 
eyes 

Would, with tbemselves, shut up my thoughts ; 
I find 

They are inclin’d to do so. 

Seb. PlealhB you. Sir, 

Do not onut'jBie heavy offer of it: 

It seldom vi*M# sorrow; when it doth. 

It is a comforter. 

Ant. We two, my lord, 

Will foard your person, while you take your 
i rest. 

And Watch your safety. 

Alon. Thank you : Wondrous heavy. 

[Alonso sleeps. [Exit Ariel. 
Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses 
them 1 

Ant. It is the quality o'tbe climate. 

Seb. Why 

■» The "nek. t Plenty. 


Act 11. 

Doth it not then our eyelids siuk t I flud not 
Myself dispos'd to sleep. 

Ant. Nor I: my spirits are nimble. 

They fell together all, as by conseut; 

They dropp'd as by a thunder-stroke. What 

might, 

Worthy Sebastian ?—Oh 1 what might ?-No 
more:—* 

And yet, metbinks, I see it iu thy face, 

What thou sbould’st be: the occasion speaks 
thee; and 

My strong imagination sees a cro«** 

Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb. What, art tbou waking f 
Ant. Do you uot hear me speak? 

Seb. 1 do ; and, surely, 

It is a sleepy language; and thou speak’st 
Out of thy sleep: What is it thou didst say f 
This is a strange repose, to be asleep 
With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving, 
And yet so fast asleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebastian, 

Thou Jet’st thy fortune sleep—die rather ; wink’st 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly ; 

There’s meaning in thy snores. 

Ant. I am moie serious than mv custom: you 
Must be so too, if need me; which to do. 

Trebles thee o'er. 

Seb. Well; 1 am standing water. 

Ant. I’ll teach you bow to flow'. 

Seb. Do so: to ebb, 

Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

Ant. oh 1 

If you but knew, how you the purpose cberirh. 
Whiles thus you mock ltl bow, in stripping it, 
You more invest it I Ebbing men, indeed. 

Most often do so near the bottom tun. 

By their own fear, or sloth. 

Seb. Pr’ythee, say on : 

The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim 
A matter from thee : and a birth, indeed. 

Which throes thee much to yield. 

Ant. Tbus„bir: 

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this 
(Who shall be of as little memoir, 

When he is eaith’d) hath here almost persuaded 
(For he’s a spirit of persuasion only,) 

The king, bis son’s alive ; *tis a-% impossible 
That he’s undiown’d, as he that sleeps here, 
swims. 

Seb. I have no hope 
That he’s undrown’d. 

Ant. O out of that no hope, 

What great hope have you 1 no hope, that way, 
is 

Another way so high au hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond. 

But doubts discovery there. Will you grant, 
with me. 

That Ferdinand is drown’d ? 

Seb. He’s gone. 

Ant. Then, tell me. 

Who’s the next heir of Naples? 

Seb. Claribel. 

Ant. She that is queen of Tunis; she that 
dwells 

Ten leagues beyond man’s life; she that from 
Naples 

Can have no note, unless the sun were post, 
(The man i'tlie liioou’s too slow,) till uew-boin 
chins 

Be rough and razorable : she, from whom 
We were all sea-swallow’d, though some cast 
again; 

And, by that, destin’d to perform an act, 
Whereof what’s past is prologue ; what to come, 
In yours and my discharge. 

Seb. What stuff is this?—How say yon? 

'Tis true my brother’s daughter’s queen of 
Tunis ; 

So Is she heir of Naples ; 'twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

Ant. A space whose every cubit 
Seems to cry out. How shall that Claribel 
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Measure us back to Naples f — Keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebastian wake l—Say, this were death 
That now hath seiz’d them ; why, they were do 

worse 

Than now they are: There be, that can role 
Naples, 

As well as he that sleeps; lords, that can prate 
As amply and unnecessarily, 

As this Gonzalo ; I myself could make 
A chough • of as deep chat. Oh ! that you bore 
The mind that 1 do* what a sleep were this 
For your advancement 1 Do yon understand me ? 
Scb. Metbinks, I do. 

Ant. And bow does your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? 

Seb. 1 remember, 

You did supplant your brother Prospero. 

Ant. True: 

And, look, how well ray garments sit upon me; 
Much fe.iter than before: My brother’s servants 
Weie then my fellows, now they are my men. 
Seb. Hut, for your conscience— 

Ant. Ay, Sir; wheie lies that? if it were a 
hybe, 

'Twould put me to my slipper; but I feel not 
This deity m my bosom : twenty consciences, 
That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candied be 
they. 

And melt, ere they molest I Here lies your bro¬ 
ther. 

No better than the earth he lies upon, 

If he were that which now he’s like ; whom I, 
With this obedient steel, three inches of it. 

Can lav to bed tor ever : whiles you, doing thus, 
To the perpetual wink for ayet uuaht put 
This ancient morsel, ihis sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our cou^e. For ail the rest. 
They’ll taxe suggestion, J as a cat laps milk; 
They’ll tell the clock to any business that 
We say befits the hour. 

Scb. Tby case, dear friend. 

Shall be my precedent ; as thou got’st Milan, 
l’il come by Naples. Diaw thy swoid : oi e 
stroke • 

Shall free thee from the tribute which thou 
pay’st ; 

And I the king shall lo' r e thee. 

Ant. Draw together: 

And when I rear my hand, do you the like. 

To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. Oh i but one word. 

[They converse apart . 

Music. Re-enter Ariel, invisible. 

A~i. My master through his art foresees the 
danger 

That these, his friends, are in ; and sends me 
forth, 

(Foi else bis project dies,) to keep them living. 

[Sings in Gonzalo’s tar. 

While yon here do snoring lie , 

Open-efd conspiracy 
Jhs time doth take: 

If of Iff you keep a care , 

Shake off slumber , and beware: 

Awake! awake! 

Ant. Then let us both be sudden. 

Gon. Now, good angels, preserve the king ; 

[They awake. 

Alon. Why, bow now, ho I awake! Why are 
you diawn ? 

Wherefore this ghastly looking ? 

Gon. What's the matter ? 

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your re¬ 
pose. 

Even now, we beard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulk, or rather lions; did it not wake you ? 
It Btroek mine ear most terribly. 

Alon. I heard nothing. 

Ant. Oh ! ’twas a din to fright a monster’s 
ear; 

• A bird of the jnck-daw kind. t Ever. 

t Any hint. 


To make an earthquake ( sure it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lions. 

Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo f 
Gon. Upon mine honour, Sir, I heard a bum¬ 
ming. 

And that a strange one too, which did awake 
nie: [open’d, 

I sbak’d you, Sir, and cried ; as mine eyes 
I saw their weapons drawn :—there was a 
noise. 

That’s verity : ’Best stand upon our guard ; 

Or that we quit this place : let’s draw our wea¬ 
pons. 

Alon. Lead off this ground; and let’s make 
further search 
For my poor son. 

Gon. Heavens keep him from these beasts ( 
For he is, sure, i’ the island. 

Alon. Lead away. 

Ari. Prospeio my lord shall know what I have 
done : 

So, king, go safely on to seek tby son. [A side. 

[E* eunt. 

SCENE II.—Another part of the island • 
Enter Caliban, with a burden of wood. 

A noise of thunder heard. 

Cal . All the infections that the sun sneks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and 
make him 

By inch-tneal a disease 1 His spirits hear me. 
And yet I needs must curse. But they’ll uor 
pinch, 

Fright me with urchin shows, pitch me i* the 
mire. 

Nor lead me, like a fne-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid them ; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me : 

Sometime like apes, that moe * and chatter at 
me. 

And after, bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my loot-fall; sometime am I 
All wound with adders, who, with cloven 
tongues. 

Do hiss me into madness Lof nowl lol 
Enter Trinculo. 

Here comes a spirit of his; and to torment me. 
For bringing wood in slowly : I'll fall flat; 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

Tnn. Here’s neither bush nor shrub, to bear 
off any weather at all, and another storm biew- 
ing; i hear it sing i’ the wind : yond* same 
black cloud, >ond’ huge one, looks like a foul 
bombard t that would shed his liquor. If it 
should thunder, as it did befoie, I know not 
where to hide my head : yond' same cloud can¬ 
not choose but fall by pailfuls.—What have 
we here ? a man or a fish t Dead or alive ? A 
fish : he smells like a fish ; a very ancient and 
fish-like smell; a kind of not of the newest 
Poor-Jobn. A strange fish l Were 1 in England 
now (as once 1 was,) and had but this fish 
painted, not a holiday-tool there but would give 
•a piece of silver: there would this monster 
make a man ; any strange beast there makes a 
man : when they will not give a doit to relieve 
a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see a 
dead Indian. Legg’d like a man! and bis fins 
like arms 1 Warm, o’ my troth ! I do now let 
loose my opinion, hold it no longer; this is no 
fish but an islander, that hath lately suffered by 
a thunderbolt. [Thunder.] Alas I the storm U 
come again : iny best way is to creep under his 
gaberdine ; J there is no other shelter hereabout: 
Misery acquaints a man with strange bed-fellows. 

I will here shroud, till the dregs of the storm be 
past. 

* Make mouths. 

t A black-jack «»f leather, to hold beer, 
t A coarse fro' k still vturu m Sussex. 
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Enter Step m no, singings a bottle in his 

hand . 

Ste. I shall no more to sea, to sea. 

Here shall I die ashore ;— 

This is a very scurvy tune to slug at a man’s 
funeral: 

Well, here’s my comfort. [ Drinks . 

The master, the swabber, the boatswain, 
and I, 

The gunner, and his mate, 

Lcv’d Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Margery, 
But none of us car’d for Kate: 

For she had a tongue with a tang, 

Would cry to a sailor. Go, bang : 

She lov’d not the savour oj tar nor of pitch. 
Yet a tailor might scratch her where e’er she 
did itch: 

Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang. 

This is a scurvy tunc too : But here's my com¬ 
fort. [Drinks. 

Cal. Do not torment ine : Ho ! 

Ste . What's the matter 1 Have we devils here ? 
Do you put tricks upon us with savages, and 
men of Indef* Ha! 1 have not scap'd drown inir, 
to oe afeard now of >our four legs ; for it hath 
been said, As proper a man as ever went on four 
legs, canuot make him give ground : and it shall 
be said so again, whilst Stephauo breathes at 
nostrils. 

Cal. The spirit torments me : Ho ! 

Ste. Tbis is some monster of the isle, with 
four legs; who hath got, as 1 take it, an ague : 
Where the devil should he learn our language ? 
1 will give him some relief, if it be but for that: 
If I can recover linn, and keep him tame, and 
get to Naples with him, he’s a present lor au> 
emperor that ever trode ou neat’s leather. 

Cul. Do not torment me, pr’ythee ; 

I’ll tiring my wood home faster. 

Ste. He's in bis fit now; and does not talk 
after the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle : 
if he have never dilink wine atore, it will go near 
to remove his fit: if I can recover him, and 
keep him tame, I will not take too much fc 
him : he shall pay foi him that hath him, and 
that soundly. 

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou 
wilt 

Anon, I know it by thy trembling : 

Now Prosper works upon thee. 

Ste. Coine on your ways ; open your mouth ; 
here is that which will give language to you, 
cat; open your mouth; this will shake your 
shaking, I can tell you, and that soundly : you 
cannot tell who’s jour friend ; open jour chaps 
again. 

Trin. I should know that voice : It should be 
—But he is drowned ; and these are devils : Oh .' 
defend me !— 

Ste. Four legs, and two voices ! a most delicate 
monster! Hw forward voice now is to speak 
well of his friend ; his backward voice is to utter 
foul speeches, and to detract. If all the wine in 
my bottle will recover him, 1 will help his ague; 

Come,-Aineu l I will pour some in thy other 

mouth. 

Trin. Stepbano,— 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me T Mercy ! 
mercy l This is a devil, and no monster: 1 will 
leave him ; I have no long spoon. 

, Trin. StepUano !—if thou beest Stephauo, touch 
me, and speak to me; tor 1 am Triuculobe 
rot afeard,—tby good friend Trinculo. 

fSte. If thou beest Triuculo, come forth ; I'll 
pull thee by the lesser legs ; if any be Trinctilo’s 
legs, these are they. Thou art veiy Triuculo, in¬ 
deed : How cain'st thou to be the siege t of tins 
moon-calf ? Cau lie vent Triticulosf 
Trin. 1 took him to he kill’d with a thunder¬ 
stroke Hut art thou not drown’d, Stepbano ? I 
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hope now, thou art not drown'd. Is the 6torrn 
over-blown 1 I hid me under the dead moon¬ 
calf’s gabeidine, for fear of the storm : And ait 
thou liviug, Stepbano 1 O Stephauo, two Nea¬ 
politans ’scap’d 1 

Ste. Pr’ythee, do not turn me about; my 
stomach is not constant. 

Cal. These be flue things, an if they be not 
sprites. 

That's a brave god, and bears celestial liquor: 

1 will kneel to him. 

Ste. How did’st thou 'scape ? How cam'st thou 
hither T swear by this bottle, how thou c.uu’st 
hither. 1 escap'd upon a butt of sack, wlucn 
the sailors heaved overboard, by this bottle f 
which 1 made of the bark of a tree, with mine 
own hands, siuce 1 was cast a-shore. 

Cal. I'll swear, upon tnat bottle, to be thy 
True subject; for tire liquor is not earthly. 

Ste. Here; swear then how thou escjp'dst. 
Trin. Swam a-shore, mail, like a duck; 1 can 
6Witn like a duck, 1 *11 lie sworn. 

Ste. Here, kiss the book ; Though thou ranst 
swim like a duck, thou ait made like a goose. 
Trin. O Stephauo, hast any more of this ? 
Ste. The whole butt, man; my cellar is tu a 
rock by the sea-side, wlieic my v.iue is hid. 
How now, moon-call ? how does thine ague? 
Cal. Hast thou not dropped from heaven ? 

Ste. Out o’ the moon, 1 do assure thee : I 
was the man in the moon, when time was. 

Cat. I have sceu thee m her, and I do adore 
thee; 

My mistress showed me thee, thy dog, and 
bush. 

Ste. Come, swear to that; kiss the book; I 
will furnish it anon with new contents: swear. 

Trin. By this good light, this is a very shallow 
monster;—! afeard of him 1—.i verv weak mon¬ 
ster;—The man i’ the moon ?—a must poor cie- 
dulons monsterWell diawn, monster, in good 
sooth. 

Cal. I’ll show thee every fertile inch o’ the 
islatfd; 

And kiss thy foot ■ I pr’jthee, be my cod. 

Trin. By this light, a most peifiuious and 
diiinkeu monster; when his god’s asleep, he’ll 
rob bis bottle. 

Cal. I’ll kiss thy foot: I’ll swear myself thy 
subject. 

Ste. Come on then ; down, and swear. 

Trin. 1 shall laugh myself to death at this 
puppy-headed monster! A most scuivy monster I 
1 could find in my heart to bear linn.— 

Ste. Come, kiss. 

Trin.— hut that the poor monster’s in dunk : 
An abominable monster! 

Cal. I'll show chee the best spnngs; I’ll pluck 
thee berries; 

I’ll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that 1 serve ! 

I'll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee. 
Thou wond'rous man. 

Trin. A most ridiculous inouster; to make a 
wonder of a poor drunkard. 

Cal. I pr'vthee, let me bring thee where crabs 
grow; 

And I with my long nai!s will dig thee pig¬ 
nuts ; 

Show thee a jay’s nest, and instruct thoe how 
lo suare the nimble marmozet; I’il bung 
thee 

To clust’ring filberds, and sometimes I’ll get 
thee 

Young sea-mells* from the rock : Wilt thou go 
with me ? 

Ste. I pr’ythee now, lead the way, without ?ny 
more talking.—Triuculo, the king ami all our 
company else being drowned, we will inlieiit 
here.—Here ; bear my bottle. Fellow Triuculo, 
we’ll fill him by and by again. 

Cal . Farewell master ; Jareuell, farewell. 

[Sings <li unhenty • 
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Trin. A howling monpter; a drunken mon¬ 
ster. 

Cal. No more dams I'll make for fish ; 
Nor Jetch in firing 
At requiring, 

Nor scrape trenchcring, nor wash 
dish. 

9 Ban , *Ban, Ca—Caliban 

Has a new matter—Get a new man. 

Freedom, hrv-dayl hey-day, freedom! freedom, 
hey-day, freedom ! 

Ste. O brave monster, lead the way. 

[ Exeunt . 
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SCENE J.—Before Prospero’s Cell. 

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log. 

Fcr. There he some spot ts are painful; but 
their lahour 

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly uudcisone; and most poor matteis 
Toint to rich ends. This my mean task would 
be 

As heavy to me, as ’tis odious; but 
'liie mistress, which 1 serve, quickens what’s 
dead. 

And makes my labouts plcasuies: Oh ’ she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crab¬ 
bed ; 

And he’s composed of harshness. I must re¬ 
move 

Some thousands of the«e loss, and pile them up. 
Upon a sore injunction : My sweet mistress 
'Veeps when she 6ees me work; and 6ays, such 
bareness 

Had ne’ei like executor. I forget: 

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my 
labours ; 

Most busy-less, when I do it. 

Enter Miranda ; and Prospero at a dis¬ 
tance. 

Mira. Alas, now' pray you, 

'York not so laid : I would the lightning had 
Burnt up these logs, that you are enjoin’d to 
pile I 

Pray, set it down, and rest you : when tins 
burns, 

’Twill weep for having wearied you : My father 
It h ii i at study ; pi ay now, rest yourself; 

He’s sife fog these three hours. 

Fcr. 0 most dear mistress, 

The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

Mira. If you’ll sit down. 

I’ll bear your logs the while: Pray, give me 
that; 

1*11 carry ,t to the pile. 

Fer. No, piecious creature: 

I had lather ciaek my sinews, break my back. 
Than you should such dishonour undergo. 

While I sit lazy by. 

Mira. It would become me 
As well as it does you : and I should do it 
\\ ith much moie case ; for my good will is to It, 
And yonr’s against. 

Pro. Poor worm ! thou art infected; 

Tins visitation shows it. 

Mira. You look wcaiily. 

Fer. No, noble mistress; *tis fresh morning 
with me, 

When you are by at night. I do beseech you, 
(Chiefly, that 1 might set it in my players,) 
What is your name ? 

Mira. Miianrta:—O my father, 

I have broke your best * to say so! 

Fer- Admir’d Miranda I 
Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 


What’s dearest to the world! Full many a lady 
I have ey’d with best regard; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues bath into bondage. 
Brought my too diligent ear : tor several virtues 
Have 1 lik’d several women; never any 
With so full soul, but some detect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow’d, • 
And put it to the foil: But you, 0 you, 

So perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature’s best. 

Mira. I do not know 

One of my sex: no woman’s face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men, than you, good 
friend, 

And my dear father: bow features are abroad, 

1 am skill-less of; but, hy my modesty, 

(The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you ; 

Nor can imagination form a shape. 

Besides yourself, to like of: but 1 prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father’s precepts 
Therein torget. 

Fer. i am, in my condition, 

A pi nice, Miranda; I do think, a king; 

(I would, not sol) and would no more endure 
This wooden slaveiy, than 1 would suffer 
The flesh-fly blow m> mouth.-Hear ray soul 
speak ;— 

The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to jour service ; there resides, 

To make me slave to it; and, for jour sake. 

Am 1 this patient log-man. 

Mira. Do jou love me 1 
Fcr • O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this 
sound, 

And crown what I profess with kind event. 

It I speak true ; if hollowly, liiveit 
What best is boded me, to mischief! I, 

Beyond all limit of what else t l’the world, 

Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mu a. I am a fool. 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pro. Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections! Heavens rain grace 
Oil that which bleeds between them 1 
Fer. Wherefore weep joii? 

Mira . At mine uuwortbmess, that dare not 
ofler 

What I desire to give; and much less take.. 

What I shall die to want: But this is trifling : 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 

The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, ^bashful 
cunning ! 

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence! 

I am your wife, if you will many me ; 

It not. I’ll die your maid : to be youi fellow 
You may deny me ; but I’ll be jour servant. 
Whether you will or uo. 

Fer • My mistress, dearest, 

And 1 thus humble ever. 

Mira. My husband then 1 
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e’er of freedom : here’s my baud, 
Mira. And mine, with my heart in’t: And 
now farewell. 

Till half an hour hence. 

Fcr. A thousand 1 thousand! 

[Eoeunt Fer. and Min. 
Pro . So glad of this as they, I cannot be. 

Who aie suipris’d with all; but my lcjoning 
At nothing can be more. I’ll to my book; 

Foi jet, ere supper time, must I perfoim 
Much business appertaining. [Exit. 

SCENE II.—Another part of the Island. 

Enter Stephano and Trinculo; Caliban 
Jollowing with a bottle. 

Ste. Tell not me when the butt is ont, we 
will drink water; not a drop before : therefore 
bear up, and boaid ’em : Servant-monster, dunk 
to me. 


* Command, 


• Own’d. 


+ Whataoover 
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Trin. Servant-monster t the folly of this is¬ 
land I They say, there’s but five upon this isle: 
we are three of them; if the other two be 
brained like us, the state totters. 

Ste. Dr’uk, servant-monster, when 1 bid thee ; 
thy eyes are almost set in thy head. 

Trim. Where should they be 6et else? be 
were a brave monster Indeed, if they were set in 
his tail. 

Ste. My man-monster hath drowned bis tongue 
in sack: for my part, the sea cannot drown 
me: I swam, ere 1 could recover the shore, flve- 
and-thirty leagues, off aud on, by this light.— 
Thou shalt be my lieutenant, monster, or my 
standard. 

Trin. Your lieutenaut, if you list; he’s no 
standard. 

Ste. We’ll not run, monsieur monster. 

'T'nn. Nor go neither: but you’ll lie, like dogs; 
and yet say nothing neither. 

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou 
beest a good moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy 
shoe: 

I’ll not Berve him, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster; I 
am in case to juslle a constable: Why, thou 
debosbed • fish thou, was there ever mau a 
cowaid, that hath drunk so much sack as I 
to-day? Wilt thou tell a moustrous lie, being 
but half a fish, and half a monster ? 

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me! wilt thou let 
him, my lord ? 

Trin . Lord, quoth he!—that a monster should 
be such a natural 1 

Cal. Lo, lo, again I bite him to death, I pr’y- 
thee. 

Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongne in your 
bead ; if you prove a mutineer, the next tree— 
The poor monster's my subject, and he shall not 
suffer indignity. 

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be 
pleas’d 

To bearkeu once again the suit 1 made thee ? 

Ste. Marry will 1: kneel, aud repeat it; I will 
Btand, and so shall Trinculo. 

Enter Ariel, invisible • 

Cal. As I told thee 
Before, I am subject to a tyrant; 

A sorcerer, that by his cunning bath 
Cheated me of this island. 

Ari. Thou liest. 

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou ; 

I would, my valiant master would destroy thee : 

I do not lie. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in 
his tale, by this hand, 1 will supplant some of 
thy teeth. 

Ttin. Why, I said nothing. 

Ste. Mum then, and no more.—[7b Caliban ,] 
Proceed. 

Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle; 

From me lie got it. If thy greatness will 
Revenge it on him—for, I know, thou dar’st; 

But this thing dare not. 

Ste. That’s most certain. 

Cal. Thou shalt be lord of it, and I’ll serve 
thee. 

Ste. How now shall this he compassed ? Canst 
thou fc/ing me to the party ? 

Cal . Yen, yea, my lord ; I’ll yield him thee 
asleep, 

Where thou may’st knock a nail into bis bead. 

Ari. Thou liest, thou canst not. 

Cal. What a pied ninny’s this ? f Thou scurvy 
patch!— 

do beseech thy greatness, give him blows. 

And take bis bottle from him: when that’s gone, 
He shall drink nought but brine; for I’ll not 
show him 

Where the quick freshes % are. 

* Debauched. 

t Alluding to Trinculo'* party-col oared dress. 

t Springs. 1 
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Ste . Trinculo, run into no farther danger ; 
interrupt the monster one word farther, and, by 
this hand, I’ll turn my mercy out of doois, aud 
make a stock-fish of thee. 

Trin. Why, what did I ? I did nothiug; I’ll 
go further off. 

Ste. Didst thou not say, be lied ? 

Ari. Thou liest. 

Ste. Do 1 so? take tbou that. [Strikes him.] 
As you like this, give me the lie another time. 
Trim. I did not give the lie:—Out o’ your 

wits, aud hearing too?-A pox o’ your 

bottle 1 this can sack, aud dnnkiug do.—A mur¬ 
rain on your monster, and the devil take your 
lingers. 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha 1 

Ste. Now, lorward with your tale. Pi’ytUee 
stand further otf. 

Cal. Beat him enough: after a little time. 

I’ll beat him too. 

Ste. Stand turther.—Coine, proceed. 

Cal. Why, as 1 told thee, ’us a custom with 
him 

I’ the aiternoon to sleep: there thou may’s! 
brain him, 

Having fust seiz’d his books; or with a log 
B.liter his skull, or puiincli him with a stake, 

Or cut Ins wezaud * with thy knife: Remember, 
First to possess bis books; for without them 
He’s but a sot, as l am, nni hath not 
One spirit to command : They all do hate him. 
As rootedly as 1: Burn but bis books ; 

He has brave utensils, (tor so he calls them,) 
Which, when lie lias a house, he’ll deck withal. 
And that most deeply to consider, is 
The beauty of his daughter ; he himself 
Calls her a nou-pareil: I ne'er saw wouiau. 

But only Sycorax mv dam, and she : 

But she as far surpassed! Sycoiax, 

As greatest does least. 

Ste. Is it so brave a lass? 

Cal. Ay. lord; she will become tby bed, l 
wa» rant. 

And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Ste. Monster, 1 will kill tins mail: his daugh¬ 
ter and 1 will be king and queen ; (save our 
graces I) and Tiincdlo and thyself shall be 
viceroys Dost thou like the plot, Trine ulo ? 
7W/». Excellent. 

Ste. Give me thy hand; I am sorry I beat 
thee: but, while thou livest, keep a good tongue 
iu thy bead. 

Cat. W ithin this half hour will he be asleep; 
Wilt thou destroy him then? 

Ste. Ay, on mine honour. 

Tn. This will I tell my master. 

Cal. Thou mak’st me merry: I am full of 
pleasure ; 

Let us be jocund: Will you troll the catch 
You taught me but while-ere ? 

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, 
any reason : Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. 

[Sings. 

Flout *em,and skout’em; and shout’em 
and Jtout 'em ; 

Thought is free. 

Cal. That’s not the tune. 

[Ariel plays the tune on a tabor and pipe* 
Ste. What is this same? 

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played 
by the picture of No-body. 

Ste. If thou beest a man, show thyself in thy 
likeness: if thou beest a devil, take’t as thou 
list. 

Trin. O forgive me my sins 1 
Ste. He that dies, pays all debts: I defy 
thee.—Mercy upon us 1 
Cal. Art thou afeard ? 

Ste. No, monster, not F. 

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises. 
Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and 
hurt not. 

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 

• Thioa*. 
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Will hum about mine ears; and sometimes 
voices. 

That, if I then had wak’d after long sleep. 

Will make me sleep again : and then, in dream¬ 
ing* 

The clouds, metbonght, would open, and show 
riches 

Ready to drop upon me; that, when 1 wak’d, 

1 cried to dream again. 

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, 
where 1 shall have my music for nothing. 

Cal . When Prospers is destroyed. 

Ste. That shall be by and by: I remember 
the story. 

Trui. The sound is going away: let's follow 
it, and after, do our work. 

Ste. Lead, monster *, we’ll follow.—I would, 
1 could see this taborer: he lays it on. . 

Trin. Wilt come 1 I’ll follow, Stepbano. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—Another part of the Island. 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gok- 
zalo, Adrian, Francisco, and others. 

Gon. By’r lakin, • I can go no further, Sir : 
My old bones ache : here’s a maze trod, indeed, 
Through forth-nghts, and meanders I by your 
patience, 

I needs must rest me. 

A Ion. Old lord, [ cannot blame thee, 

Who am inyself attach'd with weariness, 

To the dulling of my spirits : sit down, and rest. 
Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer: he is drown’d. 

Whom thus we stray to And ; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search oil land: Well, let him go. 
Ant. I am right, glad that be is so out of hope. 

[Aside to Sebastian. 
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That you resolv'd to etfect. 

Scb. The next advantage 
Will we lake thoroughly. 

Ant. Let it be to-night; 

For, now they are oppress’d with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance. 

As when they are fresh. 

Scb. I say, to-night; no more. 

Solemn and strange music; and PROspEno 
above , invisible. Enter several strange 
Shapes , hinging in a banquet; they dance 
about it with gentle actions of salutation ; 
a yd, inviting the king,$c. to eat , they de¬ 
part. 

Alon. What harmony is this? my good fiiends, 
bark 1 

Gon. Marvellous sweet music I 
Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens! What 
were these ? 

Seb. A living drollery: t Now I will believe 
Thai then are unicorns; that, in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix’ throne; one 
phoenix 

At this hour reigning there* 

Ant. I’ll believe both ; 

And what does else want credit, come to me, 
And I'll be sworn ’tis true: Travellers ne’er 
did lie. 

Though fools at home condemn them. 

Gon. If in Naples 

1 should report this now, would they believe 
me ¥ 

If I should say I saw such islanders, 

(For, certes, J these are people of the Island,) 
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, 
note, 

Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any* 

Pro. Honest lord, [present, 

Thou hast said well; for some of you there 
Are worse than devils. [Aside. 

• Our lady. t Show. I Certainly. 
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Alon. I cannot loo much moie, * 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, 
expressing 

(Although they want the use of tongue,) a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pro. Praise in departing, [Aside. 

Fran. They vanish’d strangely. 

Seb. No matter, since 

They have left their viands behind ; for we have 
stomachs. 

Will't please you taste of what is here ? 

Alon. Not I. 

Gon. Faith, Sir, you need not fear ; When 
we were boys. 

Who would believe that there were mountaineers 
Dew-lapp’d like bulls, whose throats had hang¬ 
ing at them 

Wallets ol flesh ? or that there weie such men. 
Whose beads stood in their breasts 1 1 wbich now 
we (md. 

Each putter-ont on five for one, will bring us 
Good uaiiaut of. 

Glon . i will stand to, and feed, 

Although my Iasi: no matter, since I feel 
The best is pastBtothei, my lord the duke. 
Stand too, and do as we. 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter Ariel like 
a harpy ; claps his uings upon the table , 
and , with a quaint device , the banquet 
vanishes. 

Art. You are three men of sin, whom destiny 
(That bath to instrument this lower world. 

And what is in't,; the never-surleited sea 
Hath caused to belch up; and on this island 
VVlieie uiau doth not inhabit; you 'mongst men 
Being most unlit to live, i have made you mad ; 

[Seeing Alon. Seb. &c. draw their swoids. 
And even with such like valour, men bang and 
drown 

Their proper selves. You fools 1 I and my fel¬ 
lows 

Aie ministers of fate; the elements 
oi whom jour swoids are temper'd, may as 
well 

Wound the loud winds, or with bemock’d-at 
slabs 

Kill the still closing waters, as diminish 
Oue duwle t that's in uiy plume, my fellow- 
iinuisters 

Aie like in\nliitiable : if you could hurt, 

\our swoids are now too massy for your 
stieugtha. 

And will not be uplifted : But, remember, 

{Foi that’s my business to you,) that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero, 

Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it, 

Him, and his inuoceut child: for which foul 
deed 

The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens’d the seas and shores, yea all the crea- 
tuies, 

Against jour peace; Thee, of thy son, Alonso, 
Thty ha\e beielt; and do pronounce by me, 
Lmgeiiug pciditioii (woise than auy death 
Can be at once,) shall step by step attend 
You and jour ways ; whose wialh to guaid you 
Iioin 

(Which here in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Upon your beads,) is nothing but heart’s 6or- 
iow. 

And.a clear $ life ensuing 

He vanishes in thunder: then to soft music, 
enter the shapes again , and dance with 
mops and mowOs, and carry out the table. 

Pro. [Aside.] Bravely the figure of this har¬ 
py bast thou 

Perform’d, my Ariel; a grace it had,devouring: 
Of my instruction hast thou nothing 'bated, 

In what thou hadst to say; so, with good life, 

• Wonder. 1 "The bleminyi bare no beadf. but 
mouth and eyes In their breast. * 1'liny b.6 ck. 9. 

X Down. $ Pure, bUroe'esK 
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And observation strange, my pieacer ministers 
Then scveial kinds have done; my high charms 
work. 

And these, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their distractions : they now are in inv power: 
And in these (Its I leave them, whilst 1 visit 
Young Ferdinand, whom they suppose is 
drown'd,) 

Ami his and m> loved darling. 

[£ttf Prospero from above. 
Con . l'tbe name of something holy. Sir, why 
stand yon 

In this strange stare f 

Alon. O it is monstrous I monstrous 1 
Me thought, the billows spoke, and told me of it; 
The winds did sing it to me; and the thuudei. 
That deep and dteadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The name of Prosper; it did pass iny trespass. 
Thercfoie my sou i* the ooze is bedded ; and 
I'll seek him deeper than e’er plummet 
sounded. 

And with him there lie mudded. [Exit. ■ 

•Sib. But one fiend at a time. 

I’ll tight their legions o’er. 

Ant. I’ll be tby second. 

[Exeunt See. ami Ant. 
Con. All three of them are desperate ; their 
great guilt. 

Like poison given to work a great time after, 
Now 'gins to bite the spirits 1 do beseech you 
That aie of suppler joints, follow them swiftly. 
And lander them fioin what this ecstacy • 

May now provoke them to. 

Adr. Follow, 1 pray you. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—Before Prospero’s cell. 
Enter Prospero, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 

Pro. If I have too austerely punish'd you, 
Your compensation makes amends; for I 
Have given you here a thread of mine own life. 
Or that for which I live ; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
Here but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test: here, afore Heaven, 
1 ratify this my rich gift. O Feidiujnd, 

Do not smile at me, that I boast her off. 

For thou shalt find she will oulstiip all praise. 
And make it halt behind her. 

1'ir. I do believe it. 

Against an oracle. 

Pi o. Then, as m> gift, and thine own acqui¬ 
sition 

Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter: But 
If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full ami holy rite he minister’d. 

No sweet aspersion + shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow : but barren hate, 
Sour-ey'd disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly. 
That you 6hail hate it both: therefore, take 
heed. 

As Hymen’s lamps shall light you. 
l ev. As I hope 

For quiet days, fair issue, and long life. 

With such love as 'tis now; the murkiest den, 
The most oppdrtuue place, the stroug'st sug¬ 
gestion 

Our worser Genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust ; to take away 
t he edge of that day’s celebration, 

\\ hen I shall thiuk, or Phoebus* steeds are 
founder'd. 

Or nigbt kept chain'd below. 

Pio. Fairly spoke: 

Su then, and talk with her, she is tfalne own.— 
What, Aiiel; my industrious servant Ariel 1 


Enter Ariel. 


Ari. What would my potent master! here I 
aui. 

Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last 
service 

Did worthily perform; and I must use you 
In such another trick: go, bring the rabble. 

O'er whom I give thee power, beie, to this 
place: 

Incite them to quick motion; for 1 must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine art; it u my promise. 

And they expect it from me. 

Ari. Presently! 

Pro. Ay, with a twink. 

Ari. Before you can say, come, and go, 

And breathe twice; and cry, so, so ; 

Each one, tiipping on his toe. 

Will be here with mop and uiowe: 

Do you love me, master 1 no. 

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel; Do not ap- 


Till thou dost heai me call. [proach, 

Ari. Well I conceive. [Exit 

Pro. Look, thou he true; do not give dal¬ 
liance [stiavv 

Too much the rein; the strongest oaths aie 
To the fire i* the blood ; be mote abstemious, 

Or else, good night, your vow I 
Fer. I warrant you, Sir; 

The whijc-cold virgin suow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pro. Well.— 

Now come, my Ariel; bring a corollary, • 

Rather than want a spmt; appeal, and peitly.— 
No tongue; all eyes ; be silent. [Sojt music. 

A masque . Enter Iris. 

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich lees 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, outs, and pease ; 
Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep. 
And fiat meads thatch'd with stover, them to 
keep ; 

Thy banks with peonied and lilied brims, 

Which spungy Apnl at tby hestf betruns. 

To make cold nvuiphs chaste crowns ; and thv 
broom gloves. 

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves, 
Being lass-lorn ; tby pole-dipt vineyaid ; 

And thy sca-matge, sterile, and iock>-haid. 
Where thou thyself dost air; The queen o’ the 
sky. 

Whose watery arch, and meaenger, am I. 

Bids thee leave these : and with her sovciei'U 
giace, 

Here on this grass-plot, in this very place, 

To come and sport, her peacocks fiy amain 1 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 

Enter Cerls. 

Cer. Hail, many-colour’d messenger, that 
Dost disobey the witc of Jupiter; [ne'er 

Who, with thy saffron wings, upon my (lowers 
Diffusest honey-diops, reticshmg showeis: 

And with each end of thy blue how dost crown 
My bosky t acres, and my uushiubh'd down. 

Rich scarf to my proud earth: Why hath tby 
queen [green t 

Summon'd me hither, to this sliort-grass’d 
Ins. A coutiact of true love to celebrate ; 

And some donation freely to estate 
On the Mess’d lovers. 

Cer. lell me, heavenly bow/ 

If Venus, or her sou, as thou dost know, 

Do now attend the queen ! since they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis § my daughter got. 
Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company 
1 I have forsworn. 

Iris . Of her society 
Be not afraid : I met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son 
Dove-drawn with her: here thought they to 
' have done 


Alienation i*f mind. 


t Sprinkling. 


Surplus 


t Command. % Woody. | Flnlo. 
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Some wanton charm npon Ibis man and maid. 
Whose vows are, that no bed-right shall be 
paid, 

Till Hymens torch be lighted : but in vain; 
Mar's hot minion is return'd again ; 

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows. 
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with 
sparrows. 

And be a boy light out. 

Cer. Highest queen of state. 

Great Juno coiues ; L know her by her gait. 

Enter Juno. 

Juno. How does my bounteous sister t Go 
with me. 

To bless tins twain, that they may prosperous 
be. 

And honoui’d in their issue. 

Song. 

Juno. Honour, riches, marriage-blessing , 
Long continuance , and increasing, 
Hourly joys be still upon you! 

Juno sings her blessings on you. 

Cer. Earth's increase , and foison • plenty ; 
Barns, and garners never empty ; 
Vines, with clustering bunches grow- 
ing ; 

Plants , with goodly burden bowing ; 
Spring come to you, at the farthest, 
In the very end of harvest ! 

Scarcity, and want, shall shun you ; 
Ceres* blessing so is on you. 

Fcr. This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious chartin' gly May I be bold 
'io think these spirits! 

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art 
I have from their confines call'd to euact 
M> present fancies. 

per. Let ine live here ever; 

So rare a wonder’d t father and a wife. 

Make this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ceres whisper , and send Ibis 
on employment. 

Pro. Sweet now, Silence: 

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously ; 

There’s something else to do : hush, and be 
mute. 

Or else our spell is rnarr'd. 

Iris. You nymphs, call’d Naiads, of the wand- 
rmg brooks, 

With your 6edg’d crowns, and ever harmless 
looks, 

Icavi your crisp chanuels, and on this green 
land 

Answer your summons ; Juno does command : 
Come, temperate nymphs, aud help to cele¬ 
brate 

A contract of true love ; be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 

You sun-biirn'd sicklemen, of August weary, \ 
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry; 
Make holy-day : your rye-straw hats put on. 

And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
lit country footing. 

Enter certain Reapers, properly habited: they 
join with the Nymphs in a graceful dance ; 
towards the end whereof Prospero starts 
suddenly , and speaks; after which, to a 
strange, hollow , and confused noise, they 
heavily vanish. 

Pro. [Aside.] I had forgot that foul conspi¬ 
racy 

Of the beast Caliban, and hts confederates, 
Against my life ; the minute of their plot 
la almost come.— [To the spirits.] Well done; 
avoid;—no more. 

Per. This is mo6t strange: your father's in 
some passion 
That works him strongly. 

* Abundance. t Able to produce such wonders. 


Mira. Never till this day, 

Saw I him touch’d with anger so distemper'd. 

Pro. You do look, my son, in a mov'd sort, 

As if you were dismay’d : be cheerful. Sir: 

Our revels now are ended : these our actors. 

As I foretold you, were all spuits, aud 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 

The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces. 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 

Yea, alt which it inherit, shall dissolve; 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, * 
Leave not a rack t behind : We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep.—Sir, I am vex'd ; 

Bear with my weakness; my old brain is trou¬ 
bled. 

Be not disturb’d with my infirmity: 

If you be pleas’d, retire into my cell, 

Aud there repose ; a turn* or two l’Jl walk, 

To still iny beating mind. 

Fer. Mira. We wish you peace. [ Exeunt. 

Pro. Come with a thought:—! thank you:— 
Ariel, come. 

Enter Ariel. 

Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to ; What’s thy 
pleasure i 
Pro. Spirit, 

We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Ari. Ay, my commander : when I presented 
Ceres, 

I thought to have told thee of it; but I fear’d. 
Lest 1 might anger thee. 

Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these 
varlets l 

Ari. I told you. Sir, they were red-hot with 
drinking ; 

So full of valour, that they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces; heat the ground. 
For kissing of their feet: yet always bending 
Towards their pioject; Then I heat my tabor. 

At which, like unback’d colts, they prick’d 
their ears. 

Advanc’d their eye-lids, lifted up their noses. 
As they smelt music; so I charm'd their ears. 
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow’d, 
through 

Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, 
aud thorns, 

Which enter’d their frail shins: at last I left 
them 

I’ the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 

There daucing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O’er-stunk their feet. 

Pro. This was well done, my bird: 

Thy shape invisible retaiu thou still: 

The trumpery in my house, go, bnug it hither, 
For stale % to catch these thieves. 

Ari. I go, I go. [Exit. 

Pjo. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture $ can never stick; on whom my pains. 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost; 

And as, with age, bis body uglier grows. 

So his mind cankers : I will plague them all. 

Re-enter Ariel, loaden with glistering appa¬ 
rel, 4c. 

Even to roaringCome, bang them on this 
liue. 

Prospero and Ariel remain invisible. 
Enter Caliban, Siefhano, and Trinculo ; 
all wet. 

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind 
mole may not 

Hear a foot fall: we now are near his cell. 

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which, you say, ia 
a harmless fairy, has done JUtle better than 
played the Jackj with us. 

* Vanished. 

* Hack is tbs thin and subtil mist which may be 
seen encircling the tops of mountains immediately after 
aun-risc. t Bait. t Education. 

| Jack with a lauteru. 

2 T 
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Trin. Monster, T do smell all horse-piss; at 
which in> nosf is in great indignation. 

Site. So is mine. Do yon hear, monster? If 
I should take a displeasure against you ; look 
yon,— 

7’nn. Thou wert hot a lost monster. 

Cal. Good my lord, give we thy favour still: 
Be patient, for the pnze I'll bring thee to 
Shall hood-wink this wischauce; therefore, 
speak softly. 

All's hush’d as midnight yet. 

Trtn. Av, but to lose our bottles in the pool,— 
Site Th re is not only disgrace and dishonour 
111 that, monster, hut an infinite loss. 

Tt in. That’s more to me than my wettiug : 
yet this is *our harmless fairy, monster. 

Site. I util letch ulf my bottle, though I be 
o'er ears lor my labour. 

Cal. Fi’vthee, my king, be quiet: Seest thou 
here, 

This is the mouth of the cell: no noise, aud 
enter : 

Do that good mischief, which may make ibis 
island 

Thine own lor eter, ami I, thy Caliban, 

Foi a>e, thy foot-luser. 

Sit*. Give in- thy hand: I do begiu to have 
blond) thoughts. 

Tun. n king Stepliano ! O peer! O worthy 
Stepbano ' look, wbal a waidrobe here is for thee ! 
Vat, Ltl it alone, thou fool; it is but tra^b. 
Trtn o ho, monster ; we know what belongs 
to a fr'ppen : • —U king Stepbano 1 
Site. Put off that gown, Tnuculo ; by tins 
band, I’M have that gown. 

Tt in. 1 h> grace shall have it. 

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool! wbat do 
yon mean, 

To doal thus on such luggage? Let's along. 

And do the murder first: if he awake. 

From toe to crowu lie'll fill our skius with 
pinches ; 

Make us stiange stuff. 

Ste, Be you qm t, monster.—Mistress line, is 
not this my jet km ? Now is the jerkin under 
the line : now, jerkin, you are like to lose your 
hair, ami prove a bald jerkin. 

Trin. Do, do; We steal by line and level, 
and’t like your grace. 

Ste. I thank Hue for that jest: here's a gar¬ 
ment for't: wit shall not go unrewarded, while 
I am king of this country : Steal by line and 
level , is an excellent pass of pate; there’s an¬ 
other garment for’t. 

Trin. Monster, come, put 6ome lime t upon 
your fingers, and away with the rest. 

Cal. 1 will have none on’t: we shall lose our 
tune, 

And all be turn'd to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villiauous low. 

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers; help to 
bear this away, where my hogshead of wine is, 
or I'll turn you out of my kingdom: go to, 
carry this. 

Trin. And this. 

Sic. Ay. and this. 

A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers 
Spirits , in shape of hounds , and hunt 
them about: Prospbbo and Arirl, setting 
them on. 

Pro. Hey, Mountain, bey! 

Ari, Silver! there it goes, Silver t 
Pro. Fury % fury! there Tyrant , there! 
hark, hark! 

[Cal. Sie. and Trim, are driven out . 
Go, charge my goblins, that they grind their 
joints 

With dry convulsions, shorten up their sinews 
“With aged cramps; aud more pinch-spotted 
make them 

Than pard, X or cat o' mountain. 

* A shop fcr the ule of old clothe*. | Bird-line. 

I Leopard. 


Art. Hark, they roar. 

Pro. Let them he hunted soundly: At this 
hour 

Lie at my mercy alt mine enemies: 

Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little, 
Follow, aud do me service. 


ACT V. 

SCENE 1 ,— Before the Cell of Prospbro. 

Enter Pbospbro in his magic robes , and 

Ariel. 

Pro. Now does my project gather to a head : 
My charms t rack not; my spirits obey ; and 
time 

Goes npngnt with his carnage. How’s the day ? 
Ari. On the sixth hour; at which time, in> 
lord. 

You said our work should cease. 

P r o . I did say so, 

When first I rais’d the tempest. Say, my 
spint, 

How fares the king and his ? 

Art. Confin’d together 
In the same fashion as yon cave in charge; 

Just as you left them, Sir; all prisoners 
In the lime-grove which wcather-fends • your 
cell; 

They cannot budge, till you release. The king. 
His mother, and your's, abide all three dis¬ 
tracted; 

And the lematnder mounting over them, 
Bum-full of soriow, and dismay : ln.t tlueflt 
Hun you term’d. Sir, The good old lord , Con- 
zalo ; 

His tears run down his beard, like wiutei’e 
diops 

From eaves + of reeds: your charm so stiongly 
works them. 

That if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Pro. Doot thou think so, spirit? 

Art. Mine, would, hir, were I humau. 

Pro. And mine shall. 

Hast thou, which ait but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their affiicttotiB? and shall not mystlf, 

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply, 
Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou 
art ? 

Though with their high wrongs I am struck to 
the quick. 

Yet, with my uobler reason, 'gainst my fury 
Do I take part: the rarer action is 
In virtue thau iu vengeance : they being peni¬ 
tent, 

The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further: Go, telease them, Ariel; 
My charms I’ll break, their senses Pll restore. 
And they shall be themselves. 

Ari. I’ll fetch them, Sir- [Exit. 

Pro . Y’e elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, 
and groves; 

Aud ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he comes back : you demi-puppets, that 
By moonshine do the green-sour ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe not bites; aud you, whose 
pastime 

Is to make midnight-mushrooms; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though you be,) 1 have be- 
dimm'd 

The noon-tide sun, call’d forth the mntiuous 
winds. 

And 'twist the green sea and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove’s stout oak 
With biB own bolt: the stroug-bas'd promon¬ 
tory 

* Defend* from bad weather. t Thatch. 
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Have I made shake : and by the spars pluck'd 
up 

The pine, and cedar: graves, at my command. 
Have waked their sleepers; oped, and let them 
forth 

By my so potent art: But this rough magic 
I here abjure : and, when I have requir'd 
Some heavenly music, (which even now I do,) 
To work mine end upon their senses, that 
Tins airy charm is tor, I’ll break my staff, 

Buiy it certain fathoms m the earth, 

Ami deeper than did tvet plummet sound, 

I'll drown my book. [Solemn music. 

Re-enter Ariel : after him , Alonzo, with a 
frantic gesture, attended by Gonzalo ; 
Sebastian and Antonio in like manner , 
attended by Adrian and Francisco: They 
all enter the aide which Piiosplro had 
made, and theie stand charmed; which 
Prospero observing, speaks. 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 
To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, 

Now useless, boil'd within thy skull 1 There 
stand, 

For you are spell-stopp’d.—— 

Hol> Gonzalo, honourable man, 

Mute eyes, even sociable to the show of thine, 

Fall fellowly drops.-the cliaun dissolves 

apace ; 

And as the morning steals upon the night. 
Melting the darkness, so thtir rising senses 
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Then clearer lea&on.—O my good Gonzalo, 

Mv true preserver, and a loyal 6ir 
To him thou foliow’st; | will pay thy graces 
Home, both lit word and deed.—Most cruelly 
Didst thou, Alonso, use me, and my daughter: 
Thy brother was a turllierer in the act,— 
Thou’rt pinch’d foi't now, Sebastiau.—Flesh and 
blood, 

You brother mine, that entertain’d ambition, 
Expell’d remorse * and nature ; who, with Se¬ 
bastian, 

(Whose mwaid pinches therefore are most 

strong.) 

Would heie have kill'd your king; 1 do forgive 
thee, 

Unnatural though thou art I-Their under¬ 

standing 

Begins to swell; and the approaching tide 
Will shoitly fill the reasonable shoies, 

That new lie foul and muddy. Not one of them. 
That yet looks on me, or would know me:— 
Ariel, 

Fetch me the bat and rapier in my cell; 

[Exit Ariel. 

I will dis-case me and myself present. 

As I was sometime Milan quickly, spiiit; 
Thou shall cie long be free. 

Ariel re-e.itcrs , singing , and helps to attire 

Prospero. 

Ari. Where the bee sucks , there suck I : 
In a cowslip's bell I lie : 

There l couch when owls do cry. 

On the bat’s back I do fly , 

AJter summer merrily ; 

Merrily , merrily, shall J live now, 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Pro. Why, that’s my dainty Ariel: I shall 
nnss thee; 

But yet thou shall ha\e freedom : so, so, so.— 
'lo the king’s ship, invisible as Lhoaart; 

There shall thou hud the manners asleep 
Under the hatches; the master, and the boat¬ 
swain, 

Being awake, enforce them to tki6 place; 

And presently, I pi’ythee. 

Ari. I dimk the air before me, and return 
Or e’er your pulse twice beat. [JSrft Am el. 


Gon. All torment, trotfMe, wonder, and 
amazement 

Inhabits here : Some heavenly power guide os 
Out of this fearful country 1 
Pro. Behold, Sir kingl 
The wronged duke of Milan, Prospero; 

For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body; 
And to thee, and thy company, 1 hid 
A hearty welcome. 

A Ion. Whe’r* thou beeslbe, or no. 

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 

As late I have been, 1 not know : thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood; and since I saw 
thee, 

Th* affliction of my mind amends, with which, 

1 fear a madness held me: This must crave 
(And if this be at all,) a most strange story. 

Thy dukedom I resign ; and do entreat 
Thou pardon me iny wrongs But flow should 
Prospero 

Be living, and be here ? 

Pro. Tirst, noble friend. 

Let me embrace thine age ; whose honour cannot 
Be measur’d, or confln’d. 

Gon. Whether this be. 

Or be not, i’ll not swear. 

Pro. You do yet taste 

Some suUillies o’tne isle, that will mot let you 
Believe things certain Welcome, my filends 
all :— 

But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 

[Aside to Seb. and Ant. 
I heie could pluck his highness’ irown upon you. 
And justify you traitors; at this tune 
I’ll tell no tale*.. 

Seb. The devil speaks in him. [Aside. 

Pro. No 

For you, most wicked Sir, whom to call hi other 
Would even mtect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault; all of them ; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, 1 know. 
Thou mu^t ic&tore. 

A Ion. If thou beest Prospero, 

Give us particulars of thy pieservation : 

How thou hast met us here, who three hours 
since 

Were wreck'd upon this shore: where 1 have 
lost. 

How sharp the point of this remembrance is I 
M> dear son Feidinand. 

Pro. I am woet loi’t, sir. 

A/on. Irreparable is the loss : and Patience 
Says, it is past her cure. 

Pro. 1 rather think. 

You have not sought her help : of whose to& 
giaee. 

For the like loss, 1 have her sovereign aid. 

And rest mysclt content. 

Alon. You the like loss? 

Pro. As great to me, as late; and, portable J 
To make the dear loss, have I tueaus much 
weaker 

Than you may call to comfort you ; for I 
Have lost my daughter. 

A Ion. A daughter? 

O heavens 1 that they were living both in Naples. 
The king and queen there 1 that they were, I 
wish 

Myself were mudded in that oozy bed 
Wheie my son lies. When dnl you lose your 
daughter ? 

Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive, these 
lords 

At this encounter do so much admire. 

That they devour their iij&ou ; and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath : but howsoever you have 
Been justled from your senses, kuow for certain. 
That I am Prospero, aad that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan; ate moot 
strangely 


* Pity, or uadtraen of h»n. 


• Whether* 


^ 'Sorry. 
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Upon this shore, where you were wreck’d, was 
landed. 

To be the lord on't. No more yet of tins; 

For *tis a chronicle of day by day. 

Not a relation for a breakfast, nor 
Befittiug this first meeting. Welcome, Sir ; 

This cell's my court: here have 1 Tew attend¬ 
ants. 

And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in. 

My dukedom since you have given me again, 

I will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least, biiug forth a wonder, to content ye. 

As much as me my dukedom. 

The entrance of the cell opens, and disco¬ 
vers Ferdinand and Miranda playing at 
chess . 

Mira . Sweet lord, you play me false. 

Fer. No, my dearest love, 

I would not for the world. 

Mira . Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should 
wrangle. 

And I would call it fair play. 

A Ion. If this prove 
A vision of the island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

A'eb. A most high miracle ! 

Fer. Tho’ the seas threaten, they are nierci-. 
ful: 

I have curs'd them without cause. 

(Ferd. kneels to Alon. 
A Ion. Now all the blessings 
Of a glad father compass thee about! 

Aiise, and say how thou cain'st here. 

Mira. O wonder 1 

How many goodly creatures are there here ! 

How beauteous mankind is! O brave new 
world. 

That has such people in*t I 
Pro . ’Tis new to thee. 

Alon. What is this maid, with whom thou 
wast at play ? 

Your eld’st acquaintance cannot be three hours : 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us. 

And brought iis thus together 1 
Fer. Sir, she’s mortal; 

But, by immortal Providence, she's mine; 

I chose her , when I could not ask my father, 
For his advice ; nor thought I had one : she 
Is daughter to tins famous duke of Milan, 

Of whom so often I have heard renown. 

But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a second life, and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

Alon. 1 am lier’s : 

But oh 1 how oddly will it sound, that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness! 

Pro. There, Sir, 6top: 

Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that's gone. 

Gon. 1 have inly wept. 

Or should have spoken ere this. Look down, you 
gods. 

And on this couple drop a blessed crown; 

For it is you, that have chalk’d forth the way 
Which brought us hither I 
Alon. I say. Amen, Gonzalo ! 

Gon. Was Milau thrust from Milan, that his 
issue 

Should become kings of Naples ? Ch! rejoice 
Bevoud a common joy ; and set it down 
V'ith gold on lasting pillars: In one voyage 
Did Clarihei her husband find at Tunis ; 

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife, 
Where he himself was lost; Prospero his duke¬ 
dom. 

In a poor isle ; and all of ns, ourselves, 

W hen no man was bis own. * 

Alon. Give me your hands: 

[To Fbh. and Mir. 

Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart. 
That dotn not wish you joy! 

Gon. Be’t so ! Amen 1 

* lu hi* HUM. 


Act V- 

Re-enter Ariel, with the Master and Boat¬ 
swain amazed ly Jallowing . 

O look, Sir, look. Sir; here arc more of us ! 

I prophesied, if a gallows weie on land, 

This fellow could not drown:-Now, blas¬ 

phemy, 

That swear'st grace o'erboard, not an oath on 
shore I 

Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the 
news ? 

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely 
found 

Our king aud company: the next our ship,— 
Which, but three glasses since, we gave on 
split,— 

Is tight and yare,* and bravely rigged, as when 
We first put out to sea. 

Ari. Sir, all this service [ 

Have I done since I went. [Aside. 

Pro. My tricksy f spirit! l-fi/fA*. 

Alon. These are not natural events ; thev 
strengthen, 

From strange to strangerSay, how came y or. 
hither 1 

Boats. If l did think, Sir, I were well awake, 
I’d strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep. 
And, (how, we know not,) all clapp’d under 
batches. 

Where, but even now, with strange and sever..! 
noises 

Of roaring, shrieking, howling, singling chains. 
And moie diversity of sounds, all horrible. 

We were awak'd ; strait way, at liberty : 

Where we, in all her trim, fleshly beheld 
Our royal, good, aud gallant ship ; our master 
Cap'nng to eye Ini : On a trice, so please you. 
Even m a dieam, were we divided fiem them, 
And were brought moping hither. 

Ari. Was't well done ? [As/r/.' 

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou shait be 
free. [Aside 

Alon. This is as strange a maze as e’erniau 
trod : 

Aud there is in this business more than natuic 
Was ever conduct; of : some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pi o. Sir, my liege, 

Do not infest your mind witli beating on 
The strangeness of this business; at pick’ll 
leisure, 

Which fhall be shortly, single I’ll resolve you 
(Which to you shall seem probable,) of every 
These happen’d accidents : till when, be cheer¬ 
ful. 

And think of each thing well.—Come hithei, 
spirit; [Aside. 

Set Caliban and bis companions free : 

Untie the spell. [F*it Ariel.] How faics my 
gracious Sir! 

There are yet missing of your company 
Some few odd lads, that you remember not. 

Re-enter Ariel, drioinp in Caliban, Ste- 
phano, and Trinculo, in their stolen ap¬ 
parel. 

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let 
no man take caie for himself: tor all is but for¬ 
tune Coragio, bully-monster, Coraglo I 

Trin. If these he true spies which i weai in 
my head, here’s a goodly sight. 

Cal. O Setebos, there be brave spirits, in¬ 
deed I 

How fine my master is I I am afraid 
He will chastise me. 

Seb. Ha, ha ; 

I What things are these, my lord Antonio 
Will money buy them? 

Ant. Very like ; one of them 
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, Uiy 
lords, 

• Ready. ♦ Clever, adroit, 

t Conductor. 
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Then say, if they be true:*—This misshapen knave, 
His mother was a witch; and one so strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and 
ebbs, 

And deal in her command, without her power: 
These three have robb’d me; and this demi-devil 
(For lie’s a bastard one,) had plotted with them 
To take my life; two of these fellows you 
Must know, and own; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

Col. I shall be pinch’d to death. 

A Ion. Is not this Stephano, my drunken but¬ 
ler! 

Scb. He is drunk now: Where had he wine ? 

A Ion. And Trinculo is reeling ripe l Where 
should they 

Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them?— 
IIow cam’st thou in this pickle ? 

Trin. I have been in such a pickle, since I 
saw you last, that, I fear me, will never out of 
my bones : I shall not fear fly-blowing. 

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano ? 

Ste. O touch me not; I am not Stephano, 
but a cramp. 

Pro. You'd be king of the isle, sirrah* 

Ste. I should have been a sore one then. 

A Ion. This is as strange a thing as e’er I 
look’d on. [ Pointing to Cali dak. 

Pro. He is as disproportion^ in his manners, 

As m shape :—Go, sirrah, to my cell; 

Take with you your companions; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

Cal. Ay, that I will; and I’ll be wise here¬ 
after, 

And seek for grace: What a thrice-double ass 
V as I, to take this drunkard for a god, 

Ana worship this dull fool? 

Pro. Go to; aw ay 1 

A Ion. Hence, and bestow your luggage where 
you found it. 

Srb. Or stole it, rather. 

[Exeunt Cal. Ste. and Trih. 
Pro. Sir, I invite your highness, and jour 
train, 

To my poor cell'; where you shall take your rest 1 

• Honest. I 
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For this one night; which (part of it,) I'll waste 
With such discourse, as, I not doubt, shall make if 
Go quick away: the story of my life. 

And the particular accidents, gone by. 

Since I came to this isle: And in tbe morn. 

Til bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where 1 have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved soleranu’d ; 

And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every third thought shall be my grave. 

A Lon. I long 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pro . I'll deliver all; 

And promise you cairn seas, auspicious gales, 
And sail so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your royal fleet far off.—My Arielchick,— 
That is tby charge ; then to the elements 
Be free, and fare thou well I— [Aside.] Please 
you, draw near. [Exeunt. 

EPILOGUE. 

8PO&EM BY PROSPERO. 

Now my charms are all o’erthrown. 

And what strength 1 have’s mine own: 
Which is most faint: now, *tis true, 

I must be here confin’d by you. 

Or seut to Naples: Let me not. 

Since I have my dukedom got, 

And pardon’d the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare island, by your 6pell; 

But release me fiom my bands, 

With the help of your good bauds. * 

Gentle breath of your’s my sails 
Must All, or else my project fails. 

Winch was to please ; Now 1 want 
Spmts to enforce, art to enchant \ 

Am! my ending is despair. 

Unless I be reliev'd by prayer; 

Which pierces so that it assaults 
Mercy itself, and frees all faults. 

As you from (.runes would paidou’d be. 

Let your indulgence set me free. 

* Applause: noise was supposed to dissolve a spell 
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TWELFTH NIGHT: 

OR, 

WHAT YOU WILL. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THE lighter scenes of this entertaining comedy are entirely the production of Shakspsara ; and for Its non 
serious portioni he was probably indebted to the Hutonn Tra fifties of Belleforett, who had them froiu 
BandeUo. Malone quotes the ** Fifth Eg log of Baruaby Googe," publ.shed with other poems of his in and 
dow an exceedingly rare book, to show that Shakspeare might hare borrowed from it the circumstances of the 
Duke sending bis page to plead his cause with the lady, and of the lady’s falling in love with the page. 
"This ploy (says Dr. Jehasou,) is in the graver part elegant and easy, and in some of the lighter scenes ex* 
quisitel/ humourous.” Its progress is full of spirit, and the entanglement of characters and circumstances 
is pleasingly unravelled in the Anal catastrophe. The self-sufficiency of Malvolio is charmingly ucpicteJ, aud 
very laughably punished ; whilst the excesses of Sir Toby Belch are almost excused by his smattering of w.i, 
and h;s an qualified good-humour. The sudden attachment of Viola is much more improbable than tho 
obstinate repugnance of Olivia: bnt the romantic nature of her love, 11 feeding in concealment on her damavli 
cheek,’' gives an interest to her situation, whilst a victim to the tender passion, which the undisguised deiia- 
rations of the other, though placed in the same predicament, mast generally fail in producing. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Orsino, Duke of Illyria. 

Sebastian, a Young Gentleman, Brother to 
Viola. 

Antonio, a Sea-captain, Friend to Sebas¬ 
tian. 

A Sea-captain, Friend to Viola. 

Valentine, 1 Gentlemen attending on the 
Curio, j Duke. 

Sir Toby Belch, Uncle of Olivia . 

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 


Malvolio, Steward to Olivia. 

CLOWN, \ Se ™ ants t0 Cl,Via - 

Olivia, a rich Countess. 

Viola, in love tilth the Duke . 

Maria, Olivia*s Woman . 

Lords , Priests, Sailors , Officers, Musicians, 
and other Attendants . 


Scene—A City In Illyria; and the Sea-coast near it. 


ACT I. 

SCENE /.—An Apartment in the Duke's 

Palace. 

Enter Duke, Curio, Lords ; Musicians 
attending. 

Duke. If music be the food of love, play on; 
Give me excess of it; that, sufeitlng, 

The appetite may sicken, and so die.— 

That strain azain ;—it bad a dying fall: 

Oh! it came o’er my ear like the sweet south. 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing, and giving odour.—Enough ; no more ; 
* Tis not so sweet now, as it was before. 

O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou I 
That notwithstanding thy capacity 
Rcceiveth as the sea, nought enters there. 

Of what validity * and pitch soever. 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

• Vutne. 


Even iu a minute I So full of shapes is fancy. 
That it alone is high-fantastical. * 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my ioid ? 

Duke. What, Curio? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke . Why, so I do, the noblest that I haver 
Oh ! when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought she purg'd the air of pestilence ; 

That instant was I turn'd into a hart; 

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds. 

E’er since pursue me.—How now 1 what news 
from her ? 

Enter Valentine. 

Val. So please my lord, I might not be ad¬ 
mitted, 

But from her handmaid do return this answer: 
The element itbclf, till seven yeais beat, t 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 

But, like a cloistress, 6he will veiled walk, 

• Fsatastienl tw the height. ♦ Hnldi 



Scene II, 

And water once a day her chatnher round 
With eye-otfenriing brine: all tints, to season 
A btolber’s dead love, which she would keep 
fresh. 

And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. O she, that hath a heart of that hue 
frame, 

To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill’d the dock of all affections else 
That live iu her I when liver, brain, and heart. 
These sovereign thrones, are ail supplied, ami 
fill'd, 

(Her sweet perfections,) with one self king I— 
Away before me to sweet beds of flowers; 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopied with 
bowers. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The Sea Coast . 

Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors. 

Vio. What country, friends, is this? 

Cap. Illyria, lady. 

I'to. And what should I do in Illyria? 

My brother he is m Elysium. 

Perchance, he is not drown’d :—What think you, 
sailors ? 

Cap . It is perchauce, that you yourself weie 
saved. 

Vio. o my poor brother I and so, perchance, 
m iy he be. 

Cay. Tine, madam : and, to comfoit you with 
chance, 

Assure youiselt, after oui ship did split, 

M lieu yon, and that poor numbei saved with 
>*>’•» 

Hung tin our driving boat, I saw your brother. 
Most piovidcnr in peril, bind himself 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the prac¬ 
tice) 

To a stioni* mast, that lived upon the sea; 
Mheie, like Alton on the dolphin’s back, 

1 sa.v him hold acquaintance with the waves, 
bo long a>» 1 could see. 

fio. For saving so, there’s gold : 

Mine own escape untoldeth to my hope, 

AMieieto thy speech serves for authonty, 

'Ila- like ot him. Kuow’&t thou this country 1 
Cap. Av, Madam, well; for I was bred and 
born. 

Not tlnee Poms* travel from this very place. 

/ to. Who governs here ? 

Cup. A noble duke, in nature. 

As in his name. 

Vio. What is his name ? 
i'ap. Orsmo. 

Vio Oisiuo 1 1 have heard my father name 
him : 

He was a bachelor then. 

Cay. And so is now, 

Or was so very late : for but a month 
Ago I went from hence; and then ’twas fresh 
In mm lour ; (as, you know, what great ones do. 
The 'ess will prattle of,) that he did seek 
The love ot lair Olivia. 

Vio. What’s she? 

('ap. A vntuous maid the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since; then leaving 
her 

In the protection of his son, hei brother, 
who shortly also died : for whose dear love 
They say, she hath abjur’d the company 
And sight of men. 

Vio. O that 1 served that lady : 

And might not be delivered to the world. 

Till 1 had made mine owu occasion mellow, 

What my estate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compass; 

Because she will admit no kind of suit, 

No, not tne duke's. 

Via. There is a fair behaviour in thee, cap- 
tai n ; 

And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Dcth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe, thou hast a mind that suits 
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With this tby fair and o&tward character. 

I pray thee, and I’ll pay line bounteously. 
Conceal rne what I am ; and be my aid 
For such disguise as, liaplv, shall Income 
The form of my intent. I’ll serve ibis duke; 
Tbou sbalt present me as an eunuch t.> him. 

It may be worth thy pains, tor I tan sing, 

And speak to him in mauy sort', ot music. 

That will allow* me very woiih his seivue. 
What else may hap, to time I will commit; 

Only shape thou thy silence to my wu 
Cap. Be you bis eunuch, ami >uur mute I’ll 
be: 

When my tongue blahs, then let mine eyes not 
see 1 

Vio. 1 thank thee: Lead me ou. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—A Room in Olivia’s House. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, and Maria. 

Sir To. What a plague means mv niece, to 
take the death of her hi other thus! I ani sure 
taie’s an enemy to life. 

Mar . By trolh. Sir Toby, you must ccme in 
earlier o’nights; your cousin, my lady, takes 
gieat exceptions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 
Mar. Ay, but you must couture youiselt with¬ 
in the modest limits of older 
Sir To. Coiibue 1 I’ll coniine myself n.» finer 
than I am : these clothes aie gum, enough to 
dnnk in, and so be these hoots too; an they be 
not, let them hang themselves iu linn own 
straps. 

Mar. That quaffing and drmkiug will undo 
von : l beard mv lailv ta k ot it y. steiday ; and 
of a foolish knight that vou brought iu one u:^ht 
nere, to he her wooei. 

Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-cl.eekf 
Afar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He’s as tall t a man as any’s in 
Illyria. 

Mar. What’s that to the purpose ? 

Sir To. VYby, he has three thousand ducats 
a year. 

Mar. Aye, but he’ll have but a rear iu all these 
ducats ; he’s a very fool, and a piodiyal. 

Str To. Fye, that you’ll say sol lie plats o’ 
the viol-de-eambo. and speaks tlnee oi four lan¬ 
guages word tor word without book, and hath all 
the good gilts of iiatm e. 

Alar. He hath, indeed,—almost natura' ; for, 
besides that lie’s a tool, he’s a gieai quaireller; 
and, but that be hath the gilt ot a cow aid to allay 
(he gust lie hath iu quailellunr, ’ns thought 
among tbe prudent, be would quickly have the 
gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels 
and substractors that tray so of him. Who are 
they ? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he’s drunk 
nightly in your company. 

Sir To. With dunking healths to my niece; 
I’ll drink to her, as long as tlieie is a passage in 
my throat, and drink in Illyria: He’s « coward 
and a coystriI,J that will not drink to my niece, 
till his brains tnru o' the toe Use a parish-top. $ 
What, wench ? Castiluuo vuigo ; for beie cornea 
Su Andrew Ague-face. 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-check. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch I how now. Sir Tobjr 
Belch ? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew! 

Sir And. Bless you, lair shrew. 

Mar. And you too, Sir. 

Sir To. Accost, Sir Andrew', accost. 

Sir And. What’s that? 

Sir To. My meet’s chamber-maid. 


• Approve. ♦ Slant 

t A ta star*! hawk, era reward c'.ck, 

| It was customary in cvcty village to keep a large t: o 

far tbe pemidius m whin ns caM weather. 
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Sir And. Good mistress Accost, 1 desire bet¬ 
ter acquaintance. 

Mar. My name Is Mary, Sir. 

Sir Ami . Good mistress Mary Accost,- 

Sir To. You mistake, kuigbt: accost, is, front 
her, board her, woo her, assail her. 

Sir And. By my troth, 1 would not under¬ 
take her in this company. Is that the meaning 
of accost ? 

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To. An thou let part so. Sir Andrew, 
'would you unght'st never draw sword agniu. 

Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would 
l might never draw sword again, fair lady, do 
you think jou have fools in hand? 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you shall have; and 
here's my hand. 

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is fiee: I pray jon, 
bring sour band to the buttery-bar, and let it 
drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore sweet heart? what’s 
your metaphor ? 

Mar. It’s dry, Sir? 

Sir And. Why, I think so; I am not such an 
ass, but I can keep my baud dry. But what’s 
jour jest ? 

Mar. A dry jest. Sir. 

S'r And. Are you full of them? 

Mar. Ay, Sir; 1 have them at my fingers’ 
ends: marry, now I let go jour hand, I am 
barren. [Eait Maria. 

S.r To. O knight, tbou lack’st a cup of ca¬ 
nary : When did I see thee so put down? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think ; unless 
you see canary put me down : Methinks, some¬ 
times I have no more wit than a Christian, or 
an ordinary man has : but 1 am a great eater 
of beef, and 1 believe that does harm to my 
wit. 

Sir To. No question. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I’d forswear it. 
I’ll ride home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourquoy , my dear knight ? 

Sir And. What is pourquoy? do or not do? 

I would I had bestowed that time m the tongues, 
that 1 have in fencing, dancing, and bear-bait- 
iug : Oh 1 had I but followed the arts ! 

Sir To. Then had'at thou bad an excellent head ! 
of hair ? 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my 
hair ? 

Sir To. Past question; for tbou seest it will 
not curl by nature. 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, 
does’t not ? 

Sir To. Excellent; it bangs like flax on a 
distaff; and I hope to see a housewife take 
thee between her legs and spin it off. 

Sir And. 'Faitb, I'll home to-morrow, Sir 
Toby : your niece will not be seen ; or, if she 
be, it’s four to one she’ll none of me : the count 
bunself, here bard by, wooes her. 

Sir To. She’ll none o* the count ; she’ll not 
match above ber degree, neither in estate, years, 
uor wit; I have beaid ber swear it. Tut, there’s 
life iu’t, man. 

Sir And. I’ll stay a month longer. I am a 
fellow o’ the strangest mind i’ the world ; I de¬ 
light in masques and revels sometimes alto¬ 
gether. 

Sir To. Art tbou good at these kick-shaws, 
knight ? 

Sir And. As any man In Illyria, whatsoever 
he be, under the degree of my betters ; and yet 
1 will not compare with an old man. 

Sir To. What is tby excellence in a galliard, 
knight ? 

Sir And. ’Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. Aud 1 can cut the mutton to’t. 

Sir And. And, I think, I have the back-trick, 
simply as strong as any man in Illyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid? 
wherefore have these gifts a curtain before them T 
are they like to take dust, like mistress Mall’* 
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picture ? • why dost thou not go to church in a 
galliard, and come home m a coranto ? My 
veiy walk should he a jig ; 1 would not so much 
as make water, hut in' a siuk-a-pace. f What 
dost thou mean ? is it a world to hide virtues 
in ? I did think by the excellent constitution of 
thy leg, it was formed uuder the star of a gal¬ 
liard. , 

Sir And • Ay, *tis strong, aud it does indiffe¬ 
rent well ill a flame-coloured stock. Shall we 
set about some revels ? 

Sir To. What shall we do else? were we not 
born under Taurus ? 

Sir And . Taurus? that’s sides and beait. 

Sir To. No, Sir ; it is legs aud thighs. Let 
me see thee caper : ba 1 higher: ha, Ira I—ex¬ 
cellent! , [JKueunt. 

SCENE IV.—J Room in the Duke’* 
Palace. 

Enter Valentine and Viola, in man's 

attire. 

Val. If the duke continue these favouis to¬ 
wards you, Cesaiio, you are like to be much ad¬ 
vanced ; be hath known you but three days, and 
already jou are uo straugcr. 

Vio. You either fear hi9 humour, or ni) neg¬ 
ligence, that von call in question the continu¬ 
ance of his love: Is be inconstant. Sir, in his 
favours ? 

Val. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho? 

Vio. On your attendance, n»y lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand jon awhile aloof.—Cesario, 

Thou kuow’st no less but all ; 1 have unclasp'd 
To thee the book even of my secret soul : 
Therefore, good youth, address thy gait J unto 
her ; 

Be not denied access, stand at her doors, 

4nd tell them, there thy fixed loot shall glow. 
Till tbou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble lord, 

If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil hounds. 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio. Say, I do speak with her, my loid; 
What then ? 

Duke. Oh ! thenunfold the passion of toy love. 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith : 

It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 

She will attend it better in thy joutn. 

Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 

Vio. I think not so, my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, lielieve it; 

For they shall yet belie tby happy years 
That say, thou art a man : Diana’s lip 
Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe 
Is as the maiden’s organ, elirill and sound, 

And all is semblative a woman’s part. 

I know thy constellation is right apt 

For this affair Some four or live attend him ; 

All, if you will; for I myself am best, 

When least in company Prosper well in this. 
And thou slialt live as freely as thy lord. 

To call bis fortunes tbine. 

Vio. I’ll do my best. 

To woo your lady : yet, [Aside.] a barful $ strife ! 
Whoe’er I woo, myself would be bis wife. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V —A Room in Olivia’s House. 

Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, cither tell me where thou hast 
been, or 1 will not open my lips, so wide as a 

• Alluding to the infamous Mary Frith, commonly 
called Mall Cut-Purse. See Grainger's Biog. Hvl. 

* Cinque-pmce, the name of a dance. S Go thy 

way. | Full of impediment. 
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Scene V. 

bristle may enter, In way of thy excuse: my 
lady will hang thee foi thy'absence. 

('In. Let her hang me : he that is well banged 
in this world, needs to fear no colours. 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. He shall see none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten • answer: I can tell thee 
wheie that saying was‘born, of, 1 fear no co¬ 
lours. 

do. Where, good mistress Mary 1 ? 

Mar. In the wars ; and that may you be bold 
to say in your foolery. 

do. Well, God give them wisdom, that have 
it; and those that are fools, let them use their 
talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hanged, for being so 
long abscut: or, to lie turned away; is not that 
as good as hanging to you ? 

do. Many a good hanging prevents a bad 
marriage ; and, lor turning away, let summer 
bear it out* 

Mar. You are resolute then ? 

Clo. Not so, neitbci ; but 1 am resolved on 
two points. 

Mar. That, if one break t the other will hold ; 
or, it both hieak, your gaskins fall. 

do. Apt, m good faitb ; veiy apt! Well, go 
thy way; if Sir Toby would leave drinking, 
thou wert as witty a piece of Eve’s flesh, us any j 
m lllyua. 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more of that; 
here comes my lady : make your excuse wisely, 
you were best. [Exit. 

Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 

Clo. Wit, and’t be thy will, put me'into good 
fooling I Those wits that think they have thee, 
do very oft prove fools; and I, that am sure 1 
lack tli'ee, may pass for a wise man : For what 
►ays Qiiiiup.ilus 1 Better a witty fool, than a 

foolish wit.-God bless thee, lady l 

Oh. Take the fool away. 
do. Do you not bear, fellows! Take away 
the lady. 

Oh. Go to, you’re a dry fool; I’ll no more of 
you : besides, you grow dishonest. 

Clo. Two faults, madonna, J that drink and 
good coiiiim:! will amend : tor give the dry fool 
drink, then is the tool not dry; bid the disho¬ 
nest man inend himself; if he mend, he is no 
longei dishonest; if he cannot, let the botcher 
mend him : Any thing that’s mended, is but 
patched : virtue, that transgresses, is but patch¬ 
ed with sin ; and sin, that amends, is but patched 
with virtue: If that tins simple syllogism will 
serve, so; if it will not, what remedy ? As 
tlieie is no true cuckold but calamity, so beauty’s 
n flowerthe lady bade thee take away the 
fool; therefore, I say again, take her away. 

Oh. Sir, I hade them take away you. 

C'/o. Misprison in the highest degree I—Lady, 
Cunulns non Jacit monachum ; that’s as much 
as to say, I wear not motly in my brain. Good 
inadonn.', give me leave to prove you a fool. 

Oli. Can you do it! 

do. Dexterously, good madonna. 

Oh. Make your proof. 
do. I must catechize you for it, madonna ; 
Good my mouse of virtue, answer me. 

Oli. Well, Sit, for want of other idleness, I’ll 
abide your proof. 

Clo. Good madonna, why moum'st thou f 
Oli. Good tool, for my brother’s death. 

Clo. I think, his soul is m hell, madonna. 

Oli. I know his soul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo. The more tool you, madonna, to mourn 
for >our brother’s soul being in heaven.—Take 
away the fool, gentlemen. 

Oli. Wbat think you of this fool, Malvolio ? 
doth he not mend T 

Mai. Yes: and shall do, till the pangs of 
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death shake him: Infirmity, that decays the 
wise, doth ever make the bettei tool. 

Clo. God send you, Sir, a speedv infirmity, 
for the better increasing your lolly I Sir Toby 
will be sworn, that l am no fox; but he will 
not pass his word for two pence that you are 
no fool. 

Oil. How say you to that, Malvolio? 

Mat. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in 
such a barren rascal; I saw him put down the 
other day with an ordinary fool, that has no 
more brain than a stone. Look you now, he’s 
out of his guard already ; unless you laugh and 
minister occasion to him, he is gagged. 1 pro¬ 
test, 1 take these wise men, that crow so at these 
set Kind of fools, no better than the foolB* 
zanies.* 

Oh. O you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, 
and taste with a distempered appetite. To be 
geneious, guiltless, and of tree disposition, is 
to take those things for bird-bolts, t that you 
deem cannon-bullets : There is no slander in 
ail allowed fool, though he do nothing but rail; 
nor no railing in a known discreet man, though 
lie do nothiDg but reprove. 

Clo. Now Mercury endue thee with leasing, X 
for thou speakest well of tools. 

Re-enter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a you up 
gentleman, much desires to speak .■ ltb you. 

Oli. From the count Orsmo, is it ? 

Mar. 1 know not, madam; ’us a fair young 
man, and well attended. 

Oh. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

Oh. Fetch him off, 1 pi ay you; he speaks 
nothing but madman : Fye on hnn 1 [Exit 

Maria.] Go you, Malvolio ; if it be a suit from 
the count, 1 am sick, or not at home, what you 
will, to dismiss it. [Ent Malvolio.] Now 
you see, Su, how your tooling grows old, and 
people dislike it. 

Clo. Thou hast spoke for u«, madonna, as if 
thy eldest son should be a tool: whose skull 
Jove cram with brains, lor here he couies, one 
of tby kin, has a most weak pia mater. j 

Enter Sir ToBr Balch. 

Oli. By mine honour, half drunk.—Wbat is he 
at the cate, cousin ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman ? What gentleman ? 

Sir To. ’Tis a gentleman here—A plague o’ 
these pickle herrings !—How now, sot? 

Clo . Good Sir Toby,- 

Oli. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so 
early by this lethargy ? 

Sir To. Lechery I 1 defy lechery : There’s one 
at the gate. 

Oli. Ay, marry ; what is he? 

Sir To. Let nun be the devil, an he will, | 
care uot; give me faith, say I. Well, it’s all 
one. [£rtf. 

Oli. What’s a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a drown’d man, a fool, and a mad¬ 
man : one draught above beat makes him a 
foot; the second mads him ; and a thud drown* 
him. 

Oli. Go thou and seek the coroner, and let 
him sit o’ my coz; for he’s in the third degree 
of drink, he’s drown'd : go look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad, yet madonna; and the 
fool shall look to the madman. [Exit Clown. 

Re-enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Madam, yond' young fellow swears he 
will speak with you. I told him you were sick ; 
lie takes on him to understand so much, and 
therefore conies to speak with you: 1 told him 


OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


* Short and spare. 

t Points wars hooks which fastened the hose or 
hrsschti t Italian, mistress, dame. 


? 


• Fools* baubles. 

Short arrows. t Lying. 

| Tfcr cover of the brain. 
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you were asleep ; he seems to have a fore-know¬ 
ledge of that too, and therefore comes to speak 
with von. What is to be said to him, lady i 
he’s fortified against any denial. 

Oh. Tell Inin he shall not speak with me. 

Mat. He has beeu told so; and lie says, he'll 
stand at your door like a sheriff's post, and be 
the supporter of a bench, but he'll speak with 
you. 

Oil. What kind of man is be? 

Mat. Why, uf man kind. 

OIL What manner of man ? 

Mai. Of very ill manner; he'll speak with 
you, will you or no. 

OIL Of what personage and years is be ? 

Mat. Not yet old enough tor a man, nor young 
enough for a bov ; as a squash is before *trs a 
pease-cod, or a codling when 'Us almost ail apple : 
'us with bun e'en standing water, between boy 
and man. He is very well-favoured, and he 
speaks very shrewishly; one would think, bis 
mother's nulk were scarce out of him. 

, Oli. Let him approach: Call in my gentle¬ 
woman. 

Mat. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit. 

Re-enter Maria. 

Oii. Give me my veil; come, throw it o’er 
ni) face ; 

We'll once more hear Orsino's embassy. 


deliver, when the courtesy of it is so fcaifuL 
Speak your office. 

Viu. It alone concerns your car. 1 bring no 
overture of war, no taxation of homage ; 1 hold 
I the olive m my hand : my words are as full of 
. peace as matter. 

; Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are yon ? 

1 what would you f 

Vio . The rudeness, that hath appeal’d in me. 
have I learn’d from my entertainment. \\ hat 1 
am, and what I would, are as secret as maiden¬ 
head; to your ears, divinity ; to any other's, pio- 
fanation. 

[ Oli. Give us the place alone: we will hear 
this divinity. [Exit Maria.] Now, Sir, what is 
! >onr text ? 

Vio. Most sweet lady,- 

Oli . A comfortable doctrine, and much inay 
be said of It. Wbeie lies your text? 

Vio. In Oisino's liosoin. 

Oli. In his bosom! In what chapter of his 
bosom ? 

V io. To answer by the method, in the first of 
hi> heart. 

Oli. Oh ! I have read it; it is heresy. Have 
yon no more to say ? 

Vio. Good madam, let me see >our face. 

Oli. Have you any commission trom your 
lord to negotiate with my face ? you are now 
oi.t ol your text; but we will draw the cuiuin, 
and show you the picture. Look you, Sn, such 


Enter Viola. 

v io. The honourable lady of the bouse, which 
is she? 


a one as 1 was this piesent: * Is’t not well done ? 

[I'll Veil I tig. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did ail. 

Oli. 'Tis in grain. Sir; 'twill eiuliue wind 


Oii. Speak to me, 1 shall answer for her. 
Your will i 

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable 
beauty,—l pray you, tell me, if this be the lady 
of the house, for i never saw her: I would be 
loath to cast away m> speech ; for, besides that 
it is excellently well penti’d, 1 have taken great 
pains to con it. Good beauties, let me sustaiu 
no scorn; 1 am very compUble, * even to the 
least sinister usage. 

Oli. Whence came you. Sir? 

Vio. I can say little more than I have studied, 
aud that question’s out of my part. Good gentle 
one, give me modest assurance, if you be the 
lady of the house, that 1 may proceed in my 
speech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian ? 

Vio. No, my profound heart: and yet, by tbe 
very tangs of malice, 1 swear, I am uot that 1 
pljy. Aie you the lady of the house ? 

Oli. If I do uot usurp myself, 1 am. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are she, yon do 
usurp yourself; for what is your’s to bestow, is 
not vour's to leserve. But.this is from inycom- 
missiou: 1 will on with my &peecb m your 
praise, and then show you the heart of my 
message. 

Oli. Come to what is important in’t: I forgive 
you the praise. 

Vio. Alas, 1 took great pains to study it, aud 
*tis poetical. 

Oli. it is the more likely to be feigned ; I 
pray you, keep it in. I heard, you were saucy 
at my gates; and allowed your approach, rather 
to wonder at you than to bear you. If you be 
not mad, be gone; if you have reason, be biief; 
'ns not that time of moou with me, to make 
one in so skipping a dialogue. 

Mar. Will you hoist sail. Sir? here lies your 
way. 

Vio. No, good swabber: I am to hull here a 
little longer.—Some mollification tor your giant,t 
sweet lady. 

Oil . Tell me your mind. 

Vio . l am a messenger. 

Oli. Sore, you have some hideous matter to 

* Accountable. 

+ It Bmirnri from several parte of this play that the 
•nffiaaf actress ol Mans was very short.' 


and weather. 

Vio. 'Tis beauty truly blent, f whose red and 
white 

Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the ciuel'&t she alive. 

If you will lead these graces to the giavc, 

And leave the world no copy. 

Oh. O Sir, I will not be so hard-hearted ; I 
will give out divers schedules ot lm beauty; 
It shall he inventoried ; and every paiticle, and 
utensil, labelled to my will: as, item, two lips 
indifferent red ; item, two grey eyes, with lids to 
them; item , one neck, one chin, and so fostli. 
Weie you sent hither to 'praise me ? 

Vio . I see you what you are: you are to® 
proud ; 

But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you ; Oh I such love 
Could be but recompens'd though you were 
crown’d 

The nonpareil of beauty ! 

Oh. How does he love me ? 

Vio. With adoratious, wuh fertile tears. 

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of 
fire. 

Oli. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot 
love him : 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble. 

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 
iu voices well divulg'd, | tree, leani’d, aud va¬ 
liant. 

And, in dimension, and tbe shape of nature, 

A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him ; 
He might have took his answer lung ago. 

Vio. If 1 did love you in my master's (lame. 
With such a suffering, such a deadly life, 

In your denial I would find no sense, 

1 would not understand it. 

Oh. Why, what would yon? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate. 
And call upon my soul within the house ; 

Write loyal cantons $ of contemned love, 

And sing them loud even in the dead of nignt; 
Holla your name to the revci berate R hills. 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia i Oh 1 you should not rest 

* Presents. ♦ Blended, mixed togethe* 

t Well spoken of by tbe world. 

S Cantos, verses. ' | Echoing. 




Scene I. OR, WHAT 

Between the elements of air and earth/ 

But you should pity me. 

(Jli. You might do much: \Vhat is your 
parentage 1 

Vto. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well: 
I am a gentleman. 

Oil. Get you to your lord ; 

1 cannot love hmi: let him send no more; 
Unless, perchance, you come to me again. 

To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well : 

I thank you for your pams : speud this for 
rne. 

Vio. 1 ain no fee’d post, • lady ; keep your 
purse ; 

My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 

Love make hu heart of Amt, that you shall 
love; 

And let your fervour, like my master's, be 
Plac’d in contempt 1 Farewell, fair cruelty. 

[Exit. 

Oli. What is your parentage? 

Above my fortune , yet my state U well: 

I am a gentleman. -I'll be sworn thou art; 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and 
spirit, 

Do give thee five-fold blazon :f—Not too fast 
soft I soft I 

Unless the master were the man.—How now t 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague? 
Methmks, I feel this youth’s perfections. 

With an invisible and subtle stealth. 

To creep iu at mine eyes. Well, let it be.— 
What, ho, Malvolio!— 

Re-enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Here, madam, at your service. 

Oh. Hun after that same peevish messenger. 
The county's J man: he left this ring behind 
him. 

Would 1, or not; tell him, 1*11 none of it. 

Desire him not to flatter with his lord. 

Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for 
him: 

If tnat the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
]’il give him reasons for’t. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mai. Madam, I will. [Exit. 

Oli. 1 do 1 know not what; and fear to flud 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate, show thy force: Ourselves we do not 
owe; > 

What is decreed, must be; and be this so I 

[Exit. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.—The Sea-coast. 

Enter Antonio and Sebastian. 

Ant. Will you stay no longer? nor will you 
not that I go with you ? 

Seb. By your patience, no: my stars shine 
darkly over me; the malignancy of my fate 
might, perhaps, distemper your’s ; therefore I 
shall crave of you your leave, that 1 may bear 
my evils alone : It were a bad recompense for 
your love to lay auy of them on you. 

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you 
are bound. 

Seb. No, 'sooth, Sir; my determinate voyage 
is mere extravagancy. But I perceive in you so 
excellent a touch of modesty, that you will not 
extort fiom me what I am willing to keep in; 
therefore it charges me in manners the rather to 
express || myself. You must knew of 'me then, 
Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which I called 
Rodongo; My father was that Sebastian, of 
Messalme, whom 1 know you have heard of: he 
left behind him, myself and a sister, both born 
In ail hour. If the heaveus had been pleased, 

• Meaienirtr. t Proclamation efgmHfthy. 

X Count. frOwa, pwwi 

| RcvemL > 
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'would we had so ended I hut, you, Sir, altered 
tliat, for, some hour hefoie > on took me from 
the breach of the sea, was my sister drowued. 
Ant. Alas, the day I 

Seb. A lady. Sir, though it was said she much 
resembled me, was yet of many accounted 
beautiful: but, though I could not, with such 
estimable wonder, overfar believe that, yet thin, 
far 1 will boldly publish her, she bore a mind 
that envy could not but rail fair: she isdrouued 
already, Sir, with salt water, though 1 seem to 
drown her remembrauce again with more. 

Ant. Pardon me Sir, your bad entuumment. 
Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your Dou¬ 
ble. 

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, 
let me be your servant. 

Seb. if you will not undo what you have done, 
that is, kill linn whom you have recovered, de¬ 
sire it not. Fare }e well at once : my bosom is 
full of kindness; and I am yet so near the 
manners of my mother, that upon the least oc¬ 
casion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me. K 
am hound to the count Orsiuo's couit: farewell. 

[Exit. 

Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with 
thee 1 

I have many enemies m Orsino’s court. 

Else would I very shortly see thee there : 

But come wliat may, l do adore thee so, 

That danger shall seem sport, and 1 will go. 

{Exit. 

SCENE II.—A Street. 

Enter Viola ; Malvolio foltonivg. 

Mai. Were not you even now with the count¬ 
ess Olivia ? 

Vto. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace K 
have since arrived but hither. 

Mai. She leturns this ring to von. Sir; you 
might have saved me my pams, to have taken it 
away yourself. She adds moreover, that you 
should put your loid into a desperate assuiance 
she will none of him : And one thing mote ; that 
you be ii"ver so hardy to come again m his 
affairs, unless it be to report your loid’s taking 
of this. Receive it so. 

Vto. She took the ring of me ; I’ll none of it. 
Mai. Come, Sir, you peevishly tlnew it to 
her; and her will is, it should be so returned : 
if it be worth stooping for, there it lies in your 
eye ; if not, be it his that finds it. {Exit. 

Vic. I left no ring with her: What meaua 
this lady? 

Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm'd 
her 1 

She made good view of me ; indeed, so much. 
That, sure, methought, her eyes had lost her 
tongue, 

For she did speak in starts distractedly. 

She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passioa 
Invites me in tins churlish messenger. 

None of my lord’s ring ! why, he 6ent her none. 

I am the man:—If it be so, (as *tis,) 

Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, 1 see thou ait a wickedness, 

Wherein the pregnant* enemy does much. 

How easy is it, tor the proper-false t 
In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms! 

Alas I our frailty is the cause not we; 

For, such as we are made of, such we be. 

How will this fudge 1 J My master loves hex 
deal ly; 

And I, poor monster, fond is much on him ; 

And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me : 

\\ hat will become of this 1 As 1 am man, 

My state is desperate for my master’s love; 

As 1 am woman, now alas the day I 

What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O time, thou must untangle this, not I; 

It is too bard a kuot for me to untie. [/Ziff. 

• Dexterous, ready Bead, 
t Fair decaiver. 1 Suit. 
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SCENE III.—A Room in Olivia’s House. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, and Sir Andrew 
Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be 
a-bed after midnight, is to be up betimes; and 
diiuculo surgere , thou know’st,- 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but 
i know, to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To. A false conclusion ; I hate it as an 
unfilled can : To be up alter midnight, and to 
co to lied then, is eaily ; so that, to go to bed 
after midnight, is to go to bed betimes. Do uot 
our lives consist of the four elements 7 

Sir And. ’Faith, so they say ; but, I think, it 
rather consists of eating and diinking. 

Sir To. Thou art a scholar; let us therefore 

eat and drink.—Marian, I say I-a stoop of 

wine I 

Enter Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, J’ faith. 

Cto, How now, any hearts 7 Did you never sec 
the picture of we three 7 * 

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a 
catch. 

Sir And . By my troth, the fool has an excel¬ 
lent breast, f I had rather than forty shillings 
I had such a leg; and so sweet a breath to 
sing, as the fool has. In sooth, thou wast iu 
very gracious fooling last night, when thou 
spokest of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians pass 
ing the equinoctial of Queubus ; 'twas very good, 
V faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy lemaii: ; 
Hadst it 7 

Cto. 1 did impeticos thy gratillity ; $ for Mal- 
yoIig’s nose is no whipstock: My lady has a 
white baud, and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale 
bouses. 

Sir-And. Excellent; Why, this is the best 
fooling, when all is done. Now, a song. 

Sir To. Come on; there is sixpence for you : 
let’s have a song. 

Sir And. There’s a testril of me too: if one 
knight give a- 

Cto. Would you have a love-song, or a song of 
good life 7 

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song. 

Sir And. Ay, ay; 1 care not for good life. 

Soho. 

Cto. O mistress mine, where are you roaming f 

O stay and hear ; your true love's com¬ 
ing, 

That can sing loth high and tows 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting ; 

Journeys end in loters * meeting. 

Every wise man's son doth Know • 

Sir And. Excellent good, 1* faith I 

Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo • What is lover 'Us not hereafter; 

Present mirth hath present laughter ; 
What's to come, is still unsure : 

In delay there lies no plenty ; 

Then come kiss me sweet-and-twenty, 
Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as 1 am true 
knight. 

Sir To. A contageous breath. 

Sir And. Very sweet and contasieoiis, i’ faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in 
contagion. But shall we make the welkin dance || 
indeed f Shall we rouse the uigbt-owl in a catch, 
that will draw three souls ? out of one weaver T 
shall we do that t 

Sir And, An you love me, let’s do’t: 1 am 
dog at a catch. 

• Loggerheads be. ' t Voice. 

t Miitnu ) I did Impetticoat thvyratuity. 

1 Drink till the tky turus round. 

T The peripatetic philosophy gave to each man three 
euuJe j the vegetative or plathc, the anustal, and the 
rational. 


Clo. By’r lady, Sir, and some dogs will catch 
well. 

Sir And. Most cei tain : let our catch be. Thou 
knate. 

Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight? I 
shall be constrain’d in’t to call thee knave, 
knight. 

Sir And. *Tls not the first time l have con¬ 
strain’d one to call me knave. Begin, fool; it 
begins. Hold thy peace. 

Clo. I shall never begin, If I hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, i’ faith I Come, begin. 

[They sing a catch. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a catteiwauling do you keep here! 
If my lady have not called up her steward, Mal- 
\olio, and bid him turn you out of doors, never 
trust me. 

Sir To. My lady’s a Cataian, • we are politi¬ 
cians : Malvolio’s a Peg-a-Kumscy, + and Three 
merry men ne be. Am not 1 consanguineous T 
am 1 not of her blood 7 Tilly-xalley, J lady] 
There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady ! 

[ Singing . 

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight’s in admit able 
fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough, if he be 
disposed, and so do I too ; he docs it with a 
belter grace, but 1 do it more natural. 

Sir To. O the tueljth day of December ,— 

[Singing. 

Mar. For the love of God, peace. 

Enter Maltolio. 

Mai. My masters, are you mad 7 or wbat are 
you 1 Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, 
but to gabble like tinkers at this time of night f 
Do ye make an alehouse of my lady’s house, that 
ye squeak out your coziers*$ catches without 
any mitigation or remorse of voice 7 Is there no 
respect ot place, persons, nor time, in you 7 

Sir To. We did keep time. Sir, in our catches. 
Sueck up 11| 

Mai. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. 
My lady bade me tell you, that, though she har¬ 
bours you as her kinsman, bhe’s nothing allied 
to your disorders. If you can sepaiale your¬ 
self and your misdemeanors, you are welcome to 
the house; if not, an it would please you to 
take leave ol her, she is very willing to bid you 
farewell. 

Sir To. Farewell, dear heart, since / must 
needs be gone . 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes do show his days are almost 
done. 

Mat. Is’t even so f 

Sir To. But I will never die . 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mai. This is much credit to you. 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go T [Singing. 

Clo. What an if you. do t 

Sir To. Shall I hid him go, and spare not T 

Clo. O no, no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o’time? Sir, ye lie.—Art any more 
than a steward t Dost thou think, because thou 
art virtuous, there shall be no more cakes and 
alet 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger shall be 
hot i’tbe mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou’rt i’the right.—Go, Sir, rub 
your chain % with crums:—A stoop of wine, 
Maria 1 

Mai. Mistress Mary, If you prized my lady’s 
favour at any thing uioic than coutcmpt, you 
would not give means for this uncivil rule ; •• she 
shall know of it, by this band. [Exit* 

Mar. Go shake your ears. 

Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink 

• Romancer. f Name of an old tong. 

X Equivalent to/fly/ally, thilly thaliy. 

| Cottiers. | Hang yourself. 

1 Stewards anciently wore a chain. 

•• Method of tita. 



Scene IV. OR, WHAT 

when a man’s a hungry, to challenge him to the 
field; and then to break promise with him, and 
make a fool of liim. 

Sir To. Do’t, knight; 1*11 write thee a chal¬ 
lenge ; or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by 
word of mouth. 

Mar. Siveet Sir Toby, be patient for to night; 
since the youth of the count's was to-day with 
my lady, she is much out of quiet. For mon¬ 
sieur Malvolio, let me alone with him ; if I do 
not cull him into a nay-word,* and make him 
a common recreation, do not think l have wit 
euougli to lie straight in my bed : 1 know, 1 can 
do it. 

Sir To. Possess us, r possess us; tell us some¬ 
thing of him. 

Alar. AJairy, Sir, sometimes he is a kind of 
Puritan. 

Sir And. Oh 1 if I thought that. I’d beat bun 
like a dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan 7 thy ex¬ 
quisite reason, dear knight? 

Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for’t, but 
I have reason good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any¬ 
thing constantly but a time pleaser; an atfec- 
tioned J ass, that cons slate without book, and 
utters it by great swartlis : § the best peisuaded 
of himself, so crammed as he thinks with ex¬ 
cellences, that it is bis ground of faith, that 
all, that look ^n him, love him ; and on that 
vice m him will my revenge find notable cause 
to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscuie 
epistles of love; wherein, by the colour of his 
beard, the shape of his leg, the manner of his 
gait, llie expressure of his eye, forehead, and 
complexion, be shall find himself most feelingly 
personated : I can write very like my lady your 
niece; on a forgotten matter we can haidiymake 
distinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent! 1 smell a device. 

Sir And. I have’t in my nose too. 

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that thou 
wilt drop, that they come from my niece, and 
that she is in love with him. 

Mur. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that 
colour. 

Sir And. And your horse now would make him 
an ass. 

Mar . Ass, I doubt not. 

Sir And. Oh I ’twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know, my 
physic will work with him. I will plant you two, 
and let the fool make a third, where he shall find 
the letter ; observe his construction of it. For 
this night, to bed, and dream on tbe event. 
Farewell. [£aif. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. |1 

Sir And. Before me, she’s a good wench. 

Sir To. She’s a beagle, true-bicd, and one 
that adores me ; What o’ that ? 

Sir And. 1 was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let’s to bed, kulght.—Thou hadst need 
send for more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am 
a foul way out. 

Sir To. Send for money, knight; if thou hast 
her not i’ the end, call me Cut. II 

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take it 
how you will. 

Sir To. Come, come ; I’ll go burn some sack, 
’tis too late to go to bed now; come, knight; 
come, knight. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — A Room in the Duke’s Palace. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Puke. Give me some musicNow, good 
monow, friends 

* Bye-word. * Inform u«. t Affected, 

t The row of gran left by a mower. 

| Amazon. 1 Horae. 
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Now, good Ccsario, but that piece of song, 

That old and antique song we heard last night; 
Metiiouglit, it did relieve my p/.ssion much ; 

More than light airs and recollected terms, 

Ol these most brisk and giddy-paced times — 
Come, but one verse. 

Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship, 
that should sing it. 

Puke. Who was it? 

Cur . Festo, tbe jester, my lord; a fool, that 
the lady Olivia’s father took much delight m : be 
is about tbe house. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play tbe tunc the 
while. [Ei it Curio.— Music. 

Come hithei, boy; If ever thou shalt love. 

In the sweet pangs of it, remember me : 

For, such as 1 am, all true lovers are; 

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else. 

Save in tbe constant image of the creature 
That is belov’d.—How dost thou like this tuiief 
Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat 
Wlinc Love is thron'd. 

Duke. Thou dost 6peak masterly; 

My life upon’t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath «tay’d upon some favour* that it loves; 
Hath it not, boy 7 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Puke. What kind of woman is’t? 

Vio. Of your complexion. 

Puke. She is not worth thee then. What 
years, i’fditli ? 

Pto. About your years, my lord. 

Duke, loo old, by heaven; Let still the wo¬ 
man take * 

An elder than herself; so wears she to him, 

So sways she level m her husband’s heart. 

For, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 

Our fancies aie more giddy and unfirm. 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 
Than women’s are. 

Vio. I Hunk it well, my lord. 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than 
thyself. 

Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: 

For women are as roses ; whose fair flower. 
Being once display’d, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio. And so they are: alas, that they are so; 
To die, even when they to perfection grow I 

Re-enter Curio, and Clown. 

Puke . O fellow, come, the song we had last 
night:— 

Mark it, Cesario; it is old and plain ; 

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun, 

Aud the free maids, that weave their thread wit!k 
bones, t 

Do use to chaiint it; it is silly sooth,? 

And dallies with the innocence of love. 

Like tbe old age. $ 

CIo. Are you ready, Sir ? 

Duke . Ay; pr’ythee, sing. [Music. 

Song. 

Clo . Come away , come away , death, 

And in sad cypress let me be laid, 

Fly array,Jiy away, breath; 

I am slain by a fair cruel maid • 

My shroud of white , stuck all with yetc, 

O prepare it; 

My part of death no one so true 
Did share it. 

Not a flower , not a flower sweet. 

On my black coffin let there be strown ; 

Not a friend , not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be 
thrown : 

A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, O where 

Sad true lover ne'er find my grave. 

To weep there• 

Duke. There’s for thy pains. 

" Countenance. ♦ Lace rat* era. 

| J Simple truth. | Times of simplicity. 
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Clo. No pains, Sir ; I take pleasure in tiog- 

inz, S r. 

'Duke. HI pay thy pleasure theu. 

Clo. Tiul), Sir, and pleasure will be paid, 
one time or another. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee ; 
and the tailor make tby doublet of changeable 
taft'ata, for thy mind is a very opal. *—1 would 
have men of such constancy pat to sea, that their 
business might be every thing, and theii intent 
ever) where ; for that's it, that always* makes a 
good voyage of nothing.—Farewell. 

[Exit Clown. 

Duke. Let all the rest give place.- 

[Exeunt Curio and Attendants. 
Once more, Cesario, 

Get thee to yon' same sovereign cruelty: 

Tell her my love, more noble than the world. 
Prizes not quantity of ditty lands; 

The parts that fortune hath bestow'd upon her. 

Tell her, 1 hold as giddily as loitune; 

But 'tis that miracle, and queen oi gems. 

That uature prauks t her m, attracts my soul. 

Vio. But, if she cannot love you, Su ? 

Duke. I cannot he so answer’d. 

Vio. 'Sooth, hut you inu»t. 

Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pane of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her; 

You tell her so ; Must she uottueu be answei'd ? 

Duke. There is no woman’s sides, 

Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart: no woman’s heart 
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention. 

Alas I their love may be call’d appetite,— 

No motion of the liver, but the palate,— 

That suffer surfeit, clovment, ami revolt; 

But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 

And can digest as much : make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me. 

And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio. Ay, hut 1 Know,— 

Duke. What dost thou know f 
Vio. Too well what love women to men may 
owe: 

In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 

My father had a daughter lov’d a man. 

As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
i should your lordship. 

Duke. And what’s her history? 

Vio. A blank, my lord ; She never told her 
love, 

But let concealment, like a worm i'the hud, 

Feed on her dauiask cheek : she pin’d in thought, 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 

She sat like Patience on a monument. 

Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 

W e inen may say more, swear more : but, in¬ 
deed, 

Our shows are more than will; for still we 
prove 

Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my 
boy t 

Vio. 1 am all the daughters of my father's 
house, [not:— 

And all the brothers tooand yet 1 know 
Sir, shall I to this ladyt 
Duke. Ay, that's the theme. 

To her in haste; give her this jewel; say, 

My love can give uo place, hide no deuay. J 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE r.—O livia's Garden* 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Ague- | 
cheek, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I’ll come; if 1 lose a scruple of 
this sport, let me be boiled to geath with me¬ 
lancholy. 

• A predoua >ton* *f %\\ colours. t P»Ae 

t Ueaiol. 


Act II. 

Sir To. Would'st thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some no¬ 
table shame t 

Fab. i would exult, man: yon know, he 
brought me out of favour with my lad), about a 
bear-baitiug here. 

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear 
again ; and we will fool him black and blue :— 
Shall we not. Sir Andrew t 
Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain :—How 
now, my nettle of Iudia ? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree: 
Malvolio’s coming down this walk ; he has been 
yonder i'the sun, practising behaviour to his own 
shadow this half hour: observe him, for the 
love of mockery; for I know this letter mil make 
a contemplative ideot of him. Close, m the 
name of jesting 1 [7Yie men hide themselves .] 
Lie thou there; [throws down a letter .1 lor 
here coine6 the treat that most be caught with 
tickling. [Exit Maria. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. 'Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Maria 
once told me, she did affect me : and 1 have 
heard heiself come thus near, that, should she 
fancy, * it should be one or ray complexion. 
Besides, she uses me with a more exalted respect 
than any one else that follows her. What should 
1 think on't 1 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue * 

/Vi6. O peace I Contemplation makes a rare 
turkey-cock of him ; bow he jets t under his 
advanced plumes 1 

Sir And. 'Slight, I could so beat the rogue 
Sir To. Peace, I say. 

Mai. To be Count Malvolio;— 

Sir To. Ah 1 rogue 1 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol bim. 

Sir To. Peace, prace 1 

Mai . There is example for’t; the lady of the 
6trachy marned the yeoman of the waidiobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel 1 
Fab. O peace 1 now he’s deeply in ; look, how 
imagination blows* him. 

Mai. Having been three months married to 
her, sitting iu my state, $— 

Sir To. Oh I for a stone-bow, to hit bun in 
the e)e. 

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my 
branched velvet gown : having come from a day- 
bed, |J where i left Olivia sleeping: 

Sir To. Fire and brimstone t 
Fab. O peace, peace 1 

Mai. And theu to have the humour of state : 
and after a demure travel of regaid,—telling 
them, I know my place, as I would they should 
Uo their’s,—to ask for my kinsman Toby: 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles 1 
Fab. O peace, peace, peace I now, now. 
flful. Seven of my people, with an obedient 
start, make out for bim : I frown the while; 
and, perchance, wind up my watch, or play 
with some rich jewel. Toby approaches; 
court'sics there to me : 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from ns 
with ears, yet peace. 

Mai. I extend my hand to him thus, quench¬ 
ing my familiar smile with an austere regard of 
control: 

Sir 71s. And does not Toby take you a blow 
o'tbe lips then f 

Mai. Saying, Cousin Toby, my fortunes hav - 
ing cast me on your niece, give me this pre¬ 
rogative of speech :— 

Sir 7b. What, whatt 

Mai. You must amend your drunkenness . 
Sir To. Out, scab I 

* Lot*. ? Strut*. , 

I Puffs bim up. I Stuw chair. 

| Couch. 
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Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews 
of our plot. 

Mai. Besides, you waste the treasure 0 / 
your time with a Joolish knights 
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 

Mai. One Sir Andrew: 

Sir And. I knew, 'twas I; for many do call 
me fool. 

Mai. What employment have we here ? 

[Taking up the letter . 
Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. O peace I and the spirit of humours 
intimate read in" aloud to him I 

Mai. By my life, ;hat is my lady's hand: 
these he her very < 7 's, her IT s, and her T*s j 
ami thus makes she hei great P’ s. It is, in 
contempt ot question, her b<tnd. 

Sir And. Her C’s, her C/'s, and her Ts : 
tthv that? 

Mat. [Brads.] To the unknoum beloved , 
this, and my good ivishes : her veiy phrases 1— 
By vour leave, wax.—Soft l—and the impressure 
her Luciece, with which she uses to seal: 'tis 
my lady : To whom should this he ? 

Fab. 1 lus wins him, liver and all. 

Mai. [Beads.] Jove knows, / love: 

But uhot 
JAps do not move , 

No man must know* 

No man must know. —What follows ? the mim- 
<>eis altered I— No man must know: —If this 
jlinuUI he thee, Malvoho ? 

Sir To. Mairy, hang thee, brock 1 * 

Mai. I may command vhere I adore: 

But silence , like a Lucrece knije , 

With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore : 

M, O, A, 1 , doth sway my life. 

Fab. A fustian riddle I 

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I. 

Mai. M,o, A, I. doth sway my life. —Nay, 
but fust, let me see,—let me see,—let me see. 

Fab. What a dish of poisou has she dressed 
111 111 ! 

Sir To. And with what wiug the stannyelt 
checks t at it 1 

Mai. 1 may command where 1 adore. Why, 
she may command me : I Berve her, she is my 
ladv. W hy, this is evident to any formal capacity. 

I hcie is no obstruction 111 this ;—And the end,— 
W ha* should that alphabetical position portend ? 
If 1 could make that resemble something 111 me, 
-Softly!—A#, O t A,I.— 

Sir To. O ayl make up that:—he iB now at a 
cold ‘'rent. 

Fab. Sowtcr§ will cty npont, for all this, 
thou Ji it he as rank as a fox. 

i \d. M ,—Malvolio Af,—why, that begins 

tn> ii.mie. 

Fab. Did not I say, he would work it out? 
the cur is excellent at faults. 

Mai. A/,—But then there is no consonaney 
in the sequel; that suffers under probation: A 
should ioIIow, but O does. 

Fab. And O shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make him 
cry O. 

Mai. And then 7 comes behind ; 

Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind yon, you 
might see more detraction at your heels, than I 
fortunes before you. , 

Mai. M, O, A, I This simulation is not as 1 
the former-and yet, to crush this a little, it 
would bow to me, ior every one of these letters 
are in ujy name. Soft; here follows prose.— 
Jf this fall into thy hand, revolve . In my 
stars J am above thee ; but be not afraid of 
greatness: Some are born great, some achieve 
greatness, and some have greatness thrust 
upon them. Thy fates open their hands ; let 
thy blood and spirit embrace them. And, to 
t nure thyself to what thou art like to be, cast 


thy humble slough, • and appear fresh. Be 
opposite with a kinsman , surly with servants : 
let thy tongue tang arguments of state; put 
thyself into the trick of singularity: She 
thus advises thee , that .sighs for thee. Re¬ 
member who commended thy yellow stockings ? 
and wished to see thee ever cross-gartered : / 
say , remember. Go to ; thou art made, if 
thou desirest to be so ; if not, let me see thee 
a steward still, the fellow of servants , and 
not worthy to touch fortune's fingers. Fare¬ 
well . She that would alter services with 
thee. The fortunate-unhappy. 

Day-light and champian t discovers not more: 
this is open. 1 will be proud, I will read po¬ 
litic authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, 1 will wash 
off gross acquaintance, 1 will be point-device, t 
the very man. I do not now fool mjself, to let 
imagination jade me; for every reason excites 
to this, that my lady loves me. Sbe did com¬ 
mend my yellow stockings of late, sbe did praise 
my leg being cross-gartered ;• and in this she 
manifests herself to my love, and, with a kind 
of injunction, drives me to these balHts of her 
liking. 1 thank my stars, I am happy. I will 
he strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and cross- 
gartered, even with the swiftness of putting on. 
Jove and my stars be praised l—Here is yet a 
postscript. Thou const not choose but know 
who / am. 1J thou entertainest my love, let 
it appear in . thy smiling; thy smiles be¬ 
come thee well: therefore in my presence 
still smile, dear my sweet , I pr'ythee. Jove, 
I thank tbee.—I will smile; I will do every 
thing that thou wilt have me. [Exit. 

Fab. l will not e>ve my part of this sport for 
a pension of thousands to be paid from the 
Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this de¬ 
vice. 

* Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask uo other dowry with her, 
but such another jest. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 

. Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o' my ucckt 

Sir And. Or o' iniue either ? 

Sir 'To. Shall I play myfieedora at tray-trip,^ 
and become thy bond-slave ? 

Sir And. f'faitb, or I either. 

Sir To. Why, thou bast put him in such a 
dream, that, when the .image of it leaves him, 
be must run mad. 

Mar. Nay, but say true; does it work upon 
hi in ? 

Sir To. Like aqua-vitae with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the 
spoil, mark his tirst approach before my lady: 
he will come to her in yellow stockings, and 'tis 
a colour 6he abhors; and cross-gartered, a 
fashion she detests; and he will smile upon her, 
which will now be so unsuitable to her disposi¬ 
tion, being addicted to a melancholy as she is, 
that it cannot but turn hitn into a notable con¬ 
tempt : if you will see it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most 
excellent devil of wit I 

Sir And. I'll make one too. [Exeunt. 


ACT IU. 

SCENE /.—Olivia's Garden . 

Enter Viola and Clown with a tabor . 

Vio, Save thee, friend, and thy music : Dost 
thou live by thy tabor t 
Clo. No, Sir, 1- live by the church. 


* Badger. 

♦ Hawk. t Flys at k. 

& Name of a hound. 


* Skin of a snake. 

. t 9P«« et>nmry. t Utmost 

1 A sty'i diversion three mnd trip. 


| Dwells* 
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Vio. Art thou a churchman ! 

Clo. No such matter. Sir; I do live by the 
cburcb : for 1 do live at my house, aud nty house 
doth stand by the church. 

Vio. So thou may'st say, the kin; lies • by a 
beggar, if a beggar dwell near him : or, the 
church stands by the tabor. If thy tabor stand 
L<> the church. 

Clo. You have said, Sir.—To see this age !—• 
A sentence is but a cheveril f glove to a good 
w it; How quickly the wroug side may be 
turned outward! 

Kio. Nav, that’s certain; they, that daily 
nicely with words may quickly make them 
wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore, my sister had had no 
name, Sir. 

Vio . Why, man ! 

Clo. Why, Sir, her name’s a word ; and to 
dally with that word, might make my sister wan¬ 
ton : But, indeed, words are veiy rascals, since 
bonds disgraced them. 

Vio. Thy reason, man ? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without 
words: aud words are grown so false, 1 am 
loath to prove reason with them. 

Vio. 1 warrant thou art a merry fellow', and 
caiest for nothing. 

Clo. Not so, Sir, I do care for something : 
but in my conscience, Sir, I do not care lor 
you : if that be to care for nothing. Sir, 1 would 
it would make you invisible. 

K*u. Ait not thou the lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed, Sir ; the lady Olivia has no 
folly: she will keep no fool. Sir, till she be 
married; and fools are as like husbands, as pil¬ 
chards aie to herrings, the husband’s the bigger; 
1 am, indeed, not her fool, but her corrupter of 
words. 

Vio. I saw thee late at the count Orsinn’s. 

Ctc. Toolery, Sir, does walk about the oib, 
like the sun; it shines eveiy where. 1 would 
be sorry. Sir, but the fool should be as oft with 
your matter, as with my mistress: 1 think, I 
saw your wisdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou pass upon me. I’ll no 
more with thee. Hold, there’s expences for 
thee. 

Clo. Now Jove, In bis next commodity of 
hair, send thee a beard ! 

Vio. By my troth, i'll tell thee I am almost 
sick for one ; though I would not have it grow 
on my chin. Is thy lady within ? 

Clo. Would not a pair of these have bred. 
Sir? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, aud put to 
use. 

Clo. I would play lord Pandarust of Phrygia, 
Sir, to bring a Cressida to this Troilus. 

Vio. 1 understand you, Sir ; *tis well begg’d. 

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great. Sir, 
begging but a beggar; Cressida was a beggar. 
My lady is within. Sir. I Vill construe to them 
whence you come; who you are, and what you 
would, are out of my welkin: I might say, ele¬ 
ment : but the word is over-worn. [Exit. 

Vio. This fellow’s wise enough to play the 
fool ; 

And, to d® that well, craves a kind of wit: 

He must observe their mood on whom he jests. 
The quality of persons, and the time ; 

And, like the haggard, $ check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice. 
As full of labour as a wise man’s art: 

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit; 

But wise-meu, folly-tallen, quite taint their 
wit. 

Enter Sir Toby Bklch and Sir Andrew 
Ague-cheer. 

Sir To. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you. Sir. 


Sir And. Dleu voits garde, monsieur . 

Vio. Et t'ous aussi ; votre sernteur. 

Sir And. 1 hope. Sir, you are; aud I am 
your’s. 

Sir To. Will you encounter the house ? rnv 
niece is desirous you should enter, if voui tiade 
be to her. 

Vio. 1 am bound to your niece, Sii : I mean 
she is the list* of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taste your legs. Sir, put them to mo¬ 
tion. 

Vio. My legs do better understand me, Sti, 
than I understand what you mean by bidding me 
taste my legs. 

Sir To. I mean, to go. Sir, to enter. 

Vio. 1 will answer you with gait aud entrance: 
But we are prevented. 

Enter Olivia and Maria, 

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens 
rain odours on you 1 

Sir And. That youth's a raie courtier! Rain 
odours ! well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to 
your own most pregnant t and voiiclibjfed ear. 

Sir And. Odours, pregnant, aud tout li¬ 
sa Jed .—I’ll get ’em all three ready. 

Oli. Let the gardeu door be shut, and leave 
me to my hearing. 

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and 
Maria. 

Give me your hand. Sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble ser¬ 
vice. 

Oli. What is your name ? 

Vio. Cesario is your servant’s name, fair 
princess. 

Oli. My servant. Sir! 'Twas uever merry 

WO! Id, 

Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment : 

You are servant to the count Orsiuo, youth. 

Vio. And he is your’s, and lus must needs he 
your’s 

Your servant’s servant is your servant, madam. 
Oli. For him, 1 think not on him : foi his 
thoughts, 

’Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with 
me 1 

Vio • Madam, I come to wet your geutle 
thoughts 
On bis behalf:— 

Oli. Oh ! by your leave, I pray you; 

I bade you never speak again of him : 

But, would you undertake another suit, 

1 had rather hear you to solicit that. 

Than music from the spheres. 

Vio . Dear lady,- 

Oli. Give me leave, I beseech you : 1 did 
send, 

After the last enchantment you did here, 

A ring in chase of you; so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you : 

Under your hard construction must 1 sit, 

To force that ou you, in a shameful ciiuuing, 
Which you knew none of youi’s : What might 
you think? 

Have you not set mine honour at the stake, 

And baited it with all tbe unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? To one cf 
your receiving \ 

Enough is shown ; a Cyprus, not n bosom, 

Hides my poor heart: So Jet me hear yoa 
speak. 

Vio. I pity you. 

Oli. That’s a degree to love. 

Vio. No, not a grise; j for 'lis a vulgar proof. 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

Oli. Why, then, melhinks, ’tis time to smile 
again: 

O world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 

If one should be a prey, how much tbe better 
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To fall before the lion, than the wolft 

[Clock strikes. 

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time.— 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you : 
And yet, when wit and youth is come to har¬ 
vest. 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 

There lies your way, due west. 

Vio. Then westward-hoe: 

Grace, and good disposition 'tend your lady¬ 
ship ! 

Yoa’ll nothing, madam, to my lord by me f 
Oli. Stay: 

I pr*ythee, tell me, what thou think'st of me. 
Vio. That you do think, you are not what you 
are. 

Oil. If I think so, 1 think the sain# of you. 
Vio. Then think you right; 1 am not what I 
am. 

Oli. I would, you were as I would have you 
be I 

Vio. Would it be belter, madam, than I am, 
1 wish it might; for now I am your fool. 

Oli. Oh 1 what a deal of scorn .looks beau¬ 
tiful 

In the contempt and anger of bis lip 1 
A murd’rous guilt shows not itself more soon 
Than love that would seem, hid: love's night is 
noon. 

Cesario, by the roses of the spring. 

By maidhood, honour, tmtli, and every thing, 

I love thee so, that maugre • all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 

Do not extoi t thy reasons from this clause. 

For, that 1 woo, thou theiefore hast no cause : 
But rathei, reason thus with reason fetter: 

Love sought is good, but given unsought, is 
better. 

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has; nor ne v cr none 
Shall mistiess be ot it, save I alone. 

And so adieu, good madam ; never more 
ill I my master’s tears to you deplore. 

Oli. Yet come again; for thou, perhaps, 
may'st move 

That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

' [ Ezeunt. 

SCENE II.—A Hoorn In Olivia's House. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Ague 
cheek, and Fabian. 

Sir And. No faith. I'll not stay a jot longer. 
Sir To. Tby leason, dear venom, give thy 
reason. 

Fab. You must needs yield your reason. Sir 
Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more 
favours to the count's serving man, than ever 
she bestowed upon me ; I saw’t i’the orchard. 

Sir To. Did she see thee the while old boy? 
tell me that. 

Sir And. Ab plain as I see you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in 
her toward you. 

Sir And. 'Slight! will you make an ass o’ 
met 

Fab. I will prove illegitimate. Sir, upon the 
oaths of judgment and reason. 

Sir To. And they have been grand jory-men, 
since before Noah was a Bailor. 

Fab. She did show favour to the youth In 
your sight, only to exasperate you, to awake 
jour dormouse valour, to put fire in your heart, 
and brimstone in your liver: You should then 
have accosted her; and with some excellent 
jest, fire-new from the mint, you should have 
banged the youth into dumbness. This was 
looked for at your hand, and this was baulked: 
the double gilt of this opportunity you let time 
wash off, and you are now sailed into the north 
of my lady's opinion ; where you will hang like 

* Id spite of 


an icicle on a Dutchman's heard, unless you do 
redeem it by some laudable attempt, either of 
valour or policy. 

Sir And. And’t be any way, it must be with 
valour; for policy I hate : I had as lief be a 
Brownist, * as a politician. 

Sir To. Why then, build me thy fortunes up¬ 
on the basis of valour. Challenge me the count's 
youth to fight with him; hurt him in eleven 
places; my niece shall take note of it: and 
assure thyself, there is no love-broker in the 
world can more prevail in man's commendation 
with woman, than report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Will either of you bear me a chal¬ 
lenge to him! 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand; he 
curstf and brief; it is no matter how witty, so 
it be eloquent, and full of invention: taunt him 
with the licence of ink : if thou thou’st him some 
thrice, it shall not be amiss ; and as many lies 
as will lie in tby sheet of paper, although the 
sheet were big enough for the bed of Ware x in 
England, set’em down ; go, about it. Let there 
be gali enough in thy Ink; though thou write 
with a goose pen, no mattei : About it. 

Sir And. Where shall I find you 1 

Sir To. We’ll call thee at the cubiculo: $ Go. 

[Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fab. This is a dear manakiu to jcu, Sir 
Toby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad ; some 
two thousand strong, or so. 

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him : 
but you’ll not deliver it. 

Sir To. Never trust me then ; and by all 
meaus stir on the youth to an answer. I think 
oxen and wainropes |) cannot hale them together. 
For Andrew, if he were opeued, and you find so 
much blood in his liver as will clog the foot of 
a flea, I'll eat the rest of the anatomy. 

Fab. And his opposite, the youth, bears in his 
visage no great piesage of cruelty. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Look, where the youngest wren of nine 
comes. 

Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh 
yourselves into stitches, follow me: yon' gull 
Malvolio is turned heatheu, a very renegado; 
for there is no Christian, that means to be saved 
by believing rightly, can ever believe such im¬ 
possible passages of grossness. He’s in yellow 
stockings. 

Sir To. And cross-gartered 1 

Mar. Most villanously; like a pedant that 
keeps a school i'the church —I have dogged him, 
like his murderer: He does obey every poiut of 
the letter that I dropped to betray him. He 
does smile his face into more lines, than are in 
the new map, with the augmentation of the 
Indies : you have not seen such a thing as 'tis : 

I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I 
know my lady will strike him ; if 6he do, he’ll 
smile, and take't for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he 
is. [Exeunt 

SCENE III.—A Street. 

Enter Antonio and Sebastian. 

Seb. I would not, by my will, have troubled 
you ; But, since yon make your pleasure of your 
pains, I will no further chide you. 

Ant. I could not stay behind you ; my de¬ 
sire, 

More sharp than filed steel, did spur me foith ; 
And not all love to see you, (though so much, , 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage,) 

* From Mr. Robert Browne, a famous separatist in 
Queen Elizabeth*! reign. 1 Crabbed, 

l In Hertfordshire, which held forty persons. 

| Chamber. I Waggon ropes. 
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But jealousy what might befali yonr travel, 
Being skilless in these parts; which to a stran¬ 
ger, 

Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and imhospitable: My willing love. 

The rather by these arguments of fear. 

Set forth in your pursuit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio, 

I can no other answer make, but, thanks, 

And thanks, and ever thanks : Often good turns 
Are shuttled off with such uncurrent pay : 

But, were uiy worth, • as is my conscience, firm, 
You should dud better dealing. What’s to dot 
Shall we go see the reliques of this town t 
Ant. To-morrow, Sir; best, first, go see your 
lodging. 

Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night; 

I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 

\\ ith the memorials, and the things of fame. 

That do renowu this city. 

Ant . Would, you’d pardon me ; 

I do not without danger walk thebe streets: 

Once, in a sea-fight, 'gainst the count his ual- 
1 did some service ; of such note, indeed, [lies. 
That, were I ta’eu here, it would scarce be an¬ 
swer’d. 

Seb. Belike, you slew great number of his 
people. 

Ant, The offence is not of such a bloody na¬ 
ture ; 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrel. 

Might well have given us bloody argument. 

It might have since been answer’d in repaying 
What we took from them; which, foi tiafhc’s 
sake, 

Most of our city did: only myself stood out: 

For which, if 1 be lapsed f in tins place, 

I shall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not tit me. Hold, Sir, here's 
my purSe; 

In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 

Is best to lodge : I will bespeak our diet, 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your 
knowledge. 

With viewing of the town; there shall you 
have me. 

Seb. Why I your purse ? 

Ant . Haply, your eyes shall light upon some 
toy 

You have desiie to purchase; and your store, 

1 think, is not for idle markets. Sir. [for 

Seb. I’ll he your purse-bearer, and leave yoa 
An hour. 

A At. To the Elephant.— 

Seb. I do remember. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. —Olivia’s Garden. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

OIL I have sent after him: He says, he’ll 
come; 

How shall I feast him ? what bestow on him ? 
For youth is bought more oft, than begg’d, or 
borrow’d. 

I speak too loud.— 

Where is Malvoho I—he is sad, and civil, t 
Aud suits well for a servant with my for¬ 
tunes ;■*- 

Where is Malvolio? 

Mar. He’s coming, madam ; 

But in strange manner. He is sure possess’d. 
Oli. Why, what’s the matter ? does he rave ? 
Mar. No, madam, 

He does nothing but smile : your ladyship 
Were best have guard about yon, if he come; 
For, sure, the man is tainted in his wits. 

Oil. Go call him hither.—I’m as mad as he. 
If sad and merry madness equal be.— 

Enter Malvolio* 

How now, Malvolio t 

Mai. Sweet lady, ho, ho,[*S«^e/ fantastically t 
•Wealth, f Caogfct* ,t Grave and demure. 


OIL Sinil’st thon t 

I sent for thee upon a sad • occasion. 

Mai. Sad, lady ? I could be sad: This does 
make some obstruction in the blood, this cross- 
gartering ; but what of that, it it please Hie 
eye of one, is it with me as the very true son¬ 
net is : Please one , and please all. 

Oli. Why, how dost thou, man ? what is the 
matter with thee 1 

Mai. Not black in my mind, though yellow- 
in my legs: It did come to his hands, aud com¬ 
mands shall be executed. I thick, we do know 
the sweet Roman hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

Mai. To bed ? ay, sweet heart; and I’ll come 
to thee. 

OIL God comfort thee! Why dost thou smile 
so, and kis9 thy hand so oft? 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ? 

Mai. At your request? Yes; Nightingale;- 
answer daws. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous 
boldness before my lady ? 

Mar. lie not afraid of greatness: —’Tv..t 
well writ. 

Oli. What meanest thou by that, Malvolio l 

Mai . Some are born great,— 

Oh. Ha ? 

Mai. Some achieve greatness , 

Oli. What say'st thou ? 

Mai. And some have greatness thrust upon 
them. 

Oh. Heaven restore thee ! 

Mat. Remember , who commended thy yellow 
sloe kings 

OH. Thy yellow stockings ? 

Mai. And wished to see thee cross-garter: d. 

Oli. Cioss-gaitered ? 

Mai. Go to : thou art made , if thou desirisC 
to be so ;— 

Oli. Am I made ? 

Mai. Jf not, let me see thee a servant stilt. 

Olu Why, this is very midsummer matiutos, r 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the 
count Orsiuo’s is return’d ; I could hardly en¬ 
treat him back: he attends your ladyship's 
pleasure. 

Oli. I’ll come to him. [Exit Servant.] Good 
Maria, let this fellow be looked to. Where’s 
my cousin Toby T Let gome of my people have 
a special care of him ; I would not have Inin 
miscarry for the half of my dowry. 

[Exeunt Olivia and Maria. 

Mai. Oh I hoi do you come near me now V 
no worse man than Sir Toby to look to me f 
This concuis directly with the letter : she send.*, 
him on puipose, that I may appear stubborn to 
him ; for she iucites me to that in the lettei. 
Hast thy humble slough, sajs she ; be opposite 
with a kinsman, surly with servants,—let 
thy tongue tang with arguments of state,—ptf 

thyself into the trick of singularity ; -and, 

consequently, 6ets down the manner how ; as, 
a sad face, a revereud carnage, a 6low tongue, 
in the habit of some Sir, of note, aud so forth. 
I have lim’d her; + but it is Jove’s doiug, and 
Jove make me thankful 1 And when she went 
away now. Let thisfellow be looked to; Fellow! $ 
not Malvolio, nor alter my degree, but fellow. 
Why, every thing adheres together: that no dram 
of a scruple, no scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, 
no incredulous, or unsafe circumstance,—What 
can be said ? Nothing* that can be, can come 
between me and the fun prospect of my hopes. 
Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, aud he 
is to be thanked. 

Re-enter' Maria, with Sir Tort Belch, and 

Fabian. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of 

• Grate. t Hot weather madness. 

1 Caught iierei a bird with birdlime. $ Companion' 
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sanctity?aud all the devils in hell be drawn in 
little, and Legion himself possessed him, yet 
I'll speak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is How is't with 
you, Sir? how is't with you, man? 

Mai. Go off; I discard you; let me enjoy 
my private; go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks with¬ 
in him I did not I tell you?—Sir Toby, my lady 
prays you lo have a care of him. 

Mai. Ah 1 ha 1 does she so ? 

Sir To. Go to, go to ; peace, peace, we must 
deal gently with him ; let me alone. How do 
you, Malvolio ? how is't with you ? What, man 1 
dety the devil: consider, he’s an enemy to 
mankind. 

Mai. Do you know what you say? 

Mar. La you, an you speak ill of the devil, 
how he takes it at heart! Pray God, he be not 
bewitched I 

Fab. Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Mar. Mairy, and it shall be doue to-morrow 
morning, if 1 live. My lady would not lose 
him for more than I'll bay. 

Mai . How now, mistress ? 

Mar. O lord i 

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace ; this is not 
the way: Do you not see you move him ? let 
me alone with him. 

Fab. No way but gentleness; gently, gently : 
the fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? • how 
dost thou, chuck ? 

Mai. Sir? 

Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What, 
man! 'tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit t 
with Satan : Hang him, foul collier 1J 

Mar. Get him to say bis prayers; good Sir 
Toby, get him to pray. 

Mai. My prayers, minx ? 

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of 
godliness. 

Mai. Go, hang yourselves all 1 you are idle 
shallow things : I am not of your dement; you 
shall know moie hereafter. [Exit. 

Sir To. Is't possible ? 

Fab. If this were play'd upon a stage now, 
I could condemn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir 7 o. His very genius hath taken the in¬ 
fection of the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, pursue him now; lest the device 
take air and taint. 

Fab. Why we shall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The house will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room, 
and bound. My niece i& already in the belief 
that he is mad ; we may carry it thus, for our 
pleasure and his penance, till our very pas¬ 
time, tired out of breath, prompt us to have 
mercy on him: at which time, we will bring 
the device to the bar, and crown thee for a 
tinder of madmen. But see, but see. 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Fab. More matter for a May-morning. 

Sir And. Here’s the challenge, lead it; I 
warrant there's vinegar and pepper m't. 

Fab. Is't so saucy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is it, I warrant him: do but 
lead. 

Sir To. Give me. [/tear?.*,] Youth, whatso¬ 
ever thou art, thou art but a scurvy fellow. 

Fab. Good, and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder hot, nor admire not in 
thy mind , why / do call thee so, for I will 
show thee no reuson for't. 

Fab. A good note : that keeps yoa from the 
blow of the law. 

Sir To. Thou comest to the lady Olivia , 
and in my sight she uses thee kindly: but 
thou liest in thy throat , that is not the mat¬ 
ter I challenge thee for. 

• Jolly cock, beau and coq. ! + A play among boya. 
t Colhera were accounted great cheat*. 


Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good sense¬ 
less. 

Sir To. I will way-lay thee going home ; 
where if it be thy chance to kill me, - 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou killest me like a rogue and 
a villain. 

Fab. Still you keep o’the windy side of the 
law: Good. 

Sir To. Fare thee well; And God have mer¬ 
cy upon one of our souls ! He may have mer¬ 
cy upon mine ; but my hope is better , and so 
look to thyself. Thy friend , as thou usest 
him , and thy sworn enemy, 

Andrew Agoe-cheek. 

Sir. To. If this letter move him not, bis legs 
cannot: i'll give't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occasion for’t: 
he is now in some commerce with my lady, 
and will by and by depart. 

Sir. To. Go, Sir Andrew; 6cont me for him 
at the cornei of the orchard, like a bum-bailiff: 
so soon as ever thou seest him, draw; and, ns 
thou drawest, swear horrible; for it comes to 
pass oft, that a terrible path, with a swagger¬ 
ing accent sharply twanged off, gives manhood 
more approbation than ever 'proof itself would 
have earn'd him. Away. 

Sir. And. Nav, let me alone for swearing. 

[Exit. 

Sir. To. Now will not 1 deliver his letter: for 
the behaviour of the young gentleman gives 
him out to be of good capacity and breeding; 
his employment between his lord and my niece 
confirms no less; therefore this letter, being so 
excellently * ignorant, will breed no terror in 
the youth, be will find it comes from a clod- 
pole. But, Su, 1 will deliver his challenge by 
word of mouth ; 6et upon Ague-cheek a nota¬ 
ble report of valour ; and drive the gentleman, 
(as, I know, his youth will aptly receive it,) 
into a most hideous opinion of his rage, skill, 
fury, and impetuosity. This will 60 fright 
them both, that they will kill one another by 
the look, like cockatrices. 

Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece: give 
them way, till he take leave, and presently 
after him. 

To. I will meditate the while upon som? 
horrid message for a challenge. 

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 

Oh. I have said too much unto a heart of 
stone, 

And laid mine honour too unchary* out: 
There’s something m me that reproves m> fault. 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is. 

That it but mocks repioof. 

Clo. With the same 'haviour that your pas¬ 
sion bears. 

Go on my master’s griefb. 

Oh. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my 
picture ; 

Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 

And, I beseech jou, come again to-morrow. 

What shall you ask of me, that I’ll deuy ; 

That honour, sav’d, may upon askiug give? 

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love foi my 
master. 

Oli. How with mine honour may I give him 
Which I have given to you ? [that 

Vto. I will aquit you. 

Oli. Well, come agam to morrow : Fare thee 
well: 

A fiend, like thee, might bear my soul to hell. 

• [Exit. 

Re-enter Sir Toby Belch, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee 
te't: of what nature the wrongs are thon hast 

• U aeration ily. 
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done blm, I Know not; but thy intercepter, full make a good show un’t; this shall end without 
of despight, bloody as the hunter, attends thee the perdition of souls : Marry, I’ll ride your hoist* 
at the orchaid end : dismount thy tuck,* be as well as 1 tide you. [Aside. 


yaret in thy preparation, for thy assailant is 
quirk, skilful, and deadly. 

Vto. You mistake. Sir; I am sure no man 
hath any quarrel to me; my remembrance is very 
fiee and clear from any image of offence doue to 
any man. 

Sir To. You’ll fiud it otherwise, I assure you: 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price, be¬ 
take you to your guard ; for your opposite hath 
in him what youth, strength, skill, and wrath, can 
furnish mau withal. 

Vio. 1 pray you, Sir, what is he ? 

Sir To. He la knight, dubbed with unhacked 
rapier, and on carpet consideration ; but be is a 
devil in private brawl: souls and bodies bath be 
duorced three; and his incensement at this mo¬ 
ment is so implacable, that satisfaction can be 
none but by pangs of death and sepulchre: hob, 
nob, is his word; give’t, or take’t. 

Vio. 1 will return again into the house, and de¬ 
sire some conduct of the lady. I am no lighter. 

1 have heard of some kind of men, that put quar¬ 
rels purposely on others, to taste their valour: 
belike, this is a man of that quirk. £ 

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives it¬ 
self out of a very competent injury ; therefore, 
get you on, and give him his desire. Back you 
shall not to the house, unless you undertake 
that with me, which with as much safety you 
might answer him: therefore, on, or strip 
your 6word stark naked : for meddle you must, 
that’s certain, or forswear to wear, iiou about 
you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil, as strange. I be¬ 
seech >ou, do me this courteous office, as to 
know of the knight what my offence to him is; 
it is something of my negligence, nothing of my 
purpose. 

Sir To. I will do so. Signior Fabian, stay you 
by this gentleman till my return. 

[Exit Sir Tody. 

Vio. Pray you, Sii, do you know of this 
matter ? 

Fab. I know, the knight is incensed against 
you, even to a mortal arbitrament; $ but nothing 
of the circumstance more. 

Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man is 
bet 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to 
read him by his form, as you are like to find him 
in the proof of his valour. He is, indeed. Sir, 
the most skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite || that 
you could possibly have found in any part of 
Illyria : Will yon walk towards him ? 1 will make 
your peace with him, if I can. 

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for’t: I am j 
one, that would rather go with sir priest, than 
air knight: I care not who knows so much of my 
mettle. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Sir Toby, with Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Why, man, he’s a very devil; I have 
not seen such a virago. 1 had a pass with him, 
rapier, scabbard, and all, and he gives me the 
•tuck-in, IT with such a mortal motion, that it is 
inevitable ; and on the answer, he pays you *• as 
■urely as your feet bit the ground they step on : 
They say, he has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on’t. I’ll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on’t; an I thought be had 
been valiant, and so cunning in fence, I’d have 
•een him damned ere I’d have challenged bmi. 
Let him let the matter slip, and I’ll give him my 
horse, grey Capilet. 

Sir To. 1’Ji make the motion: Stand here, 

• Rapier. + Ready. t Sort. 

4 Decision. I Adversary. 

Y btoeatka, an Italian term In fenctny 
•• Does for you. 


Re-enter Fabian and Viola. 

I have bi9 horse [7b Fab.] to take up the quarrel; 

1 have persuaded him the youth’s a devil. 

Fab . He is aa horribly conceited * of him; 
and pants, and. looks pale, as if a bear were at 
heels. 

Sir To. There’s no remedy. Sir; he will fight 
with you for bis oath’6 sake: marry, lie hath 
better bethought him of his quarrel, ami lie finds 
that now scarce to he worth talking of: therefore 
draw, for the supportance' of his vow; he pio- 
tests, he uill not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me! A little thine 
would make me tell them how much I lack of a 
man. [Asirfi. 

Fab. Give ground, if you see him furious. 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, tbcie’sno remedy ; 
the gentleman will, for his honour’s sake, have 
one bout with you : bq canuut by the duellu t 
avoid it: but he has promised me, as he is a 
geutlemau and a soldier, he will not hurt jou. 
Come on ; to’t. 

Sir And. Pray God, be keep his oath ! 

[Draus. 

Enter Antonio. 

Vio . I do assure you, 'tis against my will. 

[Dran ». 

Ant . Put up your sword If this young gen¬ 
tleman 

Have done offence, I take the fault on me; 

If you offend him, 1 for bun dely jou. 

[Drawing. 

Sir To. You, Sir? why, what are you? 

Ant. One, Sir, that for lus love dares, yet do 
more 

Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am 
for you. [JJrau>. 

Enter two Officer-;. 

Fab. 0 good Sir Toby, hold; here come the 
officers. 

Sir To. I’ll be with you anon. [To Antonio. 
Vio . Pray, Sir, put up your snoid, if you 
please. [To Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, will I, Sir;—and, for that I 
promised you, I’ll be as good as my word: He 
will bear you easily, and reins well. 

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 Off. Antonio, 1 arrest tbee at the suit 
Of count Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me. Sir. 

1 Off. No, Sir, no jot: I know your favour 

well, 

Though now you have no sea-cap on your head.— 
'lake him away ; he knows, I know bun well. 
Ant. I must obey.—This comes with seeking 
you; 

But there’s no remedy; I shall answer it. 

What will you do ? Now my necessity [me 

Makes me to ask you for my purse : It gueves 
Much more, for what I cannot do tor you, 

Than what befalls myself. You 6tand amaz’d 
But be of comfort. 

2 Off. Come, Sir, away. 

Ant. I must entreat of you some of that 
money. 

Vio. Wbat money, Sir? 

For the fair kindness you have show’d me here, 
And, part, beiDg prompted by your present 
trouble, 

Out of my lean and low ability 
I’ll lend you something: my having is uot 
much; 

I’ll make division of my present with you: 

Hold, there is half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now ? 

1st possible, that my deserts to you 


* Horrid conception. 


f U*t of duel. 



Scene L 

Can lack persuasion T Do not tempt my misery, 
Lest that it make me so unsound a man, 

As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. 1 know of none : 

Nor know I you by voice, or any feature r 
1 hate ingratitude more in a man, 

Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness. 

Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. O heavens themselves! 

2 Off. Come, Sir, 1 prav you, go. 

Ant. Let me speak a little. This youth that 
you see here, 

I snatch'd one half out of the jaws of death ; 

Reliev'd him with such sanctity of love,- 

And to his image, which, methonght, did pro¬ 
mise 

Most venerable worth, did 1 devotion. 

1 Off. What's that to us ? The time goes by ; 
away. 

Ant. But oh 2 how vile an idol proves this 
god 1— 

Thon hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame.— 
lu nature there’s no blemish but the mind; 

None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind: 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous-evil 
Are empty trunks, o’erflourish'd • by the devil. 

1 Off. The man grows mad; away with him. 
Come, come. Sir. 

Ant. Lead me on. 

[Exeunt Officers, with Antonio. 
Vio. Methinks, his words do from such pas¬ 
sion fly, 

Tnat he believes himself; so do not I. 

Prove true, imagination, O prove true. 

That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for yon! 

Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither, 
Fabian ; we’ll whisper o’er a couplet or two of 
most sage saws. 

Vio. He nam’d Sebastian; I my brother 
know 

Yet living in my glass ;t even such, and so. 

In favour was my brother; and he went 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, 

For him 1 imitate : Oh 1 if it prove, 

Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love! 

[Ex it. 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and 
more a coward than a hare: his dishonesty ap¬ 
pears, in leaving his fuend here in necessity, 
and dcnjmg bun; and for bis cowarasbip, ask 
Fabian. 

Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, re¬ 
ligious in it. 

Sir And . 'Slid, I’ll after him again, and beat 
him. 

Sir To. Do, cuff him soundly, but never draw 
thy sword. 

Sir And. An 1 do not,-* 

Fab. Come, let’s see the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money, 'twill be no¬ 
thing yet. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I .— The Street before Olivia's 
House. 

Enter Sebastian and Clown. 

Clo. Will you make me believe, that I am 
not sent for you 7 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow ; 
Let me be clear of tbee. 

Clo. Y\cVl held out, i’faitli! No, I do not 
know you 7 no* I am not 6cnt to you by my lady, 
to bid you come speak with her ; nor your name 
is not master Cesario : nor this is not my noae 
neither.—Nothing, thal is so, is so. 

• Ornamented. 

t In the reflection of my own figure. 
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Seb. I pr’ythee, vent* thy folly somewhere 
Thou know'st not me. [else; 

Clo. *Vent my folly I He has heard that word 
•f some great man, and now applies it to a fool. 
Vent my folly 1 I am afraid this great lubber, 
the world, will prove a cockney.—I pr'ythee 
now, ungird thy strangeness, and tell me what I 
shall vent to my lady; Shall I vent to her, that 
tboo art coming f 

Seb. I pr'ythee, foolish Greek, t depart from 
me; 

There’s money for thee; if yon tarry longer, 

I shall give worse payment. 

('.to. By my troth, thon hast an open hand 
These wise men, that give fools money, get 
themselves a good report after fourteen years* 
purchase. 

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, Sir; have I met yon again t 
there's for you. [Sriking Sebastian. 

Seb. Why, there's for tbee, and there, aud 
there : 

Arc all the people mad f 

[Seating Sir Andrew. 
Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I'll throw your dagger 
o'er the house. 

Clo. Thi9 will I tell my lady straight; I would 
not be in some of your coats for two pence. 

[Exit Clown. 

Sir To. Come on, Sir; hold. 

[Holding Sebastian. 
Sir And. Nay, let him alone. I’ll go another 
way to work with him ; I'll have an action of 
battery against him, if there be any law in 
Illyria: though I struck him first, yet it's no 
matter for that. 

Seb. Let go tliy hand. 

Sir To. Come, Sir, l will not let yon go. 
Come, my young soldier, put up your iron: you 
are well fleshed ; come oil. 

Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What would’st 
thou now ? 

If thou dar’st tempt me further, draw thy sword. 

[Draws, 

Sir To. What, what 7 Nay then I must have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

[Draws, 

Enter Olivia. 

Oli. Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee, 
hold. 

Sir To. Madam? 

Oli. Will it be ever thus 7 Ungracious wretch. 
Fit for the mountains, and the barbarous caves. 
Where manners ne'er were preach'd 1 out of my 
sight 1 

Be not offended, dear Cesario — 

Rudesby, t be gone 1—I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 

[Exeunt Sir Tobt, Sir Andrew, and 
Fabian. 

Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent $ 

Against thy peace. Go with me to my house; 
And bear thou there how many fruitless pranks 
This ruffian bath botch’d up, |] that thou thereby 
May’st smile at this: thou shall not choose but 
go; 

Do not deny : Besbrew IT bis soul for me, 

He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What relish is in this? bow runs the 
stream f 

Or I am mad, or else this is a dream 
Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep: 

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep! 

Oli. Nay, come, I pr'ythee; 'Would thou'dst 
be rul'd by me 1 
Seb. Madam, 1 will. 

Oli. Oh I say so, and so be I 

[Exeunt, 

• Let out. 

+ A term Tor bawd or pander t a brothel was called Co* 
nnth : ita frequenter!, Corinthians. 

I Kudefellow. \ Violence. Made op. 

*7 III betide. 
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SCENE I!-—“A Room in Olivia's House . 

Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, 1 pr'ythee, put on this gown, and 
this beard ; make him believe, thou art Sir 
Topas the curate; do it quickly: I'll call Sir 
Toby the whilst. [Exit Maria. 

Clo. Well, i’ll put it on, and I will dissem¬ 
ble • myself in't; and I would 1 were the first 
that ever dissembled in such a gown. I am 
not fat enough to become the function well; 
nor lean enough to be thought a good student; 
but to be said, an honest man aud a good 
housekeeper, goes as fairly, as to say, a careful 
man, aud a great scholar. The competitors t 
enter. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria. 

Sir To. Jove bless tbee, master parson. 

Clo. Banos dies, Sir Toby: for as the old 
hermit of Prague, that never saw pen and mk, 
veiy wittily said to a niece of king Gorboduc, 
That, that is,is: so 1, being master parson, am 
master parson; For what is that, but that ? and 
is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. 

Clo. What, hoa, 1 say,—Peace iu this prison ! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good 
kuave. 

Mai. [In an inner chamber.] Who calls 
there ? 

Clo. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to visit 
Malvolio the lunatic. 

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, 
go to my lady. 

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend 1 how vexest thou 
this man ? talkest thou nothing but of ladies ? 

Sir To. Well said, master parson. 

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged : 
good Sir Topas, do not think 1 am mad ; they 
have laid me here in hideous darkness. 

Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Sathan 1 I call thee 
by the most modest terms ; for 1 am one of those 
gentle ones, that will use the devil himself with 
courtesy : Say'st thou, that house is dark ? 

Mai. As bell, Sir Topas. 

Clo. Why, it bath bay-windows J transparent 
as barricadoes, and the clear stones towards the 
south-north are as lustrous as ebony; and yet 
complainest thou of obstruction ? 

Mai. I am not mad, Sir Topas; I say to you, 
the house is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errest: 1 say there is no 
darkness, but ignorance! in which thou art more 
puzzled, than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mai. I say this house is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were a-: dark as hell; and I 
say there was never man thus abused: I am no 
more mad than you are; make the trial of it in 
any constant question. 4 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, con¬ 
cerning wild-fowl ? 

Mai. That the* soul of our gxaudam might 
haply inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What thickest thou of bis opinion 1 

Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and no way 
approve bis opinion. 

Clo. Fare tbee well : Remain thou still in 
darkness : thou sfaalt bold the optnion of Pytha¬ 
goras, ere 1 will allow of thy wits •, and fear to 
kill a woodcock, teat thou dispossess the soul of 
thy grandam. Pare thee well. 

Mai. Rir Topas, Sir Topas,— 

Sir To. My most exquisite Sir Topas I 

Clo. Nay, I am for ail waters. | 

mr. Tbon might’s! have done this without 
thy beard, and gown ; be sees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring 
me word how thou findest him : 1 would, we 
were well rid of this knavery. If he may he 
conveniently delivered, 1 wonld he were ; for I 


am now so far In offence with iny niece, that I 
cannot pursue with any safety this spoil to the 
upshot. Come by and by to my chamber. 

[Exeunt Sir Torn: and Maria. 
Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, 

Tell me how'thy lady docs. 

[Singing. 

Mai . Fool,— 

Clo. My lady is unkind, perdy. 

Mai. Fool,— 

Clo. Alas , why is she so f 
Mai. Fool, I say 

Clo. She loves another —Who calls, ha ? 

Mai. Good fool, as evei thou wilt deserve r.v''l 
at my band, help me to a candle, aud pen, iijk, 
and paper; as I am a gentleman, 1 will live to be 
thankful to tbee for’t. 

Clo. Master Malvolio I 
Mai. Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell jou besides jour fl~e 
wits ? • 

Mai. Fool, there was never man so notoii- 


onsly abused : I am as well iu in> wits, fool, as 
thou art. 

Clo. But as well ? then you arc mad, indeed, if 
you be no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mai. They have here propertied me, t keep 
me in darkness, send ministers to me, asset,, 
and do all they cau to face me out ot my 
wits. 


Clo. Advise yon what you say, the minister is 
here.—Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the htaiens 
restore I endeavour thyceit to bleep, anil lease 
thy vain bibble babble. 

Mai. Sir Topas,- 

Clo. Maintain uo words with him, good'fel¬ 
low.—Who, I, Sir? not 1, Sir. God b'ui’voii, 
good Sir Topas.—Many, amen.—-I will, S;r, 1 
will. 


Mai. Fool, fool, fool, 1 say,— 

Clo. Alas, Sn, be patient. What say you 
Sir? 1 am staeutj for speaking to you. 

Mai. Good fool, help me to some and 
some paper; 1 tell thee, 1 am as well in my 
wits, as any man in Illyria. 

Clo. Well-a-day,—that you were. Sir I 

Mai. By thi6 band, I am : Good foo», some 
ink, paper, aud light, aud convey what I will 6et 
down to my lady ; it suall advantage tbee more 
than ever the bearing of letter did. 

Clo. I will help you to’t. But tell me true, 
are yon not mad indeed ? or do >ou but coun¬ 
terfeit ? 

Mai. Believe me, I aci not; I tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a madman, till 
I see his brains. I will fetch you light, and 


paper, and ink. 

Mai. Fool, I’ll requite it in the highest de¬ 


gree : I pr'ythee, begone. 


Clo. I am gone. Sir, 

And anon , Sir, 

Til be with you again. 

In a trice ; 

Like to the old vice, $ 

Your need to sustain ; 

Who with dagger of lath. 

In his rage and kis wrath. 

Cries, ah, ha l to the devil: 

Like a mad lad, 

Pare thy nails , dad, 

Adieu, goodman drivel. [Exit. 

SCENE III.— Olivia's Garden. 

Enter Skbastian. 

Seb. This is the air; that h the glorious sun; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feeft, and see*t: 
And though 'tw wonder that enwraps me thus. 
Yet *ti» net madness. Where's Antonio then t 


• Dtanln. V Confederate*. 

♦ Bow windows. | Regularcouvormtioa 

| Any other fem, mm a Toy a*. 


• Sente*. ♦ Taken pos*e**lon of. 

t Scolded, reprimanded. 

9 A hnlToon character iu the old jdqyt, and father 
the meacra harlequin. 
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Scene III. OR, WHAT 

I could not find him at the Elephant s 
Yet there be was; and there I found this 
credit, • 

That he did range the town to seek nie out. 

His counsel now might do me golden service : 
For though my soul disputes well with my 
sense. 

That this may be some error, but no madness. 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse, f 
That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me 
To any other trust, j but that 1 am mad. 

Or else the lady’s mad ; yet, if ’twere so. 

She could not sway her bouse, command her 
followers, $ 

Take, and give back, affairs, and tbeir despatch. 
With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bear* 
ing, 

As, I perceive, 6he does: there’s something in’t. 
That is deceivable. But here comes the lady. 

Enter Olivia and a Priest. 

Oil. Blame not this haste of mine if you mean 
well. 

Now go with me, and with this holy man. 

Into the chantry jj by: there, before him. 

And underneath that consecrated roof. 

Plight me the full assurance of your faith ; 

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace : He shall conceal it. 

Whiles ^ you are willing it shall come to note ; 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth.—What do you say ? 

SeO. PH follow this good man, and go with 
you; 

And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

Oli • Then lead the way, good fatherAnd 
heavens so shine. 

That they may fairly note this act of mine 1 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCEME I.—'A Street before Olivia’s House. 

Enter Clown and Fabian. 

Fab . Now, as thou lovest me, let me see his 
letter. 

Clo. Good master Fabian, grant me auother 
request. 

Fab. Any thing. 

Clo. Do not desire to see this letter. 

Fab. That Is, to give a dog, aud, in recom¬ 
pense, desire my dog again. 

Enter Duke, Viola, and Attendants. 

Duke. Belong yon to the lady Olivia, friends 1 

Clo . Ay, Sir; we are some of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well: How dost thou, my 
good fellow t 

Clo . Truly, Sir, the, better for my foes, and the 
worse for my friends. 

Duke. Just the contrary; the better for thy 
friends. 

Clo. No, Sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be f 

Clo . Marry, Sir, they praise me, and make an 
ass of me; now my foes tell roe plainly I am an 
ass: so that by my foes. Sir, I profit in tbe know¬ 
ledge of myself; and by my friends I am abused : 
so that, conclusions to be as kisses, if yonr four 
negatives make your two affirmatives, why, then 
tbe worse for my friends, and the better for my 
foes. 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. by my troth, Sir, no; though It please 
you to be one of my friends. 

• Acconnt* 

f Hatton. t { Servmne*. 

) Little chapel. T Cutil. 
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Duke. Thou Bhalt not be the worse for me; 
there’s gold. 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, Su, 

I would you could make it another. 

Duke. Oh I you give me ill counsel. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this 
once, and let your flesh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to be 
a double-dealer ; there's another. 

Clo. Primo , secundo , tertuy, is a good play; 
and tbe old saying is, the third pays for all: the 
triplex , Sir, is a good tripping measure ; or the 
bells of St. Bcnuet, Sir, may put you m mind ; 
One, two, three. 

Duke . You can fool no more money out of 
me at this throw: if you will let your lady 
know, I am here to speak with her, and bring 
her along with you, it may awake my bounty 
further. 

Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bouuty, till 
I come again. 1 go. Sir; but I would not have 
you to think, that my desire of having is the sm 
of covetousness: but, as you say, Sir, let your 
bounty take a nap, 1 will awake it anon. 

[Exit Clown. 

Enter Antonio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the mac, Sir, that did res¬ 
cue me. 

Duke . That face of bis I do leinember well; 
Yet when I saw it la$t, it was besmear’d 
As black as Vulcan, in the smoke of war: 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of, 

For shallow draught, and bulk, ur.prizable ; 

With which such scathful * grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet. 

That very envy, and the tongue of lots, 

Cried fame and houour on him.—What’s tbe 
matter 1 

1 Off. Orsiuo, this is that Antonio, 

That took the Phoenix, and her fraught, + from 
Candy; 

And this is he, that did the Tiger board, 

Wheu your young nephew Titus lost his leg: 

Here in the streets, desperate of shame and 
state, 

In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindness. Sir: drew on my 
side; 

But in conclusion, put strauge speech upon 
me, 

I know not what ’twas, but distraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate 1 thou salt-water thief 1 
What foolish boldness brought thee to their 
mercies. 

Whom thou in terms so bloody and so dear. 

Hast made thine enemies f 
Ant. Orsino, noble Sir, 

Be pleas’d that 1 shake off these names yon 
give me ; 

Antonio never yet was thief or pirate. 

Though 1 confess, on base and greund enough, 
Orsiuo’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither: 
That most ungrateful boy there, by your side. 
From the rude sea’s enrag’d aud foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope be wa6: 

His life I gave him, aud did thereto add 
My love, without retention, or restraint 
All bis iu dedication : for his sake. 

Did 1 expose myself, pure for bis love. 

Into the danger of this adverse town ; 

Drew to defend him, when he was beset; 

Where being apprehended, his false cunning,. 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger,) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance. 
And grew a twenty-years-removed thing. 

While one would wink; denied me mine own 
purse. 

Which I had recommended to his use 
Not half an hour before. 

Vio. How can this be f 
Duke. When came be to this town 1 


• Mischievon*. f Freight. 
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Ant. To-day, my lord; and for three months 
before, 

(So Interim, not a minute's vacancy,) 

Both day and night did we keep company. 

Enter Olivia and Attendants. 

Duke. Here comes the countess: now heaven 
walks on earth.- 

But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are 
madness: 

Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 

But more of that anon.-Take him aside. 

01%. What would my lord, but that he may 
not have, 

Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable 7-— 1 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio. Madam 7 

Duke . Gracious Olivia,- 

Oti. What do you say, Cesario 7-Good my 

lord,— 

Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes 
me. 

Oli . If it be aught to the old tune, my lord. 

It is as fat* aud fulsome to mine ear. 

As bowling after music. 

Duke. Still so cruel 7 
Oli. Still so constant, lord. 

Duke: What! to perverseness t you uncivil 
lady, 

To whose iugrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull’st offerings, hath breath'd 
out. 

That e'er devotion tender'd I What shall I do 7 
Oti. Even what it please my lord, that shall 
become him. 

Duke. Why should I not, bad I the heart to 
do it. 

Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death, f 
Kill what I love; a savage jealousy, 

That sometime savours nobly 7—But hear me 
this : 

Since yon to non-regardance cast my faith. 

And that I partly know the instrument 
That screws me from my true place in your 
favour. 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still ; 

But this your minion, whom, I know, you 
love. 

And whom, by heaven, I swear, I tender 
dearly. 

Him will I tear ont of that cruel eye,' 

Where be sits crowned in his master’s spile.— 
Come boy with me: my thoughts are ripe in 
mischief; 

I’ll sacrifice the lamb that I do love. 

To spite a raven's heart within a dove. 

[Going. 

Vio. Aud I, most jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. 

[Following. 

Oli. Where goe6 Cesario t 
Vio. After him 1 love. 

More than 1 love these eyes, more than my 
life. 

More, by all mores, than e'er I shall love wife; 
If I do feign, you witnesses above. 

Punish my life, for tainting of my love 1 
Oli. Ah me, detested 1 how am I beguil'd I 
Vio. Who does beguile you 7 who does do you 
wrong f 

Oil. Hast tboo forgot thyself 1 Is it so long !— 
Call forth the holy father. 

[Exit an Attendant. 
Duke. Come away. [To Viola. 

Oli. Whither my lord 7—Cesario, husband, 
stay.' 

Duke. Hatband 7 

Oli. Ay, husband; Can he that deny 7 
Duke . Her husband, sirrah 7 
Vio. No, my lord, not I. 

* Dull. iron. 

t Thyatoi*, a UAtive of Memphis. It wai customary 
with these barbarian*, whan in imminent danger, to 
kill those whose company they wished m the other 
rorul. 


OIU Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear. 

That makes thee strangle thy propriety : * 

Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up ; 

Be that tboa know'st thou art, aud then thou 
art 

As great as that thou fear's!,—0 welcome 
father I 

Re-enter Attendant and Priest. 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence. 

Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness, what occasion now 
Reveals before 'tis ripe,) what thou dost know. 
Hath newly past between this youth and uie. 

Priest. A contract pf eternal bond of love. 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your bauds. 
Attested by the holy close of Ups, 

Strengthen’d by interchangement of your rings; 
Aqd all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my functiou, by my testimony t 
Since when, toy watch bath told ine, toward my 
grave, 

I have travcll’d but two hours. 

Duke. O thou dissembling cub 1 what wilt 
thou be, 

When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case 7 f 
Or will pot else tby craft so quickly grow. 

That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow t 
Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet. 
Where thou and 1 heuceforth may never meet. 
Vio. My lord, I do protest,— 

Oli. Oh 1 do not swear; 

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much 
fear. 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheer, with hie 
head broke. 

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon; 
send one presently to Sir Toby. 

Oli. What’s the matter? 

Sir And. He has broke my bead across, and 
has given Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too: for 
the love of God, your help: I had rather than 
forty pounds, I were at home. 

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew 7 
Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Ce&a- 
rio: we took him for a coward, but he's (be 
very devil incardiiiate. 

Duke . My gentleman, Cesario I 
Sir And. Od’s lifelines here he is You 
broke my head for nothing; and that that I did, 
I was set on to do't by Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you speak to me 7 I never hurt 
you: You drew your sword upon me, without 
cause; But I bespake you fair, aud hurt you 
not. 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you 
have hurt me; I think, you set nothing by a 
bloody coxcomb. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, drunk, led by the 

Clown. 

Here comes Sir Toby baiting, you shall hear 
more : but If be had not been in drink, be 
would have tickled you otbergatest than he 
did. 

Duke. How now, gentlemen 7 bow is’t with 
you 7 

Sir To. That's all one; he has hurt me, and 
there's the end on’t.—Sot, did’st see Dick sur¬ 
geon, sot 7 

Clo. O he’s drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone ; 
his eyes were set at eight .'the morning. 

Sir To. Then he’s a rogue. After a passy- 
measure, or a pavin, $ 1 bate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with him; Who hath made this 
havoc with them 7 

Sir And. I'll help you. Sir Toby, because 
we’U be dress’d together. 

Sir To. Will you help an ass-head, and a 

* Diiawn thy property. 

♦ Skin. t Otherweya. 

| The paMsameszo nai * favourite air end dance In 
Elizabeth’* time. 



Scene I. OR, WHAT 

coxcomb, and a knave ? a thin-faced knave, a 
guilt 

Oli. Get him to bed, and let bis hurt be look'd 
to. 

[Exeunt Clown, Sir Tour, and Sir Aw- 

DRIW.] 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb. I am sorry, madam, I have hart your 
kinsman; 

Bat had it been the brother of my blood, 

I must have done no less, with wit and safety. 
You throw a strange regard upon me, and 
By that I do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other but so late ago. 

Duke . One face, one voice, one habit, and 
two persons; 

A natural perspective, that is, and is not. 

Seb. Antonio, 0 my dear Antonio I 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me, 
6ince I have lost thee. 

Ant. Sebastian are yont 

Seb. Fear'st thou that, Antonio ? 

Ant. How have you made division of your- 
Belf?— 

An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 
Oli. Most wonderful! 

Seb. Do I stand there ? I never had a bro¬ 
ther : 

Nor can there be that deity in my nature. 

Of here and every where. 1 had a sister. 

Whom the blind waves and surges .have de¬ 
vour'd 

Of charity/ what kin are you to me ? 

[7b Viola. 

What countryman? what name? what paieu- 
tage? 

Via. Of Messaline : Sebastian was my father ; 
Snch a Sebastian was my brother too, 

8o went he suited to bis watery tomb: 

If spirits can assume both form and suit 
You come to fright us. 

Seb. A spirit I am, indeed ; 

But am in that dimension grossly clad, 

Which from the womb I did participate. 

Were vou a woman, as the rest goes even, 

1 should my tears let fall upon your cheek. 

And say,—Thrice welcome, drowned Viola! 

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 
Seb. And so had mine. 

Vio. And died that day when Viola from her 
birth 

Had number'd thirteen years. 

Seb. O that record is lively in my soul 
He finished, indeed, his mortal act, 

That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets t to make us happy both. 
But this my masculine usurp'd attire, 

Do not embrace me, till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump. 
That I am Viola: which to confirm. 

I’ll bring you to a captain in this town. 

Where lie my maideu weeds; by whose gentle 
help 

1 was preserv'd, to serve this noble count: 

AH the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady, and this lord. 

Seb. So comes it, lady, yon have been mis¬ 
took : [To Olivia. 

But nafure to her bias drew in that. 

You would have been contracted to a maid : 

Nor are you therein, by my fife deceiv'd. 

You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 
Duke. Be not amaz’d; right noble is his 
blood.-~ 

If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 

I shall have share in this most happy wreck: 
Bov. thou hast said to me a thousand times, 

[To Viola. 

Thou never should'st love woman like to me. 

• Out of charity tell me. t Hinder*, 
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f Wo. And all those sayings will I over 
swear; 

Aud all those swearings keep as true in soul. 

As doth that orbed coulinent the fire 
That severs day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy haud; 

And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds. 

Vio. The captain, that did bring me first on 
shore. 

Hath ray maid's garments ; he, upon some 
action. 

Is now in durauce; at Maivnlio's suit, 

A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 

Oli. He shall eularge himFetch Malvolio 
hither 

And yet, alas, now I remember me. 

They say, poor gentleman, he's much distract. 

Re-enter Clown, with a letter . 

A most extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banish'd bis.— 
How does he, sirrah ? 

Clo. Truly, madam, he bolds Belzebub at the 
stave’s end, as well as a man in his case inay 
do : he has here writ a letter to you, I should 
have given it you to-day morning; but as a 
madman's epistles are no gospels, so it skills 
not much, when they are delivered. 

Oli. Open it, and read it. 

Clo. Look then to be well edibtd. when the 
fool delivers the madman -.—By the lord , ma¬ 
dam .— 

Oti . How now! art thou mad I 
Clo. No, madam, 1 do but read madness: as 
your ladyship will have it as it ought to be, 
you must allow vox. * 

Oli. Pr’ythee, read i'thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, madonna; but to read his right 
wits, is to read thus: therefore perpend, t my 
piincess, and give ear. 

Oli. Read it, you sirrah. [7b Fabian. 

Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, madam, you 
wrong me, and the world shall know'it; 
though you have -put me into darkness , and 
given your drunken cousin rule over me, yet 
have 1 the benefit of my senses as well as 
your ladyship I have your own letter that 
induced me to the semblance I put on ; with 
the which / doubt not but to do myself muck 
right, or you much shame. Think of me as 
you please. I leave my duty a little tin - 
thought of, and speak out of my injury. 

The madly-us*d Malvolio. 
Oil. Did he write this ? 

Clo. Ay, madam. 

Duke. This savours not much of distraction. 
Oli. See him deliver’d, Fabian; bring him 
hither. Fabun. 

My lord, so please you, these things further 
thought on. 

To think me as well a sister as a wife, 

One day shall crown the alliauce ou't, so please 
you, 

Here at my house, and at my proper cost. 

Duke . Madam, 1 am most apt to embrace 
your offer.— 

Your master quits you: [To Viola.] and, for 
your service done him. 

So much against the mettle t of your sex, 

So far beneath your soft and tender breeding. 
And since you call’d me master for so long, 

Here is my hand ; you shall front this time be 
Your master's mistress. 

Oli. A sister? you are she. 

Re-enter Fabian, with Malvolio* 

Duke. Is this the madman ? 

Oil. Ay, my lord, this same; 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Madam, you have done me wrong. 
Notorious wrong. 

* Voice. t Atteud. j Frame and 

constitution. 
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Oli. Have I, Malvolio T no. 

Mai. Lady vou have. Pray you, penise that 
lettei ; 

Yon must not now deny it is your hand. 

Write from it if you can, in hand, or phrase; 
Or say, 'tis not your seal, nor your invention : 
You can say none of this: Well grant it then, 
And tell me in the modesty of honour. 

Why you have giveu me such clear lights of 
favour: 

to 


Clo. Why, some are born great, some achieve 
greatness, and some have greatness thrown 
upon them. I was one. Sir, in this interlude ; 
one Sir Topas, Sir; but that's all one Bo 
the Lord, fool, I am not mad ;—lint do you 
remember? Madam , why laugh vou at such a 
barren rascal? an you smile not, he's 
gagg'd: And thus the whirligig of time brings 
in bis revenges. 

Mai. I'll be revenged on the whole pack of 
you. [Aj it. 

Oli. He hath been most notoiiously abus'd. 

Duke. Pursue him, and entreat him to a 


Bade me come smiling, and cross-garter'd 
you, 

To put on yellow stockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lightei * people : 

And, acting this m an obedient hope, 

Why bate you suffered me to be imprison’d. 
Kept in a daik house, visited by the priest. 

And made the most notorious geek, i and gull. 
That e’er invention play’d on? tell me why. 

Oli. Alas! Malvolio, this is not my wi.tiug. 
Though I confess, much like the charactei : 

Hut, out of question, 'tis Maria’s hand. 

And now 1 do bethink me, it was she 
I'uat told me thou wast mad; then cain’st in 
smiling, 

And in 6uch forms which Lei? were presuppos’d 
Upon thee in the letter. Pr’ythee, be content: 
This practice hath most shrewdly pass'd upon 
thee; 

But, when we know the grouuds and authors 
of it. 

Thou shall be both the plaintiff ai.nl the judge 
Of thine own cause. 

Fab. Good madam, hear me speak ; 

And let no quarrel, nor no biawl to come, 

Taint the condition of this piesent hour. 

Which 1 have wonder'd at. In hope it shall not, 
Most freely I confess, myself and lohy 
Set this device against Malvolio here. 

Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv’d ayamst him: Mana writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's gieat lmpoilance ; £ 

Jn recompense whereof, he hath married her. 
How with a sportful malice it was follow’d, 

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge; 

If that the injuries be justly weigh’d. 

That have on both sides past. 

Oli. Alas, poor fool! how ha\e they baffled $ 
thee ! 

■ Inferior. 1 Fool. ; £mportunacy. § Chested 


peace :— 

He hath not told us of the captaiu yet; 

When that is knowu.and golden time convents, * 
A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our deal souls—Mean time, sweet sister, 

We will not part boui hence.—Cesarm, come ; 
For so you shall be while you are a man; 

But, when in other habits you aie seen, 

Oisino’s mistress, and his iancy’s queen. 

[Eieuvt. 

Song. 

Clo. When that J was and a little tiny boy, 
li'ith hey, ho, the wind and the ram , 

A foolish thing n as but a toy, 

For the ram it raineth every day. 

But when I came to man's estate, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the lain, 

9 Gainst knave and thief men shut their 
gate, 

For the rain it raineth ciery day . 

But when J came, alas ' to uivc. 

With hey, ho, the wind ami the ra. ”, 
By swaggering could J ntver tiniu. 

For the rain it lainilh every day. 

But 11 hen I came unto my bed , 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain , 
With toss-pots still had drunken head. 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

A great while ago the world begun. 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain ; 
But that's all one, our play is done. 

And we'll strive to phase you ever} dm 

[Usd 

• 5biL serve. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

HI'fable of this play, (written in 1593,) is taken from a novel of which Boccace is the onginai author ; bat it w 
more than probable that our poet read it in a book called The Palace of Pleasure; a collection of novel-, 
tianslatcd from different authors, by one William Painter, 156ti, 4to. Shakspeare has only borrowed from tl e 
novel a few leading circumstances in the graver parts of the drama: the comic characters are entirety of hn 
own formation : one of them, P&rollcs, a boaster and a coward, is the sheet-anchor ol the piece. 1 he plot it 
not sufficiently probable. Sonic of the scenes are forcibly written, whilst others are impoverished and unin¬ 
teresting. The moral of the play niav be correctly ascertained from Dr, Johnson's estimate of the character 
of Bertram t **I cannot reconcile my heart to Bertram ; a man noblo without generosity, and young without 
truth} who marries Helena as u coward, and leaves her as a profligate : when she is dead, by his unkindness, 
sneaks home to a second marriage, is accused by a woman w hom he has wronged, deiends himself by falBehooo, 
and ts dismissed to happiness.” 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


King op France. 

Ini ice of Florence. 

Bertram, Count of Rousiilon . 

Lati t , an old JjOrd. 

Paroi.lks, a follower of Bertram. 

Several young French Lord v, that serve a 1th 
Bertram in the Florentine uui. 
Steward, j Servants to the Countess uj llou- 
Clown, J si lion. 

A Page. 


Countess of Roumli.on, Mother to Bertram. 
Hlllna, a Gentlewoman protected by the 
Countess. 

An Old Widow of Florence. 

Diana, Daughter to the Widow. 

Violenta, (Ntighbours and Friends to tie 
Mariana, i Widow. 

Lords, attending on the King ; OJicers, Sol¬ 
diers, Jj c. French and Florentine. 


Scene—P artly ia France, and partly in Tutcauy. 


ACT I. 

SCENE J. — Rousiilon. — A Room in the 
Countess ’ Palace. 

Enter Berthas, the Countess of Rousillon, 
Helena, and Lafeu, in mourning. 

Count. In delivering my son from me, I bury a 
second busband. 

Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o’er my 
faU)er*a death anew: but I must attend bis ma¬ 
jesty’s command, to whom I am now in ward,* 
evermore in subjection. 

Laf. You shall find of the king a husband, 
madam you. Sir, a father : He that so generally 
is at all times good, must 01 necessity bold bis 
virtue to you; whose worthiness would stir it up 
where it wanted, rather than lack it where there 
is such abundance. 

Count . What hope is there of his majesty’s 
amendment? 

Laf. He hath abandoned bis physicians, ma¬ 
dam ; under whose practices he hath persecuted 
time with hope; and finds no other advantage 
iu the process but only the losing of hope by 
time. 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, 
(Oh 1 that had!I how sad a passage'tis I) whose 

• The heirs of great fortunes were always the king’s 
wards. 

+ The countess recollects her own loss of a husband, 
mud observes how heavily had passes through her mind. 


skill was almost as great as his honesty ; had it 
stretched so far, it would have made nature im¬ 
mortal, and death should lute play for lack of 
woik. ’Would, foi the king’s sake, he were liv¬ 
ing 1 1 think, it would be the death of the king's 
disease. 

Laf. How called you the man you speak of, 
madam 1 

Count. Hfe was famous, Sir, in his profession, 
and it was hi9 great light to be so: Gerald de 
Narbon. 

Laf. He was excellent, indeed, madam ; the 
king very lately spoke ot him admiringly, and 
mourmngly: lie was skilful enough to have 
lived stilt, if knowledge could be set up against 
mortality. 

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king lan¬ 
guishes of? 

Laf. A fistula, my lord. 

lier. 1 heaid not of it before. 

Laf. 1 would, it were not notorious.—Was 
this gentlewoman tbe daughter of Gerard de 
Narbon ? 

Count. His sole child, my lord: and be¬ 
queathed to my overlooking. I have those hopes 
of her good, that her education promises : ber 
dispositions 6be inherits, which makes fair 
gifts fairer: for where an unclean mind carries 
virtuous qualities, 9 there commendations go 
with pity, they are virtues and traitors too; tu 

* Qualities of good breeding and erodatos. 
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her they are the better for their simpleness ; • 
she derives her honesty, aud achieves her good¬ 
ness. 

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get from 
her tears. 

Count. 'Tis the best brine a maiden can season 
her praise in. The remembrance of her father 
never approaches her heart, bnt the tyranny of 
her sorrows takes all livelihood t from her 
cheek. No more of this, Helena, go to, no more; 
lest it be rather thought you alfect a sorrow, thau 
to have. 

Hel . I do affect a sorrow, indeed, but I have 
it too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of 
the dead, excessive grief the enemy to the liv¬ 
ing. 

Count. If the living be enemy to the grief, the 
excess makes it soon mortal. 

Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 

Laf. How understand we that? 

Count. Be tbou bless’d, Bertram I and succeed 
thy father 

In manners, as in shape I thy blood and virtue, 
Contend for empire in tbee ; and tby goodness 
Share with tby birthright; Love all, trust a few, 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather m power, than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key : be check’d for silence, 
But never tax'd for speech. What heaven moie 
will. 

That thee may furnish, \ and my prayers pluck 
down, 

Fall on thy head 1 Farewell.—My lord, 

*Tis an unseason'd courtier; good my lord, 
Advise him. 

Laf. He cannot want the best 
That shall attend his love. 

Count. Heaven bless him !—Farewell, Ber¬ 
tram. [Ezit Countf&s. 

Ber. The best wishes, that can be tinged in 
your thoughts, [To Helena] be servants to you!} 
Be comfoitable to my mother, jour misliess, and 
make much of ber. 

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady: You must hold 
the credit of your lather. 

[Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu. 
Hel. Oh ! were that all 2—1 think not on my 
father; 

And these great tears grace his remembrance 
more 

Thao those I shed for him. What was he like 7 
1 have forgot him : my imagination 
Carries no favour in it, hut Bertram’s. 

1 am undone ; there is no living, none. 

If Bertram be away. It were all one, 

That I should love a bright particular star 
And think to wed it, be 19 so above me : 
lu his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 

The ambition in my love thus plagues itself: 
The bind, that would be mated by the lion, 

Mii6l die foi love. * * * § Twas pretty, though a 
plague. 

To see him every hour; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 

In our heart's table ; |] heart, too capable 
Of every hue and trick IT of his sweet favour 
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Most sanctify bis relics. Who comes here? 

Enter Parolles. 

One that goes w ith him : I love him for his sake; 
And yet l know him a notorious liar, 

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward ; 

Yet these fix’d evils sit to fit in him, 

• Her excellencies ere the better because they ere 
sriltb* 

a All appearance of life. 

i I.e. 1 liat m?y help tbee with more end better qua¬ 
lification* 

§ J e May you be mistress of your wishes, and have 
power to tiling them to effect. 

& H« b*na considers her heart bb the tablet on which 
his rrseinlilauc' - uas pourtraycd. 

1 Peculiarity of feature. •• Conutcnauce. 


That they take place, when virtue's steely bones 
Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full oft 
we see 

Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Bar. Save you, fair queen. 

Hel. And you, monarch. 

Par. No. 

Hel . And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity 7 

Hel. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in 
you ; let me ask you a question : Man is enemy 
to virginity; bow may we barricade* it against 
him? 

Par , Keep him out. 

Hel. But lie assails; and our virginity, though 
valiant in the defence, yet is weak : unfold to us 
some warlike resistance. 

Par . There is none; man, sitting down be¬ 
fore you, will undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel. Bless our poor virginity from uuder- 
nmiers and blowers up!—Is there no military 
policy, how virgins might blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity, being blown down, man will 
quicklier he blown up : marry, m blowing him 
down again, with the breach yourselves made, 
you lose your city. It is not politic in the com¬ 
monwealth of nature, to preserve virginity. Loss 
of virginity is rational increase ; and there was 
never virgin got, till virginity was first lost. 
That, you were made of, is metal to make \ it - 
gins. Virginity, by being once lost, may lie ten 
tunes found : by being ever kept, it is ever lost: 
'tis too cold a companion ; away with it. 

Hel. I will stand foi’t a little, though there¬ 
fore 1 die a virgin. 

Par. There's little can be said in't; 'tis against 
the rule of nature. To *peak on the part of 
virginity, is to accuse your mothers ; which is 
most infallible disobedience. He, that hangs 
himself, is a virgin: virginity murders itself ; 
and should be buried in highways, out of al! 
sanctified limit, as a desperate offendress against 
nature. Virginity breeds mites, much like u 
cheese; consumes itself to the very paring, aud 
so dies with feeding his own stomach. Besides, 
virginity is peevish, proud, idle, made of self- 
love, which is the most inhibited sin in the CuUoii. 
Keep it not; you cannot choose hut lose by*t: 
Out with't ; within ten years it will make itself 
ten, which is a goodly inciease ; and ihe princi¬ 
pal itself not much the worse : Away with't. 

Hel. How might one do. Sir, to lose it to her 
own liking ? 

•Par, Let me 6ee : Marry,ill, to like him that 
ne’er it likes. 'Tis a commodity will lose the 
gloss with lying ; the longer kept, the less worth: 
off' with’t, while 'tis vendible ; answer the time 
of request. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears 
her cap out of fashion ; richly suited, but un¬ 
suitable : just like the brooch and tooth-pirk, 
which wear not now: Your date* is better m 
your pie and your porridge, than in your cheek : 
And your virginity, your old virginity, is like one 
of our French withered pears ; it looks ill, it 
eats dryly; marry, 'tis a withered pear ; it was 
formerly better; marry, yet, 'tis a withered 
pear: Will you any thing with it? 

Hel. Not my virginity yet. 

There shall your master have a thousand loves, 

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 

A pluenix, captain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear; 

His bumble ambition, proud humility, 

His jarring coucoid, and his discord dulcet. 

His faith, bis sweet disaster; with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptious Christendoms, 

That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he—— 

1 know not what he shall:—God send him 
well !— 

The court'6 a learning-place;—and he is one- 

Par. What one, l’faith ? 

* A quibble on date, which means age, and candied 
frau. 
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Pel. That I wish well.—'Tis pity—— 

Put . What’s pit> ? 

lid. That wishing well had not a body in't, 
Which might be felt: that we, the poorer horn. 
Whose baser stars do shut us up m wishes, 

Might with effects of them follow our Inends, 
And show what we aloue must think; * which 
Returns us thanks. [never 

Enter a Pack. 

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for 
you. [Exit Pack. 

Par. Little Helen, farewell : if I can remem¬ 
ber thee, I will think o! thee at court. 

Hel. Monsieur I’aiolls, you were born under 
a charitable stai. 

Par. Under Mars, I. 

Jlel. I especially think, under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars? 

Uel. The wars have so kept >ou under, that 
you must needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Jlel. When he was »etrograde, 1 think, rather. 
Par. Why think you so ? 

Jicl. You go 60 much backward, when jou 
tight. 

Par. That’s for advantage. 

Jlel. So is running away, when fear proposes 
the safety: But the composition, that your va- 
lonr and tear makes in you, is a virtue of a good 
wing, and 1 like the wear well. 

Par. I ain so full of businesses, I cannot answer 
thee acutely : I will return perlect courtier; m 
the which, my instruction shall serve to natur¬ 
alize thee, so thou wilt be capable t of a cour¬ 
tier’s counsel, and undeistand what advice shall 
tin list upon thee; else thou diest in thine uu- 
thankfulness, and thine ignoiancc makes thee 
aua) : farewell. When thou bast leisure, say 
thy prayeis ; when thou hast none, remember 
thv tuends: get thee a good husband, and use 
him as he uses tbee : so farewrll. [Ent. 

lid. Our remedies oft iu ourselves do he, 
Which we a^cube to heaven: the fated sky 
Giies us tiee scope ; only, doth backward pull 
Our slow' designs, when we ourselves aie dull. 
What power Is It, which mounts my love so 
high ; 

That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye ? 
The mightiest space in foitune nature bungs 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things. { 
impossible be strange attempts, to those 
That weigh their pains iu sense; and do sup¬ 
pose 

What hath been cannot be: Who ever stiove . 
To miow her merit, that did miss her love? 

Th*‘ king’s disease—my project inay deceive me. 
But :ny intents are fix’d, and will not leave me. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. — Paris.—A Room in the King's 

Palace. 

FlouriCi of Cornets . Enter the King op 
France, with letters; Lords and others 
attending. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys § are by 
the ears; 

Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

1 J^orrt. So ’tis repoited, Sir. 

King* Nay, 'tis most credible; we here re¬ 
ceive it 

A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria, 
With cauiion, that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest fneud 
Predicates the business, and would seem 
To have us make denial. 

* I.e. And show by realities what we now moat only 
think. ... 

+ I.e. Thou wilt comprehend it. 

1 Things formed by nature for each other, 
f The cuizcna of the amall republic of which Sienna 
la the capital. 


1 Lord. His love and wisdom, 

Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead 
For amplest citdence. 

Kmg. He hatn aim’d our answer, 

And Florence is denied betose he comes : 

Yet, for our gentlemen, that mean to see 
The Tuscan seivice, freely have they leave 
To 6tand on either pait. 

2 Lord. It may well s rve 

A uursery to our gentry, who arc sick 
For breathing and exploit. 

King. What’s he comes here ? 

Enter Bertram, Laflu, and Parolles. 

1 Lord. It is the count Rousillon, my good 

Young Bertram. [lord, 

King. Youth, thou bear’st thy father’s face ; 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haste. 

Hath well compos’d tbee. Thy father's moral 
parts 

May'st thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris. 

Her. My thanks and duty are your majesty's. 
King. I would I bad that corporal soundness 
now. 

As when thy father, and myself, in friendship 
First tried our soldiership 1 He did look tar 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Discipled of the bravest: lie lasted long ; 

But on us both did haggish age steal on, 

And woie us out of acu It much lepaus * me 
To talk of your good father: lu his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well observe 
To-day in oui young lords ; but they may jest. 
Till their own sunn return to them unnoted. 

Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 

So like a courtici, contempt not bitterness 
Were m his pride or shdrpness ; if they were, 
His equal had awak’d them; and his honour. 
Clock to itself, knew the tiue minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and, at this time, 

His tongue obey’d his t hand : who were below 
He used as creatuies of anotliei place ; [him 
And bow’d his eminent top to then low ranks. 
Making them proud of Ins humility. 

In their poor praise he humbled : Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger tunes; 

Which, follow’d well, would demonstrate them 
But goeis backvvaid. [now 

Her . His good remembrance, Sir, 

Lies richer m your thoughts, than on hi* tomb; 
So in approofj lives not his epitdph, 

As m your royal speech. 

King. 'Would, I weie with him I He would 
always say, 

(Methiiiks, I hear him now ; his plausive woids 
He scatter’d not in ears, hue grafted them. 

To glow there,and to bear,)— Jjtt me not live, — 
Thus his good melancholy oft began. 

On the catastrophe and heel ot pastime. 

When it was out,— Let me not live , quoth he. 
After my flame lucks oil , to be the snuff 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain ; whose judgments 
are 

Mere fathers of their garments ; § whose con¬ 
stancies 

Expire before their fashions : -This he wish’d. 

I, after him, do after him wish too. 

Since I nor wax nor honey can bung home, 

I quickly were dissolved horn my hive. 

To give some labourers room. 

2 Lord. You are lov’d, Sir; 

They, that least ^end it you, shall lack you 
first. 

King. I fill a place, I kuow’t.—How long is’t, 
count. 

Since the physician at your father’s died ? 

He was much fam’d. 

Ber. Some six months since, ray lord. 

King. If be were liviug, I would try him 
yet;— 

• To repair here signifies to reuavpte. 

. t... . lfc P ulfo,, “®* t Approbation. 

6 Who have no other uae of their faculties thaw 10 
tnveot new modes of dress. 
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Lend me an arm; tlie rest have worn me out 
With sever.it applicationsnature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count; 

Mi son"** no dearer. 

Bet. Flunk jour majesty. [Exeunt. Flourish, j 

SCENE III .— Rousillon. — A Room in the 
Countess* Palace . 

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown. • 

Count. I will now hear : what say you of this 
gentlewoman ? 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even 
jour ronteut, t I wish might be found in the 
calendar of inv past endeavours; for then we 
wound our modesty, and make foul the clearness 
of oui desemngs, when of ourselves we publish 
them. 

Count. What docs this knave here ! Get von 
qoue, sirrah : The complaints, 1 have heard of 
you, I do not all believe ; *tis my slowness, that 
1 do not: for, I know, you lac k not folly to 
commit them, and have ability enough to make 
such knaveries jours. 

Clo . ’1’is not unknown to you, madam, I am 
a poor fellow. 

Count. Well, Sir. 

Clo So, madam, ’tis not so well, that I am 
poor: though many of the l icIi are damned: 
Lot, if I mav have jour ladjship’s good will to 
e*» to the world, * label the woman and 1 will 
do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar? 

Clo. I do i>' j g youi good-will m this case. 

Count. In what case? 

Clo In isbel’s case and mine own. St:vice 
is no heritage: and I think 1 shall never have j 
the blessing of God, till I have i>«ue of my body; 
for, they say, beams $ are blessings. 

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt nv:ry. 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it; 1 am 
driven cn by the flesh ; and he must needs go, 
that the devil drives. 

Count. Is this all jour worship’s reason ? 

Clo. Faith, madam, l have other holy lea- 
sons, such as they are. 

Count. May the world know them 7 

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked cieatme, 
a? you and all flesh and blood are ; and indeed, 

I do marry that I may repent. 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wicked¬ 
ness. 

Clo. I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope 
to have fnend> for my wile’s sake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. You aie shallow', madam ; e’en great 
friends ; for the knaves come to do that for me, 
which I am a-weary of. He, that ears l| my 
land, spares my team, and gives me leave to inn 
the crop : it I be his cuckold, he’s my drudge : 
He, that comforts my wife, is the rherisher of 
my flesh and blood, he that cherishes my flesh 
and blood, loves m> flesh and blood ; he, that 
loves my flesh and blood, is my friend : ergo, IF 
lie that kisses my wife, is my friend. If men 
could be contented to be what they are, theie 
uere no fear in marriage; for young Charbou 
the puritan, and old Poysam the papist, bow- 
boe’er their hearts aie severed in religion, their 
heads ace both one, they may joll horns to¬ 
gether, like any deer i’the herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and 
calumnious knave 7 

Clo. A prophet I, madam; and 1 speak the 
truth the next way : *• 

For I the ballad will repeat, 

Which men full true shall find ; 

Your marriage comes by destiny , 

Your cuckoo sings by kind. 

• Lu.e-.ised jesters were formerly maintained by every 
gre.u Tamil) to keep up merriment in the house. 

j To act up io sour desires. J To be married. 

J Children. ^ p Ploughs. 'therefore 

• l Tlit nuarrti way. 


Art I. 

Count. Get you gone, Sir; I’ll talk with you 
more anon. 

Steu. May it please you, madam, that he lud 
Helen come to you ; of her 1 am to speak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would 
speak with her; Helen 1 mean. 

Clo. Was this fair face the cause , quoth 
she, [Singing. 

Why the Grecians sacked Troy l 
Fond done , • done fond,- 
lias this king Priam* s joy ? 

With that she sighed as she stood , 

With that she sighed as she stood. 

And gate this sentence then ; 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

Among nine bad, if one be good, 

Thcre*s yet one good in ten. 

Count. What, one good in ten? you corrupt 
the son*, surah. 

Clo. One good woman in ten, madam ; ninth 
is a pimtying o’ the song : 'Would God until! 
serve the woild so all the yeai 1 we’d hud m- 
fault with the tythe-woniau, if 1 wen* the par 
son: One in ten, quoth a’I an vve might have 
a good woman born but every blazing st.u, or 
at an earthquake, 'twould mend the lotteiv well ; 
a man may diaw his heart out, eie he pluck 
one. 

Count. You'll be gone. Sir knave, and do as I 
command you? 

Clo. That man should be at woman’s com¬ 
mand, and vit, no him done !—Though houestv 
be no pitman, jet it will do no Irait : n wi.‘ 
weai the surplice of humility ovei tin* blac’. 
gown of a big heait. I am going, lorsooih : tie. 
business is foi Helen to come hithri. 

[Ei it Ci own 

(’omit. Well, now. 

Stew. I know, madam, you love your e»iulc 
woman enUielv. 

Count. Iaitli, I do: her father hcqucal!«» 
her to me: and she herself, without othu aa 
vantage, may lawlully make title to a* imn . 
love as she finds : theie is more owing he:, this-* 
is paid ; and inoie shall be paid liei, than she'.: 
demand. 

Slew. Madam, I was very late more near her 
than, I think, she wished me: alone she wj>. 
and did communicate lo beiself, hei own won’ 
to hei own eais; site thought, I dale vow f« r 
her, they touched not any stranger sense. lie r 
matter was, she lovul your son; Foitune, sin. 
£aid, was no goddes , that bad put sutL 
dilfeience betwixt their two estates; Love, no 
god, that would not extend ins might, only 
wheie qualities were level; Diana, no queiu 
of viigin 5 that would sutler hei pool knight to 
be smprised, without rescue, in the fust assault, 
or lausoui atteiward: This she deliveied m the 
most hitter touch of sorrow, that e’ci 1 beau! 
virgin exclaim in : which 1 held my duty, 
speedily to acquaint you withal; sithcnce, + in 
the loss that may happen, it concerns you some¬ 
thing to know it. 

Count. You have discharged this honestly; 
keep it to yourself: many likelihoods informed 
me of tins befoie, which hung so tottering in 
the balance, that I could neither believe, nor 
misdoubt: Pray you leave me: stall this in 
your bosom, and 1 thank you for your honest 
care: I will speak with you further anon. 

[Exit Steward. 

Enter Helena. 

Count. Even so it was with me, when I was 
young- 

If we are nature’s, these are our’s; this 
thorn 

Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born; 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Fvofishly done. 


t Sine*. 
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It is the show and seal of nature's truth. 

Where love's strong passion is impress'd in 
% youth: 

liy our remembrances of days foregone, 

Such were our faults;—or then we thought 
them none. 

Iler eye is sick ou’t; I observe her now. 

1/cl. What is your pleasure, madam? 

Count. You Know, Helen, 

I am a mother to you. 
lift. Mine honourable mistress. 

Count. Nay, a mother ; 

Why not a mother? When I said a mother, 
Mcthought you saw a serpent: What's a mo¬ 
ther. 

That vou start at it? I say, I am your mother; 
And put you in the catalogue of those 
Th.it were enwouibed mine : 'Tis often seen. 
Adoption stuves with nature; and choice breeds 
A native slip to us from foreign seeds! 

You ne’er oppress’d me with a mothei's groan. 
Yet I express to you a mother's care:— 

God’s iiicrc>, maiden 1 does it curd thy Mood, 
To say, I am thy mother? What's the Mattel, 
That this distemper’d messenger of wet, 

The mauy-iolour’d Iris, rounds thine i'l e ? 

Whv?—-that you are my daughter? 
ilcl . That I am not. 

Count. I say, 1 am your mother. 
lid. Pa?don, madam; 

The count Rousillou cannot he my brother. 

] .ru lioin humble, he from honour'd name; 

No mue upon m\ patents, his all noble: 

My master, my deal lord he is; and I 
His serant live, and will his vassal die: 

He mud not he my brother. 

Count Noi I your mother ? 

JIfl. You are my mother, madam; 'Would 
you u'eie 

fS*i that my lord, your son, weie not my 
brother,) 

indeed, my mother!—or were you both ces 
mother'*, 

I caie no moie lor, * than l do for heaven, 
ho 1 were not Ins sister: Can’t no otlmr, 

But, f mur daughter, he must be my bioth**r ? 
Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my da-igh- 
tei-ui-law ; 

Co ! shield, ion mean it not I daughter, end 
mother. 

So fetnvet upon your pulse: Wbat, pale again? 
Mv fea; hath catch’cl your fondness: Now I see 
'J he upvstery of your loneliness, and tmd 
Your salt tcais’ hcail-t Now to all souse 'tis 
gloss, 

Y.i i love my son ; invention is asham'd, 

\ -.unst the piociamauon of thy ration, 
lo sav thou dost not: therefore tell me true; 

It «t tell me thei*, 'tis so :—loi, look, tby cheeks 
Co moss it, one to the other; and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours 
Tha* in their Kind § they speak it: only sm 
And hellish obstinacy tie thy longue. 

That M:uh bhould he suspected : Speak, is't so? 
It it be so, you have wound a goodly clue , 

II it lie not, lorswear’t: howe'er, I charge thee, 
As heaven shall work in me tor thine avail, 

'lo tell me truly. 

JJel. Good madam, pardon me 1 
Count. Do you love my son? 

Jlel. Your pardon, noble mistress! 

Count. Love you my son ? 

Bel. Do not you love him, madam? 

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in’t a 
bond. 

Whereof the world takes note: come, come, dis¬ 
close 

The state of your affection; for your passions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 


• l.e.l care aa much for t I wish it eqmliy. 
t Contend. 

I The source, the cause of your grief, 
t According to their uature. 


| Hcl. Then, I confess, 

Here on my knee, before high heaven ami yog. 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, 

J love your son:— 

My friends were poor, hut honest; so’a nr.y 
love: 

Be not offended ; for it hurts not him, 

That he Is lov’d of me: I follow him not 
By any token of presumptuous suit; 

Nor would I hav^ him, till I do <t;serve him; 

Yet never know how that desert *«hould he. 

I know I love in vain, str.ve against hope: 

Yet, in this captious and intemhic sieve, 

I still pour in the waters of my love. 

And lack not to lose still: thus Indian-luc, 
Religious in mine error, I adore. 

The sun, that looks upon his worshipper 
But knows of him no moie. My driest i:r„ 
datn. 

Let not your bate encounter with iriy lo\o. 

For loving wheie you do: but, it yourself, 

W hose aged honour cites a virtuous yoatu, * 

Did ever, in so tiue a flame of liking, 
tViih chastely, and love deaily, that your I)i.*»s 
Was both hersclt and love;* oh! then glu 
pity 

To her, whose state is such, that cannot choose 
But lend and give, where she is bine to lose: 
That seeks not to L»u! that her search implies. 
But, nddle-hke, liveo sweetly where she dies. 
Count. Had you not lately as intent, spin ' 
truly. 

To go to P.»j is ? 

Ilcl. Madam, I bad* 

(omit. Wherefore? tell true. 
lid. I will tell truth: by grace itself, a 
swear. 

You know my father left me some prtrc:'’/ 
tious 

Of mre and prov’d effects, such as his read.’.:*, 
\m\ manifest experience, had collected 
For geueial sovereignty ; and that he will’d m? 
In hced ! 'iil!est reservation to bestow them. 

As notes, whose faculties inclusive weie. 

More than they were iu note: l amongst tli 
rest. 

There i> a remedy, approv'd, set down. 

To tuie the despeiate languishes, whereof 
The king is reudei'd lost. 

Court. This wi’s your motive 
For P/ii", was it? speak. 

Bel, My lord, your son made me to think e. 
tins ; 

Else Paii'., and the medicine, and the king. 

Had, fiom the couvusation of my thoughts, 
Haply, been absent then. 

Coum. L’ut tlnnk yon, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid, 
lie would receive it? He and his physicians 
Are ot a mind ; he, that they caunot help him. 
They, that they cannot.help: How shall they 
credit 

A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 
Embouell’d of their doctrine, $ have left ott 
The danger to itself? 

Hcl. Theie’s something hints, 

Moie than my father's skill, which was tfc* 
greatest 

Of his profession, that his good receipt 
Shall, for my legacy, be sanctified 
By the luckiest stars in heaven: and, would 
your honour 

But give dip leave to try success, I'd venture 
The well-lost life of mine on his grace's cure. 

By such a day and hour. 

Count. Dost thou believe it? 

Hcl . Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou shall have my leave 
and love, 

• I. e. W'hoae respectable conduct in age prove* 
that you "cr- no lesa virtuous when young. 

+ f. g. Vcnua. < X Receipts in which great©, 

virtues were enclosed tnnu appeared. 

J Exhausted cf tueir ekill. 
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Mean9 and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To those of mine own court: 1*11 staj at home, 
And pray God’s blessing into tby attempt: 

Be gone to-morrow; and be sure of this, 

What 1 can help thee to, thou shalt not miss. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Paris.—A Room in the King's 

Palace. 

Flourish. Enter King, with young Lords, 
taking leave for the Florentine uar ; Ber¬ 
tram, Parolles, and Attendants. 

King. Farewell, young lord, these warlike 
principles 

Do not throw from youAnd you, my lord, 
farewell;— 

Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain all. 
The gilt doth stretch itself as *tis reced’d. 

And is enough for both. 

1 Lord. It is our hope, Sir, 

After well-cnter’d soldiers, to jeturn 
And find jour grace in health. 

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and jet my j 
heart 

Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth ray life besiege. Faiewell, joung 
lords ; 

Whether l live or die, be joii the sons 
Of worthy Frenchman : let higher Italy 
(Those ’bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of the last monarchy, *) see, that jou come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when 
The bravest questantf shrinks, find what jou 
seek. 

That fame may cry you lond : I say, farewell. 

2 Lord. Health, at jour bidding, serve jour , 

majesty ! 

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of; 
them ; 

They say, our French lark language to deny. 

If they demand : beware of being captives. 

Before you serve, t 

Both. Our hearts receive jour warnings. 

King. Farewell.—Come hither to me. 

[The King retires to a couch. 

1 Lord. O mj sweet lord, that jou will stay 

behind us ! 

Par. ’Tis not his fault: the spark- 

2 Lord. Oh ! 'tis brave wars! 

Par. Most admirable: I have sem those 
wars. 

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil § 
with ; 

Too young , and the ncit year, and f tis too 
early. 

Par. An thy mind stand to it, boy, steal away 
bravely. 

Ber. I shall stay here the forehorse to a 
smock. 

Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry. 

Till honour be bought up, and no sword worn, 
But one to dance with! || By heaven. Pi l sttal 
away. 

1 Lord. There’s honour in the theft. 

Par. Commit it, count. 

2 Lord. I am your accessary ; and so fare¬ 

well. 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tor¬ 
tured body. 

1 Lord. Farewell, captain. 

2 Lord . Sweet monsieur Parolles ! 

Par . Noble heroes, my sword and jour’s are 


kin. Good sparks and lustious, a word, gool 
metals You shall find in the regiment of the 
Spurn, one captain Spuno, with his cicatircr, 
an emblem of war, heie on hi* sinister cheek : 
it was this very sword entrenched it: say to 
him, I live ; and observe bis reports for me. 

2 Lord. We shall, noble captain. 

Par. Mars dote on you for his novices! 
[Exeunt Lords.] What will you do? 

Ber. Stay ; the king- [Seeing him rue. 

Par. Use a more spacious ceremony to the 
noble lords; you have restrained yourself with¬ 
in the list of too cold an adieu : be more ex¬ 
pressive to them ; for they wear themselves m 
the cap of the time, • there, do muster true gait, t 
eat, speak, and move under the influence of the 
most received star; and though the devil lead 
the ineasuic,$ such are to be followed: aflei 
them, and take a more dilated farewell. 

Ber. And I will do so. 

Par. Worthy fellows ; and like to prove most 
sinewj sword men. 

[Exeunt Bertram and Parolles. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Laf. Pardon, my lord, fo. me 

and for my tidings. 

King. I’ll fee thee to stand up. 

Laf. Then here's a man 
Stands, that has brought his pardon. I would, 
you 

Had kneel’d, my lord, to ask me mercy ; and 
That at my bidding, you could so stand up. 
King. 1 would I had ; so I had broke thj 
pate, 

And ask’d thee mercy foi’t. 

Laf. Goodfailh, across : $ 

But my good lord, ’Us thus ; Will you be cur’d 
Of your infirmity ? 

King. No 

Laf. Ob 1 will you eat 
No grapes, my lojal fox 1 jes, but jou will. 

My noble grapes, an if my rojal fox 
Could reach them : I have seen a medicine, 
That’s able to breathe life into a stone ; 

Quicken a rock, and make you dance cauarj, c 
With sprightly fiie aud motion ; whose simple 
touch 

Is powerful to araise king Pepin, nay. 

To give great Cbailemaiu a pen in his hand, 

And write to ber a love-line. 

King. What her is this ? 

LaJ . Why, doctor she : My lord, there’s one 
aruv’d, 

If jou will sec her, now, by my faith aud ho¬ 
nour. 

If seriously I may convey my thoughts 
In this mj light deliverance, I have spoke 
With oue, that, in her sex, her years, profes¬ 
sion, •• 

Wisdom, and constancy, hath amazed inenioie 
Thau I dare blame my weakness: Will you se-* 
her 

(For that is her demand,) aud know her bus: 
ness ? 

That done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now, good Lafeu, 

Bring in the admiration : that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too, or take oft' thine. 

By wond’ring how thou took’st it. 

Laf . Nay, I’ll fit you, 

And not be all day neither. [Exit Lafeu. 
King. Thus he his special nothing ever pro¬ 
logues. 

r Re-enter Lafeu with Helena. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways. 


• I.e. Those excepted who powers modern Italy, the 
remains of the Homan empire. 
i Seeker, inquirer. 

1 Be not captives before yon are soldiers. 

$ With a noise, bustle. 

1 In Shakspeare’s time it was usual for gentlemen to 
dance with swords on. 


• They are the foremost in the fashion. 

* Have the true military step. t The dance 

$ Unskilfully j a phrase taken from the exercise at 
a quaintame. . . _ , 

< A female physician ^ A kind or dance. 

•* By profession is meant her declaration ©i too 
object of her coming. 
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A ing. Tills haste hath wni(*a indeed. 

Eat. Nay, come your ways ; 

Tins is his majesty, say your mind to him : 

A tuitor you do look like ; hut such traitors 
His majesty seldom fears: I am Cresid's uncle,* 
’I hat daie leave two together; fare you well. 

[Exit. 

King. Now, fair one, does your business fol¬ 
low IIS ? 

lid. Av, my good lord. Gerard de Narbou 
was 

My lather; in what he did profess, well found. + 
King. 1 knew him. 

Hel. The rathei will I spare my praises to¬ 
wards him ; 

Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me; chiefly one, 

\\ Inch, as the dearest issue of his practice, 

And oi his old experience the only dailing. 

He had me store up, as a triple eye, j 
baler than mine own two, moie dear ; I have 
so: 

And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d 
With that malignant cause wherein the honour 
Of my deai lather’s gift stands chief in powei, 
l come to tender it, and my appliance. 

With all hound linmhleness. 

King. We thank you, maiden ; 

But may not be so credulous of cure, 

When our most learned doctors leave us ; and 
The congregated college lia\e concluded 
That labouring ait can never ransom nature 
from her maidable estate,—I say we must not 
■So stain our judgment, or conupt our hope. 

To prostitute our past-cure malady 
To cmpnics; or to dissever so 
Our gieat self and om credit, to esteem 
Y senseless help, when help past sense we deem. 
Hel. M> duty then shall pay me for uiy 
pains: 

I will no moie enforce mine office on you; 
Humbly entreating from your loyal thoughts 
A modest one, to bear me back again. 
ling. I cannot gi\e thee less, to be call’d 
grateful: 

‘fhou thought's! to help me; and such thanks j 
give. 

As one neai death to those that wish him live: 
But, wlrat at full i know, thou know’st no part; 

J knowing all my peril, thou no art. 

H>1. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
.Since you set up yom lest ’gainst remedy : 

He that of greatest woiks is finisher, 

<jft do. s them by the weakest minister : 
v, hoi> writ in babes hath judgment shown, 
h her judges have been babes. § Great floods 
have flown 

Horn simple sources;]} and great seas have 
diied, 

When miracles have by the gicatest been de¬ 
nied. IT 

Oft expectation fails, and most oft there 
Where m»-i it promises ; and oft it hits, 

Where hope is coldest, and despair most sits. 

A ing. I must not hear thee ; fare thee well, 
kind maid ; 

Thv pains, not us’d, must by thyself be paid : 

Pi oilers, not took, reap thanks for their re¬ 
ward. 

Hel. Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d : 

It is not so with him that all things knows, 

As ’tis with us that square our guess by shows: 
But most it is presumption in us, wbtn 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 
Hear Sir, to my endeavours give consent ; 

Of heaven, not me, make an experiment. 

1 am not an impostor, that proclaim 


• I am like Pandarus. 

+ Of acknowledged excellence. t A third eye. 

( An allusion to Daniel judging the two elders. 

| /. e. When Moses smote the rock iu lloreb. 

Tf Ibis must reler to the children of Israel passing 
the Hed bca, when miracles had .been denied by Phs.- 
fuoh. 


Myself against the level of mine aim ; • 

But know 1 think, and tluuk I know most sure. 
My heart is not past power, nor you past cuie. 
King. Art thou so confident! Within what 
space 

Hop’st thou my cure? 

Hel. The greatest grace lending grace, 

Ere twice the hoises oi the sun shall bung 
Their fiery torcher bis diurnal ring ; 

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Hesperus f hath quench’d his sleepy lamp ; 
Or four and twenty limes the pilot’s glass 
Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass ; 
What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly, 
Health shall live free, and sickness freely die. 

King. Upon thy ceitamty and confidence, 
What dar’st thou venture ? 

Hel. Tax of impudence,— 

A strumpet’s boldness, a divulged shame,— 
Traduc’d by odious ballads my maiden’s name 
Sear'd otherwise ; no worse of woist extended. 
With vilest torture let uiy life be ended. 

A mg. Methmks, in thee some blessed spirit 
doth speak ; 

His poweiful sound, within au organ weak: 

And what impossibility would slay 
In common sense, sense saves another way. 

Thy life is dear : for all, that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath estimate ; J 
Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happiness and prune ^ can happy call: 
Thou this to hazard, needs must intimate 
Skill miiuilc, or moustious despciate. 

Sweet piactiser, thy physic I will try; 

That ministers thine own death, if l die. 

IIcl. It I break time, or flinch in piopcrty 
Of what 1 spoke, uupilied let me die ; 

And well deserv’d: Not helping, death’s my fee; 
But, if 1 help, what do you pioimse me? 

King. Make thy demand. 
llel. But will you make it even? 

King. Ay, by my sceptre, and ray hopes of 
hcavtn. 

IIcl. Then slult thou give me, with thy kingly 
hand. 

What husband in thy power, I will command: 
Exempted be fiom me the anogauce 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France; 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy state : 

But stirli a one, thy vassal, whom I know 
Is free for me to ask, tiiee to bestow. 

King. Heie is my hand; the piemises ob¬ 
serv’d, * 

Thy will by rny performance shall be serv’d ; 

So make the choice of thy own time; for I, 

Thy resolv’d patient, on thee still rely. 

More should I question thee, and more I must: 
Though more, to know, could not be moie to 
trust ; 

Fiom whence thou cam'st, how tended on,— 
But rest 

Unquestion'd welcome, and undoubted blest.— 
Give me some help here, ho!—If thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed. 

[ Flourish . Exeunt . 

SCENE II.—Rounllon.—A Room in the 
Countess ’ Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. Come on, Sir; I shall now put ycu 
to the height of your breeding. 

Clo. I will show myself highly fed, and lowly 
taught; I know my business is but to the 
court. 

Count. To the court! why, what place make 
you special, when you put off that with such 
contempt ? But to the couit! 

• /. e. Pretend to greater things than befits the me 
diocrit) of iny condition. i The evening srar. 

t /. e. May be tomitcd among the gifts enjoyed by 
thee. file spring or morning of life. 

2 X 
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Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man 
any manners, he may easily put it off at court: 
he tliat cannot make a leg, put off’s cap, kiss Ins 
hand, and say nothing, has neither leg, hands, 
lij», nor cap; and, indeed, such a fellow, to say 
piensely, weie not for the court: but, for me, 
I have an answer will serve all men. 

Count. Marry, that’s a bountiful answer, that 
fits all questions. 

Clo. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all 
buttocks ; the pin-buttock, the qnutch-huttock, the 
brawn-buttock, or any buttock. 

Count . Will your answer serve fit to all ques¬ 
tions? 

Clo. 4s fit as ten groats is for the hand of an 
attorney, as your French crown tor your taffata 
punk, as Tib’s rush for Tom’s forefinger, as a 
pancake for Shrove-Tuesday, a morris for May- 
day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold to his 
hoin, as a scolding quean to a wrangling knave, 
as the nun’s lip to the friar’s mouth ; nay, as the 
pudding to his skin. 

Count. Have you, I say, an answer of such 
fitness for all questions ? 

Clo. From below' your duke, to beneath your 
constable, it will fit any question. 

Count. It must be an answer of most mon¬ 
strous size, that must fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the 
learned should speak truth of it: here it is, and 
all that belongs to’t: Ask me, if 1 am a courtier ; 
it shall do you no harm to learn. 

Count. To be young again, if we could: I 
will be a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser 
by your answer. I pray you. Sir, are you a 
courtier 1 

Clo. O Lord, Sir,-There’s a simple putting 

ofT;—more, more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of jour’s, that 
loves you. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir,—Thick, thick, spare not 
me. 

Count. I think. Sir, you can cat none of this 
homely meat. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir,—Nay, put me to’t, I war¬ 
rant you. 

Count. You were lately whipped. Sir, as 1 
think. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir,—Spare not me. 

Count. Do you cry, O Lord , Sir , at yonr 
whipping, and spare not me ? Indeed, your O 
Lord , Sir , is very sequent* to your whipping; 
j »u would answer very well to a whipping, if you 
were bur bound to'f: 

Clo. 1 ne’er had worse luck in my life, in my 
—O Lord, Sir: I see, tbiugs may serve long, but 
not serve ever. 

Count. I play the noble housewife with the 
time, to entertain it so merrily with a fool. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir,—Why, tbere’t serves well 
again. 

Count. An end. Sir, to jour business : Give 
Helen this, 

And urge her to a present answer back : 
Commeud her to my kinsmen and my son ; 

This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

Count. Net much employment for jou : You 
understand me? 

Clo . Most fruitfully; I am there befoie my 
legs. 

Count. Haste you again. 

[Exeunt severally. 

SCENE III. — Paris.—A Room in the King’s 

Palace. 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 

Luf. They say, miracles are past; and wc 
have our philosophical persons, to make mo¬ 
dern + and familiar things, supernatural and 
causeless, lleuce is it, that we make trifles of 

t Ordinary. 


terrors; ensconcing ourselves into 3eemiug know, 
ledge, when we should submit ourselves to an 
unknown tear. • 

Par. Why, *tis the rarest argument of wondei, 
that bath shot out in our latter tunes. 

Her. And so 'tis. 

Laf. To be relinquished of the aitists,- 

Par. So 1 say; both of Galen and Paiacclsns. 
LaJ. Of all the learned and authentic id- 
lows,— 

Par. Right, so I say 

I-Aif. That gave bun out incurable,— 

Par. Why, there *tis ; so say 1 too. 

LaJ. Not to be helped,— 

Par. Right: as ’tweie a man assured of an— 
Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death. 

Par. Just, you say well; so would 1 have 
said. 

Laf. I may truly say, it is a novelty to tne 
world. 

Par. It is, indeed: if you will have it tn 

showing, you shall read it m,-What do > m 

call there?— 

Laf. A showing of a heavenly effect iu an 
earthly actor. 

Par. That’s it I would have said; the \t r v 
same. 

Luf. Why, your dolphin f is not lustier : 'fo»e 

me 1 speak m respect- 

Par. Nay ’tis strange, ’tis very stiange, that 
is the brief and the tedious of it; and he is of 
a most fdcmorious! spirit, that will not acknow¬ 
ledge it to be the- 

Laf. Veij hand of heaven. 

Par. Ay, so I say. 

LaJ. In a most weak- 

Par. And delnle minister, great power, greet 
tianscendence: which should, indeed, give us a 
further use to he made, than alone the recoveiy 

of the king, as to be- 

Laf. Generally thankful. 

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants. 

Par. I would have said it; you say well : 
Here conics the king. 

Laf. Luslic, $ as the Dutchman says : I’ll like a 
maid the bettei, whilst 1 have a tooth in my h'*ad : 
Why, he’s able to lead her a coran to. 

Par. Mart du Vmaigre ! (s not this Helen I 
Laf. 'Fore God, 1 think so. 

King. Go, call before me all the lords iu 
court.— {Exit an Attendant. 

Sit, my preserver, by thy patient's side 1 
And with this healthful hand, whose banish’d 
sense 

Thou hast repeal’d, a second time receive 
The confirmation of ray promis’d gill. 

Which but attends tby naming. 

Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye: this youthful 
parcel 

Of noble bachelors stand at thy bestowing, 

O’er whom both sovereign power and lathetS 
voice || 

I have to use : thy frank election make; 

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to 
forsake. 

Hel. To each of you one fair and vntuous 
mistress 

Fall, when love please 1—marry, to each, but 
one 1 W 

Laf. I’d give bay Curtal, •• and his furniture. 
My mouth no more were broken than these hoy’s, 
And writ as little beaid. 

King. Peruse them well: 

Not one of those, hut had a uoble father. 
llel. Gentlemen, 

• Fear mean* here the object of fear. 

+ 1 he dauphin. t Wicked. 

§ I.ustigh mbe Dutch word for lusty, cbeetful. 

P They were wards as well .i«*ub»ectV. 

Except one, meaning lien rain. 

•• A clock oil hc.isc. 


• Properly follow*. 
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Heaven hath, through me, restor'd the king to 
health. 

All. We understand it, and thank heaven for 
you. 

Hel . I ain a simple maid; and therein 
wealthiest. 

That, I piotest, I simply am a maid :- 

Please it your majesty, I have done already: 

The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me, 

We blush, that thou should’st choose; but , 
be refus’d , 

Let the white death sit on thy cheek for 
ever : 

We’ll ne’er come there again. 

Kwg. Make choice ; and see. 

Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in me. 

Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly; 

And to imperial Love, that god most high, 

I>o my sighs stream.—Sir, will you hear my 
suit? 

1 Lord. And grant it. 

Hel. Thanks, Sir; all the rest is mute. • 

Laf. I had rather be in this choice, than throw 
ames-acc y for my life. 

Hel. The honour, Sir, that flames in your fan 
eyes, 

Before 1 speak, too threateningly icplies: 

Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
ihr (hut sd wishes, and her humble love! 

2 Lord. No better, if you please. 

Hct. My wish receive, 

Winch gieat love giautt and so t tike my 
leave. 

Laf. I)«i all they deny her ? An they were sons 
of mine, I’d have them whipped : or I would send 
them to the Tuik, to make eunuchs of. 

Hel. Be not afraid [To a Loud] that l }our 
hand should take; 

I'll never do you wrong for your own sake : 
Blessing upon jour vows! and in join bed 
Find I dim fortune, if you evei wed ! 

Ijof. These boys are boys of ice, they'll none 
have her : sure, the} aie bastards to the English ; 
the french ne’er got them. 

Hel. You are too youug, too happy, and too 
good, 

To make join self a son out of my blood. 

4 Lot d . Fair one, 1 think not so. 

La/. There's one grape yet,—I am snie, thy 
father drank wine.—But if tbou be’st not an ass, 
1 am a jouth of fouiteen ; I have known thee 
alieady. 

Hel. I dare not say, I take you; [7b Ber¬ 
tram] but I give 

Me, a id my service, ever whilst I live. 

Into vottr guiding power.—This is the man. 
King. \\ by then, joung Bertram, take her, she’s 
thy wife. 

Ber. My wile, iny liege ? I shall beseech jour 
b'ghuess, 

!n such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. I n.w’st thou not, Bertram, 

\\ hat she has done for me ? 

her. Yes, my good lord ; 

But never hope to know why I should marry 
her. 

King. Thou know'st, she cas lais’d me from 
my sickly bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me 
down 

Muat answer for your raising? I know her well; 
She had her breeding at mj father's charge: 

A pool physician’s daughter my wife!—Disdain 
Bather corrupt me ever ! 

King. 'Tis only title J tbou dlsdain’st in her, 
the winch 

I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods, 

Of colimi, weight, and heat, poui’d all toge¬ 
ther, 

Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off 
iu diftereuces so mighty: If she be 

• 1 I have no mor* to eav to you. 
t The lowest chance of the dice. 

X I, c. The want of title. 
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All that is virtuous, (save what thou dislik’st 
A poor physician's daughter,) thou dislik'st 
Of virtue for the name : but do not so: 

From lowest place when virtuous things ore- 
ceed. 

The place is dignified by the doer’s deed : 

Where great additions * swell, and virtue none 
It is a dropsied honour: good alone 
Is good, without a name : viieness is so: t 
The property by what it is should go, 

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair ; 

In these to uature she’s immediate heir; 

And these breed honour: that is honout'a 
scorn, 

Which challenges itself as honour’s born. 

And is not like the sire: Honours best thrive, 

'A hen rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our fore-goers: the mere word's a slave 
Debauch’d on every tomb : on every grave, 

A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb. 

Where dust, and damn'd oblivion, is the tomb 
Of honour’d bones indeed. What should be 
said ? 

If thou canst like this creature as a maid, 

I can create the rest: virtue, and she, 
la her own dower; honour and wealth, from 
me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to 
do’t. 

King. Thou wroug’st thyself, if thou should’st 
strive to choose. 

Hel. That you are well restor’d, my lord, l 
am glad ; 

Let the lest go. 

King. My bonoui's at the stake ; which to de¬ 
feat, 

l mu^t pi oduce my power : Here take her hand. 
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift; 
That dost iu vile misprison shackle up 
M> love and her desert ; that canst not dream. 
We, poizing us in hei defective scale, 

Stull weigh thee to the beam : that wilt not 
know. 

It is in us to plant thine honoui, where 
We please to have it grow: Check thy con¬ 
tempt : 

Obev our will, which travails in thy good: 
Believe not thy disdain, but presently 
Do tiune own foitunes that obedient right. 

Which both tby duty owes, and our power 
claims ; 

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever. 

Into the staggers, and the careless lapse 
Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge aud 
hate, 

Loosing upon thee in the uame of justice, 
Without all terms of pity: Speak ; thine an¬ 
swer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I sub¬ 
mit 

My fancy to yonr eyes: When I consider. 

What great creation, and what dole of honour, 
Flies where you bid it, I hud, that she, which 
late 

Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The praised of the king ; who, so ennobled. 

Is, as 'twere, born so. 

King. Take her by the hand, 

And tell her, she is thine, to whom I promise 
A counterpoize ; if not to thy estate, 

A balance moie replete. 

Ber. I take her baud. 

King. Good fortune, and the favour of the 
king. 

Smile upon this contract; whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief. 

And be perform’d to-night: the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon"the coming space, 
Expecting absent ft lends. As thou lov'st her, 
Tby love’s to me religious; else, does err. 

[Exeunt King, Bertram, Helena, 
Lords, and Attendants. 

• Titles. 

i Good is good independent of any w oi’dly distinction, 
«nd bo is viltacss vilu. 



67G ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. Act II. 


Laf. Do you hear, monsieur 1 a word with 
you. 

Par. Your pleasure. Sir ? 

Laf. Your lord aud master did well to mate 
his recantation. 

Par. Recantation 7—My lord ? my master ? 

Laf. Ay ; Is it not a language, I speak ? 

Par. A must harsh one ; and not to be under¬ 
stood without bloody succeeding. My master l 

Laf. Are you companion to the count Rou- 
sillou ? 

Par. To any count; to r.II counts ; to what 
is man. 

Laf. To what is count's man ; count’s master 
is of another style. 

Par. You are too old. Sir ; let it satisfy you, 
you are too old. 

Lot. I must tell tbee, sirrah, I write man ; 
to which title age cauuot bring thee. 

Per. What 1 dare too well do, I dare not do. 

I.af. I did think thee, for two ordinaries,* 
to be a pretty wise fellow ; thou didst make to¬ 
lerable vent of thy travel : It might pass : yet 
the scarfs, and the bannerets, about thee, did 
manifoldly dissuade me from believing thee a 
u*ssel of too great a burden. I have now found 
thee; when i lose thee again, I care not: yet 
art thou good for nothing but taking up ; aud 
that thou art scarce worth. 

Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity 
upou thee,- 

Laf. Do not plunge thyself too far in aneer, 
lest thou hasten thy trial ; which if—Lord have 
mercy on thee foi a hen ! So, my good window 
of lattice, tare thee well; thy casement 1 need 
not open, foi 1 look through thee. Give me thy 
hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me most egregious 
indignity. 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart ; aud thou art 
worthy of it. 

Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it. 

Laf. Yes. good faith, every dram of it; and 
1 will not bate thee a scruple. 

Par. Well, 1 shall be wiser. 

Laf. E’en as soon as thou canst, for thou hast 
to pull at a smack o’the contrary. If ever thou 
be’st bound in thy scarf, aud beaten, thou shalt 
find what it is to be proud of thy bondage, i 
have a desire to hold my acquaintance with 
thee, or rather my knowledge; that I may sa>, 
in the default, + he is a man I know. 

Par. My lord, you do me most insupportable 
vexation. 

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake, 
and my poor doing eternal: for doing .1 am 
past; as I will by thee, in what motiou age will 
give me leave. [Exit. 

Par. Well, thou hast a son shall take this 
disgrace off me ; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy 
lord !—Well, I must be patient; there is no 
fettering of authority, i’il beat hun, by my life, 
if I can meet hun with any convenience, an he 
were double and double a lord. I’ll have uo 
more pity of his age, than I would have of— 
I’ll beat him, an if I could but meet h:m again. 

Re-enter Lai-eu. 

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and master’s married, 
there’s news tor you ; you have a new mistress. 

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lord- 
ship to make some reservation of your wrongs : 
He is my good lord ; whom I serve above, is 
my master. 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Av, Sir. 

Laf. The devil it is, that’s thy master. Why 
dost thou garter up thy arms o’ thi3 fashion ? 
dost*,make hose of thy sleeves? do other ser¬ 
vants so? Thou wert best set thy lower part 
wheie thy noee stands. By mine honour, if 1 
were but two hours younger, I’d beat thee : 


methiuks, thou art a general offence, and 
every man should beat thee. I think thou wust 
created lor meu to breathe • themselves upon 
thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeserved measure, 
my lord. 

LaJ . Go to, Sir ; you were beaten in Italy for 
picking a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you 
are a vagabond, and no true traveller: you aie 
moie saucy with loids, and honourable peison- 
ages, than the heraldry of your bntli aud virtue 
gives you commission. You are not woith 
another word, else I’d call you knave. I leave 
>ou. [Exit. 

Enter Bertham. 

Par. Good, very good ; it is so then.—Good, 
very good ; let it be concealed a while. 

Jier. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever? 
Par. What is the matter, sw-eet heait? 

Ret. Although before the solemn puest 1 have 
sworn 

I will not bed her. 

Par. What? what, sweet heart? 

Bcr. O my Paiolles, they have married me:— 
I’ll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, aud it no inoia 
met its 

The tread of a man’s foot: to the wars! 

Her. There’s letters from my mother ; what 
the import is, 

I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would be known; To the wars 
my boy, to the wars ! 

He wears l.is honour in a box unseen. 

That hugs his kicksy-wicksv t here at home : 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 

Which should sustain the bound aud high curvet 
Of Mars’ liery steed : i'o othei regions ! 

France is a stable ; we that dwell m’t, jades ; 
Therefore, to the war ! 

lier. It shall be so; I’ll send In i to ilv 
house, 

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 

Aud wherefore 1 am tied; wnte to the king 
That which I durst not speak: His piescnt 
gift 

Shall furnish me to those Italian fields, 

Where noble telioivs strike: War is no stnfe 
To the daik house ,\ and the detested wife. 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, ait 
sure ? 

Her. Go with me to my cbambei, and advise 
me. 

I’ll send her straight away : To-moriow 
I’ll to the wais, she to her single soirow. 

Par. Why, these halls bound ; there’s noise 
in it.—’Tis hard ; 

A young man, mairied, is a man that’s marr’d : 
Therefore away, aud leave her bravely ; go : 

The king has done you wrong ; but, hush ! ’its 
so. [Exeunt. 

SCE\E IV.—The same. — A Room in the 

same. 

Enter Helena and Clown. 

Ilel. My mother greets me kindly : Is she 
well ? 

Cto. She is not well ; but yet she ha9 her 
health : she’s very merry : but yet she is not 
well * but thanks be given, she’s very well, ami 
wants nothing l’the world ; but yet she is no 2 
well. 

Hel. If she be very well, what does she ail, 
that she’s not very well ? 

Clo. Truly, she’s very well, indeed, but for 
two things. 

Ilel. What two things ? 

Cto. One, that she’s not in heaven, whither 
God send her quickly ! the other, that she’s m 
earth, fiom whence, God send her quickly I 


• I. e. While I sate twice with thre at dinner. 
T At a need. 


1 


* Exercise. i A cant term for a wife, 

S I'hi house made gloomy b\ discontent. 



677 


Scene V. ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 


Enter Parolliis. 

Pur. Bless >ou, my fortunate lady ! 

IUI. I hope. Sir, 1 have your good will to 
have mine own good fortunes. 

Par. You had my players to lead them on : 
and to keep them on, have them still.—O my 
knave! How does my old lady 7 
Clo. So that you had lici wrinkles, and I hei 
money, I would she did as you say. 

Par. Why, 1 say nothing. 

Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man ; for many 
a man's tongue shakes out his master’s undoing : 
To say nothing, to do nulling, to know nothing, 
and to have nothing, is to he a great part of 
your title ; which is within a very little of no¬ 
thing. 

Par. Away, thou’rt a knave. 

Clo. You should have said, Sir, bcfoie a knave 
thou art a knave; that is, before me thou art a 
knave: this had been truth, Sir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have 
found thee. 

Clo. Did you And me in yourself. Sir ? or were 
>ou taught to liud me 7 The search, Sir, was 
profitable ; and much tool may you find in you, 
even to the world’s pleasure, and the increase 
of laughter. 

Par. A good knave, i’faith, and well fed.— 
Madam, my lord will go away to-night; 

A very serious business calls oil him. 

The great prerogative and light of love, 

Which, as your due, time claims, he does ac¬ 
knowledge ; 

Rut puts it otr by a compell’d restraint ; 

Whose want, and whose delay, is strewed with 
sweets, 

Which they distil now in the curbed time. 

To make the coming hour o’ertlow with joy. 

And pleasure drown the brim. 

Hel. What’s his will else l 
Par. That you will take your instant leave o’ 
the king. 

And make this haste as your own good proceed¬ 
ing, 

Strengthen’d with what apology you think 
Mav make it probable need. * 

7/c/. What more commands he 7 
Par That, having this obtain’d,you presently 
Attend his furthei pleasure. 

Pel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 
Par. 1 shall lepoit it so. 

Ilcl. 1 pray you.—Come, sirrah. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE }'. — Anoth-'r Room in the same. 
Enter Lafeu and Bertha u. 

Laf. But, I hope, your lordship thinks not 
him a soldier. 

Per. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant ap- 
proof. 

Laj. You have it from his own deliverance. 
tier. And by other warranted testimony. 

Laj. Then my dial goes not true ; I took this 
lark for a bunting- t 

tier. 1 do assure you, my lord, he is very 
great in knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. I have then sinned against his experi¬ 
ence, and transgressed again at h«s valour ; and 
my state that way is dangerous, since I cannot 
yet find in my heart to repent. Heiehe comes ; 
J pray you, make us fneuds, 1 will puisue the 
amity. 

Enter Parglles. 

Par. These things shall be done. Sir. 

[To Bertram. 

J^af. Pray you, Sir, who’s his tailor 7 
Par. Sir T 

Laj. Oh ! I know him well: Ay, Sir; he. Sir, 
Is a good workman, a very good tailor. 

* A specioui nppearance of nrceMity. 

4 The burning uearly retemblet the skylark; but 
bit little or uo tong, which gnei eatimatiou to the »ky 
Urk. 


tier. Is she gone to the king 7 

[Aside to Pakoi.les. 

Par. She is. 

tier. Will she aw'ay to-mght7 
Par. As you’ll have her. 
tier. 1 have writ my letters, casketed my 
treasure. 

Given order for our horses ; and to-night. 

When 1 should take possession of the bride,— 
And, ere 1 do begin,— 

Luj. A good traveller is something at the 
latter end ot a dinner; but one that lies three- 
thirds, and uses a known truth to pass a thou¬ 
sand nothings with, should be once heard, and 
thrice beaten.—God save you, captain. 

tier. Is there any unkindness between my 
lord and you, monsieur 7 
Par. 1 know not how 1 have deseived to ruu 
into my lord’s displeasure. 

Laj. You hdve made shift to run into’t, boots 
and spins and all, like linn that leaped into the 
custard ; and out of it you’ll run again, rather 
than sutler question tor your lesideuce. 

tier. It may be, you have mistaken him, my 
lord. 

Laj. And shall do so ever, though I took him 
at his prayers. Fare you well, my lord : Tint 
believe this of me. There can be no kernel m 
this light nut; the soul of this man is his 
clothes : trust him not in matter of heavy con¬ 
sequence ; I have kept of Ahem tame, and know’ 
their natures.—Farewell, monsieur ; I have 
spoken better of you, than you have or will de- 
seive at my hand ; but we must do good against 
evil. [Exit. 

Par. An idle lord, 1 swear. 
tier. 1 think so. 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? 
tier. Yes, I do know him well; and common 
speech 

Gives bun a worthy pass. Heie comes my 
clog. 

Enter Helena. 

Hei. I base, Sir, as 1 was commanded from 
you, 

Spoke with the king, and have procured his 
leave 

For present parting ; only, he desires 
Some private speech with you. 

tier. 1 shall obey his will. 

You must uot marvel, Helen, at my course, 

Which holds not colour with the time, nor 
does 

The ministration and required office 
On my paiticular: prepar’d 1 was not 
For such a business ; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled: Tins drives me to entreat 
you. 

That presently you take your way for home; 

And rather muse,* thau ask, why i entreat 
you : 

For my respects are better than they seem ; 

And my appointments have in them a netd, 
Greatei than shows itselt, at the fiist view, 

To you that know them not. This to my mother : 

[Giving a letter. . 

’Till be two days ere I shall see you; so 
1 leave you to your wisdom. 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing say, 

But that l am your most obedient servant. 
tier. Come, come, no nioie of that. 

Hel. And ever shall 

With true observance seek to eke out that. 

Wherein towards me my homely stars have 
fail’d 

To equal my great fortune. 
tier. Let that go ; 

My haste is very great: Farewell; hie home. 

Hel. Pray, Sir, your pardon. 
tier. Well, what would you say 7 
Hel. 1 am not worthy of the wealth I owe ; t 
Nor dare I say. Mis mine; and yet it is; 


• Wonder. 


t Poms*. 
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Cut, like a timorous thief, most lam would 
steal 

What \aw does vouch urine own. 

Per. Wlvat would you have ? 

Hel. Something; aud scarce so much:—no¬ 
thing indeed.— 

1 would not tell you what 1 would: iny lord— 
? faith, yes - 

Strangers and foes do sunder and not kiss. 

I>ct. I pray you, stay not, but in haste to 
horse. 

Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good my 
lord. 

Bcr. W here are my other men, monsieur 7— 
Farewell. [Aar it Helen*. 

Go thou toward home; where I will never come. 

Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the 
drum :— 

Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, coragio 1 [Exeunt. 


ACT HI. 

SCENEI. — Florence .—.4 Boom, in the Dear's 

Palace. 

Flourish. Enter the Duke of Florence, «/- 
tended ; two French Lords, and others. 

Duke. So, that, from point to point, now have 
yon heard 

The fundamental reasons of this war ; 

Whose great decisiou hath much blood let 
lorth. 

And more thirsts after. 

1 J Lord. Holy seems the quarrel 

Upon your grace’s pait; black aud fearful 
On the opposer. 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our cousin 
France 

Would, m so just a business, shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing prayeis. 

2 Lord. Good my lord, 

T he reasons of om state 1 cannot yield, # 

But like a common and an outward man, t 
That the great figure ot a council frames 
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not 
S;<y what I think of it; since I bare found 
My sell in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess’d. 

Duke. Be it his pleasure. 

2 Lord. But I am sure, the younger of our 
natuie, j 

That sm feit on their ease, will, day by day. 
Come here for physic. 

Duke Welcome shall they be ; 

And all the honours, that can fly from us, 
bhafl on them settle. You know- your places 
well ; 

When bettei fall, for your avails they fell: 
To-morrow to the held. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Rousillon.—A Room in the 
Countess’ Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. It hath happened all as I would have 
had it, save, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, 1 take my young lord to be 
a very "selancholy inan. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you 7 
Clo . Why, he will look upon his boot, and 
sing ; mend the ruff, $ and sing ; ask questions, 
and ping; pick liis teeth, aud sing : I know a 
man that had this trick of melancholy, sold a 
goodly manor for a song. 

Count. Let me see wbat he writes, and when 
lie means to come. [ Opening a Utter. 

* 1. e. t cannot inform you of the reason*. 

+ One not iu the secret of affairs. 

1 As w»- ray «t |>r« sent, oar young fellows. 

£ I lie folding <u the top of the boot. 
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Clo. \ have no mind to label, since 1 was at 
court: our old ring aud our lsbels o’ltae couuuv 
a\e nothing like your old ling and your lsb«b, 
o’the court: the brains of my Cupid’s knocked 
out; and V begin to love, as an old wan loves 
money, with no stomach. 

Count. What have we here 7 
Clo. E’en that you have theie. [Eni 

Count. [Reads.] I have suit you a (laugh, 
ter-in-law : she hath recotcrcd the king , and 
undone me • I have teedded her, not bed led 
her; and sit or n to make the not etunul. 
You shall hear I am run array; know it % 
before the report come. If there be breadth 
enough in the world, / mil hold a long dis¬ 
tance. My duty to you. 

Your unfortunate son, 

Bertram* 

This Is not well, rash and unbiidled boy. 

To fly the favouis of so good a king ; 

To pluck his indignation on thy head. 

By the misprizing of a maid loo \ntuous 
For the contempt of empire. 

Rc-cnfcr Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within, 
between two soldiers and my young huh. 

Count. What is the matter i 
Clo. Nav, there is some comfort in the news, 
some comfort ; your son will not be killed so 
soon as 1 thought he would. 

Count. Why should he be killed 7 
Clo. So say I, madam, if he tun away, as I 
hear he does : the danger is in standing to’t ; 
that’s the loss ot men, though it he the getting 
of children. Heie they come, will tell yon 
more: tor my pait, I only hear, your son was 
run away. [Awf Clown 

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 

1 Gen. Save you, good madam. 

Eel. Madam, m> lord is gone, for cur 

gone. 

2 Gen. Do not say so. 

Count. Think upon patiei.ee.—’Pray you, 
gentlemen,— 

I have felt so many quirks of joy and gnef. 

That the first face of iieithci, on the start. 

Can woman* me unto’t :—Wheie is my sou, I 
pray you 7 

2 Gen. Madam, he’s gone to serve the duke id 
Florence: 

We met linn tlntherwaid ; fi om thence wt 
came, 

And, after some despatch in hand at court. 
Thither we bend again. 

Hel. Look on his lettei, madam; here’s my 
passport 

[Reads.] When thou const get the ring upon 
my finger , + which neicr shall (owe off 
and show me a child begotten of thy body 
that I am father to, then call me husband. 
but in such a then I write a never. 

This is a dread!til sentence. 

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen t 

1 Gen. Ay, madam ; 

And, for the contents’ sake, are sorry for our 
pains. 

Count. I pr’ythee, lady, have a better cheer ; 
If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, t 
Thou robb’st me of a moiety : He was my 
son ; 

But I do wash his name out of my blood. 

And thou ait all my child.—Towards Florence 
is he 7 

2 Gen. Ay, madam. 

Count . And to be a soldier? 

2 Gen. Such is his noble purpose : and, bc- 

Jieve’t, 

• / «. Affect me suddenly-and deeply, as our sex ere 
usually ullrctcd. 

t l. e. When you can get the ring which is on my La¬ 
ger into v»ur possession. 

J If thou keepest all thy Borrows to thyself. 
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The duke will lay upon him ail the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count. Return you timber? 

J Gen. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of 
speed. 

Ilel. [Reads.] Till I hate no wife, I have 
nothing in France. 

'Tis bitter. 

Count. Find you that there? 

Hel. Ay, madam. 

1 Gen. 'Tis but the boldness of his hand, 
haply, which 

H‘s heart was not consenting to 

Count. Nothiug in Fiance, until he have no 
wife! 

There's nothing here, that Is too good for him, 
But only she ; and she deserves a lord. 

That twenty such rude hoys might tend upon. 
And call her hourly, mistress. Who was with 
him ? 

1 Gen. A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which 1 have some time known. 

Count. Pnrolles, uas’t not? 

1 Gen. Ay, my good lady, lie. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of 
wickedness. 

My son corrupts a well-derived uatuie 
With his inducement. 

1 Gen. Indeed, good ladv, 

Vhe fellow has a deal of that, too much, 

Which holds him much to have. 

Count. You are welcome, gentlemen, 

I will entreat you, when you see my son, 
to tell Inn, th.u his swoid can nevet win 
The honour that he loses : more I’ll entreat 
you 

Wutteii to bear along. 

'1 Gm. We ser\e you, madam. 

In Mi.it and all your worthiest aftans. 

('ount. Not so, but as we change our courtesies.* 
V, ill you draw near ? 

[ C’ltint Countess and Gentlemen. 
Iltl. Till I hate no wife, I have nothing 
in France. 

Nothing in France, until he lias no who ! 

Thou shall have none, Uousilfbn, none in 
France, 

Then hast thou all again. Poor lord 1 ls’t I 
That chase thee Pom thr country, and expose 
'! hose tender limbs ol tlnue to the event 
<>t she iioiiC-spaiing war ? and is it I 
That dri\e thee from the sportive couit, where 
thou 

Wast >liot ut with fair eyes, to be the mark 
• >? ‘iioky muskets'' O you leaden messengers, 

; hat Mile upon the violent speed of fire, 
tlv with talse aim ; move the still-piercing air. 
That sings with piercing, do not touch my 
lord I 

Whoever shoots at him, I set him there ; 

Whoever charges on his forwaid breast, 

1 am the '■aitiff, that do hold him to it; 

And, tin ugh 1 kill him not, I am the cause 
His death was so affected : better ’tvvere, 

I met the lavmt lion wheu lie roar'd 

With sharp constraint of hunger ; better 'twcrc 

'I hat all the miseries, which nature owes. 

Were mine at once: No, come thou home, 
Rousillon, 

Whence honour but of danger wins a scat. 

As oft >t loses all ; I will be gone : 

My being heie it is, that keeps thee hence: 

Shall I stay here to do’t? no, no, although 
The air of paradise did fan the house. 

And angels offie'd all : I will be gone ; 

That pitiful rumoui may leport my flight. 

To consolate thine ear. Come, night; end, 
day ! 

For, with the dark, poor thief, 1*11 steal away. 

[Exit. 


• In reply to the gentlemen’s declaration that they 
are her servnnla, the countess answers—no otherwise 
Lbwn as she returns the same offers of civility. 

t Ravenous 


SCEXE III.—Florence.—Before the Dial’s 

Palace. 

Flourish. Enter the Duke or Florence, 
Bertram, Lords, Ojjiccrs, Soldiers, and 
others. 

Duke. The general cf our horse thou art; 
and we. 

Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence. 
Upon tby promising fortune. 

Her. Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my strength ; but yet 
We’ll strive to bear it for your woithy take 
To the extreme edge of liazaid. 

Duke. Then go thou foilh ; 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm. 

As thy auspicious mistress I 
Ber. This \eiy day. 

Great Mars, I put my self into thy file : 

Make me but like my thoughts; and I shall 
prove 

A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt 

SC EXE IV.—Rousillon. — A Room in the 
Countess’ Palace. 

Enter Countess and Steward. 

Count. Alas! and would you take the letter 
of her? 

Might you not know, she would do as she lias 
’ done. 

By sending me a letter ? Read it again. 

Steu. I am Saint Jaques* pilgrim^ t hi the* 
gone ; 

Ambitious loic hath '0 in me of ended, 

That Igir e-foot plod I the told ground upon, 
With sainted vow my Juults to huic 
amended. 

Write, write, that, from the bloody course vj 
liar, 

Xif dearest master, your dear son may hie ; 
Bless him at home in peace , whilst I from 
Jar, 

17is name with zealous fervour sanctify : 
His taken labours bul him me forgive: 

1, his despiteful Juno, • sent him forth 
From courtly friends, with camping foes to 
live. 

Where death and danger dog the heels of 
uorth : 

He is loo good and fair for death and me ; 
Whom 1 myself embrace , to set him free. 

Count. Ah I what sharp stings arc in her 
mildest words 1- 

Riualdo, you did never lack advice f so much. 

As letting her pass so ; had I spoke with her, 

I could liave well diverted her intents. 

Which thus she hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon me, madam : 

If I had given you this at over-night. 

She might have been o’erta’en ; and yet she 
writes. 

Pursuit would be in vain. 

Count. W hat angel shall 
Bless this unworthy husband ? lie cannot thrive. 
Unless her prayers, whom Heaven delights to 
hear. 

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of gieatest justice.—Write, write, Rinaldo, 

To this unworthy husband of his wife ; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth. 

That lie does weight too lights my greatest 
grief. 

Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 
Despatch the most convenient messenger :— 

When haply, he shall hear that she is gone. 

He will return ; and hope I may, that she. 

Hearing so much, will speed hei foot again, 

Led hither by pure love : which of them both 
Is dearest to me, 1 have no skid in sense 

* Alluding to the story of Hercules, 
t Discretion or thought. 

3 Weigh here menus to value or esteem. 
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To make distinctionPro\ide tins messcn 
ser:- 

M> heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 

Gnef would have tears, and sorrow bids me 
speak. [Exeunt 

SCEXE V .— Without the walls of Flciencc . 

j4 tucket afar off. Enter an old Widow of 
Florence , Diana, Viollnia, Marian and 
other Citizens. 

Wid. Nay, come; for if thev do approach 
the city, we shall lose all the sight. 

Via. They say, the Flench count has done! 
most honourable service. 

Wid. It is repotted that he has taken their! 
greatest commander; and that with his nun! 
hand he slew the duke’s brother. We have 
lost our labour; they are gone a contrary way : 
hark : you may know by their trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let's return again, and suffice 
ourselves with the rcpoit ot it. Well, Diana, 
take heed of this French earl. the honoui of a 
maid is her name ; and no legacy is so rich as 
honesty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour, how you 
have been solicited by a gentleman bis com¬ 
panion. 

Mar. I know that knave; hang him ! one Pa¬ 
rallel : a filthy officer he is in those suggestions * 
for the young eat 1.—Beware of them, Diana; 
their promises, enticement*, oaths, tokens, and 
all the>e engmes of lust, are not the things they 
go under: t many a maul hath been seduced 
by them ; and the misery is, example, that so 
terrible shows in the wreck of maideubood, 
cannot for all that dissuade succession, bat 
that they are limed with the twigs that threat¬ 
en them. 1 hope I need not to advise you fur¬ 
ther; but I hope your own grace will keep 
you where you are, though there were no fur¬ 
ther danger known, but the modesty which is 
so lost. 

Via. You shall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, in the drets of a Pilgrim. 

Wid . I hope so.-Look, here comes a pil¬ 

grim : I know she will lie at my house : thither 
th^y send one another: I'll question her.— 

God save you, pilgrim ! whither are you 
bound 1 

Hel. To Saint Jaques le grand. 

Where do the palmers; lodge, ( do beseech you? 
Wid. At the saint Francis here, beside the 
port. 

Hel. Is this the way? 

Wid. Ay, marry, is it.—Hark you ' 

[A march afar off. 
They come this way ;—If you will tarry, holy 
pilgrim, 

But till the troops come by, 

I will conduct you where you shall he lodg’d ; 
The rathei, foi, I think, I know your hostess 
As ample as myself. 

Jlcl. Is it yourself ? 

Wid. If you 6ha)l please so, pilgiiin. 

Hel. I thauk you, and will stay upon your 
leisure. 

Wid. You came, I think from France? 

Hel. I did so. 

If id. Here yon shall see a countryman of 
your’s. 

That has done worthy service. 

Hel. His name, I pray you. 

Via. The couut KousilJon: Know you such 
a one ? 

Hel. But by the ear that bean most nobly of 
him : 

His face I know not. 

• Temptation*. 

\ I hey»re urn the thing! for which their name* would 
tonka them pa**. 

I Pujnm* ; »o called from a *taff or Iiswch of pslm 
they were woct to carry. , 


Act 111. 

I H’o. Whatsoe'er he is, 

j He's bravtlv taken here. He stole from I lanr*.*, 
! A> 'ns if ported, tor • the king li.nl man ltd bun 
Agunsl bii liking: Think you it is s<» ? 

ILL Ay, siuel>, mere the truth;! I kno'v 
his lady. 

Via. Thru? is a gentleman, that selves the 
count, 

Reports but coar*ely of her. 

Hel. What's his name ? 

Vm . Monsieur Parolles 
ILl. Oh ! I believe with him. 

In argument ot praise, or to tue worth 
Of the great count hun*e!r, she is too mean 
To have her name repealed; all her deserving 
Is a reserved honesty, and that 
1 have not heaul examin'd. 

Via. Alas, poor lady ! 

'Tis a hard bondage, to beconn the wife 
Of a dttesting loid. 

Hid. A light good creatine: wheusoe'er 
she is. 

Her heait weighs sadly : this young maid might 
do her 

A shrewd turn if she pleas'd. 

Hel. How do you mean ? 

May be, the amorous count solicits her 
lu the unlawful purpose. 

Wid. He does, indeed ; 

And brokca ; with all that ran in s*irh a suit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maul: 

But she is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
In honestest defence. 

Enter uith drum and colourt t a party of 
the Florentine army , Bertram, and Pa- 

ROLLfcS. 

Mar. The gods fothid else ! 

If id. So, now they conn :— 

That is Antonio, the duke's eldest son , 

That, E&calus. 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Via. He ; 

That with the plume: *tis a most gallant fel¬ 
low ; 

I would, he loV’d Ins wife: if he weie honest 
er, 

He were much goodlier; l»*t not a handsome 
gentleman ? 

Hel. 1 like him well. 

Via. *Tis pity, he is not honest ; Yond’a that 
same knave, 

Tuat lead* him to these plates; wue I his 
lady. 

I'd poison that vile rascal. 

Hel. Which is be ? 

Via. That Jack-au-apes with scarfs: Why la 
he melancholy ? 

IHl Perchance he's hurt l’the battle. 

Par. Lose our drum ’ well. 

Mar. He's shrewdly vexed at something ; 
Look, he has spied us. 

Wat. Marry, hang you ! 

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier! 
[Ejeunt Bertram, Parolles, (JI/uli* 
and Soldiers. 

Wid. The troop is past: Come, pilgrim, I 
will bring you 

Where you shall host, of enjoin’d penitent* 
There’s four or live, to great bami Jaques 
bound. 

Already at my house. 

Hel. I humbly thank you : 

Please it this matron, and this gentle maid. 

To eat with us to-night, the charge, and thank¬ 
ing, 

Shall be for me ; and, to requite you further, 

1 will bestow some precepts oil thie virgin. 
Worthy the note. 

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. 

[Exeunt. 

t The exact, ihe entire truth. 

X Dealt ? itX ,ia» dern. 


ALL’S WELL TEAT ENDS WELL. 


* Br* ante. 
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•St'K V/ VI.—Camp be/ore Floi cnee. 

Filter lii utram, and the tuo French Lokds. 

1 /,ni(/ Nav, good my loid, put him to’t; let 
Inm have Ins way. 

2 I.ord. II >our lordship find him not a bild- 
.n®, * hold me no inure in your respect. 

1 J,o} d. On my lit'**, my loid, a bubble. 

litr. Do you think 1 am so far deceiv'd ill 
him ' 

1 Lord. BHnve if, my lord, in mine own di¬ 
rect knowledge, without any malice, but to 
speak of bun as my kinsman, h.’s a most no¬ 
table coward, an infinite and endless liar, an 
hourly piornisc breaker, ihe owner of no one 
good quality worth) jour lordships entertain¬ 
ment. 

2 Lord. It were fit yon knew him; lest, re¬ 
po. irig ioo far in his virtue, which he hath not, 
he might at som** great and trusty business, in 
a main danju r, fail you. 

Her. I would, 1 knew in what particular ac¬ 
tum to tij him. 

2 Lord None better than to let him fetch ofT 
his dium, winch you hear bun so confidentl> 
undertake to do. 

1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines, will 
■uddeiil) surprise him ; such 1 will have, whom 
I am sure, be knows not from the * nemj : we 
will bind and hond-wmk him so, that be shall 
suppose no olhei but that he is carried into the 
Ic.igmr* of the adversaries, when we brim* him 
to oiii tents: lie but your lordship pi event at his 
e\ iiiuuation , if he do not, for the promise of 
bis life, and in tile highest compulsion uf base 
fear, offer to betray you, and deliver all the lu- 
ftlligt nee m his power against you, and that 
with the divine forfeit of his soul upon oath, 
never tru-t inv judgment in any thine. 

2 Lord, oh 1 for the love of laughter, let him 
fetch lus drum , he suvs he has a stratagem 
for’t when vour lordship secs the bottom of bis 
success in’t, and to what metal this counterfeit 
lump of ore wilt be melted, if you give him not 
John Drum’s entertainment, your inclimug can¬ 
not be removed Here he conies. 

Enter Parolles. 

1 Lord. Oh t for the love of laughter, hinder 
not the humour of his design ; lit him fetch oil 
Ins dium ill any hand. 

Her. How now, monsieur ? this drum sticks 
sorely in your disposition. 

2 I vrd. A pox on’t, let it go ; ’tis but a 
drum 

Pay . But a drum ! Is’t but a drum 7 A drum 
so lost!—There was an excellent command : to 
charge hi with our horse upon our own wings, 
and to reud our own soldiers. 

2 Loyd. That was not to be blamed in the 
command of the service; it was a disaster of 
war that < jssar himself could not have pre¬ 
vented, it lie had been there to command. 

Her. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our 
success : some dishonour we had in the loss of 
that drum; but it is not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have been recove;ed. 

Her. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recovered : but the merit of 
service is seldom attributed to the true and 
exact pel former, I would have that drum or 
another, or Inc jacet. J 

Her . " Iiy, it you have a stomach to't, mon¬ 
sieur, if vou think your mystery in stratagem 
can bring this instrument of honour again into 
hi9 native quarter, be magnanimous in the en¬ 
terprise, and go on ; I will grace the attempt 
for a worthy exploit; if you speed well in it, 
the duke shall both speak of it, and extend to 


• A pnltrv fellow, a cowarj 
t I he camp , . 

t 1 woulil recover the lotc drum or anMher, or 
die ill the attempt. 


you what further becomes his greatness, even to 
the utmost syllable of your worthiness. 

Par. By the hand ot a soldier, I will undei- 
take it. 

Her. But you must not now slumber in it. 

Par. I’ll about it this evening • and I will 
presently pen down my dilemma-,,* encourage my- 
selt in iny certainty, put my sell into mv mortal 
preparation, atid by midnight, look to hear fur¬ 
ther from me. 

Hey . May I be bold to acquaint his grace, you 
are gone about it? 

Par . I know not what the success may be, 
my lord ; but the attempt 1 vow. 

lie. i know thou art valiant; and, to the pos¬ 
sibility of thy soldieisbip, will subscribe for 
thee. Tarewell. 

Par. I hive not many words. [Exit. 

1 Lord. No more than a fish loves watei.—Is 
not this a strange fellow, my lord 7 that so 
confidently seems to undertake this business, 
which he knows is not to he done ; damn* him¬ 
self to do, and dates better be damned than to 
do’t. 

2 I.ord. You do not know him, mv lord, as 
we do : certain it is, that he will steal himself 
into a man’s favour, and, for a week, escape a 
great deal of discoveries ; but when you hud him 
out, you have him ever after. 

Her Why, do you think, he will make no 
deed at all of this, that so seriously he does ad¬ 
dress himself unto ? 

1 Lord. None in the world ; but return with 
an invention, and clap upon you two or three 
probable lies: but we have almost embossed 
hun ; + you shall see his fall to-night; for in¬ 
deed, he is not for your lordship's ie»pect. 

2 Lord. We'll make you ‘-nine spoil with the 
fox, ere we case him * He was first smoked 
by the old loid Lafeu : when his disguise and he 
i« parte*, tell me what a sprat you shall find 
him: which you shall see this very night 

1 Lord. I must go look my twigs ; he shall 
be caught. 

Her. Your brother, he shall go along with 
me. 

1 Lord. As’t please your lordship : I'll leave 

you. [Exit. 

Her. Now will 1 lead you to the house, and 
show you 

The lass i spoke of 

2 Lord. But, you say, she’s honest. 

Her. That’s ail the fault; I spoke with her 
but once. 

And found her wondrous cold ; but I scut to 
her, 

By this same coxcomb that wc have i'the wind. 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send ; 

Aud this is all I have done ; She’s a fair crea¬ 
ture ; 

Will you go see her? 

2 Lord,'. With all ray heart, my lord. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—Florence.—A Hoorn in the 
Widow's House. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 

Hel. If vou misdoubt me that I am not she, 

I know not how I shall assure youtuither, 

But I shall lose the grounds I work upon. $ 

JVid. Though my estate be fallen, I was well 
born, 

Nothing acquainted with these businesses ; 

And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

Hel. Nor would I wish yon. 

First give me trust, the couut he is my has 
band ; 


• l will pen down my plan* and tha probable ob 
strumous. 1 Hunted ban down. 

| lir To re we atrip btm naked. | l.e. By 

diacutcr*ug hcraclf to the couut. 
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And, what to your sworn counsel I ha\e spoken. 
Is so, l*i om word to word; and then yon cannot. 
By the good aid that I of you shall borrow. 

Err in bestowing it. 

fVid. I should believe you: 

For you have show’d me that which well aVrrotes 
You are great in fortune. 

Hcl . Take this purse of gold, 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which l will over-pay, and pay again. 

When 1 have found it. The count he wooes your 
daughter. 

Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty. 
Resolves to carry her; let her, lu fine, consent. 
As we'll direct her how 'tis best to bear it. 

Now his important • blood will nought deny 
That she'll demand : A ring the county t wears, 
That downward hath succeeded iu his house. 
From son to son, some four or the descents 
Since the first father wore it; this ring he holds 
In most neb choice ; yet, in his idle file. 

To buv his will, it would not seem too dear. 
Howe'er repented after. 

Jfid. Now 1 see 
Tbe bottom of your purpose. 

Bel. You see it lawful then : It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won, 
Desues tins ring; appoints him an encounter; 

In fine, delivers me to fill the time. 

Herself most chastely absent; after this 
To marry her. I'll add three thousand crowns 
To what is past already. 

If'id. I have yielded : 

Instruct my daughter how she shall pers6ver. 
That time and place, with thi» deceit mi law ml, 
May prove c>>herent. Every night he comes. 
With musicks of all sons, aud songs compos'd 
To her unworthiness : It nothing «uads u*. 

To elude him from our eaves toi he persist?, 
As if his life lay on’t. 

Bel. Why then, to-night 
Let us assay our plot; which, If it speed. 

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed. 

And lawful meaning in a lawful act; 

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact; 

But let’s about it. [Eicunt. 


ACT IV. 

SC EXE /.— Without the Florentine Camp. 

Enter fir it Lord, with Jive or six Soldiers in 

ambush. 

I J.ord. He can come no other way but by 
this hedge'corner : When you sally upon him, 
speak what terrible language you will ; though 
'■ou understand it not yourselves, no matter: lor 
ve must not seem to understand him; uulc** 
* .me one among us, v.hoin \\c must produce for 
.1 interpreter. 

1 Sold. Good captain, let me he the Il’ci- 
pr.tcr. 

1 Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows 
fit not thy voice ? 

1 Sold. No, Sir, I warrant yon. 

1 Lord. But what itnsy-woolsy hast thou to 
j »eak to us again ? * 

1 Sola. Even such as you speak to me. 

1 Lord. He must think us some band of 
*t»an?'*rs I’tbe adversary's entertainment. § Now 
o' hath a smack of all neighbouring languages ; 
men tore we must every one be a man of bis 
own fancy, not to know what wc speak one to 
rn .lher; so we seem to know, is to know 
si. eight our purpose; chough’sj| language, gab¬ 
ble tnough, and good enough. As for you, inter- 
prttc-’, you must seem very politic. But couch, 


• ? /.e. Count. 

1 1 ruin uB'lc' oi*r window*. 

iff I or« ipo troops in thccitem\*s oar. 

| A bird like a lack-d.w 


ho! here he comes; to beguile two hours in a 
sdeop, aud theu to return aud swear the lies he 
forges. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par . Ten o'clock: within these three hours 
•twill be time enough to go home. Wli.it shall 
I say I have done? It must be a very plausiV' 
invention that carries it: They begin to smoke, 
me ; and disgraces have of late knocked too otten 
at my door. I find, my tongue is too lool-hardy ; 
but my heai t hath tbe tear of Mars before it. and 
of his creatures, not danug the repou* of my 
tongue. 

1 Lord. This is the first truth that eVi thine 
owu tongue was guilty of. [Awr/<*. 

Par. What the devil should move me to un¬ 
dertake the recoveiy of this drum ; living not 
ignorant of tbe impossibility, aud knowing 1 had 
no such purpose? 1 must give myself some hurts, 
and say, I got them in exploit: Yet slicht om- 
will not carry it : They will say. Came you olt 
with so little? and great ones I dare not give. 
Whirefore? what's the instance?* Tongue,! 
must put you into a butter-woman's mouth, a no 
buv another of Bajazet's mule, 1 1 you prattle me 
into these perils. 

1 Ijord. Is it possible, he should know what 
he is, cud be that be is ? [Av/rfe. 

Par. I would the cutting of my garment*, would 
serve the turn ; or the Lu taking uf my spam-i- 
sword. 

Lord. We cannot afford you so. [.1 . 

Par. Or the baring of my beard ; end to k.iv, 
it was in stratagem. 

1 Lord. 'Twould not do. TA'idt. 

Par. Or to drown my clothe 1 :, and >.»y I v.si 
stripped. 

1 J.ord . Hardly serve [A id< 

Par. Though I swore I leaped from ti v win¬ 
dow of the caadel- 

1 Lord. How deep? [A'.u'c. 

Par. 'Hurts fathom. 

1 Lord. Three great oaths would scarce m.ik** 
that be believed. \A\/d( 

Par. I would I had any drum uf the niciiiy*^ ; 
I would swear I rermcied u. 

I Lord. You shall hear one anon. * isidtr. 

Par. A drum now ol Uie cncinv\s! 

[Alarum v tlhi • 

I J.ord. Throe a ThOivusus, cargo, nn 
cargo. 

All Cargo, cargo, illiianda par corbo , 
cargo. 

Par. Oh ! lansom, random :—D<> not hide n iiu 
eyes. [They seize him and btindjold Inn.. 

1 Sold. J.oskos thromuldo bos A os. 

Par. I know you are the Mnskos* regiment. 
Aud 1 shall lose my life for want of laugiiagi : 

It there be here German, or Dane, low Hutch, 
Italian, or Trench, let him speak to me, 

1 will discover that which shall undo 
The Florentine. 

1 Sold. Bathos zauvado :— 

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue:— 
A crclybonto : -Sir, 

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 

* Par. Ob 1 

1 Sold. O pray, pray, pray,— 

Manka m ania dull he. 

1 J.ord. Oscarbi dulrhos vnliiona. 

1 Sold. Tbe geueral is content to -pare thee 
yet; 

And, hood-wiuk'd as tbon art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee : haply thou may'si inform 
Something to save tby life. 

Par. Oh l let me live. 

And all the secrets of our camp I'll show, 

Their force, their purposes : nay, I'll speak «hai 
Which you will wonder at. 

1 Sold. But wilt thou faithfully f 

Pur. If 1 do not, oamn me. 


• Tb« |»*oo to 
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1 Sold. Aiordo lint a .— 

Come on, thou arl granted space. 

[Exit, tilth Pakolles guarded. 

1 Lord. Go, tell the count Kouaillon, and my 

brother, 

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 
muttled, 

Till w c do hear from them. 

2 Sold Captain, 1 will. 

1 Lord lie will betiay ns all onto our¬ 

selves ;— 

Inform ’em that. 

2 Sold. So I will, Sir. 

1 Lord. 'I ill then. I’ll keep him dark, and 
safely lock’d. [Eieu/it, 

SC EXE II.—Florence.—A Room in the 
Widow’s House . 

Enter Bertram and Diana. 

Bir. They told me, that jour name was 
Fouiihell. 

Via. No, iuv good lord, Diana. 

/hr. Titled goddess ; 

Ami woitli it, with addition! But, fair soul, 

In jour tine name hath love no quality 1 
If tin quick lire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, hut a monument: 

Whin vou .re dead, jou should be such a one 
As jou .\ie now, lor you are told and ■‘tein ; 

Vml now jou should be as jour mother was, 
Winn jour sweet self was got. 

Via. She then was honest. 

Her So '•hould you be. 

Uni. No: 

Mv mother did but duty ; such, my lord. 

As you owe to your wife. 

Her. No moie ot that! 

I pr’vthei, do not strive against my vows : • 

1 was compelled to her ; but 1 love thee 
Ey lou’s own sweet constraint, and Will for 
ever 

Do thee all rights of sen ice. 

Din. Ay, so you serve us, 

I ill we *er\e you: but when you have our 
ro>e«t. 

You baielv leave onr thorns to prick ourselves. 
And rr.ock us with our bareness. 

Bet. How have l swotu 1 
Via. ’Fis nut the many oaths that make the 
truth ; 

But the plain single vow, (hat is vow’d true. 
What ;< not holy, that we swear not by, 

But ta 1 o the Highest t > wituess : f Then, pray 
vou, tell me, 

Tf I should bwear by Jove’s great attributes, 

J lov’d >ou d<ni!y, would you believe my oath-., 
When l did love jou ill 7 this has no holdiug. 

To sweai by bun whom 1 protest to love. 

That 1 will work against him: Therefore, your 
oaths 

Aie words, and poor conditions; but unseal’d ; 
At least, m my opinion. 

Bcr. Change if, change it; 

Be not so holy cruel : love is holy ; 

And my integrity ne'ei knew the crafts. 

That you do charge men with : Staud no more 
off, 

But give thyself nnto my sick desires. 

Who then iccover : say, thou ait mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, shall so persever. 

Via. I see, that men make hope's, m such 
affairs. 

That we’ll forsake ouiselvc6. Give me that 
ring. 

Bcr. Hi lend it thee, my dear, but have no 
power 

To give it from me. 

Via. Will you uot, my lord ? 

Bcr. It is an honour ’longing to our house, 

•It Airanot his determined resolutinu never to co¬ 
habit « ilh Helen i. 

t Tin* venae we ucvrr swenr bvwhut is not holy, 
tot take towituess the Highest, tl»e Di»uiitv. 


Bequeathed down from many ancestors: 

Which were the greatest obloquy i’the world 
In me to lose. 

Via . Mine honour’s such a ring : 

My chastity’s the jewel of our house. 

Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 

Which were the greatest obloquy t'tbe world 
In me to lose : Thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings m the champion honoui on m> part. 
Against your vain assault. 

Her. Here, take my ring : 

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine. 
And I’ll be bid by thee. 

Via. When midnight comes, knock m mj 
chamber window ; 

I'll order take, my mother shall not hear. 

Now will I charge you in the band of truth. 
When you have conquer’d my yet maiden bed. 
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me: 

My reasons are most Hroug; aud you shall kuos? 
them. 

When back again this ring shall be deliver'd : 
And on your linger, in the night. I’ll put 
Viiolher ring; that, wnat in time proceeds. 

May toki n to the future our past deeds. 

Adieu till then: then, fail not: You have won 
A w ife of me, though there iiiv hope be done. 
Ber. A heaven ou earth I have won, by woo¬ 
ing thee. [Exit. 

Via. Tor which live long to thank both heaven 
and me 1 

\ou may so in the end.- 

My mother told me just how he would woo, 

As it she wit in his heart; she say>, all men 
Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry m«% 
When his wife’s dead, therefore I'll lie wr w . 
him. 

When I am buried. Since Frenchmen arc s 
braid, • 

Main that wiM, I’ll lire and die a maid: 

OnW, in thn disguise, l think’t no sm 
To uu'en him, that would unjustly win. 

[Ex.l 

SC EXE III.—The Florentine Camp. 

EnLr the tuo French Lords, and tuo or 
tin cc So Idler a. 

1 Lord. You have uot given him his motuu's 
letter ? 

2 Lord. I have delivered it an hour since: 
theie n something m't that stiugs his natuic* 
for, on the leading it, he changed almost into 
anothei man. 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon 
him, for shaking off so good a wife, and 0 o swots 
a lady. 

2 Loid. Especial!) he hath in cm red the ever¬ 
lasting displeasure of the king, who hud even 
tuned his bounty to sing happiness to Inin, i 
will toll you a thing, but you shall let u dwelt 
darkly with vou. 

1 Lord. W hen you have spokcu it, 'tis dead, 
and I am the grave of it. 

2 Lord. He hath penciled a young gentle¬ 
woman her** in Florence. of a mo*t chaste ie- 
iiown ; and this night he fleshes his will m the 
spoil of he; honour; he hath given her his mo¬ 
numental ung, and thinks himself made m the 
unchaste composition. 

1 Lord. Now, God delay our icbellion ; as we 
aie ourselves, what things aie we I 

2 Lord. Merely our own tiaitois. And as In the 
common conise of all tieasons, we still see them 
leveal themselves, till they attain to then ab¬ 
horred ends; so he, that m this action contrives 
against his own nobility, in his pioper stream 
o’ei flows himself, t 

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable i in us, to 
be tinmpeters of our uulawful intents I We shall 
not then have his tompauy to-night 1 

• Crnftv, deceitful. 

♦ / «' Bt trays his own secrets tn 1u« nun taMu 
1 Here, as elsewhere, used adierbiali). 
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2 Lord. Not till after midnight; for he is 
dieted to In* ho>n. 

1 Lord. That approaches apace: I would 
gladlv have him see his conipan) * anatomistd ; 
that he might take a measure of his own 
judgments, wherein so curiously he had set 
this (ouuteifeit. 

*2 Lord. We will not meddle with lnni till he 
come ; for his presence must be the whip of the 
other. 

1 Lord. Iu the mean time, what hear you of 
these waist 

2 L*rd. 1 hear, there is an oveiture of peace. 

1 &ord. Nay, 1 assure you, a peace con¬ 
cluded. 

*2 Lord. What will count iloiisillon do then ? 
will be travel higher, or return again into 
France ? 

1 Lord. 1 perceive, by this demand, you are 
not altogether of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it he forbid. Sir ! so should 1 be 
a great deal of his act. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since, 
lied fiom bis bouse; her pretence is a pilgrim¬ 
age to Saint Jaques le grand ; which holy 
undertaking, with most austere s.inctiuionv, 
she accomplished : aud, there residing, the 
tenderness of her nature became as a prey to 
her grief: in hue, made a groan of her last 
breath, and now she sings m heaven. 

2 ln)rd. How is this juslitied 1 

1 I.oid. The stronger part of it b> her own 
letters ; which makes her story true, even to the 
poiut of her death, her death itself, which could 
not be her office to sav, is come, was faithfully 
con finned by the rector of the place. 

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence T 

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular conhrmatioi.s, 
point from point, to the full arming of the 
\tnty. 

2 Lord. I am heartily sorry, that he’ll be glad 
of this. 

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we make 
ns comforts nf our losses ! 

2 Jjord. And how inighulv, «ome other times, 
we drown our gaiu m tears' The great dignity, 
that his valour hath here acquired for hint, 
shall at home be encountered with a shame as 
ample. 

1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled 
yarn, good and ill together: our virtues would 
he proud, if our faults whipped them not; and 
our crimes would despair, if they were not 
cnerish'd by our virtues.— 

Enter a Servant. 

How now? Wheie’s your master? 

Serv. He met the duke m tbe street, Sir, of 
whom he hath taken a solemn leave; his lord- 
ship will next morning for France. The duke 
hath offered him letters of commendation* to 
tbe king. 

2 Lord. They shall lie no more than needful 
there, if they were more than they can coni- 
ineud. 

Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the ] 
king’s tartness. Here’s his loruslup now. How 
novv, my lord, is’t not after midnight? 

l'.rr. \ have to-night despatched sixteen busi¬ 
nesses, a mouth’s length a piece, by an abstract 
of success : I have coiige’d with tbe duke, done 
my adieu with his nearest; bu.ied a wife, 
mourned for her; writ to iny lady mother, I 
am returning; entertained my convov ; aud, 
between these main parcels of despatch, ef¬ 
fected many mrer needs; the last was the 
greatest, but that I have not ended yet. 

2 Lord, it the* business be of any difficulty, 
and thi> morning y«^ir departure hence, it re¬ 
quires haste of your lordship. 

• for rnniKinton. 


Act IV. 

Jin\ 1 mean the business is not ended, aa 
fe.mug to hear of it hereafter; But shall we 
have this dialogue between the fool and the 

soldiei 1 -Come, bring forth this counterfeit 

module ;• he has deceiv'd me, like a double- 
meaning piophesiei. 

2 Lor d. Bung him forth : [Enunt Soldiers ] 
be has sat iu the slocks all night, poor gallant 
knave. 

Err. So matter; his heels have deserved i:, 
iu usurping his spin* t so long. How does be 
carry himself ? 

1 Lord. 1 have told your lordship already ; 
the stocks carry him. But, to auswer you ai you 
would be understood ; he weeps, like a w-encli 
that had shed lur milk : he hath confessed 
himself to Morgan, whom he supposes to be a 
friar from the tune ol his rcmembiance, to tlm 
very instant disaster ot his setting iThe stocks : 
And what think you he hath confessed 1 

Her. Nothing of me, has he ? 

2 Jsord. His confession is taken, and it shall 
be read to his face: if your loidslnp he uiT, as, 

I believe you arc, you must have the patience 
to hear it. 

Jte-cnter Soltiers, tttfh Taroli.es. 

Jirr. A plague upon him ' muffled ! lie can 
say nothing of me ; bush ! hush ! 

1 Lord. Hoodman comes !— Porto tnrtaro.wa, 

1 Sold. He calls for the toituiea : \\ hat wilt 
you say without ’em T 

Par. 1 will confess what I know without 
con-tiaint; if ye pinch me like a pasty, I tan 
say uo moie. 

1 Sold. Losrro chimincha. 

2 Lord. llobhnbindo chicurmurco. 

1 Sold, ^ou are a meiciiul general ,—Our 
general bids you answer to what I shall a>.k 
you out of a note. 

Pur. And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. First demand of’ turn hou' many 
hone the dukt ts strong. What sjy you to 
that ? 

Par. Five or six thousand ; but very weak 
and unserviceable . the troops arc all scanned, 
aud the comirundeis very poor rogues, upon 
my reputation and credit, and as 1 hope t<> 
live. 

1 Sold. Shall I set down your answer so? 

Par. Do : I'll lake the sacrament ou’t, how 
aud which way you will. 

Per. All’s cue to him. What a past-savins; 
slave is Ibis ! 

1 Lord. You are deceived, my lord ; this is 
monsieur Parolles, the gallant tnilitjiist, (that 
was bis own phrase,) that had the whole then- 
ric x of w-ar m the* knot of Ins scarf, aud tbt- 
practice in the chape $ of Ins dagger. 

2 Lord. 1 will never trust a man again, for 
keeping his sword clean; nor believe he can 
have every thing in him, by wearing Ins up- 
paiel neatly. 

1 Sold. Well, that’s set down. 

Par. Five or six thousand horse, I sjid,— 
I will sav true,—or thereabout**, set down,— 
for I’ll speak truth. 

1 Lord. He’s very near the truth 111 this. 

JJer. But I con Inin uo thanks for’t, 111 the 
nature he delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, say. 

1 Sold. Well, that’s set down. 

Par. I hurnoly thank you. Sir : a truth’s a 
truth, the rogues are imiivclloiis poor. 

1 Sold. Demand of him, oj' it hat strength 
they are a-fvol. What say you to that? 

J J ar. By my troth, Sir, if I were to live this 
present hour, 1 will tell true. Let me sec : 
Spuno a hundred and fifty, Sebastian so man), 
Coiambus so many, Jaques so many ; Guiltiau, 

• Modrl. 

* An Dilution to the degradation of a knight 1 >j harUu-p 

otf hit apura. 

I 'Jbiory. | Ilia point of the seaboard 
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Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two hundred 
fifty each : mine own company Chitopber, Van- 
mond, Beutii, two hundred and filly each : so 
that the muster-file, rotten and sound, upon my 
Jife, amounts not to fifteen thousand poll; half 
of which dare not 9h.ike the snow from oft' tli-u 
cassocks, * lest they shake themselves to pieces. 
Her. What shall be done to him t 
1 Lord. Nothin", out let him have thanks. 
Demand of him my conditions, t and what cre¬ 
dit 1 have with the duke. 

1 Sold. Well, that's .it down. You shall 
demand of him, u he the r one captain Duuiain 
he Cthc camp, a Frenchman ; /chat his repu¬ 
tation is tilth the duke, u hat his talour, ho- 
rustij, and rspertness m uars ; or nhvlhcr 
he thinks, it were not possible, with itell- 
nctghing sums of gold, to corrupt /tun to a 
molt/' What say you to this ? what do you 
know of it 7 

Par. 1 beseech you, let me answer to the 
particular of the intcrgatories : ; Demand them 
finely. 

1 Sold. Do son know thu captain Dumain 7 
Par 1 know him* he was a botcher's pi en¬ 
tice in Pans, from whence lie was whipped lor 
getting the shenfi’x fool $ with child; a dumb 
innocent, [j that could not say bun, nay. 

[1)lw sin Ijts up Ins hand in anger. 
Per. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands: 
though 1 know, his brains aie forfeit to the nt\t 
tile that falls. 

1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of 
1 bo, nee's camp ? 

Par. I pon my knowledge, he is, and lousy. 

1 l.o/d. Nay, look not *>« upon me; we shall 
lii.tr of your imdship anon 

1 Sold. What is his leputation with the duke? 
Pat. The duke knows him for no other but a 
poor officer ot mine , and wnl to me this other 
clav, to turn him out o'thc band : 1 think I have 
his letter m my pocket. 

1 Sold. M.iriv, we’ll search. 

Par. In goid Miluess, l do not know ; either 
ills there, or it is upon a file, with the duke's 
other letters, in my tent. 

1 Sold. IJere 'tia ; heie’s a paper? Shall 1 
tt ad it to you f 

Pat. I do not know, if it be it, or no. 

/»'<)*. Our interpreter dues it well. 

1 Excellently. 

1 .V >ld. Pian. The count's a fool, and full 
of gold,— 

pm. That is not the duke’s letter. Sir; that 
r an advertisement to a proper maid in Flo¬ 
rence, one Diana, to take heed of the allure¬ 
ment of cue count Housillon, a foolish idle hoy, 
but, for all that very ruttish : 1 pray yon, Sir, 
put it up again. 

1 Sold. Nay, I’ll read it first, by your favoui. 
Par. My meaning 11 ft, I piotest, was very 
honest 1 • the behalf of the maid: for I knew 
the young count to be a dangerous and lasci¬ 
vious boy; who is a whale to virginity, and de¬ 
vours up all the fry it finds. 
her. Damnable, both sides rogues * 

1 Sold. When he swears oaths, hid him 
dtop gold, and take it; 

After he scores, he never pays the score • 
HalJ non, is mutch well made, match, and 
well make it j ^ 

He ne'er pays after debts, take it before ; 
And say, a soldiet, Dian, told thee this, 

Men are to mell with, hoys are not to kiss ■ 
/'or count of this , the count's a fool, I know 
it. 

Who 1 ays before, hut not when he does out 
it, 

Thine, as he tow'd to thee in thine ear, 

Parollks. 

• ra««,ock then Bipnified a horseman’* loose coat 
t Disposition and character. i For mterrogato- 
nc». V An idiot under the enre of the sheriff j A 
natural fool. /. f. A match well made is hall 

h, u t nuke your uintch, therefore, but make it well. 


Her. He shall be whipped through the army, 
with this rhyme in Ins forehead. 

2 Lord. 'I his is your devoted friend. Sir, the 
manifold linguist, and the arimpotent soldier. 

Her. I could endure any thing befoie but a 
cat, and now he’s a cat to me 

l ooid. 1 perceive, Sir, by the general’s looks, 
we shall be fain to bang vou. 

Par. My lilt*, Sii, hi any case ; not that I am 
afraid to die ; but that, my . tfenccs being many, 

I would repent out the remaiudu of nature : let 
me live. Sir, in a dungeon, l’lhc stocks, or any 
where, so I may live. 

1 Sold. We’ll *;ce what inay be done, so \« ; u 
confess freely ; therefoie one* more t<» this cap¬ 
tain Duinam : You have an c weied to hia r* pa¬ 
latum with the duse, and to his valoui : What 
is bis honesty ? 

Par. Hr will steal, S.r, an egg out of a clois¬ 
ter , * fur rapes and ravishments be paialleis 
Nes-»in. + He professes not keeping of oatho ; in 
bieakmg them, he is stronger than Hercules. 
He will lie, Sir, with such volubility, that you 
would think truth were a tool : drunkenness is 
his best virtue; for lie will be swine-drunk ; ami 
in lii" sleep he does little harm, save to 
hi' bed-clothes about him ; hut they know his 
conditions, and lay him in straw. I have but 
little more to say, Sn, of bis honesty : he has 
every thing that an honest man should not nave, 
wlut an honest man should have he has nothing. 

1 Lord. I begin to love him for tins. 

Her. For this descnpiion of thine honesty? A 
pox upon him for me, he is moie and moie a 
cat. 

1 Sold. What say you to his experficss in 
war ? 

Par. Faith, *Mr, be has led the ditiui before 
the English tiagtdians,—to bdie him, I wiU 
not,—and moie ot Ins soldiership I know not ; 
except, in that countrv, he had the honour to be 
the officer at a place there call’d Mile-tnd, to in¬ 
struct lor the doubling of files : I would do the man 
wiiat honour 1 call, but of this I am not certain. 

1 lA>rd. He hath out-villained villany so lar 
that the rantv redeems him. 

Her. A pox on him ' lie’s a rat still. 

1 Sold His qualities being at tins poor price, 
I need not ask you, if gold will corrupt him to 
revolt. 

Par. Sir, foi a quart d’tcu i he will sell the 
fee-simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it; 
and cut the entail fiom all remainders, and a 
perpetu »l succession tor it perpetually. 

1 Sold. What’s his hi other, the other captain 
Du main ? 

2 Lord. Why docs he ask him of me? 

1 Sold. \\ hat’s he ? 

Par. F,’lmi a ciow of the same nest ; not al¬ 
together so great as the first m goodness, but 
greater a gicat deal in evil. He excels his 
brother for a cowaid, yet his biother is reputed 
one of die best that is : In a letreat he out- 
iiius any lackey; marry, in coming on he has 
the ciamp. 

1 Sold If your life be saved, will you under¬ 
take to bell ay the Floi entitle ? 

Par. Av, and the captain of his horse, count 
Rousillou. 

I Sold. I’ll whisper with the general, and 
know Ins pleasure. 

Par. I'll no more illumining : a plague of all 
drums ! Only to seem to deceive well, and to 
beguile the supposition $ of that lascivious young 
boy the count, have I run into this danger. 
Yet, who would have suspected ail ambush 
where 1 wak taken ? [Aside. 

1 Sold. Time is no remedy, Sir, but you 
must die : the gcueial says, you, that have so 
tiauorously discovered the secrets of your airiy, 

l.e. He Mill steal tiny thing however tufting, from 
anv placi* however hoi). 

t The Ceatuur killul l»v HrrnilfS. 

1 I lie (ourth part of the small.r 1 rcutii crown. 

$ louttcuc the ojiiuiou. 
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and made such pestiferous reports of men very 
nobly held, c.m serve the world for no honest 
use ; tbeieroie you must die. Come, beadsman, 
off with Ins head. 

Par. O Lord, Sir ; let me live, or let me see 
my death 1 

1 Sold. That shall you, and take your leave of 

all >our fneuds. [Unmvjjiing him. 

So look about you ; Know you any here 1 

Per. Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lord. God bless you, captain Parollcs. 

1 Lord. God save >ou, noble captain. 

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to ni£ 
lord Lateu ? 1 am for France. 

1 Lord Good captain, will you give me a 
copy of the sonnet jou writ to Diana m behalf 
of the count Kousillon? an I were not a very 
cowaul. I'd compel it of you ; but fare you 
well. [Ei eu/it Bektravi, Lords, ac 

1 Sold. You are undone, captain : all but your 
scarf, that has a knot on’t yet. 

Par. Who cannot be ciu-h’d with a plot ? 

1 Sold. If you could find out a countiy where 
but women were that had received so much 
shame, you might begin an impudent nation. 
Taie you well, Sir; I am for Fiance too; we 
shall speak of you there. [Ent 

Par. \et aiu 1 thankful: if my heart were 

great, 

'Twould burst at this: Captain, I’ll be no more ; 
But I will eat and drink, and sleep a- soft 
As captain shall : simply the thing I am 
Sa.i'l make me live. Who knows biui-df a 
braggart, 

Let him fear this ; foi it will come to pass. 

That every braggart shall tie found an ass 
llust, bvvoij! tool, blushes 1 and, Parolles, w 

live d 

Safest in shame 1 being fool’d, by foolery \ 
thrive 1 f 

there’s place, and means, for every manl | 

alive. J 

i’ll after them. . [Eiit. 

SCENE IF. — Florence.—A Room in the 
Widow’s House. 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana. 

Het. That you may well perceive 1 have not 
wrong’d you, 

One of the greatest in the Chnstian world 
Shall be my surely ; ’fore whose throne, ’tis 
needful. 

Lie I can perfect mine intents, to kneel: 

’ii ne was I did him a desired other, 

Dear almost as his life; which gratitude 
2 lira ugh flinty Tartar’s bosom would peep 
forth 

And answer, thanks : I duly am inform’d, 
tlis* grace is at Marseilles; to which place 
We have convenient convoy. You must know, 
i am supposed dead : the army breaking. 

My husband hies him home , where, heaven 
aiding, 

And by the leave of my good lord the king, 
v\ #-|| be, before our welcome. 

JV/d. Gentle madam, 

1 oil never had a servant, to whose t^ust 
V>ur business was more welcome. 

Jlel. Nor you, mistress, 

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly la¬ 
bour 

To recompense your love; doubt not, but 
heaven 

Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s 
dower, 

it hath lat^d her to be my motive* 

..nd helper to a husband. Hut O strange men I 
J hut can such sweet use make of what they 
hate, 

Uhen s.ui'j • trusting of the cozen’d thoughts 
Veti c^ tne pitchy night! so lust doth play 


With what it loaths, for that which is aw'ay ; 

But more of this hereafter :-You, Diana, 

Under my poor instructions yet mu6t sutler 
Something in my behalf. 

Via Lei death and honesty • 

Go with your impositions,! 1 am youi’.-. 

Upon your will to sutler. 

Hel. Yet, 1 prav you,- 

But with the woid, the time will bring on 6uir- 
mer, 

When briars shall have leaves as well as thorn-. 
And be as sweet as sharp. We must awav ; 

Our waggon is piepar’d, and time revives us : 
All’s will that ends uell: still the, line’s; Lite 
crown ; 

Whate’er the course, the end is the lenoun. 

[Eutunt . 

SCENE V.—Ronsillon.—A Room in the 
Col n rtss’ Palace. 

Enter CoiMEss, Lafeu, and Clown. 

Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with .< 
sinpt-taffata fellow ihtie; whose villauous saf¬ 
fron 5 would have made all the unluk-d and 
doughy youth of a nation in his coloiu . v.*m 
daugt)tei-i:i-law had been .tine at this hom , .in,* 
yo'.i son he:e at home, more advanced In tl:» 
king, than by that led-tailed humble-bee 1 -pi.tk 
of. 

Count. I w'onld 1 had uot known him ! it was 
tile death of the mo=i virtuous geutle-woiuaii, 
that ever nature had piaisc for cieattug . it sli 
had partakui of my Hc»li, ami m-t me the 
dearest groans of a nioluer, 1 could not havt 
owed her a more rooted love. 

Laf. Twas a good lady, Twas a good lady : 
we may pick a thousand salads, ere we light on 
Mich another herb. 

('to. Indeed, Sir, she was the sweet-mar¬ 
joram of the salad, or, rather the herb «t 
giace. 

Laf. Tliev aic not salad-herbs, you knavt, 
they are nose-herbs. 

C/o.i am no gieat Nebuchadnezzar, Sii, I have 
not much -kill in grass. 

La/. Whether dost thou pi oft .-s thyself; a 
knave, or a fool ? 

Clo A fool. Sir, at a woman’s seivice, and .> 
knave at a man’s. 

Laf. \ oui distinction ? 

Clo I would cozen the mail of hi- wife, and 
do his service. 

Laf. So you were a knave at his semee, in¬ 
deed. 

Clo. And I would give his wife ray baiibb. 
Sir, to do her service. 

I^af. I will subscribe for thee; thou an both 
knave and fool. 

Clo. At your service. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, Sir, if I cannot serve you, 1 can 
serve as great a pi nice as you are. 

Laf. Who's that? a Fieticlinian ? 

Clo. Faith, Sir, he has an English name , but 
bis phisuomy is more hotter in France, than there. 

Laf. What prince is there ? 

Clo. The black prince, Sir ; alias, the prince 
of darkness ; alias , the devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there’s my puise : I give 
thee not this to suggest F thee from thy master 
thou talkest of; serve him still. 

Clo, I am a woodland ft llow. Sir, that al¬ 
ways loved a great fire; and the master I speak 
of, ever keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is 
the priuce ot the world, let his nobility remain 
in his court. I am for the house with the nar¬ 
row gate, winch I take to be too little for pomp 
to enter ; some, that humble themselves, may ; 
but the many will be too chill and tender; 

* / «*. An honest death. + Commamlii. 

t I.ad. S There a faihion of using 

yelW.w starch for hards ami rufi.'s, to which | i eu. 
allude* i /. c. Hue. u >educe. 


* I'or motcT 


t lav’Tloii 
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anti the)Ml be for the flowery way, that leads to 
tin* broad sate, and the great lire. 

Ijdf. Go thv ways, I be?,in to be a-weary of 
thee ; and I tell thee so betore, because I would 
not ta.ll out with thee. Go thy ways ; let my 
hoist a be well looked to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon cm, Sir, they 
•'ll,ill be jades' tricks; which are their own right 
by the law of nature. [Exit. 

Lat A shrewd knave, and an unhappy. * 

* 'omit. So he is. My lord, that’s gone, made 
himself much sport oi-t of him: by tins autho- 
ntv he remains heie, w.-nch lie thinks is a patent 
tor ins s-tucnievs . and, indeed, he has uo pace, 
but run-' where he will. 

/.at. i l:ke hm: well ; Mis not amiss : and I 
wa» ..bout to tell you. Since I heard of the good 
l.uh’s d*ath, and that my lord your son was upon 
liis if tinn home, l moved the king inv master, 
to speak la the behalf of my daughter ; which, 
m me minority of them both, his majesty, out 
<>i a tell-gracious remembrance, did first pio- 
: his highlit ss hath promised me to do it • 
.uni, to *t,»p up the dtspleasuie lie hath couctr.eu 
against voui son, there is no litter iijatter. How 
do* •, \oui ludvship like it ? 

( omit. With veiy much content, my lord, and 
I w oh i' h.ippilv effected. 

jj‘tl. his highness comes post from Marseilles, 

>f as .ml** body as when be numbered thirty ; he 
w !l be here lo-mni tow, or 1 am decuved by him 
that in s loti intelligence hath seldom failed. 

('ftnt. It reputes me, that 1 hope 1 .‘•hall sec 
} mi eie I tin. 1 have letters, that m> soli will 
be licic t'l-iH^ht : l ‘•ball besetih your lordship, 
.o i< in,mi with me till they meet together 
E>n. Madam, I was thinking with what nian- 
m is 1 might saw h be admitted. 

Count. You ne-d but plead your honourable 
privilege. 

/..//. Iadv,ot that I have made a bold chaiter, 
but, I thank my God, it holds yet 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O madam, venders my lord your sou 
with a patch of velvet on’s face : whether there 
tie a scar uudei it, or uo, the velvet Knows ; but 
tii a coodly patch of velvet: his left cheek is a 
cheek oi two pile and a hall, but his right cheek 
is worn bate. i 

I., 1 A m ,u noblv got, or a noble scar, is 2 
good isv* ri ot honour . so, belike, is that. 

(•to. Hut it i 6 your cai hnnadoed t face. 

1m- Let us go see vour son, 1 pray you ; 1 
1 Mi'' i<> talk with the young noble sold iti. 

( lo Taiili, tbeie’s a do/en of ’em, with rieli- 
>. ate tni“ bat-. and most comteous featheis, vvhiih 
'.ow tuc uead, aud nod at every man. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

.ST EXE I. — Marseilles.—A Street. 

Huttr Helena, Widow, and Diana, uithtuo 

Attendants. 

JTtl. Hut this exceeding posting, day and 
night, 

* * 'st wear your spirits low: we cannot help it ; 
But, since you have made the days and nights 
as one, 

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 

He bold, you do so grow in my requital, 

As noibidg can unioot you. lu happy time ;— 

Enter a gentle Astringer. J 

t his man may help me to liis majesty's ear, 

It he would speud his power.—God save you, 
Sir. 


Gent. And you. 

liel. Sir, l have seen you in the court ot 
Fiance. 

Gent . I have been sometimes there. 

Ilel. I do presume, Sir, that you are not 
fallen 

From the reports that goes upon your goodness ; 
And therefore goaded with most sharp occa¬ 
sions, 

Which lay nice manners by, 1 put you to 
The use of your owu virtues, lor the which 
I shall continue thankful. 

Gent . W hat's your will f 
Jill. That it will please you 
To give this poor petitiou to the king; 

And aid me with that store of power you have. 
To coine into Ins presence. 

Gent. The king's riot here. 

Eel. Not here, Sir 1 
Gent . Not, indeed : 

He hence remov’d last night, and with more 
hu’-te 

Than is his use. 

Wid . Loid, how we lose our pains f 
llcl. All's uell that ends well; yet; 

Though tune stems so adverse, and means 
unlit.— 

I do beseech you, whither is he gone ? 

Gent. Many, as 1 take it, to Hoasiliou ; 

\\ hither 1 am going. 

HU. I d<» beseech you, Sir, 

Since von are like to set the king before rue. 
Commend the papti to his gracious baud ; 

Which, I piesume, shall render you no blame 
Hut rather make you thank your pants foi it . 

I will come after you, with what good spit'd 
Our means will make us mc.uis. 

GVuf. This I’ll do foi you. 

Htl. And >oa shall lmd yourself to be well 
thank'd. 

What* ’t*i falls more.—We must to horse again ;— 
Go, go, provide. [Exeunt* 

SCEXE II. — Rousillon.—Tnc inner Court 
the Counttss' Palace. 

Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Pci. Good monsitui Lavaich, give tnv lord 
La leu this letter. I have ere now, Sir, been better 
known to you, when I have held fauuliaritv with 
lieslier clothes; but I am now, Sir, niudJieJ m 
fortune’s moat, and smell somewhat stiong of her 
strong displeasure. 

Clo. Truly, foi tune’s displeasure is bnt sluttish, 
if it smell so strong as thou speakest of: I will 
henceforth eat no fish of foi tune's buttenng. 
IVilhee, allow the wind. 

Par. Nay, you ined not stop your nose. Sir; I 
spake by .< metaphoi. 

Clo. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor stink, I will 
stop iny nose, or against any man’s metaphor. 
IVythee, get thee furthei. 

Par. Piay you, Sir, deliver me this paper. 

(Vo. Fob, pr'ythce, stand away : A paper from 
foi tune's close-stool to give to a nobleman 1 Look, 
here he comes himself. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Here is a pur of foi tune's. Sir, oi of fortune's 
cat, (but not a mush-cat,) that has fallen into 
the unclean fishpond of her displeasnie, and, 
as he says, is muddied withal : Pray yon. Sir, 
use the carp as yon may; toi he looks like a 
pool, decayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally knave. 
I do pity his distress in my smiles of comfort, 
and Have him to your loidship. 

[Ex it Clown. 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly scratched. 

Lai. 4ud what would you have me to do T 
'tis too late to pare her nails now. Wherein 
have you plavcd the knave with tortnne, that she 
should scratch you, who of heiself is a good 
lady, and would not have knaves Untie long 
under liei ? Tbeie’s a quart d’ccu for you; Let 


* Misthievously unhappy, wngfkh. 
t Gc'jUUed lake .1 piece ot meat lor the gnniroa. 
X A gentk'ni.iu Fnlcoucr. 
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the justices make you aud fortune friends ; I am 
for otner business. 

Par. I beseech your honour, to hear me one 
single word. 

Lai. You beg a single penny more: come, 
yon shall ha’t: save your word.* 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 
La/. You beg more than one word then.— 
Cox' my passion! give me your hand llovv 
does your drum f 

Par. O my good lord, you were the first that 
found me. 

Laf. Was I, in sooth? and I was the (list that 
lost thee. 

Pur. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in 
some grace, for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon tbee, knave ! dost thou put 
upon* me at once both the office of God and the 
devil] one brings thee in grace, and the other 
brings thee out. [Trumpets sound ] The king's 
corning, i know' by his trumpets.—Sirrah, inqnue 
further after me ; I had talk of you last night : 
though you are a fool and a knave, you shall eat; 
go to, follow. 

Par. I puise God for you. [Exeunt. 

AC EXE 111.—The same.—A Room in the 
Countess’ Palace. 

Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lapel, 
Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, «$c. 

King. We lost a jewel of her ; aud our es¬ 
teem t 

Was made mnch poorer by it: but your sou. 

As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know 
Her estiinitioii home. ; 

Count, ’lis past, mv liege : 

And 1 b seecu your m?je>-t\ to make it 
Natural rebellion, done t’the b'azc of youth ; 
When oil and fire, too sliong for reason’s force, 
O’ei hears it, aud burns oil. 

King. My bottom'd lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all; 

Though mv revenges were high bent upon him. 
And uatdi’d the time to a’loot. 

Laf. This I must say,- 

r.ut ln-t I beg my pardon,—The young lord 
Did to Ins majrsty, his mother, and his lady, 
Offence of mighty note ; but to himself 
'flie preatest wrong of all : he lost a wife, 

W ho^e lieauty did astonish the survey 
Of richest eyes; 3 whose words all eat? took 
captive ; 

Whose dear perfection, hearts that scorn’d to 
serve, 

Humbly call’d mistress. 

A mg. Praising what is lost, 

Makes the remembrance dear.-Well, call him 

hither ;- 

We are reconcil’d, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition : 1|—Let him not ask our pardon; 

1 he nature of his great offence is dead. 

And deeper than oblivion do we bury 

The inceusing relics of it: let him approach, 

A stranger, no offender; aud inform him. 

So 'tis our will he should. 

Gent. I shall, my liege. [Exit Gentleman. 
King. W hat say? he to your daughter ? have 
you spoke? 

Laf. All that be is bath reference to your 
highness. 

Kin±. Then shall we have a match. 1 have 
letters sent me. 

That set him high in fame. 

Enter Bertram. 

Laf, He looks well on’t. 

King. I am not a day of season, f 

• You need not ask here it it. 

4 Kvikouing or estimate. 
t Complete!?* in its lull extent, 
v v o in As jou like it .—to have “seen much nml to 
lisni nothiue, is to have nth eyes and poor hands " 

• e I ht first interview shall nut au end to all recol¬ 
lection of tlw p 

1 i t Of uninterrupted rain. 


For thou njay’st see a sun-shine aud a hail 
In me at once: But to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth. 
The time U fair again. 

licr. My higli-repeuted blames, • 

Dear aoveicign paidou to me. 

King . All is whole ; 

Not one word more of the consumed time. 

Let’s take the instant by the forw.ud top ; 

For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees 
The inaudible and noiseless rout of time 
Steals ere we can effect them: You remember 
The daughter of this lord ? 

Ber. Admiringly, my liege: at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make two bold a herald of my tongue: 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me. 
Which warp’d the line of every other favour ; 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stol’n ; 
Extended or contracted all proportion.'. 

To a mo«t hideous object: Thence it tame. 

That she, whom all men prais'd, and whom 
myself, 

Since I have lost, have lov’d, was in mine tye 
The dust that did offend it. 

Ktng. Well excus’d: 

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores 
away 

From tiie great compt: But love, that comr" 
too late. 

Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried, 

To the great sender turns a sour offence. 

Crying, That’s good that's goue : our rash 
faults 

Make trivial prite of serious things we have. 

Not knowing them, until we know their stave. 
Oft our displeasures to ourselves unjust, 

Destroy our friend?, and after weep their duM: 
Our own love wakmg cries, to 6ie w lint's doue, 

W lule shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon. 

Be this sweet Helen’s kind!, and now foigct 
her. 

Send foith your amorou*token for fair Maudlin : 
Flic main consents are had ; and here we'll May 
To see our widower’s second inamage-tlav. 
Count Which belter than the lust, O dcr 
heaven, bless ! 

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cease I 
Laf. Come on, my son, m whom mv house's 
name 

Must be digested, give a favour from you. 

To sparkle in the spint* oi my daughtei. 

That she may quickly come.—By rn> old beard. 
And every hair that’s on’t, Helen, that's dead. 
Was a sweet creatine; such a ring as this, 

The la:t that e'er I took her leave at court, 

1 saw upon her finger. 

Ber. H't’s it was not. 

King. Saw, pray you, let me see it; for mine 
eye, 

While I wa9 speaking, oft was fa«t'-n’d to t.— 
Tins ring was mine , and, when 1 gave it Helen 
I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Neccssilied to help, that by tins token 
I would relieve her: Had you that craft, tc 
reave her 

Of what should stead her most7 
Ber. My gracious sovereign, 

Howe’er it pleases you to take it so, 

The ring was never her’s. 

Count. Son, on my life, 

I have seen her wear it; and she reckon’d il 
At her life’s rate. 

Laf. I am sure, I saw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceiv’d, my lord, she never 
saw it: 

In Florence was it from a casement thrown me. 
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that threw it ; noble she was, and 
thought 

I stood engag’d : t but when l had subscrib’d 


• Faults Tepented of to the utmoit. 
t In the teuet of um »gage a 
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To mine own foi tune, and inform’d her fully, Count. Now, justice on the doers! 

I could uol aiiswci in that course of honour 

As she had made the overture, she ceas'd, £ ' HUr Bk RTram, guarded. 

In heavy satisfaction, and would never King. I-woiidet, Sir, Biuce wives are monsters 

Receive the ling again. to you, 

King. Plutus himself, And that you fly them as you swear them lord- 

That knows the tiuct and multiplying niedi- ship, 

cine • Yet you desire to marry.—What womau’s that? 


Hath not in nature's mystery more science, 

Thau I have ill this riug: *twas mine, 'twas 
Helen's, 

Whoever gave it you ; Theu, if you know 
That you aic well acquainted with yourself, t 
Confess 'twas her’s, and by what rough enforce¬ 
ment 

You got it from her: she call'd the saints to 
surety 

That she would never put it from her finger, 
Unless she gave it to yourself in bed, 

(Where you have never coaic,) or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 

Her. She never saw it. 

K>ng. Thou speak's! it falsely, as I love mine 
honour; 

And mak’st conjectmal bars to come into me, 
Which I would lam shut out: If it should 
prove 

That thou art so inhuman,—'twill not prove 
so;— 

Arid yet I know not thou didst hate her 
deadly, 

And she is dead ; which nothing, but to clo-.e 
iiir eyes myself, could win me u Ixlieve, 

More than to see this ling —Take him awav. 

[Guards seize Bertram. 
Mv fore-past pi oofs, howe’ei the mattei fall. 

Mi.ill tax my tears of little vanity, 

Having vainly icai’d too little.—Away with 
him ;— 

We'll Mil this matter further. 

Jin . It you shall prove 
This mig was ever her*', you shall as easy 
Plow* that I hu-handed her bed in Flounce, 

; >ic yet she never wa>. 

[Eiit Ulrtram, guarded. 

Enter a Gl.ntleman. 

King. I am mapp'd in di-mal thinking*-. 
Cunt. CSfa< ions sovereign. 

Whether I have turn to blame, or no, I know 
uot ; 

Here's a petition from a Floientine, 

Who hath, for four 01 live removes,iconic sbo.t 
to lendci U Iniself. I urnU*rtook it, 

Vanquish'd thereto by the fair giace and speech 
of me poor suppliant, who by this, I know, 

Is beie attending; her business looks in her 
With an importing visage ; and she told me. 

In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highness with herself. 

King. | Heads.] Lyon lus many protestations 
to mart j me, it hen his uife teas dead , J 
blush to say it, he non me. ‘Koto is the count 
JiOiisilt'W a unioner ; his tons are forfeited 
to me , anil my honour's paid to him. He 
stoli Jrom Florence , taking no leaie, and I 
follow him to his country for justice: Grant 
it me, () king ; in you it best lies : otlieruisc 
a seducer jiuurishes, and a poor maid is 
undent . Diana Capilet. 

Jjttf. I will buy me a sou-in-law in a fair, and 
toll him : j for this, I’ll none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, 
Lafcu, 

To hung forth this discovery.—-Seek these sui¬ 
tors :— 

Go, speedily, and bring again the count. 

iExeunt Gentleman, and some attend¬ 
ants. 

\ am afeard, the life of Helen, lady, 

Was foully snatch'd. 

• The philotopher’i atone. 

t J. t. That have the proper consciouancs* of your 
Own action*. . 

1 Povt-atuf *«. I Ysy toll for bun. 


Be-enler Gentleman, uith Widow, and 

Diana. 

Via. 1 atn, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capulet; 

My suit, as I do understand, you know, 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 
Wid. I am her mother. Sir, whose age and 
houour 

Both suffer under this complaint we bring. 

And both shall cease* without your lemedy. 
King. Come hither, count; Do you know 
these women ? 

Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them: Do they chaige me 
further? 

Via. W hy do you look so strange upon your 
wile ? 

Ber. She's none of mine, my lord. 

Via. It you shall marry, 

You give away this hand, and that iz mine ; 

Aon give away heaven’s vows, and those are 
mine ; 

You give away myself, which is known mine ; 
Foi I by vow am so embodied your’s, 

That she, which marnes you, must marry me, 
Lillier both or none. 

Lai . Your reputation [To Bertram.] cones 
too shotl lor my daughter, you are no husband 
toi hu. 

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate 
ucature, 

V. horn sometime I have laugh’d with: let your 
highness 

Lay a more noble thought upon nunc honour, 
Than foi to think that I would sink it hcie. 

A mg. fen, fur my thoughts, you have them ill 
to fiieud, 

Till your deeds gam them : Fairer piovc your 
honour, * 

Thau in my thought it lies! 

Via. Good my lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my vnginiiy. 

King. What say'st thou to her? 

Ber. She's impudent, my lord; 

And was a common gamester to the camp, t 
Via. He does me wiong, my lord ; if I were 
so, 

He might have bought me at a common price. 
Do not believe linn : Ob 1 behold this riug. 
Whose high respect, and itch validity,£ 

Did lack a paiailel; yet, for all that. 

He gave it to a commoner o’the camp. 

It 1 be one. 

Count. He blushes, and ’tis it: 

Of six preceding aucesto.s, that gem 
Couten'd by testament to the sequent issue, 

Hath it heeu ow’d and worn. This is ins wile ; 
That ring’s a thousand proofs. 

King. Methought, you said, 

You saw one lieie m court could witness it. 

Via. I did, my loid, but loath am to pio- 
duce 

So bad an instrument! his name’s Parolles. 

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man he be. 
King. Find him, and briug him hither. 

Ber. \\ fiat of him ? 

He’s quoted § for a most perfidious slave.. 

W lib all the spots o’the world tax’d and de- 
bosh'd; || 

Whose nature sickens, hut to speak a truth : 

Am I or that, or tlua, for what he’ll utter, 

That will speak any thing ? 

• Decease, die. f Gamester «hen Applied to 

a female, then meant a comrnou ironnu. 

A Value. | Noted. | ScbaurncJ. 

2 Y 



630 ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. Act V. 


King. Sbe bath tbat ring of your’i. 

Ber. I think, sbe bas : certain it is, I lik’d 
bei. 

And boarded ber i’tlie wanton way of youth: 

Sbe knew her distance, and did angle for me, 
Maddiug my eagerness with ber restraint. 

As all impediments in fancy’s • course 
Aic motives of more fancy ; and, in flue. 

Her msuit coming with her modem grace, t 
Subdued me to her rate : she got the ring; 

And I had that, which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 

Via. I must be patieut; 

You, that turn’d off aiirst so noble wife, 

Way justly diet me.? I pray you >et, 

(Siuce you lack virtue, 1 mil Jose a husband,) 
Send for your ring, i will return it home, 

And give me miue agaiu. 

Ber. I have it not. 

King. What ring was your’s, I pray you? 

Via. Sir, much like 
The same upon your Anger 
King. Know you this ring 1 this ring was his 
of late. 

Via. Aud this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 
King. The story then goes false, you threw it 
him 

Out of a casement. 

Aha. I have spoke the truth. 

Enter Parollks. 

Ber. My lord, l do confess, the ring was 
her’s. 

King. You boggle shrewdly, every feather 
starts you.- 

Is this the man you speak of] 

Diu. Ay, my lord. 

King. Tell me, sirrah, birt tell me true, 1 
charge you, 

Not fciriug the displeasure of your master, 
(Which, on your just proceeding, I’ll keep off,) 
By hun, and by tins woman here, what know 
you I 

Par. So please your majesty, my master hath 
been an honourable gentleman ; uicks he hath 
had in him, which gentlemen ha\e. 

King. Come, come, to the purpose : Did he 
love tbi*«'omui] ? 

Par. ’Faith, Sir, he did love her ; But how ? 
King. How, 1 pray you i 
Par. He did love her. Sir, as a gentleman 
ioves a woman. 

King. How is that? 

Par. He loved ber. Sir, and loved her not. 
King. As thou art a knave, and no knave :— 
What au equivocal companion is this ! 

Par. 1 am a poor man, and at your majesty’s 
command. 

Laf. He’s a good drum, my lord, but a naughty 
orator. 

Via. Do you know, he promised me mar¬ 
riage ? 

Pa*, ’faith, I know more than I’ll speak. 
King. But wilt tbou not speak all thou 
hnow’st? 

Par. Yes, 6o please your majesty : I did go 
between them, as 1 said ; but more than that, 
he loved her,—lor, indeed, he was mad for her, 
and talked of Satan, and of limbo, aud of furies, 
and I know not what: yet I waB in that credit 
with them at that time, and I knew of their 
going to bed ; and of other motions, as promis¬ 
ing ber marriage, and things that would derive 
me ill will to speak of, therefore I will not speak 
what l know. 

King Thou hast spoken all already, unless 
thou canst say they are married : But tbou art 
ton fine 11 in thy evidence: therefore stand aside.— 
This ring, you say, was your’s? 

Viu. Ay, my good lord. 

• Lore. 

t Hr: soVitaiion concurring with her appearance of 

Lein? common. 

I May justly mr.kc mr f Fellow, 

j 'loo unfwl. 


King. Where did you buy it; or who gave it 
you I 

Via. It was not given me, nor I did not 
buy it. 

King. Who lent it yon? 

Via. It was not lent me neithei. 

A mg. Where did you find it then? 

Via. I found it not. 

King. If it were your’s by uoue of all these 
ways, 

How could von give it him ? 

Via. I never gave it him. 

Laf. This vvOman’s an easy glove, my lord ; 
she goes off and ou at pleasure. 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his litst 
wife. 

Via. It might be your’s, or ber’s, for auybt I 
know. 

King. Take her away, I do not like her now ; 
Tv* prison with hei : aud away with him.— 
Unless thou teH’ot me where thou bad’st this 
ring. 

Thou diest within this hour. 

Via. I'll never tell you. 

A ing. lake ber awav. 

Via. I’ll put in bail, my liege. 

King. I think thee now some common custo¬ 
mer.* 

Via. By Jove, if ever 1 knew man, ’twas 
you. 

King. Wherefore hast thou accus’d him a’l 
this whileT 

Via. Because he’s guilty, aud he is not 
guilty ; 

He knows 1 am no maid, and lie’ll swe.ii to’t : 
l’li swear I am a maul, and he knows not. 

Gnat king, 1 am no -irumptt, by mv life; 

I am eitbei.matd, or else this old man’s wife. 

i Pointing to L v i-1 i . 
King. She do«* abuse our cais; to p.i uu 
waii her. 

Via. Good mother, fetch mv hail —Stay, 
royal Sir ; [Put Widow. 

The jewellei, that ones f the ling, i- mih iui. 
And he shall smety me. But loi tills hud. 

Who hath abus’d me, as he knows hunsdi, 
Though vtt he nevei harm’d me, hue 1 quit 
him : 

He knows himself, my bed he hath defil'd ; 

And at that time he got hi- wife with child : 
Dtad though she be, she feels her young one 

kiCK; 

So there’s my nddle, OnpjthaL's dead, is quick r 
And now behold the meaning. 

Rc-entir Widow, tilth Hellna. 

King. Is there no exorcist * 

B> guiles the truer oflice of mine eyes? 

Is’t real, that | see 1 

liel No, my good lord ; 

’Tis but the shadow of a wife you see. 

The name and not the ihing. 

Her. Both, both ; O pat don ! 

Vtl. o my good lord, when I was l.kc this 
maid, 

I found you wond’rous kind. Thcie is your 
ring, 

And. look you, here’s your letter; This it Bays, 
When Jiom my finger you tan get t/ui 
ring. 

And are by me ?. lib child, &c.—This is done : 
Will you he mine, now you sue doubly warn t 
Ber. If she, my liege, cau make me know 
this rleaily. 

I’ll love bei dearly, ever, ever dearly. 
lltl. H it appear nut plain, aud prove un¬ 
true, 

Deadly divorce step between me and you '— 

O im dear mothei, do I see you living? 

Laf. Mine eyes hii* II onions, I shall w<eep 
anou : —Good Tom Drum, [7b Parolees. 1 lend 
me a handkerchief: So, 1 thank thee : wait ou 

* Common woman. 

t Ort n*. ♦ EiWbanltu. 
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me home. I'll make sport with thee: Let thy 
courttbics alone, they are scurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this story 
know, 

To make the even truth in pleasure flow 
If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped flower, 

[To Diana. 

Choose thon thy husband, and Ill pay thy 
dower ; 

For I can guess, that, by thy honest aid, 

Thou kept’st a wife lK*r?elf, thyself a maid:— 

Of that, and all the progress, more and less. 
Resolvedly uioie leisuic shall express: 

All let seems well ; and, if it end so meet, 

Tbe bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 

[Flourish. 


Advancing. 

The king's a beggar, now the. play is done: 
All is well ended, ?/ this suit be non, 

That you express content; which tie trill 

v<*y* 

With strife to please you , day ecceeding 
day: 

Ours be your patience then , and yours our 
parts ; • 

Your ge-ntle hands lend us, and take our 
hearts . 

[Exeunt 

• I. f. Hear u* without interruption, and take our 
parts, aapport and defend ua. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 
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Thl rio, a foolish rival to Valentine. 
Eglamour, Agent for Silvia in her eicapc 
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Launce, Servant to Proteus. 
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Silvia, the Duke’s Daughter, beloved by Va¬ 
lentine. 

Lccetta, U aiting-uoman to Julia. 


Servants , Musicians. 
Scene— sometimes la Verona, sometimes in Milan, and on the Frouticis o( Mantua. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—An open place in Verona. 

Enter Valentine and Proteus. 

Val. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus ; 
Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits : 
Wert not, affection ohains thy tender days 
To the sweet glances ot thy honour'd love, 

1 rather would entreat .thy company, 

To see the wonders of the world abroad. 

Than living dully slugeardiz'd at home. 

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 

But, since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive 
therein. 

Even as 1 wonld, when I to love begin. 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone! Sweet Valentine, 
adieu 1 

Think on thy Proteus, when thou, haply, secst 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel: 
Wish me partaker in thy happiness. 

When thou dost meet good hap; and, in tL’y 

dtnmr. 


If ever dancer do environ thee. 

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers. 

For I will he thy beadsman, Valentine. * 

Val. Aud on a love-book pray lor my sut ct'ij. 

Pro. Upon some book 1 love, I'Jl pray lor 
thee. 

Val. That's on some shallow story of deep 
love, 

How young Leander cross'd the Hellespont 

Pro. That’s a deep story of a deeper love , 
For be was more than over shoes in love. 

Val. 'Tis true; for you are o\cr boots in 
love; 

And yet you never swam the Hellespont. 

Pro. Over the boots! nay, give me not the 
hoots. • 

Val , No, I'll pot, for it boot* thee not. 

Pro. What! 

Val. To be 

In love, where scorn is bought with groans ; coy 
looks, 
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With heart-sore sighs; one fading moment's 
mirth. 

With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : 

If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ; 

If l<>At, why then a grievous labour won ; 
However, but a folly bought with wit, 

Ur else a wit b> folly vanquished. 

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me 
fool 

Val. So, by your circumstance, i fear, you’ll 
prove. 

Pro. 'Tis love 5 ou cavil at; I am not Love. 
Val. Ix>ve is your matter, for be masters you : 
And be that is so yoked by a fool, 

Methinks should not be chronicled for wise. 

Pro. Yet writers say, A» in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits 111 the finest wits of all. 

Val. Yet writers say, As the most forward 
bud 

Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 
l-’ turn'd to folly, blasting 111 the bud, 

Losing Ins verdure even in the prime, 

Aud all the fair ellccts of future hopes. 

Unt when hue waste I time to counsel thee. 

That art a votary to fond desire I 
Once more adieu : tnv father at the road 
Experts my coming, there to see me shipp'd. 
Pro. And thither will I bring thee, \alen- 
tiue. 

Val. Sweet Proteus, no; now let us take our 
leave. 

Of Milan, let us hear from thee by Utters, 

At thy success 111 love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend : 

And ! likewise will Unit thee with mine. 

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in 
Milan 1 

Val. As much to you at home ! and so fare- 
well. [Exit Vai entinl. 

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love : 

Hi* leave-* his filends, to dignify Hum more ; 
i leave tnv-elf, my friends, aud all tor love. 
Thou, Julia, thou hus-t tmiamoipbos’d me; 

Made in** neglect my sunlit*', lo*>e niv lime. 

War with good counsel, set the world at 
nought! 

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with 
thought. 

Enter Spccn. 

Speed. Sir Proteus, c ave you; Saw* you my 
mastei l 

Pro. But now be parted hence, to embark 
for Milan. 

Speed. Twenty to one then, he is shipp’d 
already ; 

Aud I have play’d the sheep in losing h.m. 

Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often stuy, 

An if the shepherd he a while away. 

Spaed. You conclude that my master is a 
shepherd then, and 1 a sheep l 
Pro. I do. 

Speed. Why then my horns are his horn*-, 
whether l wake or 6leep. 
pro. A silly answci, and fitting well a sheep. 
SjKed. This proves me still a sheep. 

Pro. True; aud thy master a shepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circum- 
stauce. 

Pro. It shall go hard, but I’ll prove It by 
another. 

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not 
the sb“ep the shepherd ; but I seek my master, 
and my master seeks not me ; therefore, 1 am 
uo sheep. 

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shep¬ 
herd, the shepherd for food follows not the 
sheep ; thou for wages followest thy master, thy 
master for wages follows not thee: therefore, 
thou art a sheep. 

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry 
baa. 


Pro. But dost thou hear f gav'st thou my 
letter to Julia ? 

Speed. Ay, Sir: I, a lost mutton, gave your 
letter to her, a laced mutton; * and she, a laced 
mutton, gave me, a lost mutton, nothing for my 
labour. 

Pro. Here’s too small a pasture for such a 
store of muttons. 

Speed. If the ground be overcharged, you 
were best slick her. 

Pro. Nay, 111 that you are astray; 'tuere best 
pound you. 

Speed. Nay, Sir, less than a pound shall serve 
me for carrying your letter. 

Pro. You mistake; I mean the pound, a pin¬ 
fold. 

Spied, From a pound to a pint fold it over 
and over, 

'Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to 
your lover. 

Pro. But what said she 1 did she nod 1 

[S peld nods. 

Speed . I. 

Pro. Nod, I ? why, that's noddy, t 

Speed. You mistook. Sir; I say she did nod: 
and >ou ask me, if she did nod, and 1 say, I. 

Pro. Aud that 6et together, is—noddy. 

Speed . Now )ou have taken the paius to set 
it together, take it for your pains. 

Pro. No, 110, you shall have it for bearing 
the letter. 

Speed. Well, I perceive, I must be taiu to 
bear with >011. 

Pro. Why, Sir, how do >ou bear with me 7 

Speed. Many, Sir, the letter very orderly; 
having nothing but the word, noddy lor my 
pains. 

Pro. Bcshrew me, but you have a quick wit. 

Speed. And jet it cannot oveitake jour slow 
putse. 

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief ; 
W hat said she ? 

Speed. Open jour purse, that the money and 
the matter inaj be both at once deliver’d. 

pro* M ell, Sir, here is for jour pains : What 
said she ? 

Speed. Truly, Sir, I think you’ll hardly win 
her. 

Pro. Why 7 Could’st thou perceive so much 
from bert 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all 
from her; no, not so much as a ducat for deli¬ 
vering your letter: And being so bard to me 
that brought jour mind. I fear, she'll prove as 
hard to you in telling her mind. Give her no 
token but stones; for sbe’s afe hard as steel. 

Pro. \\ hat, said she nothing T 

Speed. No, not so much as —take this for thy 
pains. To testify jour bounty, I thank von, 
>ou have totern’d t me ; m requital whereof, 
hencefoith carry jour letters jourself: and so. 
Sir, I’ll commend joii to tnv master. 

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from 
wreck : 

Which canuoi perish, having thee aboard, 

Being destined to a dner death on shore :— 

1 must go send some better messenger; 

I fear, my Julia would not deign my lines. 
Receiving them from such a worthless post. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same. Garden 0/ Julia' a 

house. 

Enter Julia and Lucetta. 

Jul. But say, Lucetta, now we arc alone, 
Would’st thou then counsel me to fall in love f 

Luc. Ay, madam; so you stumble not un- 
heedfully. 


*A term for a girl of pleasure 1 Matton-lans, In 
Clerkcnwell, is bo called from betnj; frequented by 
inch persons. + A game at cards. 

I Given me a sixpence. 
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Jul. Of all the lair resort of gentlemen. 

That ever} day with parle* enconnter me, 
lu thy opinion, which is worthiest love ? 

Luc. Please yon, repeat their names, 1*11 
show my xniud 

According to my shallow simple skill. 

Jul. What thiok'st thou of the fair Sir Egla- 
mour Y 

Luc. As of a knight .well-spoken, neat and 
flue; 

But, were I you, he never should be mine. 

Jul. Wbat think’st thou of the rich Mercatio f 

Luc. Well of his wealth; but of himself, so 
so. 

Jul. What thiuk’st thou of the gentle Pro¬ 
teus T 

Luc. Lord, lord! to see what folly reigns in 
us! 

Jul. How now f what means this passion at 
his name Y 

Luc. Pardon, dear madam; ’tis a passing 
shame. 

That I, unworthy body as I am, 

Should censure t thus on lovely gentlemen. 

Jul. W by not on Proteus, as of all the rest T 

Luc. Then thus,—of many good 1 think him 
best. 

Jul. Your reason Y 

Luc. I have no other but a woman's reason ; 

I think him so, because I think him so. 

Jul. And would’dt thou have me cast my love 
on bun? 

Luc. Ay, if you thought your love not cast 
away. 

Jul. Why, he of all the rest hath never mov'd 
me. 

Luc. Yet he of all the rest, I think, best loves 
ve. 

Jul. His little speaking shows his love but 
small. 

Luc. Fire, that is closest kept, burns most 
of alt. 

Jul , They do not love, that do not show their 
lo\ e. 

Luc. Oh! they love least, that let men know 
tlinr love. 

Jul. I would i knew his mind. 

Luc. Peniae this paper, madam. 

Jut. To Julia,—bay, from whom! 

Luc. That the contents will show. 

Jul. Say, say; who gate it thee ? 

Luc. Sir Valentine’s page ; and oent, 1 think, 
from Proteus : 

He wonld have giveu it you, but I, being in the 
way. 

Did in your name receive it; pardon the fault, 
1 pray. 

Jul. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker I ; 
Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines Y 
To whisper and couspire against my youth ? 

Now, trust me, 'tis an office of great worth. 

And you an officer fit for the place. 

Theie, take the paper, see it be return’d; 

Or else return no more into my sight. 

Luc . To plead for love deserves more fee 
than hate. 

Jul. Will you be gone? 

Luc. That you may ruminate. [Exit. 

Jul. And yet I would I had o'eilook'd the 
letter. 

It were * shame to call her back again, 

And pray her to a fault for which 1 chid ber. 
What fool is she, that knows I am a maid. 

And would not force the letter to my view ? 
Since maids, in modesty, say. An, to that 
NViuch they would have the profferer construe. 
Ay. 

Fic, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love, 

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse, 
And presently, all linmbled, kiss the rod I 
How chin lishly I chid Lucelta hence, 

When willingly 1 would have had her here I 
How angrily l taught my brow to frown, 

• Talk 1 Pan vnw i «•. t A matchmaker. 


1 When inward joy enforc'd my heart to smile ! 
My penance is, to call Lucctta back, 

AinJ ask remission for my folly past:— 

What bol Lucctta l 

Re-enter Lb c etta. 

Luc. What would yonr ladyship Y 
Jul. Is it near dinner-time ? 

Luc. I would it were; 

That you might kill your stomach* on your 
meat. 

And not upon your maid. 

Jul. What U't you took up 
So gingerly Y 
Luc. Nothing. 

Jul. Why did’st thou stoop theaY 
Luc. To take a paper up that 1 let fall. 

Jut. And is that paper nothing? 

Luc. Nothing concerning me. 

Jul. Then let it lie lor those that it concerns. 
Luc. Madam, it will not lie where it con¬ 
cerns, 

Unless it have a false interpreter. 

Jul. Some love of your’s bath writ to you in 
rhyme. 

Luc. That I might sing it, madam, to a 
time : 

Give me a note: your ladyship can set. 

Jul. As little by such toys us may be pos¬ 
sible : 

Best sing it to the tune of Light o’ lore. 

Luc. It it. too heavy for so light a time 
Jul. Heavy? be like it hath sonic buidta 
then. 

Luc. Ay ; and melodious were it, would v L u 
sing it. 

Jul. And why not you? 

Luc. 1 cannot reach so high. 

Jul. Lei’s see your song How now, mi¬ 
llion ? 

Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will -.in* 
it out; 

And yet tnethmks, 1 do not like this tunc. 

Jut. You do not? 

Luc. No, madam ; it is too sharp. 

Jul. You, minion, are too saury. 

Luc. Nay, now you are luo flat. 

And mar ihe conroid with too harsh a dee 
cant : 

There wanletb but a meant to fill your song. 
Jul. Ihe mean is drown’d with your unruly 
ba«e. 

Luc. Indeed, I bid the ba»c * for Proteus 
Jul. This babble shall not hcucctorlh trouble 
* me. 

Here is a coil § with protestation 1 — 

[Tears the Utter. 

Go, get yon gone ; and let the papers he: 

You would be lingermi: them, to anger me. 

Luc. She makes it strange; but she would be 
best pleas’d 

To be so anger’d with another letter. [Exit. 
Jul. Nay, would i were so anger'd with the 
same I r 

O hateful hands, to tear such loving words f 
Injurious wasps 1 lo feed on such sweet honey 
And kill the bees, that yield it, with your 
stings! 

I'll kiss each several paper for amends. 

And here is writ— kind Julia unkind Julia I 
As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

1 throw thy nano* against the braising stones 
Trampling contemptuously on thy di&dain, 

Look, here is wnt— love-wounded Proteus .— 
Poor wouuded name! my bosom, as a bed, 

Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be thoroughly 
heal'd; 

And thus i search it with a sovereign kiss. 

But twice, or thrice, was Proteus written 
down I 

• Pinion or obatfnarv* 
t 'ihe teuor id aaanc 
t A challenge. ) Beatle, rtlr. 
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He calm, good wiud, blow uot a word away. 

Till I have lound each letter in the letter. 
Except mine own name ; that some whirlwind 
bear 

Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock, 

And throw it thence into the raging sea! 

Lo, here in cue line is his name twice writ,— 
Poor J or lorn Proteus, passionate Proteus , 

To the sweet Julia lh.it I’ll tear away; 

And >et I will not, Pilli * so prettily 
He couples it lo his complaining names : 

Thus will I fold them cue upon another; 

Now kis»s, emorace, con rend, do what you will. 

Re-enter Luc etta. 

Luc. Madam, diuuei's ready, and your fa¬ 
ther stays. 

Jut. Well, let us go. 

Luc. What, shall these papers He like tell¬ 
tales here 1 

Jut. If you respect them, best to take them 
up. 

Luc. Nay, I was taken tip for laying them 
down : 

Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold. 
Jut. I see, you have a month's mind to 
them. 

Luc. Ay, madam, you may say what sights 
you see; 

I see things too, although you judge I wink. 

Jut. Come, come, wil’t please you go ! 

[Exeunt. 

SC EXE ITT.—The same.—A Room in 
A n roNio’s House. 

Enter Amomo and Panthino. 

Art. Tell me, Panthir.o, what 6ad talk was 
that, 

Wherewith mv brother held yon in the cloister 1 
Pan. ’Iwjs of Ins nephew Pioteiis, your 

Sim. 

Ant. \\ h), what of him ? 

Pan. lie woii 0 tr’d, that your lordship 
Would suiter him to spend ins youth at home: 
While othei men, of slendei reputati m. 

Pul lurtli their sons to seek pieferment out: 
home, to the wars, to tiy their fortune theie ; 
Some to discover 1-lands far awaj ; 

Some to the studious uimeisilies. 

I-oi anv, or for all these exeiciso. 

He said, that Protein, jour sm, was meet; 

And did lequesl me, to iinpoiluue jou, 

To let him spend his time no more at home, 
Which would be great impeachment f to his 
age, 

Iu having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant. Nor nced'st thou much importune me 
to that 

Whereon this month l have been hammering. 

I have consider'd well his loss of time ; 

And how lie cannot be a perfect tniui, 

Not being try'd and tutor’d in the world : 
Experience is by industry achiev’d. 

And perfected by me swift course of time: 

Then, tell me, whether were I best to send 
him 7 

Pan. I think yoor lordship is not ignorant. 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 

Attends the emperor iu his royal court. 

Ant. I know it well. 

Pan. ’Twere good, I think, your lordship 
sent him thither : 

There shall he practise tilts and tournaments. 
Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen ; 
And be in eye of eveiy exercise, 

Worthy bis youth and nobleness of birth. 

Ant. I like thy counsel; well hast tbou ad¬ 
vis’d ; 

And, that thou may’st perceive how well I 
like it. 

The execution of it-shall make known; 
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Even with the speediest execution 
1 will despatch bun to the emperor's court. 
Pant. To-morrow, may it please you, Don 
Alphonso, 

With other gentlemen of good esteem, 

Are journeying lo salute the emperor. 

And to commend their service to his will. 

Ant. Good compauy; with them shall Pro¬ 
teus go: 

And, in good Ume,—now will we bieak with 
him. • 

Enter Protecs. 

Pro. Sweet love I sweet lines t sweet lift*! 

Here is her band, the agent of her beait; 

Here is her oath for love, her honour’s pawn : 
Oh ! that our fathers would applaud our loves 
To seal our happiness with their consents I 
O heavenly Julia I 

Ant. How now f what letter are you readiug 
there 7 

Pro. May’t please your lordship, 'Us a word 
or two 

Of commendatiou sent from Valentine, 

Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the letter ; let me see whit 
news. 

Pro. There is no new9, my lord; but that he 
writes 

How happily he lives, how well belov’d, 

And daily giaced by ihe emperor; 

Wishing me with hnn, partner of his fortune. 
Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish? 
Pro. As one relying on your lordship’s wi.l, 
Aud not depending on his friendly wish. 

Ant. My will is something sorted with h:s 
wish : 

Muse t not that 1 thus suddenly proceed ; 

For what I will, I will, and theie an end. 

1 am resolv’d, that thou shall spend some time 
With Valentinus in the emperor’s comt: 

What maintenance he tioin his friends receives. 
Like exhibition; thou s'uilt have fioui me. 
lo-inorrow be m readiness to go: 

Excuse it not, for I'rn peiemptory. 

Pio. My loid, I cannot be so soon provided ; 
Please you, tKlibeiaie a day or two. 

Ant. Look what thou want’s!, shall be sent 
after thee : 

No more of stay ; to-tnoirow thou must no — 
Come on, Panthinc; von shall be employ’d 
lo hasten on his expedition. 

[Exeunt Axr. and Pan. 
Pro. Thus have 1 snu:iu’d the hie, for feai of 
burning; 

And drench’d me in the sea, wbeie I am 
diown’d : 

1 fear’d lo show my father Julia’s letter, 

Lest he should take exceptions to my love ; 

And with the vantage of mine own excuse 
Hath be excepted most aqaiust my love. 

Oh ! how this spiing of love resemblcth 
The uncertain gloiy of an April day ; 

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 

Aud by and by a cloud takes all away 1 

Re-enter Pantiiino. 

Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you ; 
He is iu haste, therelore, I pray you, go. 

Pro. Why, this it is I my heart accords there¬ 
to ; 

Aud yet a thousand times it answers, no. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.—Milan. An Apartment in the 
Duke’s Palace . 

• Enter Valentins and 9 »£ei>, 

Speed. Sir, your glove. 

• Break the matter to him. f Wonder. 

I Allowance. 


* Since. 


f Ropro cli. 
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Val. Not mine; my glove* are on. 

« Speed. Why then this may be jour's, for this 
is but one. 

Val. Ha! let me see: ay, give it me. It'* 
mine:— 

Street ornament that decks a thing divine! 

Ah! Silvia ! Silvia I 

Speed. Madam Silvia! madam Silvia 1 

y al . How now, Sirrah t 

Speed. She is not within hearing. Sir. 

Val. Why, Sir, who bade you call her f 

Speed. Your worship, Sir; or else I mistook. 

Val . Well, you'll still be too forward. 

Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being 
too slow. 

Val . Goto, Sir; tell me, do you know ma¬ 
dam Silvia T 

Speed. She that your worship loves ? 

Val. Why how know you that I am in love? 

Speed. Marry*, by these special marks : First, 
you have learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreath 
your arms like a male-content: to relish a love- 
song, like a robin-red-breast; to walk alone 
like one that had the pestilence; to sigh, like 
a school boy that had lost his A, B, C ; to weep, 
like a young wench that nad buried her gran- 
dam; to fast, like one that takes diet ; * to 
watch, like one that fears robbing; to speak full¬ 
ing like a beggar at Hallowmas. + You were 
wont, when you laugh'd, to crow like a cock ; 
wheu you walked, to walk like one of the lions \ 
when you fasted, it was presently after dinner; 
when you looked sadly, it was for want of 
money : and now you are metamorphosed w ith a 
mistress, that, when I look ou you, 1 can hard¬ 
ly thiuk you my master. 

Val. Are all these things perceiv’d m me? 

Speed. They are all perceiv'd without you. 

Val. Witbout me ? They cannot. 

Speed. \\ itliout you ? nay, that’s certain, for, 
without you were so simple, none else would: 
hot you are so without these follies, that these 
follies are within you, and shine through you 
like the water in an unual; that not an eye, 
that sees you, but is a physician to comment 
on vour malady. 

Val. But, tell me, dost thou know my lady 
Silvia ? 

Speed. She, that von gaze on so, as she sits 
at supper ? 

Val. Hast thou observ'd that? even she 1 
mean. 

Speed. Why, Sir, I know her not. 

Jal. Dost tbou know her by my gazing on 
her, and yet know'st her not. 

Speed. Is she not bard favoured Sir? 

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well favoured. 

Speed. Sir, 1 know that well enough. 

Val. What dost thou know ? 

Speed. That she is not so fair, as (of you) 
well favoured. 

Val. I mean, that her beauty is exquisite, but 
her favour infinite. 

Speed. That’s because the one is painted, and 
the other out of all count* 

Val. How painted ? and bow out of count ? 

Speed . Marry, Sir, so painted, to make her 
fair that no man counts of her beauty. 

Val. How esteem’st tbou me? I account of 
her beauty. 

Speed. Yon never saw her since she was 
deformed. 

Val. How long bath she been deformed ? 

Speed. Ever since you loved her; 

Val. 1 have loved her ever since I saw her; 
and still 1 see her beautiful. 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 

Val. Why ? 

Speed. Because love is blind. O thaLyou 
had mine eyes; or yonr own hand the lights 
they were wont to have, when you chid at Sir 
Protens for going ungartered l 


Val. What should I see then ? 

Speed. Your mvn present folly, and her pass¬ 
ing deformity: for he, being in love, could not 
see to garter his hose; and you, being in love, 
cannot see to pnt ou your Lose. 

Val. Belike, hoy, theu you arc ill love; for 
last rooming you could not see to wipe uiy 
•hoes. 

Speed . True, Sir; I was In love with my bed : 
I thank you, you swinged* me for my love, 
which makes me the bolder to elude you for 
yours. 

Val. In conclusion I stand affected to her. 
Speed . 1 would you were set: so, your affec¬ 
tion would cease. 

Val. Last night she enjoined me to write 
*ome lines to one she loves. 

Speed. Ami have you ? 

Val. 1 have. 

Speed . Are they not lamely writ 
Val. No, boy, but as well 1 cau do them 
Peace, here she comes. 

Enter Silvia. 

Speed. O excellent motion ! t O exceeding 
puppet t now will he interpret to her. 

Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good- 
morrows. 

Speed. O 'give you good even 1 Here’s a 
million of manutis. [Asidt. 

Stl. Sir Valeutme and sen ant, to you two 
thousand. 

Speed. He should give her interest; and she 
gives it linn. 

Val. As you enjoin’d me, 1 lia\e writ your 
letter. 

Unto the secret nameless friend of jour’s; 

Which I was much unwilliug to proceed in. 

But lor my duty to your ladyship. 

Stl . I thank you, gentle servant : *tis very 
clerkly; done. [off; 

Val. Now trust me, madain, It came hardly 
For, being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writ at raudom, very doubtfully. 

Stl. Perchance you think too much of so 
much pains / 

Val. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write. 
Please you command, a thousand times as 
much ; 

And yet,— 

Sil. A pretty period ! Well, I guess the sequel; 
And yet I will not name u and yet I caie 
not;— 

And yet take this againand yet I thank you ; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 
Speed. And yet you will; and yet another 
yet. [Asidt. 

FaMVhat means your ladyship? do you not 
like it? 

Sit. Yes, yes; the lines are very quaintly writ: 
But since unwillingly, take them again! 

Nay take them. 

Val. Madam, they are for you. 

Sil. Ay, ay ; you writ them. Sir, at my re¬ 
quest : 

But I will none of them, they are for you: 

I would have had them writ more movingly. 

Vat. Please you I'll write your ladyship 
another. 

Sil. And when it's writ, (or in y sake icait 
it over; 

And, if it please you, so : if not, why, so. 

Val. If it please me, madam 1 wbat theu? 

Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your 
labour; 

And so good-morrow, servant. [Ftit Silvia 
Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, luvisible. 

As a nose on a man's face, or a weathercock on 
a steeple 1 

My master sues to her; and she bath taught her 
suitor. 

He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 


• Under ft regi 


t Allhallowmaa* 


Whipped* t A pupp«Mhow. t Lik* a scholar. 
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SCENE III.—The same.—A Street. 


1) excellent device I was there ever beard a j 
better t 

That ray master, bein'* scribe, to himself should ( 
* write the letter ? 

Veil. How now, Sir f what are yon reasoning 
with yourself! 

Speed . Nay, 1 was rhyming : *tls you that hive 
the reason. 

Fat. To do what T 

Speed. To be a spokesman from madam 
Silvia. 

Val. To whom f 

Speed. To yourself; why, she wooes yon by a 
figure. 

Val. What figure ! 

Speed. By a letter, I should say. 

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me T 
Speed. What need she, when she bath made 
you write to yourself! Why, do yon not perceive 
ihe jest! 

Val. No, believe me. 

Speed. No believing you Indeed, 8ir; But did 
yon perceive her earnest! 

Val. She gave me none, except an angry 
word. 

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter. 

Val. That's the letter I writ to her friend. 
Speed. And that letter hath she deliver’d, and 
there an end. • 

Val. 1 would, it were no worse. 

Speed. I'll warrant you, ’tis as well: 

For often you have urit to her f and she, in 
modesty, 

Or else for leant of idle time, could not again 
reply. 

Or Jeanne else some messenger, that might 
her mind discover. 

Herself hath taught her love himself to it rite 
unto her loicr .— 

All this I speak in print; for in print I found 
it.— 

Why muse you. Sir! 'tis dinner time. 

I al. 1 have dined. 

Speed. Ay, but hearken, Sir : though the ca- 
inelcnu Love can feed on the air, I ain one that 
am uourished by my victuals, and would tain 
have meat: Oh ! be not like your mistress, be 
moved, be moved. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Verona.—A Boom in Julia’s 

House. 

Enter Proteus and Julia. 

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia. 

Jul. I must, where is no remedy. 

Pro . When possibly I can, I will return. 

Jul. If yon turn not, you will return the 
sooner: 

Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake. 

[Ginng a ring. 
Pro. Why then we'll make exchange ; here, 
take you this. 

Jut. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 
Pro. Here is my hand for my true constancy ; 
And when that hour o’er-slips me in the day, 
Wbereiu I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake, 

The next ensuing hour some foul mlschauce 
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness 1 
My father stays my cotniug ; answer not; 

The tide is now : nay not the tide of tears; 

That tide will stay me longer than I should; 

[Exit Julia. 

Julia, farewell.—What 1 gone without a word! 
Ay, so true love should du: it cannot speak; 

For truth hath better deeds, than words, to 
grace it. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pan. Sir Proteus, you are staid for. 

Pro . Go ; I come, l come 
Alas 1 this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. 

f Exeunt . 


Enter Launce, leading a dog. 

Latin. Nay, ’twill be this hour ere I have 
done weeping; all the kind • of the Launces 
have this very fault: I have received iny pro¬ 
portion, like the prodigious son, and am going 
with Sir Proteus to the Imperial’s court. I 
think. Crab my dog to be the sourest-natur^d 
dog that lives: my mother weeping, my father 
wailing, my sister crying, our maid howling, 
our cat wnuging her hands, and all our house 
in a great perplexity, yet did uot this rruel- 
hearted cur shed one tear: he is a stone, a very 
pebble stone, and has no more pity in hini than 
a dog ; a Jew would have wept to have seen 
our parting; why, my graudam having no eyes, 
look you, wept herself blind at my parting. 
Nay, I’ll show you the manner of it: This shoe 
is my fathei ;—no, this left shoe is iny father:— 
no, no, this left shoe is my mother nay, that 
cannot be so neither ;—yes, it is so; it is so ; it 
hath the worser sole; This shoe, with the 
hole m it, is my mother, and this iny father; A 
vengeance ou’t I there 'tis : now, Sir, this start 
is my sister; for, look you, she is as white as 
adily, and as small as a waud: this hat is Nan, 
our maid ; 1 am the dogno. the dog is him¬ 
self, and I atn the dog*—Oh ! the dog is me, and 
I am myself: ay, so, so. Now come I to my 
lather; Father, your blessing ; now should uot 
Ihe shoe speak a word tor weeping ; now should 
1 kiss my father ; well, he weeps on now come 
I to my mother, (Ob I that she could speak now !) 
like a wood t woman:—well, I kiss her;—why 
there 'tis; here’s my mother’s breath up ami 
down : now come 1 to my sister; mark the moan 
she makes : now the dog all lias while sheds not 
a tear, nor speaks a woid ; but see how I lay the 
dust with my tears. 

Enter Pvxthino. 

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard; thv mas¬ 
ter is shipped, and thou art to posi alter with 
oars. What’s the matter? why weepcst thou, 
man! Away, ass; you will lose the tide, if you 
tarry any longer. 

Latin. It is no matter if t he tied were lost; 
for it is the iinkmdest tied that evei any manned. 

Pan. What’s the unkindest tide! 

Latin. Why, he that’s tied here; Crab, my 
dog. 

Pan. Tut, mail, I mean thou’lt lose the flood ; 
and, in losing the flood, lose tby voyage ; and, 
in losing thy voyage, lose thy master ; aud, m 
losing thy master, lose thy service ; and in 
losing thy seivice,—Why dost thou slop my 
mouth ! 

Laun . For fear thou should’st lose thy tongue. 

Pan. Where should I lose my tongue ? 

Laun. In thy tale. 

Pan. In thy tail ? 

Laun. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the 
master, and the service 1 The tide !—Why, man. 
If the river were dry, l am able to fill it with 
my tears; if the wind weie down, 1 could drive 
the boat with my sighs. 

Pan. Come, come away, man; I was sent to 
call thee. 

Laun. Sir, call me what thon darest. 

* Pan. Wilt thou go ! 

Laun. Well, I will go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—Milan.—An Apartment in the 
Duke's Palace. 

Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, and 

Speed. 

Sil. Servant— 

Mistress! 

Speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you. 
Val. Ay, boy, it’s for love. 

Speed. Not of you. 


* There’# the conclusion. 


* Kiudred. 


f Crnty, di'ii-acbxL 
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Val. Of my mistress then. 

Speed. Twerc Rood, you knocked him. 

Sit. Servant, you are sad. * 

Val. Indeed, madam, 1 seem so. 

Thu, Seem you that you are uot ? 

Val. Haply, t I do. 

Thu. So do counterfeit. 

Val. So do you. * 

Thu. What seem I, that I am not T 
Val. Wise. 

Thu, What instance of the contrary? 

Val. Yonr folly. 

Thu. And how quote X you my folly ? 

Val. 1 quote it in your jerkin. 

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 

Val. Well, then, I’ll double your folly. 

Thu. How? 

Sil. What, angry. Sir Tlinrio ! do you change 
colour ? 

Val. Give him leave, madam: be is a kind of 
cam el eon. 

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your 
blood than live iu your air. 

Val. You have said, Sir. 

Thu. Av, Sir, and done too, for this time. 
Val. I know it well, Sir; yon always end ere 
you begiL. • 

Sil. A fine volley of words, gcutiemen, and 
quickly shot off. 

Val. ’Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 
A’if. Who is that, servant ? 

Val. Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the 
Are : Sir Thurio borrows Ins wit from your lady¬ 
ship’s looks, and spends what he borrows. Kindly 
iu your company. 

Thu. Sir, it you spend word for word with 
me, 1 shall make your wit bankrupt. 

Val. 1 know it well. Sir: you have an ex¬ 
chequer of words, uud, I think, no other tica- 
sure to give your follow'd* , f »r it appears by 
their bare hveue*, that they live by youi bait- 
words. 

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more ; here 
comes my father. 

Enter Duke. 

Dule. Now, daughter Silvia, you are Laid 
be«tt. 

Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health : 

What say you to a letter from your fitends 
Oi much good news l 

Val. My lord, I wiil he thankful 
To any happy nies^ensir fiom thence. 

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your country¬ 
man ? 

Val. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To he of worth, and worthy estimation. 

And not without desert so well reputei.. 

Duke. Hath he not a ‘■on T 
Val. Ay, my good lord ; a son, that well de¬ 
serves 

The honour and regard of such a father. 

Duke. You know him well ? 

Val. 1 knew him as myself; for from our 
infancy 

We have convers’d, and spent our hours to 
getber: 

And though myself have been an idle truant, 
Omitting the sweet benefit o t time. 

To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection; 
"iet hath Sir Proteus, for that’s his name, 

Made use and fair advantage of his davs: 

His years but young, but Ins < \penenie old ; 

Ills head unmellow’d, but his jndguient ripe; 
And, in a word, (for far behind bis worth 
Come all t &e praises that 1 now bestow,) 

He is complete in feature, and in mind, 

"ith all good grace to gmee a gentleman. 

Duke. Ueshrew $ me. Sir, bat, if be make 
this good, • 

He is as worthy for an empress’ love. 

As meet to be an ernperor’s counsellor. 

* riant. 

1 Glitcv*. 


Well, Sir ; this gentleman is come to me, 

W ith commendation from great potentates; 

And htie be means to speud his time a while: 

I thiuk, ’tis no unwelcome new* to you. 

Val. Should I have wish’d a thing, it had 
been he. 

Duke. Welcome him then according to hit 
worth ; 

Silvia, 1 speak to you ; and you, Sir Tliuno 

For Valentine, I need not ’cite * linn to it: 

I’ll send him hither to you pieseiilly. 

[Ellt Dl L F. 

Val . This is the geuUcmau, I told your lady, 
ship. 

Had come along with me, but that his mistress 

Did hold bis eyes lock’d in her crystal looks. 

Sit. Belike, that now she hath enfranchis'd 
them 

Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

Val. Nay, suie, 1 think, she holds them pri¬ 
soners still. 

Sil. Nay, then he should be blind ; and, being 
blind. 

How could he see his way to seek out you ? 

Val. Why, lady, love liatb twenty pair of 
eyes. 

Thu. They say, that love hath uot au eve at 
all. 

Val. To see such lovers, Thuiio, as vourscl: , 

Upon a homely object love can wink. 

* Enter Proteus. 

Sil. Have done, have done ; here comes tin* 
gentleman. 

Val. Welcome, dear Proteus !—Mistress I 
beseech you, 

Confirm his welcome with some special fav- or. 

Sil. His worth is wanaut for his welcome 
hither, 

If this be he you oft have wish'd to hear fiom. 

Val. Mistier, it : sweet lady, 
him. 

fo he my lellow-seivnnt to your Sad whip. 

Sil. Too low - a inutiess for so high a m'iv.«m. 

Pro. Not so, sweet lady ; but too mean a 
servant 

To have a look of such a worthy mistir-s. 

Val. Leave off riiscoinse ot disability :— 

Sweet lady, entertain him tor vour -irvant 

Pro. My duty will I boast ot, nothing el'*-. 

Sil. And duty never yet did want his me..I • 

Servant, you me welcome to a worthless i. -- 
tress. 

Pro. I’ll die on him that says so, butyojiM.i. 

Stl. mat you ate welcome? 

Pro. No ; that you are worthless. 

Enter Servant. 

Scr. Madam, my lord your father would spe. !t 
with you. 

Stl. I’ll wait upon his pleasure. [Eiit Slr. 

Come, Sir Thurio, 

Go with me :—Once more, new servant, wel¬ 
come : 

I’ll leave you to confer of home affairs; 

Wheu you have done, we look to hear fiom you. 

Pio. We’ll both attend upon youi lady-hip. 

[ Exeunt Silvia, Thurio, and Nfiiij. 

Val. Now,, tell me, how do all from whence 
you came ? 

Pro. Your friends are well, and have them 
much commended. 

Val. And how do your’s ? 

Pro. I left them all in health. 

Val. How does you lady? and bow thrives 
your love ? 

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary 
you ; 

I know, you joy not in a love-discourse. 

Val. Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter'd now: 

I have done penance for contemning love; 

Whose high imperious thoughts have punish'd 
me 


t Perhaps. 

\ 111 Leinie. 


* Incite. 
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With b.tter fasts, with penitential groans, i 

Willi nightly tears, and daily heart-sore sighs ; 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love. 

Love hath chas'd sleep from my enthralled eyes. 
And made them watchers of mine own heart’s 
sorrow. 

O gentle Proteus, love’s a mighty lord; 

And hath so humbled me, as, I confess. 

There is no woe to his coirection. 

Nor, to Ins service, no such joy on earth 1 
Now, no discourse, except it be of love; 

Now can 1 break my fast, dine, 6up, and sleep, 
I'pon the very naked name ot love. 

Pro. Enough; 1 lead your fortune in your 
eye : 

Was tins the idol that yon worship so? 

I al. Even she ; and is she not a heavenly 
saint ? 

Pro. No , but she is an earthly paragon. 

Yal. Call her divine. 

Pro. I will not /latter her. 

J ul. Oh 1 flatter tue; for love delights in 
praises. 

Pro. When I was sick, you gave me bitter 
pills ; 

And I must minister the like to you. 

\ ul. Then speak the truth by her; if not 
divine, 

Yet let her be a principality. 

Sovereign to all the cieatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my mistress. 

Yul. Sweet, except not any ; 

Exrrpt thou wilt except against iny love. 

Pto. Have i not reason to prefer muse own ? 

J al. And I will help thee to prefer her 
too : 

She shall he dignified with this high honour,— 

To b<ar my lady's train ; lest the ba*e earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a Kiss, 
And, of so gioat a Favour glow mg proud. 

Disdain to loot the summer-swelling flower. 

And make tough winter eveilastingly. 

Pro. Why, Valentiue, what biuggarJisin is 
this l 

V<il. Pardon me, Proteus: all 1 can, is nothing 
lu hei, whose worth makes other worthies no¬ 
thing : 

>!jp is alone. 

] 3 ri> Then let her alone. 

Yul. Not for the woild : why man, she is mine 
ow u ; 

•\nd 1 a- rich in having such a jewel, 

A-n twmtv seas, if all their sand were peail. 

The w iter nectar, and the rocks pine gold, 
loigne me, that 1 do nor dteam on thee, 
J»e<j,»xe thou seest me dote upon my love. 

My toolish rival, that her father likes, 
only tor his possessions are so huge, 

I> gone with her along; and I must after. 

For love, thou know'si, is full of jealousy. 

Pro. Jiut she loves you? 

Vat. Ay. and we are betroth'd ; 

Nay, iiioi •, our niamage hour. 

With all the cunning manner of our flight. 
Determin'd of: how I must climb her window; 
The ladder made of cords; and all the means 
Plotted, and 'greed on, for my happiness. 

Good Proteus, go with me to mv chamber. 

In these atfairs to aid me with thy counsel. 

Pro. Go oq before; I shall enquiie you 
forth : 

I must unto the road, to disembark 
Some necessaiies that I needs must use; 

And then i'll presently attend you. 

Val. Will you make baste ? 

Pro. I will.— [Exit Val. 

Eveu as one beat another heat expels. 

Or as on? nail by strength drives out another, 

£o the lemembrance of my former love 
Is hv a newer object quite forgotten. 

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus' praise. 

Her true perfection, or iny false transgression. 
That makes me, reasonless, to reason thus ? 
She's fair ; and so \& Julia, that 1 love ;— 

That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d ; 
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Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a fire, 

Bears no impression of the thing it was. 

Metliinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold ; 

And that I love him not, a* I was wont: 

Oh I but I love his lady too, too much ; 

And that’s the reason 1 love him so little. 

How shall I dote oil her with more advice, • 

That thus without advice begin to love her? 

*Tis but ber picture 1 have yet beheld, 

Aad that hath dazzled my reason’s light; 

But when I look ou her perfections. 

There is no reason but I shall be blind. 

If I can check my erring love, 1 will ; 

If not, to compass her l'il use my skill; 

[Exit. 

SCENE V.—The same.—A Sheet . 

Enter Speed and Lai/xce. 

Speed. Launce 1 by mine honesty, welcome to 
Milan. 

J.aun. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth ; for 
I am not welcome. I reckon this always—that a 
man is never undone, till he be hanged ; not 
never welcome to a place, till some certain shot 
be paid, and the hostess say, welcome. 

Speed. Come on, you mad-cap. I’ll to the ale¬ 
house with you presently : where, for one shot 
ot fivepeuce, thou sbalt have five thousand wel¬ 
comes. but, sirrah, how did thy master part 
with madam Julia * 

Laun. Marry, after they closed in earnest, they 
paited very taiily m jest. 

Speed. But shall she marry him? 

Laun. No. 

Speed. How then ? Shall he marry her? 

J.aun. No, neither. 

Speid. What, are they broken? 

J.aun. No, they aie both as whole as a fi-h. 

Spud. Why then, how st.md> tue matter \v»lh 
them ? 

Laun. Marry, thus; wheu it stands well with 
him, it stands well with lur. 

Sipttd. What an ass ait thou? 1 undersUi.d 
Uiet not. 

J.aun. What a block art thou, tlut thou canst 
not? My st.iti niKlerstiUds me. 

Speed. What Hum sav’st? 

J.aun. Av, and what I do too : look thee. I’ll 
but It an, and iny stall' tiudei stands me. 

So, id. it stands under thee, indeed. 

Laun. Why, stand under and uudetstand is all 
oue. 

Spied. But fell me true, will't be a match ? 

Laun. Ask im dug : if he say, ay, it will ; if 
he say, no, it will: if he shake bis tail, and vay 
nothing, it will. 

Speed. The conclusion is then, that it will. 

Laun. Thou xhalt never get such a secret iiom 
me, but by a parable. 

Speed. 'Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce, 
how say'st thou, that thy master is become a no¬ 
table iuvei ? 

J.aun. 1 never knew him otherwise. 

Speed . Than how ? 

J.aun. A notable lubber, as thou reportest him 
to be. 

Spied. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistaken 
me. 

Laun. Why, fool, I meant not thee ; I mean 
thy mastei. 

Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a hot 
lovei. 

J.aun. Wbv, I tell thee, I caie not though he 
bum inmsell in love. If thou wilt go with me 
to the ale-house, so; if not, thou art an He- 
biew, a Jew, aud not woith the name ot a 
Chnstiau. 

Speed. Why T 

Laun. Because tbon hast nut so much chanty 
in thee, as to go to the ale nilh a Christian: 
Wilt thou go ? 

Speed. At thy service. [£rcn«f. 


* On fanLer knowle4«« 
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SCENE VI.—The same.—An Apartment in 
the Palace. 

Enter Proteus. 

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall 1 be forsworn; 
To love fair Silvia, shall 1 be forsworn; 

To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn ; 
And even that power, which gave me first my 
oath, • 

Provokes me to this threefold perjury. 

Love bade me swear, and love bids me for¬ 
swear : 

O sweet-suggesting love, If thou hast sinu’d. 
Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it. 

At first I did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worship a celestial sun. 

Unheedful vows may beedfully be broken ; 

And he wants wit, that wants resolved will 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad tor bet¬ 
ter.— 

Fie, fie, unreverend tongue! to call her bad, 
hose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferred 
With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths. 

I cannot leave to love, and yet 1 do; 

But there 1 leave to lo\c, where 1 should love. 
Julia 1 lose, aud Valentine 1 lose: 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself; 

If 1 lose them, thus find 1 by their loss. 

For Valentine, myself; for Julia, Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a fiirud ; 

For love is still more precious than itself: 

And Silvia, witness heaven, that made her fair! 
Shows Julia but a swarthy Ethiope. 

1 will forget that Julia is alive, 

Reineinh’nng that my love to her is dead ; 

And Valentine I'll bold an enemy. 

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 

1 cannot now prove constant to myself, 

Without some treaclier) used to Valentine :— 
This night, he ineauelb with a corded ladder 
To climb celestial Silvia's chamber-window; 
Myself tu counsel, his competitor : • 

Now presently I’ll give her father notice, 

Of their disguising, and pretended t flight: 

Who, all enrag'd, will banish Valentine; 

For Thuno, he intends, shall wed his daughter : 
But, Valentiue being gone. I'll quickly cross, 

By some sly trick, blunt Tlmrio's dull procted- 
ing. 

Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift, 
As tiiou bast lent me wit to plot tin* duft! 

[Exit. 

SCENE VII. — Verona.— A Room in Julia's 

House. 

Enter Julia and Lucetta. 

Jul. Couusel, Lucetta; gentle girl, assist 
me 1 

And, even in kind love, 1 do conjure thee,— 

\\ ho art the table wherein all my thoughts. 

Are visibly character'd and engrav'd,— 

To lesson me! aud tell me some good meau, 
How, with my honour, I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Proteus. 
lAtc. Alas I the way is wearisome and long. 
Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps; 
Much less shall she, that bath love’s wings to 

fly ? 

And when the flight is made to one so dear. 

Of such divine perfection, as Sir Protens. 

Luc. Better forbear, till Proteus make re¬ 
turn. 

Jul . Oh l know'st thou not, bis looks are my 
soul's food ? 

Pity the dearth that I have pined in. 

By longing for that food so long a time. 

Indst thou but know the inly touch of love. 

Thou wnuld’st as soon go kindle fire with snow, 
As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 
Luc. I do not seek to quench your love’s hot 
fire; 

• Ccafcilcmi. 1 luteodcd. 


But qualify the fire's extreme rage. 

Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason. 
Jul. The more thou dam'st * it up, the more it 
burns; 

The current, that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thou know'st, being stopp'd, imputieiitly doth 
rage ; 

But, when his fair course is not hindered, 

He makes sweet music with the enamel’d stones 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtakelh in bis pilgrimage; 

And so by many winding nooks he strays, 

With willing sport, to the wild oceau. 

Then let me go, and hinder not my coarse: 

I'll be as patient as a gentle stream, 

Aud make a pastime of each weary step, 

Till the last step have brought me to my love; 
And there I’ll rest, as, after much turmoil, t 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Luc. But in what habit will von go aloygt 
Jul. Not like a woman; for I would prevent 
The loose encounters of lascivious meu : 

Gentle Lucetta, lit me with such weeds 
As tnay beseem some well-reputed page. 

Luc. Why then your ladyship must cut yom 

bair. 

Jul. No, girl; I'll knit U up in silken strings, 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love kuots : 

To be fantastic may become a youth 
Of greater time than 1 shall show to be. 

Luc. What fashion, madam, shall 1 make your 
breeches ? 

Jul. That fits as well, as—“tell me, good n*y 
lord, 

“What compass will you wear vour faithm- 
gale r 

Why, even that fashion thon best lik’st, Lucetta. 
Luc. You must needs have them wuh a cod¬ 
piece, madam. 

Jul. Out, out, Lucetta 1 that wilt be ill-fa- 
vour'd. 

Luc. A round bose, madam, now's nut woitii 
a pm. 

Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pins on. 

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov'st me, let me have 
V. lui thou think’st meet, and i* most mannerly : 
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute 
me, 

For undertaking so unstaid a Journey 7 
I fear me, it will make me scandaliz'd. 

Luc. If you think so, then stay at home, and 
go not. 

Jul. Nay, that I will not. 

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 

If Proteus like your Journey, when you tome. 

No matter who’s displeas'd, wbeu you are 
gone: 

I fear me, he will scarce be pleas'd withal. 

Jul. That is the least, Lucetta, of my tear: 

\ thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears. 

And instances as infinite of love, 

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men. 
Jul. Base men, that use them to so base 
effect I 

But truer stars did govern Proteus* birth : 

His woids are bonds, his oaths are oracles; 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 

His tears, pure messengers sent from In? heart; 
His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from 
earth. 

Luc. Pray heaven, he prove so, when you 
couie to him I 

Jul. Now, as thon lov'st me, do him not that 
wrong, 

To bear a bard opinion of bis truth : 

Only deserve my love, by loving him; 

And presently go with me to my chamber. 

To take a note of what I stand in need or. 

To furnish me upon my longing} journey. 

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose. 

My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

• Closest. „ t Trouble, 

i Longtd for. 
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Only, in lien thereof, despatch me hence: 

Come, answer not, hut to it presently; 

I am impatient of my tarriauce. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT HI. 

SCENE I.—Milan.—An Ante-room in the 
Duke's palace . 

Enter Dukb, Thurio, and Pkoieus. 

Duke . Sir Thurio, give us leave, 1 pray, 
awhile: 

We have some secrets to confer abont.—— 

[Exit Thurio. 

Now, tell me, Proteus, what’s your will with 
me 1 

Pro . My gracious lord, that which 1 would 
discover, 

The law of friendship bids me to conceal ; 

But, when 1 call to mind your gracious tavours 
Done to me, undeserving as I am. 

My duty nncks ine on to utter that 
Which else no worldly good should draw from 
me. 

Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentiue, my friend, 
This night intends to steal away your daughter; 
Myself am one made privy to the plot. 

1 know, \ou have determin'd to lies tow her 
on Thin 10, whom your gentle daughter hates ; 
Ami should she thus be stolen away liotn you. 

It would be much >exatioii to your age. 

Thus, for iny duty's sake, I rathei chose 
To cross my trieiid iu his intended drift, 

Than, by concealing it, heap on your bead 
h pack of sorrows, which would press you 
down. 

Being unpre\euted, to your timeless grave. 
Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest 
care ; 

Which to lequite, command me while I live. 
This love of tlietr's myself ha\e often seen, 
Haply, when they have judged me fast asleep ; 
Ami oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid 
Mr Valentine her company and my court: 

But, feantig lest my jealous aim* might err. 
And so, ii uworthily, disgrace the man, 

(A rashness that 1 ever yet have shuntiM,) 

1 gave linn gentle looks ; thereby to find 
Thai which thyself hast now disclos'd to me. 
And, that thou may'st perceive my tear of this. 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested,f 
I nightly lodge her in an upper tower. 

The key whereof myself have ever kept; 

And thence she cannot he convey’d away. 

Pm. Know, noble ioid, they have devis’d a 
mean 

How he her chamber-window will ascend. 

And witii a corded ladder fetch her down; 

For which the youthful lover now is gone, 

And this way comes be with it presently ; 
Wlieie, if it please you, you may intercept him. 
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly. 

That my discovery be not aimed J at; 

Foi It ve of you, not hate unto my friend, 

Hath made me publisher of this pretence. $ 
Duke. Upon mine honour, he shall uever 
know 

That I had any light from thee of this. 

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; Sir Valentiue is com¬ 
ing. [Exit. 

Enter Valuntinb. 

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast 1 
Val. Please it your grace there is a messenger 
That stays to bear iny letters to niy friends. 

And I am going to deliver them. 

Duke . Be they of much import? 

Val. The tenor of them doth but signify 
My health, and happy being at your court. 

•'Guam. 

t Templed. X Guessed. $ Design. 


Duke. Nay, then no matter ; stay with me a 
w bile ; 

I am to break with thee of some affairs, 

That touch me near, whereiu thou must be 
secret. 

'Tis not uukuowu to thee, that I have sought 
To match my friend. Sir Thurio, to my daugh¬ 
ter. 

Val. I know it well, my lord; and, sure, the 
match 

Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentle¬ 
man 

Is full of virtue, bounty. Worth, and qualities 
Beseeming such a wite as your fair daughter : 
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ? 

Duke . No, trnst me : she is peevish, sullen, 
fro ward. 

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lackiug duty; 
Neither legarding that she is my child, 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father: 

And, may I say to thee, this pride of ber's, 
Upon advice, hath draWn my Jove from her; 
And, where I thought the remnant of mine 
age 

Should have been cherish'd by her child-like 
duty, 

I now am full resolved to take a wife, 

And turn her out to who will take he: In: 

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower ; 

For me and my possessions she esteems not. 

Val. What would your grace ba\e me to do 
in this ? 

Duke There is a lady, Sir, in Milan here. 
Whom I affect; but she is nice, and coy. 

And nought esteems my aged eloquence ; 

Now, therefore, would I ha\e thee to my tutor, 
(For long agone I have forgot to court : 

Besides, the taslnon of the tune is chang’d ; 
How, and which way, I may bestow myself. 

To b** regarded in ber sun-bright eye. 

Val. Win her with gifts, if she respect not 
words ; 

Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind. 

More than quick word6, do move a woman’s 
mind. 

Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent 
her. 

Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best 
contents her : 

Send her another ; never give her o’er ; 

For sworn at first makes uftrr-lo\e the inoie. 

If she do frown, 'us not in hate of you. 

But rather to beget more love iu you : 

If she do chide, ’tis not have you gone ; 

For why, the fools are mad, it left alone. 

Take no lepulse, whatever she doth say ; 

For, get you gone, she doth not mean, away ; 
Flatter, and, praise, commend, extol their 
giaces ; 

Though ne’er so black, say, they have angels' 
faces. 

That man that bath a tongue, I say, is no 
man. 

If with lus tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duke. But she, I mtan, is piomis’d by her 
friends 

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth ; 

And kept severely from resort ot men, 

That no man hath access by day to ber. 

Val. Why then 1 would resort to her by 
night. 

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock'd, and keys 
kept sate. 

That no man hath recourse to her by night. 

Val. What lets, • but one may enter at her 
w iudow ? 

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the 
ground ; 

And built so shelving that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 

Val. Why then, a ladder, quaintly made of 
cords, 

To cast up with a pair of ancho ring hooks, 

* 

• Hinders. 
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Woultl serve to scale another Hero’s tower, 

So hold Leander would adventure it. 

Puke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood. 

Advise me where I may have such a ladder. j 

Val. When would you use it! pray. Sir, tell 
me that. 

Duke . This very night; for love is like a child. 

That tones for every thing that he cau come by. 

Val. By 6even o’clock I'll get you such a 
ladder. 

Duke . But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone ; 

How shall 1 best convey the ladder thither t 

Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may 
bear it 

Under a cloak, that is of any length. 

Duke. A cloak as long a? thine will serve the [ 
turn ? 

Val. Ay, my good lord. 

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak : 

I’ll get me one of such another length. 

Val. Wh>, auy cloak will serve the turn, my , 
lord. 

Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a 
cloak 7 — 

I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak npon me.— 

What letter is this samel \\hat's here?— To 
Silvia ? 

And here au engine fit for my proceeding! 

I’ll be so bold to break the seal for once. 

[Reads. 

My thoughts do harbour with my Siliia 
nightly ; * 

And slaves they are to me, that send them 
flying: ; 

Oh ' could their master come and go as 
lightly. 

Himself would lodge * tihere senseless they 1 
are lying. 

My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest j 
them; , 

While /, their kirthat thither them im¬ 
portune. 

Do curse the grace that with such grace hath 
buss'd them, 

Because myself do uant my servants' for¬ 
tune : 

J curse myself, for they are sent by me. 

That they should harbour where tlieir lord 
should be. 

What’s beret 

Atliia, this night I will enfranchise thee: 


She is my essence ; and I leave to be. 

If 1 be not by her fair influence 
Foster’d, illumin’d, cherish’d, kept alive. 

1 fly not death, to fly bis deadly doom; 

Tarry I here, 1 but atteud on death; 

But, fly I hence, I fly away from life. 

Enter Protsds and Launce. 

Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out. 
Laun . So-hoi so-Zio 1 
Pro. What seest thou ? 

Laun. Him we go to find : thcie’s uot a liau 
on's head, but ’tis a Vaieutiue. 

Pro. Vaieutiue T 
Val. No. 

Pro. Who then ? bis spirit t 
Val. Neither. 

Pro. What then t 
Vat. Nothing. 

Laun. Cau nothing speak! master, shall I 
strike 1 

Pro. Whom would’st thou stiike t 
Laun. Nothing. 

Pro. Viliam, forbear. 

Laun. Why, Sir, I’ll strike uothiug : I pray 
>ou,— 

Pro. Sirrah, I say, foibear: Friend Valentine, 
a word. 

Val. M> ears are stopp’d, and cannot hear 
good news. 

So much of bad already hath possess’d them. 

Pro. Then in dumb silence will 1 bury mme. 
For they are harsh, uutuuable, and bad. 

Val. Is Silvia dead t 
Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, Indeed, for sacred Sil¬ 
via !— 

Hath she forsworn rne ! 

Pro. No, \dlenttue. 

Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn 
me!— 

What is your news 7 

Laun. Sir, there’s a proclamation that yoj 
are vanish’d. 

Pro. That thou art banished, Oh 1 that’s the 
news ; 

From hence, from Silvia, and fiom me thy 
fneiid. 

Val. Oh J 1 have fed upon this woe alread), 
4 ik 1 now excess of it will make me suileit. 

Doth Silvia knew that 1 am banished! 

Pro . Ay, ay; and slit hath otter'd to tho 


'Tis so ; and here’s the ladder for the purpose 
Whv, Phaeton, (for tbou art Merops' son) 

Wilt tbou aspire to guide the henveuly car. 

And with thy daring folly hum the world 7 
Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on 
thee ? 

Co, base intruder ! overweening slave ! 

Bestow* thy fawning smiles on equal mates ; 

And think, my patience, more than thy desert, 

Is privilege for tby departure hence : 

Thank me for thib, more than for all the favours. 
Which, all too much, I have bestow’d on thee. 
But if thou linger in my territories, 

Longer than swiftest expedition 

Will give thee time to leave our royal conrt. 

By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love 
I ever bore rov daughter, or thyself. 

Be gone, 1 will not hear thv vain excuse, 

But as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from 
hence. [Ent Duke. 

Val. And why not death, rather than living 
torment 7 

To die, is to be banish'd from myself; 

And Silvia is myself: banish’d from her. 

Is self from self; a deadly banishment I 
Wh.*t light is light, if Silvia be not seen; 

Wbat «oy is joy, if Silvia be not by! 

Unless it be to think that she is by. 

And feed opon the shadow of perfection. 

Except l be by Silvia in the tnght. 

There is no mnric in the nightingale ; 

Unless l look on Silvia m the day. 

There is no day for me to look upon : 


doom, 

•'VWncb, un revers'd, stands in effectual foice,) 
t Sea of meltiug pearl, which some call tears: 
lhn«.e at her father's churlish feet she tender'd ; 
With them, upon her knees, hei humble s* It ; 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became 
them. 

As if hut now they waxed pale for woe: 

But nuttier bended knees, pure hands held up. 
Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding 
tears, 

Could pen trate her uncompassionate sire; 

But Valentine, if he be ta’cn, must die. 

Besides, her intercession chaf’d him so. 

When she for thv repeal was suppliant. 

That to close prison he commanded her, 

With many bitter threats of ’biding there. 

Val. No more ; unless the next word that 
thou sprak'st, 

Have some malignant power upon my life: 

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine car. 

As ending anthem of my eudiess dolour. * 

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst not 
help, 

And study help for that which thou lamcnt’st. 
Time ih the nurse and breeder of all good. 

Here if thou stay, thou can’st not see thy love; 
Besides thy staying will abridge tby life. 

Hope is a lover’s staff; walk hence with that, 
And manage it against despairing thoughts. 

Tby letters may be here, though ihouait hence; 

• Oriif. 
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Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver'd 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love. 

The time now serves not to expostulate s 
Come, I’ll convey thee through the city pate ; 
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Of ail that may concern thy love affairs: 

As thou lov’st Silvia, though not for thyself, 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

Vul. I pray thee, Lannce, an if thou seest my 
boy, 

Bid him make haste, and meet me at the north- 
cate. 

Pro. Cio, sirrah, flud him out. Come, Valen¬ 
tine. 

Vul. O my dear Silvia I hapless Valentine I 

[Eacunt Valentine and Protfus. 

Lam}. 1 am but a fool, look you : and yet I 
have the nit to think, my master is a kind of 
a Knave ; but that’* ail one, if he be but one 
knave. He lives not now, that knows me to 
be in love : yet 1 am in love ; but a team of horse 
shall not pluck that from me : nor who *tis I 
l»\e, and yet 'tis a woman : but that woman, I 
will not tell myself; and yet 'tis a milk-maid : 
yet ’ti> not a maid, for she hath had eossips: 
yet 'us a maid, for she is her master’s maid, 
and seres for wages. She hath more qualities 
than a water-spaniel,-—-which is much in a bare 
ClMisti.m. Here is a cat-log [Pulling out a pa¬ 
per) ot her conditions. Imprimis, She cun 
fetch and curry. Why, a horse can do no 
more ; nav, a horse cannot fetch, hut only cairy ; 
therefoie, is she better than a jade. Item, She 
<u» m.ffi , look you, a sweet virtue iu a maid 
with cle.iu hands. 

Enter Speed. 

Speed. How now, sigmor Launcct what news 
with your mastership ? 

Laun. With my master’s ship 1 why it is at 
sea. 

Spied. Well, your old nee still; mistake the 
wfid • What news then in your paper? 

I. nun. I he blackest new s that ever thou 

heinri’-t 

•Spud. Why, man, how black 1 

J. aa}). \\h> as black as »uk. 

Spied. I.et me lead them. 

Ijiiun. Tie on thee, jolt-head ; thou can's! not 
read. 

Speed. Thou liest, f can. 

L'tim. 1 will try thee: Tell me this: Who 
begot thee? 

Sp'td Marry, the soil of niv grandfather. 

Laun. O illiterate loiteier! it was the son of 
thv grandmother: this proves, that thou canst 
not read. 

Speed. Come, fool, come; try me in thy pa¬ 
per. 

Laun. There ; and saint Nicholas • be thy 
speed ! 

Speed. Imprimis, She can milk. 

Laun. Ay, that she can. 

Speed. Item, She brews good ale . 

Laun. And therefore comes the proverb,— 
Blessings of your heart, you brew good ale. 

Speed. Item, She can sew. 

Laun. That’s as much as to say, Can she so ? 

Speed. Item, She can knit. 

Laun. What need a man cam for a stock with 
a wench, when she can knit him a stock. 

Speed. Hem, She can wash and scour. 

Laun. A special viitue; for then she need 
not be wash’d and scoured. 

Speed. Item, She can spin. 

Laun. Then may 1 set the world on wheels, 
when she can spin for her living. 

Speed. Item, She hath many nameless vir¬ 
tues. 

Laun. That's as much as to say, bastard vir¬ 
tues ; that, indeed, know not their fathers, and 
therefore have no names. 

Speed. Here follow her vices. 


Laun. Close at the heels of her virtues. 

Speed. Item, She Is not to be kiss , d tast¬ 
ing, tn respect oj her breath. 

Laun. Well that fault may be mended with 
a bieakfast: Read on. 

Speed. Item, She hath a sueet mouth. 

Laun • That makes amends for her sour breath. 

Speed. Item, She doth tulk in her sleep. 

Laun. It’s no matter for that, so she sleep not 
in her talk. 

Speed. Item, She is slow in words. 

Laun. O villain, that set this down among 
her vices I To be slow in woids, is a woman’s 
only virtue: I pray thee, out with't; and place 
it for ber chief virtue. 

Speed. Item, She is proud. 

Laun. Out with that too; it was Eve’s legacy, 
and cannot be ta'en from her. 

Speed. Item, She hath no teeth. 

Laun. I care not for that neither, because I 
love crusts. 

Speed. Item. She is curst. 

Laun . Well; the best is, sbe bath no teeth to 
bite. 

Speed. Item, She util often praise her L- 
qvor. 

Laun. If her liquor be good, she shall: if she 
will not, 1 will; for good things should be 
praised. 

Spied. Item, She is too liberal. • 

Laun. Of hei tongue she cannot; for that’s 
writ down she is slow of: of her purse sbe shall 
not; for that I'll keep shut: now, of another 
thing she may ; and that 1 cannot help. Well, 
proceed. 

Spied. Item, she hath more hair than wit, 
and more faults than hairs, and more uealiU 
than faults. 

Laun. Stop there; I'll have her: sbe was 
mine, and not mine, twice or thrice in that last 
article : Rehearse that once more. 

Speed. Item, She hath more hair than wit, — 

Laun. More hair than wit,—it may be : i'll 
prove it: The cover of the salt hides the salt, 
and therefore it is more than the salt; the hair 
that covers the wit, is more than the wit; lor 
the greater hides the less. W hat’s next ? 

Spied . And more faults than hairs ,— 

Laun. That's monstrous : Oh 1 that that were 
out I 

Speed. And more Health than faults. 

Laun. Why, that word makes the faults gra¬ 
cious : + Well, I’ll have her: and if it be a 
match, as nothing is impossible,— 

Spied. What then? 

Laun. Why, then 1 will tell thee,—that thy 
master stays for thee at the north-gate. 

Speed. For me ? 

Jjfiun. Foi thee? ay ; who art thou? he hath 
staid for a better man than thee. 

Speed. And must I go to him ? 

Laun. Thou must mu to him ; for tbon bast 
staid so long, that going will scarce serve the 
tin n. 

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner; 'pox ot 
your love-letters! * [Eiit. 

Laun. Now will he be swinged for reading 
my letter: An unmanneily slave, that will 
thrust himself into secrets l—I'll after, to re¬ 
joice in the boy's correction. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II.—The same.—A Room in the 
Dose's Palace . 

Enter Dukr end Thurio ; Proteus behind. 

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that she will 
love you. 

Now Valentine is bauish'd from her sight 
. Thu. Since his exile she bath despis'd me 
most, 

Forsworn my company, and rail'd at me. 

That I ain desperate of obtaining her. 


St. Nicholas prcude over youcg icbuian. 


Liccntioua iu tanguege* 


t Craceiol. 
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Duke. This weak impress of love is as a 
figure 

Trenched • in ice; which with an hour's heat 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts. 

And worthless Valentine shall be forgot.— 

How now, Sir Proteus t Is your countryman, 
According to our proclamation gone ? 

Pro. Gone, my good lord. 

Duke. My daughter takes his going griev¬ 
ously. 

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that 
grief. 

Duke. So I believe: but Tburio thinks not 
so.— 

Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee, 

(For thou bast shown some sigu of good desert,) 
Slakes me the belter to coiifer with thee. 

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace, 
Let me not live to look upon your grace. 

Duke. Thou kuow'st, how willingly 1 would 
effect 

The match between Sir Tburio and my daughter. 
Pro. I do, my lord. 

Duke. And also, 1 think, thou art not ignorant 
How she opposes her against my wilt. 

Pro. She did, my lord, wbeu Valentine was 
here. 

Duke. Ay, and perversely she pers^vers so. 

\N bat might we do, to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love Sir Thuno ? 

Pro. The host way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent: 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. 
Duke. Ay, but she'll think, that it is spoke m 
hate. 

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it: 

Therefoit it must, with cncuinstance, be spoken 
By one, whom she esteemeth as Ins friend. 
Duke. Then you must uudeiiake to slander 
him. 

Pro. Aud that, my lord, I shall be loath to do : 
*Tia an ill office for a gentleman ; 

Especially, against bis very friend. 

Duke. Where your good word cannot advan¬ 
tage him, 

Your slander never can endamage him; 

The refoie the office is mdifferenl, 
being entreated to it by your friend. 

Pto. You have prevail’d, my loid: if I ran 
do it. 

By aught that 1 can speak in his dispraise. 

She shall not long continue love to him. 

But say, this weed her love from Valentine, 

It follows not that she will love Sir Tburio. 

T/iu. Therefore as you unwind her love from 
him, 

Lest it should ravel, and be good to none. 

You must provide to bottom it on me : 

Which must be done, hy praising me as much 
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine. 

Duke . And, Proteus, we dare trust you in 
this kind *, 

Because we know, on Valentine’s report, 

You are already love’s firm votary, 

And cannot soon revolt and djangc your mind. 
Upon this warrant shall you nave access, 

Where you with Silvia may confer at large ; 

For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, 

Aud for your friend’s sake, will be glad of 
you; 

Where you may temper her, by your per¬ 
suasion. 

To hate young Valentine, and love ray friend. 

Pro. At much as 1 can do, I will effect: 

But you. Sir Tbuno, are not sharp enough ; 

You must lay lime, t to tangle her desires. 

By wailful sonmls, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows. 
Duke. Ay, much the force of heaven-bred 
poesy. 

Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacriflee your tears, your sighs, your heart: 


Write till your Ink be dry, and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line. 
That may discover such integrity:— 

For Orpheus' lute was strung with poets' 
siuews ; 

Whose goldeu touch could softeu steel aud 
stones. 

Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 
Alter your dire-lamentiug elegies, 

Visit by night your lady's chamber-window 
With some sweet concert; to their instruments 
Time a deploring dump; • the night’s dead 
silence 

Will well become such sweet complaining 
grievance. 

This, or else nothing, will inherit her. 

Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been 
in love. 

Thu. And thy advice this night 1'il put in 
practice : 

Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver, 

Let us into the city presently 

To sort i some gentlemen well skill'd iu muaic: 

I have a sonnet, that will serve the turn. 

To give the onset to thy good advice. 

Duke. About It, gentlemen. 

Pro. We'll wait upou your grace till after 
supper: 

Aud afterward determine our proceedings. 

Duke. Even uow about it; 1 will put don you. 

[pj-tunt. 


ACT IV. 

8CEXE I.—A Forest , near Mantua. 

Enter certain Outlvws. 

1 Out. Fellows, stum) fast; I see a passengi r. 

2 Out. If there be leu, shrink not, but down 

with 'em. 

Ente r Valentine and Speed. 

3 Out. Stand. Sir, aud throw us that you have 

about you ; 

If not, we’ll make you sit, anJ rifle you. 

Syted. Sir, we aie undone; these aie the 
villains 

That all the travellers do fear so much. 

Val. My friends,— 

1 Out. That’s not so. Sir; we aie your ene¬ 

mies. 

2 Out. Peace ; we'll hear him. 

3 Out. Ay, by my bcaid, will we; 

For he’s a proper ; man. 

Val. Then know, that I have little wealth to 
A man 1 am, cross’d with adversity : [lose ; 

My riches are these poor habiliments, 

Of which if you should heir disfumisli me. 

You take the sum ami substance that I have. 

2 Out. Whither travel you ? 

Vat. To Verona. • 

1 Out. Whence came you ? 

Vul. From Milan. 

3 Out. Have you long sojourned there T 

Val. Some sixteen mouths ; and longer might 
have staid. 

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

1 Out. What, were you banish’d thence t 
Val. I was. 

2 Out. For what offence ? 

Val. For that which now torments me to 
rehearse : 

1 kill'd a man, whose death I much repeat; 

But yet I slew him manfully in fight, 

Without false vantage, or base treachery. 

1 Out. Why ne’er repeut It, if it were done 

so: 

But where you banish’d for so small a fault t 
Val. I was, and bcld me glad of such a doom. 


• Cat. 
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1 Out. Have you the tongues?* 

Vul. My youthful travel therein made me 
Or else I often had been miserable. [happy; 
3 Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s lat 
friar, 

This fellow were a king for our wild faction. 

1 Out. VV’e’Il have him : Sirs, a word. 

Speed. Master, be one of them ; 

It 1 1 an honourable kind of thievery. 

Vat. Peace, villain ! 

2 Out. Tell ns this: Have yon any thing to 

take to ? 

Fal. Nothing but my fortune. 

3 Out. Know then, that some of as are gen¬ 

tlemen, 

Such as the fury of ungovern’d 3011 th, 

Thrust trom the company of awtul t men : 

Myself was from Verona banished 
Tor practising to stt-al away a lady. 

An heir, and near allied unto the duke. 

2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman, 
Whom, in my mood, J 1 stabb'd unto the heart. 

1 Out. And I, for such like petty crimes as 

these. 

Hut to the purpose,—(Tor we cite onr faults, 

That they may hold excus’d our lawless lives,) 
And, partly, seeing you are beautified 
With goodly shape; and by your own report 
A linguist; and a man of such perfection. 

As we do in our quality much waut 

2 Out. Indeed, because jou are a banish’d man. 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to )ou : 

Are you content to be our geueral 1 

To make a \ ntne of necessity. 

And live, as we do, in this wilderness? 

3 Out. What say’st thou? wilt thou be of our 

cons6rt ? 

Sa\ av, and be the captain of us all: 

We’ll do thee homage, and be rul’d by thee/ 
Lost* thee as our commander, and our King. 

1 Out. Hut if thi u scorn our courtesy, thou 

dicst. 

2 Out. Thou shall not live to brag what tic 

have offer’d. 

Vat. I take your offer, and will live with you ; 
Provided that you do no outrages 
On siiiv women, 01 poor passengers. 

3 Out. So, we detest such vik base practices. 
Come, co with us, we’ll bring thee to our I 

crews. 

And show thee all the treasure we have got; 
Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose. 

[Exeunt. 

SCL'Xt: II.— Milan.’— Court of the Palace . 
Enter Proteus. 

Pro. Already have 1 been false to Valentine, 
And now I must be as unjust to Thuno. 

Under the colour of commending him, 
i have access my own love to prefer; 

But Silvia ^ too fair, too true, too holy. 

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her, 

She twits me with my falsehood to my friend ; 
When to her beauty 1 commend ray vows. 

She bids me think, how I have been forsworn 
In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov’d : 

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips, $ 

The least whereof would quell a lover’s hope. 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love. 
The more it grows and fawneth on her still. 

But here comes Thurio: now must we to ber 
window. 

And give some evening music to her ear. 

En^rr Thurio, and Musicians. 

Thu. How now. Sir Proteus ? are you crept 
before us ? 

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio; for you know, that 
love 

Will creep in Bcrvlce where it cannot go. 

• Lancungvi. ^ Lawful. 

X Anger. § Passionate reproaches. 
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Thu. Ay, but I hope, Sir, that you love not 
here. 

Pro. Sir, but I do ; or else l would be hence. 
Thu. Whom T Silvia? 

Pro. Ay, Silvia,—for your 6 ake. 

Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, gen¬ 
tlemen. 

Let’s tune and do it lustily a while. 

Enter Host, at a distance ; and Julia in 
boy*s clothes. 

Host. Now, my yonng guest! methmks you’re 
allycholy : I pray you, why is it ? 

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be 
merry. 

Host. Come, we'll have you merry: I’ll bring 
you where you will hear music, and see the gen¬ 
tleman that you ask’d for. 

Jul. But shall I hear him speak ? 

Host. Ay, that you shall. 

Jul. That will be music. [ Music plays . 

Host. Hark ! hark ! 

Jul. Is lie among these f 

Host. Ay : but peace’ let’s hear 'em. 

Song. 

Who is Silvia ? What is she, 

That all our strains commend her ? 
Holy, fair, and wise is she ; 

The heavens such grace did lend her 
That she might admired be. 

Is she kind as she is fair f 
For beauty lives uith kindness : 

Loie doth to her eyes repair , 

7<> help him of his blindness ; 

And , being help’d, inhabits there . 

Then to Silna let us sing , 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortal thing. 

Upon the dull earth duelling; 

To her let us garlands bi ing. 

Host. How now? are you sadder than you 
were before ? 

How do you, man f the music likes you not. 

Jul. You mistake; the musician likes me 
not. 

Host. Why, my pretty youth? 

Jul. He plays false, father. 

Host. How ? out of tune on the strings ? 

Jul. Not so ; hut yet so false that he giicvea 
my very heart-strings. 

Host. You have a quick ear. 

Jut. Ay, I would I were deaf! it makes me 
have a slow heart. 

Host. I perceive, you delight not in music. 

Jul . Not a whit, when it jars so. 

Host. Hark, what fine chauge is in the 
music 1 

Jul. Ay, that change is the spite. 

Host. You would have them always play but 
one thing ? 

Jul, ) would always have one play but one 
thing. Hut, host, doth this Sir Proteus, that we 
talk 011 , often resort unto this gentlewoman ? 

Host. I tell you what Lauuce, his man, told 
me, be loved her out of all nick.* 

Jnl. Where is Launcet 

Host. Gone to seek his dog; which, to-mor¬ 
row, by his master’s command, he must carry 
for a present to his lady. 

Jul. Peace 1 stand aside ! the company parts. 
Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you! I will so 
plead. 

That you shall say, my cunuing drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet we ? 

Pro. At saint Gregory’s well. 

Thu , Farewell, 

[Exeunt Thurio and Musicians. 

Silvia appears above, at her window. 
Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship. 

• Beyond nil reckoning. ^ ^ 
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Sil. I thank you for yoor muck, gentlemen : 
Who is that that spake f 
Pro . One, lady, if yon knew his pnre heart's 
truth, 

You’d quickly learn to know him by bis voice. 
Sil. Sir Proteus, at 1 take it. 

Pro . Sir Proteus, gentle ladV, and jour 
servant. 

Sil. What it your will 7 

Pro. That I may compass your’s. 

Sil. You have jour wish; my will it even 
this,— 

That presently you hie you home to bed. 

Thou subtle, perjur’d, false, disloyal man ! 
Tbiuk’st thou, 1 am so shallow, so conceit less. 
To be seduced by tby flattery. 

That hast deceiv’d so many with tby vows ? 
Return, return, and make thy love ameuds. 

For me,—by this pale queen of night I swear, 

I am so far from grantiug tby request. 

That 1 despise thee for thy wrougful suit; 

And b> and by intend to chide myself. 

Even for this time 1 spend in talking to thee. 
Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did lo\e a 
lad> ; 

But she is dead. 

Jul. Twere false If I should speak it; 

For, I am sure, sbe is not buried. [Aside. 
Sil . Say, that she be; yet Valentine, thj 
friend. 

Survives; to whom, thyself art witness, 

I am betroth'd : And art thou not asbara'd 
To wrong him with thy lmportuuacy 7 
Pro. I likewise bear, that Valentine is dead. 
Sil. Aud so, suppose, am I ; for m bis gra\e 
Assure tbjself, iny love is buned. 

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the 
earth. 

Sil. Go to thy lady's grave, and call Let’s 
. thence : 

Or, at the least, in ber’s sepulchre tbine. 

Jul. He beard not that. [Aritfe. 

Pro. Madam, if jour heart be so obdurate. 
Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love, 

The picture that is banging in your chamber; 

To that I’ll speak, to that I'll sigh and weep: 
For, 6ince the substance of your peifect self 
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow ; 

And to jour shadow I will make true love. 

Jul. If 'twere a substance, jou would, sure, 
deceive it, 

And make it but a shadow, as I am. [Arirfe. 

Sil. I am very loath to be jour idol. Sir; 

But, since your falsehood shall become jou 
well 

To worship shadows, and adore false shapes. 
Send to me in the morning, and I'll send it: 
And so good rest. 

Pro. As wretches have o'er night. 

That wait for execution iu the uu»ru. 

[Exeunt Proteus ; and Silvia from 
above. 

Jul. Host, will you go 7 
Host. By my hallidora,• I was fast asleep. 
Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus7 
Host . Marry, at my house: Trust me, I 
think, *tis almost day. 

Jul. Not so; but it hath been the longest 

Bight 

Hut e'er I watch’d, and the most heaviest. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE III.-The same. 

Enter Eglamour. 

Egt. This is the hour that madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call, and know her mind ; 
There’s some great matter she’d employ me in.— 
Madam, madam 1 

Silvia appears above, at her windasc. 

Sil. Who calls 1 

• Holy 4am*, blessed lady. 


Egl. Your servant, and jourfHend; 

One that atteuds your ladyship’s command. 

Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good* 
morrow. 

Egl. As many, worthy lady, to joarself. 
According to your ladyship's impose, • 

I am thus early come, to know what sen ice 
It is jour pleasure to command me in. 

Stl. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, 

(Think not I flatter, for, 1 swear, I do not,) 
Valiant, wise, remorseful, t well accomplish'd 
Thou art not ignorant, what dear good will 
1 bear uuto the banish'd Valentine ; 

Nor how my father would enforce me manv 
Vain Thurio, who my very soul abhorrM. 

Tbjself bast lov'd ; and 1 have heard thee *>jj. 
No grief did ever come so near thy heai t, 

As when thy lady and thy true love died. 

Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity. 

Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, 

To Mantua, where I hear he makes abode ; 

Aud, for the ways are dangerous (o pass, 

I do desire thy worthy company. 

Upon whose faith aud honour i repose. 

Urge not my father's auger, Eglamour, 

But think upon my grief, a ladj's grief; 

And on the justice of tuy flying hence. 

To keep me from a most unholy match. 

Which heate ii and fortuue still icward with 
plagues. 

I do desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands. 

To bear me company, aud go with me : 

If not, to bide what I have said to thee. 

That 1 may venture to depart alone. 

Egl. Madam, I pit) much jour grievance*; 
Which since 1 know they viituoti*ly are pl.u’J, 

I gi'e couseut to go along with you ; 

Kecking + as little what betideth me. 

As much I wish all good befortune you. 

When will you go 1 

Sil. This evening coming. 

Egl. Where shall I meet you 7 

Sil. At friar Patrick’s cell. 

Where I intend holy confession. 

Egl. I will not tail your ladyship: 

Good moriow, gentle lady. 

Sil. Good-morrow, kiud Sir Eglamour. 

[Exrun t. 

SCEXE IF.--The same. 

Enter Lauisce, with his dog. 

Laun. When a man’s servant shall play the 
cur with him, took you, it goes hard : one that 
I brought up of a puppy ; one that I sa\ed from 
drowning, wheu three or four of bis blind brothers 
aud sisters went to it l I have taught him—even as 
one would *ay precisely, thus 1 would teach a dog. 
I was sent to deliver him, as a present to mistress 
Silvia from my master; and I came no sooner 
into the dining chambei, but he steps me to her 
trencher, and steals her capou’s leg. Oh 1 ’tig 
a foul thing, when a cur cannot keep $ him- 
self In all companies ( I would have, as one 
should say, one that takes npou him to be a dog 
indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all things. 
If ( had not had more wit than be, to take a 
fault upon me that he did, I think verily be had 
been hanged for’t; sure as I live, he had 
suffered for’t: you shall judge. He thrusts 
me himself into toe company of three or four 
grotleman-liLe dogs, under the duke's table ; he 
had not been there (bl«Bs the mark) a pissing 
while; but all the chamber smelt him. Out 
with the dog, says one ; What cur is that ? 
says another; Whip him out, says the third ; 
Hang him up, says the duke. I, having been 
acquainted with the smell hefore, knew it was 
Crab; and guea me to the fellow that whips 
the dogs : Friend , quoth 1, you mean to whip 
the dog t Ay, marry, do 1, quoth be. You 
do him the more wrong, quoth 1 ; 'twus I did 

• Injunction. i Pitifnl. X Curias- 
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the thing you toot of . He makes me no more; 
ado, but whips me out of tbe chamber. How 
many masters would do this for their servant f 
Nay, Pll be sworn, 1 have sat in the stocks for 
puddings he hath stolen, otherwise be bad been 
executed : 1 have stood on tbe pillory for geese 
he hath killed, otherwise be had suffered for’t ; 
thou think’st not of this now!—Nay, I remem¬ 
ber the trick you served me, when I took my 
leave of madam Silvia ; did not 1 bid thee still 
mark me, and do as I do ! When didst tbou see 
me heave up my leg, and make water against 
a gentlewoman's fat litigate I didst thou ever see 
uie do such a trick ? 

Enter Proteus and Julia. 

Pro. Sebastian is thy name? I like thee 
well, 

And will employ thee in some service presently. 
Jut. In what you please;—I will do what I 
can. 

Pro. I hope thou wilt.—How now, you whore¬ 
son peasant ? [To Launce. 

Where have you been these two days loitering ? 

Latin. Marry, Sir, I carried mistress Silvia 
the dog you bade me. 

Pto. And what says she to my little jewel i 
Laun. Marry, she says, your dog was a cur ; 
and tells you, currish thauks is good enough 
for such a present. 

Pro. But she received my dog 1 
Laun. No, indeed, she did not: here have I 
brought him back again. 

Pro. What, did’st thou offer her this from 
me i 

Latin Ay, Sir ; the other squirrel was stolen 
from me by the hangman’s boys in the market 
place : mid then 1 offered her mine own ; who 
i? a dog as big -as ten of your’s, and therefore 
the girt the greater. 

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog 
Or ue'er return again into my sight. [again. 
Away, 1 say : Slay'st thou to vex me bereT 
A slave, that, still an end, * turns me to shame. 

[Exit Launce. 

Sebastian, 1 have entertained thee. 

Partly, that 1 have need of such a youth, 

That can with some discretion do my business. 
For ’(is no trusting to yon foolish lowt; 

IUit, chit-fly, for thy face and thy behaviour: 
Which (it my augury deceive uie not) 

Witness good bringing up, fottune, and truth : 
Therefore know ihou, foi this I entertain thee. 
Go presently, and take this ring with thee, 
Delivei it to madam Silvia: 

She loved me well, deliver’d it to me. 

Jul- It seems, you loved her not, to leave her 
token : 

She’s dead, belike. 

Pro . Not so; I think she lives. 

Jul. Alas I 

Pro. Why dost thou cry, alas ! 

Jul. I cannot choose but pity her. 

Pro. Wherefore sbouid’st thou pity her? 

Jul. Because, inelbinks, that she loved you 
as well 

At yon do love your lady Silvia: 

She dreams on him, that has forgot her love; 
You dote on her, that cares not for your love, 
•ns pity, love should he so contraiy; 

And thinking on it makes me cry, alas 1 
Pro. Well, give her that ring, aud there¬ 
withal 

This letterthat’s her chamber.— Tell my 
lady, 

I claim tbe promise for her heavenly picture. 
Your message done, hie home unto my chamber. 
Where thou shalt hud me sad and solitary. 

[Extt Proteus. 
Jul. How man? women would do such a 
message T 

Alas, poor Proteus! thou bast entertain’d 


A fox, to be shepherd of thy lambs ; 

Alas, poor fool I why do I pity biiu 
That with bis very heart despiseth me I 
Because he loves her, lie despiseth me ; 

Because I love him, 1 must pity him. 

This ring I gave lum, wheu be parted from 
me, 

To bind him to remember my good will: 

And now am I (unhappy messenger) 

To plead for that, which I would not obtain; 

To carry that which I would have refus’d 
To praise his faith, which I would have dis¬ 
prais’d. 

I am my master’s true confirmed love ; 

But cannot be true servant to my master. 

Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 

Yet 1 will woo for him : but yet so coldly. 

As heaven, it knows, I would not have lum 
speed. 

Enter Silvia, attended. 

Geutlewoman, good day! I pray yon, be my 
mean 

To bring me where to speak with madam Sil¬ 
via. 

Sil. What would you with her, if that I be 
she ? 

Jul. If you be she, I do entreat jour pa¬ 
tience 

To hear me speak tbe message I am sent on. 

Sil. From whom ? 

Jul. Fiom my master. Sir Proteus, madam. 
Sil. O i—he sends you for a picture ! 

Jul. Ay, madam. 

Sil. Ursula, bring my picture there. 

[Picture brought. 

Go, give your master this: tell bun from me. 
One Julia, that lus changing thoughts forget, 

, Would better tit his chamber ihan this shadow. 

Jul. Madam, please you peruse this lettei.— 
Pardon me, madam ; 1 have unad vis'd 
Deliver’d you a paper that 1 should not; 

This is tbe lettei to your ladyship. 

Sil. I pray thee let me look on that again. 
Jul. It may uot be; good madam, pardon me. 
Sil. There bold. 

1 will not look upon yoor master’s lines: 

I know, they are stuff’d with protestations, 

Aud lull of new-fouud oaths; which he will 
break 

As easily as I do tear his paper. 

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this 
ring. 

Sil. The more shame for him that he seiids 
it me; 

For, I have heard him say a thousand times. 

His Julia gave it him at his Uepartuie: 

Though his false nnger bath profan'd the ring 
Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 

Jul. She thanks you. 

Sil. What say’st thou ? 

Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender 
her: 

Poor gentlewoman! my master wrongs her 
much. 

Sil. Dost thou kuow her 1 

Jul. Almoat as well as I do know my&elf: 

To think upou her woes, 1 do protest. 

That I have wept a bundled several times. 

Sil. Belike, she thinks that Proteus hath for¬ 
sook her. 

Jul. I think she doth, aud that’s her cause of 
sorrow. 

Sil. It she not passtns fair T 
Jul. She hath been ta..c*r, madam, than she 
is: 

When she did think my timber lov’d her well. 
She, in my judgment, was as fair as you ; 

But since she did neglect her looking-glass. 

And threw her sun-expelling mask away, 

The air hath starv’d the roses in her cheek* 

And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face. 

Hut now she is become as black as I. 

Sil. How tall was she 1 


* la th« md. 
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Jul. Aboni my stature? for, at Pentecost, • 
Wbeu all our pageants of delight were play’d, 
Our youth got me to play the woman’s part. 
And I was trinnn’d in madam Julia’s gown ; 
Which served me as lit, by all men’s judgment. 
As if the garment had been made for me ; 
Therefore, 1 know she is about my height. 

And, at that time, I made her weep a-good, t 
For I did play a lamentable part: 

Madam, ’twaa Ariadne, passioning 
For Tbesent* perjury, and unjust flight; 

Which I so lively acted with my tears. 

That my poor mistress, moved there withal, 
Wept bitterly; and would I might be dead. 

If i in thought felt not ber very sorrow 1 
Stf. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth l— 
Alas, poor lady ! desolate and left I— 
i weep myself, to think upon thy words. 

Here, jonth, there is my purse; 1 give thee this 
For thy sweet mistress* sake, because thou lov'st 
her. 

Farewell. [Exit Silvia. 

Jul. And she shall thank you fort, if e’er you 
know her.— 

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild, and beautiful. 

I hope my master’s suit will be but cold. 

Since she respects my mistress* love so much. 
Alas, bow love can trifle with itself! 

Here is her picture : Let me see ; 1 think. 

If I bad such a tire, $ this face of mi fie v 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers : 

And jet tb** painter flatter’d ber a little, 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 

Her hair is auburq, mine is perfect yellow : 

If that be all the difference in bis love. 

I’ll get me such a colour’d periwig. 

Her eyes are grey as glass; and so are mine: 

Ay, but her forehead’s low, and mine’s as high. 
W hat should it be, tbat be respects in ber. 

But I can mace lespective j in myself. 

If this fond love were not a blinded god T 
Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up. 
For *us thy rival. O thou seuseless form. 

Thou sbalt be worshipp’d, kiss’d, lov’d, and 
ador’d ; 

And, were there sense in bis idolatry. 

My substance should be statue in tliy stead. 

I'll use tbee kindly for tby mistress' sake, 

That us’d me so ; or jelse by Jove I vow, 

1 should have scratch’d out your unseeing eyes. 
To make my master out of love with thee. 

[Exit. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—The same.—An Abbey. 
Enter Eglaxodr. 

Egl. The snn begins to gild the western sky; 
And now, it is about the very hour 
That Silvia, at Patrick’s cell, should meet me. 
She will not fail; for lovers break not hours. 
Unless it be to come before their time; 

So much they 6pur their expedition. 

Enter Silvia. 

See , where she comes : Lady, a happy evening ! 

Sit. Amen, amen ! go on, good Eg (amour 1 
Out at the postern by the abbey wall; 

I fear I am attended by some spies. 

Egl. Fear not: the forest is not three leagnes 
If we recover that, we are sure enough. [off ; 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE JT.—The game.—An Apartment In 
the DukPs palace. 

Enter Thurio, Protrds, and Julia. 

Thu. sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my snitf 
Pro. o Sir, I find ber milder than she was ; 
And yet she takes exceptions at yoor person* 
Thu. What, that my leg is too long t 


Pro. No ; that it is too Uttle. 

Thu. I’ll wear a boot, to make it soinewhaS 
rounder. 

Pro . But love will not be spurr’U to what it 
loaths. 

Thu. What 6ays she to my face t 
Pro . She sajs, it is a fair one. 

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies; my face Is 
black. 

Pro. But pearls are fair; and the old saying is, 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eves.. 
Jul. ’Tis true ; such pearls as pul out l.ulies' 
eyes; 

For 1 bad rather wink than look on them. 

[ Aside. 

Thu. How likes she my discourse t 
Pro. Ill, when you talk of war. 

Thu. But well,’wheu I discourse of love and 
peace. 

Thu. But better, indeed, when you bold jour 
peace. [Aside. 

Thu. What eays she to my valour t 
Pro. O Sir, she makes no doubt of tbat. 

Jul . She needs uot, when she knows it cow¬ 
ardice. [A suit. 

Thu. What says she to my birth 7 
Pro. That jon are well deriv’d. 

Jul. True ; from a gentleman to a fool.- 

IAside. 

Thu. Considers she my possessions 7 
Pro. Oh I ay ; and pities them. 

Thu. Wherefore t 

Jul. That such an ass should owe • them. 

, [A,ud(. 

Pro. That they are out by lease. 

Jul. Here comes the duke. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. How now, Sir Proteust how now, 
Thuno 1 

Which of jou saw Sir Eglamour of late? 

Thu. Not I. 

Pro . Not 1. 

Duke. Saw j ou my daughter 7 
Pro. Neither. 

Duke. Why, then she’s fled unto that ;>e;tsaiit 
And Eglamour is in her compauj. [Valentine ; 
*Tis true ; fbr frijr Laurence met them both. 

As he in penance wander'd through the forest: 
Him he knew well, and guess’d that it was she; 
But, beiug mask'd, he was not sure of it: 

Besides, she did intend confession [not : 

At Patrick’s cell this even : and there she was 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from bmrr. 
Therefore, I pray jou, stand not to discoui&c. 

But mount you presently ; and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain foot [tied ; 
That leads towards Mantua, whither they are 
Despatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow iiie«^ ^ 

Thu. Why, this It is to be a peevish t girl. 

That flies her fortune when it follows ber : 

I’ll after; more to be reveng’d on Eglamour, 

Than for the love of reckless; Silvia. [Exit. 

Pro. And 1 will follow, more for Silvia’s love. 
Than hate of Eglamour tbat goes with her. 

[Exit. 

Jul. And I will follow more to cross tbat love. 
Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. 

[Exit* 

SCENE IJI.—Frontiers of Mantua.—The 

Forest. 

Enter Silvia, and Outlaws. 

Cut. Come, come, 

Be patient, we must bring yon to our captain. 

SU. A thousand more mischances than this 

Have (earn’d me how to brook this patiently? 

2 Out. Come, bring ber away. 

1 Out. Where is the gentleman tbat was with 

i... * 
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3 Out. Being nimble footed, be liatb outrun 
ns. 

But Aloyses, and Valerius, follow him. 

Go thou with her to the west end ot the wood, 
There is our captain : we'll follow him that’s 
lied ; 

The thicket is beset, be cannot ’scape. 

] Out. Come, 1 must bring you to our cap¬ 
tain’s cave : 

Fear not; be bears an honourable mind, 

A-.nl will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Stl O Valentine, this 1 endure for thee ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—Another part of the Forest. 
Enter Valentine. 

Vul. How use doth breed a habit In a man l 
Tins shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I (tetter brook than flourishing peopled towns : 
Here can I sit alone unseen of any. 

And, to the nightingale's complaining notes, 

Tune my distresses, and record • my woes. 

O thou, that dost inhabit tit my breast, 

Leave not the mansion so long tcnantless; 

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

Aud leave no memory of what it was 1 
Repair me with thy presence, Silvia; 

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain!— 
"hat halloing, and what stir, is this to-day? 
These are my mates, tuat make their wills their 
law, 

Ha\e •nine unhappy passenger in chase : 

Tiny love me well ; yet I ha\e much to do. 

To keep them from uncivil outrages. 

Withdraw thee, Valentine; who’s this comes 
lien: l [Steps aside. 

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia. 

Pro. Madam, this service 1 have done for you, 
(I hough you respect not aught your servant 
doth.) 

To h.ir.trd life, and rescue you from him 
Thai would have foic’d your honour and your 
lo\e. 

Vouchsafe me, for my meed, t but one fair look ; 
A smaller boon than this f cannot beg, 

And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give. 
Vat. How like a dream is this I see aud 
hear ! 

X o\e, leu J me patleuce to foibear awhile. 

[Aside. 

Stl. O miserable, unhappy that I ain ! 

Pro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came; 
Bui, by my coming, I have made you happy. 

Sit. By thy approach thou uiak'at me most un¬ 
happy. 

Jut. And me, when he approachetli to your 
presence. [Aside. 

Sil Had I been seized by a hungry lion, 

I would have been a breakfast to the beast, 
Katber than have false Proteus rescue me. 

4) heaven be judge, how I love Valentine, 

Whose life's as teuder to me as my soul; 

Aud full as much (for more there cannot be,) 

1 do detest false perjur'd Proteus : 

Therefore be gone, solicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous action, stood It next to 
death, 

Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 

Oh ! ’tis the curse ill love, and still approv'd. J 
When women caunot love where they’re belov’d. 
Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he's be* 
lov’d. 

Head over Julia's heart, thy first best love. 

For whose dear sake thou did'st then rend thy 
faith 

Into a thousand oathsand all those oaths 
nescended Into perjury, to love me. 

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou hadst 
two, 

• Sing t Rewsrd. 

g Felt, experienced. 


And that’s far worse than none; better have 
none 

Than plural faith, which is too much by one s 
Tbon counterfeit to thy true friend 1 
Pro . In love, 

Who respects friend ! 

Stl. All men but Proteus. 

Pro. iCay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 

I’ll woo you like a soldier, at arms' end ; 

And love you 'gaiust the uature of love, force 
you. 

Sil. O heaven! 

Pro. I'll force thee yield to my desiie. 

Vat. Ruffian let go, that rude uncivil touch ; 
Thou friend of au ill fashion 1 
Pro. Valentine! 

Vat. Thou common friend, that's without faith 
or love. 

(For such is a friend now,) treacherous man! 
Thou hast beguil’d my hopes; nought but uiins 
eye 

Could have persuaded me: Now I dare not 
say [me. 

I have one friend alive ; tlioil wonld'st disprove 
Who should be trusted now, wlieh one’s right 
band 

Is perjur’d to the bosom ? Proteus, 

I am sorry I must never trust thee more. 

But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 

The private wound is deepest: O time, most 
curst I 

’Mongst all foes, that a fkiend should be the 
• worst! 

Pro. My shame and guilt confounds me.— 
Forgive me, Valentine : if beaity sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 

1 tender it here ; 1 do as truly suifcr. 

As e’er I did commit. 

Vat. Then 1 am paid ; 

And ouce again 1 do receive thee honest 
Who by repentance is not satisfied. 

Is nor of licaveu, nor earth; fur these are 
pleas’d ; 

By penitence the denial's wrath’s appeas’d;— 
And, that tny love may appear plain and free. 

All that was mine in Silvia, I give tbee. 

Jut. O me, unhappy ! [Faints. 

Pro. Look to the boy. 

Vat. Why boy! why wag l how now? what la 
the matter? 

Look up ; speak. 

Jut. O good Sir, my master charg’d me 
To deliver a ring to madam Silvia: 

Which, out of my neglect was never done. 

Pro. Where is that ring, boy ? 

Jut. Heie 'tis: this is it. [Gives a ring 
Pro. How ! let me see : 

Why this is the ring I gave to Julia. 

Jut. O cry your mercy. Sir, I have mistook; 
This is the ring you sent to Silvia. 

[Shows another ring. 
Pro . But, how cam'st ibou by this ring ? at 
my depart, 

I gave this unto Julia. 

Jut. Aud Julia herself did give It me ; 

And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 

Pro. How ! Julia! 

Jut. Behold her that gave aim* to all tby 
oaths. 

And entertain'd them deeply in her heart: 

How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root ? f 
O Proteus, let this liabit make thee blush ! 

Be tbou asham’d, that 1 have tofik upon uie 
Such an immodest rkimeat; if 6hame live 
In a disguise of love : 

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds. 

Women to change their shapes, than men their 
minds. 

Pro. Thau men their minds t ’tis true: O 
heaven 1 were man 

But constant, he were perfect: that one error 

• Direction. 

t An allusion to rl««vii>g th« pin in archery. 
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Fills him with faults ; makes him ruu through 
all sins ; 

Inconstancy falls off, ere it togins : 

What is m Silvia's face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Julia's with a constant eye 1 
Val. Come, come, a hand from either : 

Let me be blest to make tins happy close 1 
'Twere pity two sochfrieuds should be long foes. 
Pro . Bear witness, heaven, 1 have my wish 
for ever. 

Jui. And I bare mine. 

Enter Outlaws, with Duke and Thurio. 

Out. A prize, a prize, a prize l 
Vat. Forbear, I say ; it is my lord the duke. 
Your grace is welcome to a man disgrac’d. 
Banish’d Valentine I 
Duke. Sir Valentine ! 

Thu . Yonder is Silwa ; and Silvia's mine. 
Val. Thurio give back, or else embrace thy 
death ; 

Come not within the measure • of my wrath ; 
Do uot name Silvia thine ; if once again, 

Milan shall not behold thee. Here she stands. 
Take bat possession of her with a touch ; 

I dare thee but*to breathe upon my love.— 

Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I ; 

1 hold him but a fool, that will endanger 
His body for a girl that loves him not; 

I claim her not, and theiefore she is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and base art thou. 
To make such means + for her as thou hast done, 
And leave her on such slight conditions.— 

Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 

1 do applaud thy spirit, Valeutine, 

And think thee worthy of an empresss* love. 
Know then, I here forget all former griefs, 

• Length of my sword. f Interest. 


Act V. 

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again.— 
Plead a new sate in thy uiirivall’d merit. 

To which I thus subscribe,—Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv'd ; 

Take thou tby Silvia, for thon bast deriv'd her. 
Vat. 1 thank your grace; the gift hath made 
me happy 

I now beseech you, for your daughter's sake. 

To grant oue boon that 1 shall ask of you. 
Duke. 1 grant it, for thine own, whate'erit be. 
Val. These banish'd men, that 1 have kept 
withal. 

Are men endued with worthy qualities: 

Foreive them what they hast committed hcie, 
And let them be recall’d irom their exile ; 

They are reformed, civil, full of good, 

And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 
Duke. Thou hast prevail'd: 1 pardon them, 
and thee ; 

Dispose of them, as thou know’st their deserts. 
Come, let us go; we will include* all jars 
With triumphs, t mirth, and rare solemnity. 

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be hold 
With our discourse to make your grace to smile : 
What think you of this page, my lord f 
Duke. I thiuk the boy hath grace In him , he 
blushes. 

Val . I warrant you, my lord, more grace than 
boy. 

Duke. What mean you by that saying 7 
Vat. Please you. I'll tell you as we pass along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned.— 
Come, Pioteiis ; 'li> your penance, but to hear 
The story of your loves discovered: 

That done, our day of manage shall be your's ; 
One feast, one bouse, oue mutual happiness. 

[ Lieunt. 

• Conclude. 1 Mn*k«, re>eis 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

611 AKSPLARE’S first draught of this trifling play, (uhuh all the editors have concurred in censuring* and some 
have rejected as unworthy of its author) was wntteu in or before 1594* aud some additions were probably made 
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it uas undoubtedly one of bis earliest essays to dramatic writing; as the frequent rhymes, the Imperfect 
versification, the artless and desultory dialogue, aud the irregularity of the composition, saftxcieutly prove. 
The fable does not seem to be a work entirely of intention ; aud perhaps owes its birth to some novel which 
has jet to be discovered. The character of Armado bears some resemblance to Don Qutxotte, bat the play la 
older than the work of Cert antes; of llolofernes, another singular character, there are some traces in a 
masque ol Sir 1'hilip Sidney, presented before Queen Elizabeth at Wansted Dr. Johnson says, that in this 
play “there are many passages mean, childish, and tulgar; and so%ic which ought not to have been ex* 
bibitcd, as wo ore told they were, to a maiden Queen. But there are scattered through the trbole many 
sparks of genius , nor is there any play that has mor* eiulent marks of the hand of Shaluprare.” 
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Scene—N avarre. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—Navarre.—A Park , with a Palace 

in it. 

Enter the Kixc, Biron, Longatille, and 

Dumain. 

King. Let fame, that all bunt after in their 
lives, 

Live register'd upon our brazen tombs, 

And then grace us in tbc disgrace of death; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time. 

The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bate bis srvthe’s keen 
edge. 

And make us beirs of all eternity. 

Therefore, brave conquerors I—for so you are. 
That war against your own affections, 

And the huge army of the world's desires,— 

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 

Our court shall tea little Academe, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville* 

Have sworn for three years* term to live with 
me, 

My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes 
That are recorded in this schedule here s 


Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your 
names; 

That his own hand may strike bis honour down. 
That violates the smallest branch hereiu: 

If )ou are arm'd to do, as sworn to do, 

Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 
Long. I am resolv'd ; 'tis but a three years' 
fast; 

The mind shall banquet, though the body pine: 
Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank’ront quite the 
wits. 

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 
The grosser manner of these world’s delights 
He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves: 
To love, to wealth, to pomp. 1 pine and die; 
With all these liviug in philosophy. 

Biron . 1 can but say their protestation over. 
So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 

That 1 b, To live and study here three years. 

But there are other strict observances; 

As, not to see a woman in that term ; 

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there: 

And, one day in a week to touch no food; 

And but one meal on every day beside; 

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there: 

And then, to sleep but three hours In the night, 
Aud not be seen to wink of all the day; 
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(When I was wont to think no bairn all night. 
And make a dark night too of half the day ;) 
Which, 1 hope well, is not enrolled there: 

O these are barren tasks, too hard to keep: 

Not to see ladies, study, fast, nor sleep. 

King. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from 
these. 

Biron. Let me say uo, my liege, an if you 
please; 

I only 6 wore, to study with your grace. 

And stay here in your court for three years’ space. 
Long, You swore to that, Biron, and to the 
rest. 

Biron . By yea and nay, Sir, then I swore in 
jest. 

What is the end of study ? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we 
should not know. 

Biron. Things hid and barr’d, you mean, 
from common sense T 

King. Ay, that is study’s god-Uke recom¬ 
pense. 

Biron . Come on then, I will swear to study so 
To know the thing I am forbid to know: 

As thus—To study where I well may dine. 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 

Or, study where to meet sonic mistress fine, 
When mistresses from common sense are bid : 
Or, having sworn too bard-a-keeping oatb. 

Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If study's gain be thus, aud this he so, \ 

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know : > 
Swear me to this, and 1 will ne’er say, no. » 
King. These be the stops that hinder study 
quite, 

And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that 
most vaiu, 

W hich, with pain purchas’d, doth iuhent pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book. 

To 6 eek the light of truth ; while truth the 
while 

Doth falsely * blind th? eyesight of his look : 
Light, seeking light, doth light of light be¬ 
guile : 

60 , ere you find where light in darkness lies, 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye; 

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 

And give him light that was it blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 

That will not be deep-search’d with saucy 
looks; 

Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from others’ books. 

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights. 

That give a name to every fixed star. 

Have no more profit of their shining nights, 
Than those that walk, and wot not what they 
are. 

Too much to koow, is, to know nought but 
fame; 

And every godfather can give a name. 

King. How well he’s read, to reason against 
reading! 

Jhim. Proceeded well, to stop all good pro¬ 
ceeding ! 

Long. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow 
the weeding. 

Biron. The spring is near when green geese 
are a breeding. 

J)vm. How follows that t 
Biron . Fit in bis place and time. 

Dum. In reason nothing. 

Biron. Something then in rhyme. 

Long . Biron is like an envious sneapiogf 
frost. 

That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 
Biron . Well, say I am; why should proud 
summer boast, 

Before the birds bare any cause to sing ? 

• DiihoDtitln trcacheroualj. 
t Nipping. 


Whv should I joy in an attentive biillil 
\t Christmas 1 no more tlc&iie a lose 
Than wish a snow in May’s new fancied f 
shows; • i 

But like of each thing, that nr season grows. ' 
So you, to study now it is too late, 

Climb o’er the bouse to unlock the little gate. 
King. Well, sit you out: go home, Biron; 
adieu 1 

Biron. No, my good lord ; I ba\e sworn to 
stay with you : 

And, though I have for barbarism spoke more, 
Than for that angel knowledge you can say. 

Yet confident I’ll keep what 1 have swoic, 

Aud bide the penance of each three years’ day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the same ; \ 

Aud to the strict'st decrees I’ll wnte my f 
name. V 

King. How well this yielding rescues thec\ 
from shame I J 

Biron. [Reads.] Item, That nouoman shall 
come uithin a mile of my court .— 

And bath this beeu proclaim’d i 
Long. Four days ago. 

Biron. Let's see the penalty. 

[Reads.]— On pain oj losnig her tongue.— 

Who devis’d this ? 

Jjong. Marry, that did I. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread 
penalty. 

Biron. A dangerous law against gentility. 
[Reads.] Item, If any man be seen to talk 
with a woman within the term of three years, 
he shall endure suth public shame as t'icrest 
of the court can possibly devise.— 

Ibis article, my liege, yourself must break; 

For well you know, here comes m embassy 
The French kiug’s daughter, with youisdf to 
speak,— 

A maid of grace, and c6mplete majesty.— 
About surrender-up of Aquiiam 
To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid fatiiei ; 
Therefore this article is made in vain. 

Or vainly comes the admired pimress hither. 
King, What say you, lords I why, this was 
quite forgot. 

Biron. So study evermore is overshot; 

While it doth study to have what it would, 

Ji doth forget to do the thing it should : 

And wheu it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

*Tis won, as towns with lire ; so won, so lost. 
King. We must of force, dispense with this 
decree; 

She must lie t here on mere necessity. 

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn 
Three thousand tunes wilhiu this three 
y ears’ space: 

For every man with his affects is born ; 

Not by might master’d, but by special 
grace : 

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me, 
forsworn on mere necessity.— 
the laws at large I write my name: 

[Subscribes 
And be, that breaks them iu the least degree, 
Stands in attainder of eteinal shame: 

Suggestions i are to others, as to me ; 

But, 1 believe, although I seem so loath, 

I am the last that will last keep his oath. 

But is there no quick $ recreation granted ? 

King . Ay, that there is: our court, you know, 
is haunted 

With a refined traveller of Spain ; 

A man in all the world's uewr fashion planted. 
That hath a mint of phrases in bis brain : 
One, whom the music of his own vain tongue 
Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony ; 

A man of compliments, wbookright and wrong 
Have chose at ooipire of wir mutiny: 

This child of fancy, that Armado bight, |l 
For interim to our studies, shall relate, 

• tlir*pnri. * Raiidt. I Temptation*. 

) Lively, tprigtilljr I 




Scene. II. LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 713 


III high-born words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's de¬ 
bate. 

How you delight, iny lords, I know not, I; 

But, l protest, I love to hear him lie, 

And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Biron . Annado is a most Illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight. 

Long. Costard the swam, and he, shall be oii( 
And, so to stud), three years is but short, [sport; 

Enter Dull, with a Utter, and Costard. 

Dull. Which is the duke's own person f 

Bn on. This, fellow; Wbat would’st? 

Butt. I inyself reprehend his own person, 
for I am his grace’s tbarborough: * But I would 
see his own person in flesh and blood. 

Biron . This is lie. 

Dull. Sigmor Arme— Arme—commends you. 
There’s \illany abroad; this letter will tell 
you inure. 

Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touch¬ 
ing me. 

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope 
in God for high words. 

Long. A high hope for a low having: God 
grant us patience I 

Biron. To hear? or forbear hearing? 

Long. To hear meekly. Sir, and to laugh ino- 
deratei) ; or to foibear both. 

Biron. Well, Sir, be it as the style shall give 
us cause to climb to the merriness. 

Cost. The matter is to me. Sir, as concerning 
Jnquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken 
with the manner.t 

Biron. In what manner? 

Cost. In manner and form following, Sir; all 
those three: 1 was seen with her in the manor 
house, sitting with her upon the form, and taken 
following her into the paik; winch, put toge¬ 
ther, is, in manner and form following. Now, 
Sir, for the manner,—it is the manner of a man 
to speak to a woman; for the form,—in some 
form* 

Biron. For the following. Sir ; 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction ; Aud 
God defend the right J 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

Biron. As wc would bear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken 
after the flesh. 

King. [Reads.'] Great deputy, the welkin's 
ting,rent, and sole dominator of Navarre, 
my M ill’s earth's God , and body’s fostering 
patron ,— 

Cost. Not a word of Costard jet. 

King. So it is ,— 

Cost. U may be so: but if he say it is so, he 
is, In telling true, but so, so. 

King. Peace. 

Cost, —be to me, and every man that dares 
not right I _ ^2 

King. No words. 

Cost.— of other men’s secrets, I beseech you. 

King. So it is, besieged with .sable-coloured 
melancholy , I did commend the black-oppress¬ 
ing humour to the most wholesome physic of 
thy health-giving air ; and , as I am a gentle¬ 
man, betook myself to walk. The time when ? 
About the sixth hour; when beasts most 
graze, birds best peck, and men sit down to 
that nourishment which is called supper. 
So much for the time when: Now for the 
ground which; which , I mean, I walked 
upon: It is ycleped thy park. Then 
for the place where ; where, I mean, 1 did 
encounter that obscene and most preposterous 
event , that dra+eth from my snow white pen 
the ebon-coloured ink, which here thou view- 
est, beholdest, surveyest, or seest: But, to the 
place where,—It standefh north-north-east 
and by east from the west corner of thy 

l. f. TblTd-BoroMfh, a pcacc-officcr. ? la the fact* 


curious-knotted garden: There did I set 
that low spirited swain, that base minnow of 
thy mirth. 

Cost. Me 

King.—that unlcttei'd small knowing soul. 
Cost. Me. 

King. —that shallow vassal. 

Cost . Still me. 

King. — which , as I remember , bight, Cos¬ 
tard. 

Cost. O me I 

King.—sorted and consorted, contrary to 
thy established proclaimed edict and conti¬ 
nent canon, with—with,—O with—but with 
this I passion to say wherewith. 

Cost. With a<wench. 

King. —with a child of our grandmother 
Eve, a female ; or, for thy more sweet under¬ 
standing, a woman. Him I (as my ever- 
steemed duty pricks me on) have sent to thee, 
to receive the meed of punishment, by thy 
sweet grace's officer, Antony Bull; a man of 
good repute, carriage, bearing, and estimation • 
Dull. Me, an't shall please you ; I am Antony 
Dull. 

King. For Jaquenetta, (so is the weaker 
vessel called, which I apprehend with the 
aforesaid swain.) I keep her as a vessel of 
thy law's fury : and shall at the least of thy 
sweet notice bring her to trial. Thine, in ail 
compliments of devoted and heart-burning 
heat of duty. 

Don Adriano de Armado. 
Biron. This is not so well as 1 looked for, 
but the best that ever 1 heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst. But, surah 
what say jou to this ? 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King . Did jou hear the proclamation? 

Cost. 1 do confess much of the hearing it, 
but little of the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a year’s impri.->on- 
ment, to be taken with a wench. 

Cost. I was taken with none. Sir, I was taken 
with a damosel. 

King. Well it was pioclatined damosel. 

Cost. This was no damosel neither. Sir; she 
was a virgin. 

King. It is so varied too; for it was pro¬ 
claimed, virgin. 

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity; £ was 
taken with a maid. 

King. This maid will not serve your turn,Sir 
Cost. Tins maid will serve my turn. Sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence; 

You shall fast a week with bran and water. 

Cost. I had rather pray a month with niuttou 
and porridge. 

King. And Don Armado shall be your keeper. 
—My lord Biron see him delivei’d o’er.— 

And go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other bath so strongly 
s'*** sworn.— 

[Exeunt King, Loncaville, and Dumain. 
Biron. I’ll lay my head to auy good man’s 
hat, [scorn. 

These oaths and laws will prove an idle 
Sirrah, come on. 

Cost. I suffer for the truth, Sir: for true it is, 
l was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta 
is a tme girl; and therefore. Welcome the sour 
cup of prosperity I Affliction may one day smile 
again, and till then. Sit thee down, sorrow ! 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Another part of the same.— Ar- 
mado’s House. 

Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Boy what sign is it, when a man of 
gteat spirit grows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great sign. Sir, that he will look sad. 
Arm. Wlij, sadness is one and the self-same 
thing, dear imp. 

Moth. No, no ; O lord. Sir, no. 
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Arm. How can’st tboa part sadness aud me- 
lancbolv, my tender Juvenal T • 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the 
working, inv tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior? why tough senior? 
Moth, Why tender juvenal t why tender ju- 
•venal ? 

Arm. i spoke it, tender juvenal, as a con¬ 
gruent epitheton, appertaining to tby young 
days, which we may nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough seuior, as an xpperti- 
nent title to your old time, which we may name 
tough. 

Arm. Pretty, and apt. 

Moth. How mean you, Sir? I pretty, and my 
saying apt? or I apt, and my saying pretty f 
Arm. Tbon pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little pretty, because little: Where¬ 
fore apt ? 

Arm, And therefore apt, because quirk. 
Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master? 
Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same 
praise. 

Arm. 'Ahat? that an eel is ingenious? 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, tbon art quick in answers : 
Thou heatest my blood. 

Moth. I am answer'd. Sir, 

Arm. I love not to be crossed. 

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses • 
love not him. [Aside. 

Arm. 1 have promised to study three years 
with the duke. 

Mcth. You may do it in an hour. Sir. 

Arm, Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told ? 

Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fltteth the spirit 
of a tapster. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester. 
Sir. 

Arm. I confess both; they are both the var¬ 
nish of a complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am snre, you know how much 
the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 
Moth. Which the base vulgar do call, three. 
Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, Sir, is this such a piece of study ? 
Now here is three studied, ere you’ll thrice 
wink: and bow easy it is to put years to the 
word three, and study three years in two words, 
the dancing horse will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure 1 
Moth . To prove yon a cipher. [ Aside. 

Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love: 
and, as it is base for a soldier to love, so am 
I in love with a base wench. If drawing my 
sword against the humour of affection would 
deliver me from the reprobate thought of it, I 
would take desire prisoner, and ransom him to 
any French courtier for a new devised cour¬ 
tesy. I think scorn to sigb ; methinks, I shonld 
out-swear Cupid. Comfort me, boy: What 
great men have been in love 1 
Moth . Hercules, master. 

Arm. Most sweet Hercules I—More authori¬ 
ty, dear boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, 
let them be men of good repute and carriage. 

Mot 1 1 . Samson, master i he was a man of 
good carriage, gTeat carriage; for he carried 
the town-gates on bis back, like a porter : and 
he was in love. 

Arm. o well-knit Samson I strong-jointed Sam¬ 
son ! I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as 
ihou didst tne in carrying gates. I am in love 
too,—Who was Samson's love,my dear Moth?— 
Moth. A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth, of all the fonr, or the three, or the 
two ; or one of the four. 

Arm, Tell me precisely of what complexion t 
Moth, Of the sea-water green, Sir. 

* Yeaag man. 

1Tha DiH* of a ci»in once correal. 


Arm. Is that one of the four complexions? 
Moth. As 1 have read. Sir; aud the best of 
them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers : 
but to have a love of that colour, methinks, 
Samson had small reason for it. He, surelv, 
affected her for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, Sir; for she had a green wit, 

* Arm. My love is most immaculate white and 
red. 

Moth . Most maculate thoughts, master, arc 
masked under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 
Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's 
tongue, assist me* 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child; most 
pretty and pathetica!! 

Moth. If she be made of while and red, 

Her faults will ne'er be known : 

For blushing cheeks by faults are b:ed. 

And fears by pale white siinon: 

Then, if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know; 

For still her cheeks possess the same. 

Which native the doth owe. • 

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason 
of white and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the Kins’ 
and the Beggar ? 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a 
ballad some three ages since: but, 1 think, 
now 'tis not to be found ; or, If It veie, it would 
neither serve for the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. 1 will ba\e the subject uewly wnt o'er, 
that I may example my digression t by some 
mighty precedent. Bov. I do love that country 
girl, that I took in the paik with the rational 
hind Costard ; she deserves well. 

Moth . To be whipped ; and yet a better love 
than my master. ' [Aside. 

Arm. Sing, boy, my spirit grows heavy m 
love. 

Moth. And that's gieat marvel, loving a light 
wench. 

Arm. I say, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta. 

Dull. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you 
keep Costard safe; and you must let him 
take no delight, nor no penance ; but a’ must 
fast three days a week: for this damsel, I must 
Weep her at the park.; she U allowed for the 
day-wouian.); Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.— 
Maid. 

Jag. Man. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That's hereby. 

Arm. I know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are! 

Arm. I will tell tbee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face? 

Arm. 1 love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you say. 

Arm. And so farewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 

Dull. Come, Jaqueiietta, away. 

[Ereunt Dull and Jaquenbtta. 
Arm. Villain, thou sbalt fast for tby offences, 
ere thou be pardoned. 

Coit. Well, Sir, I hope, when I do it, 1 shall 
do it on a full stomach. 

Arm. Tbou shall be heavily punished. 

Corf, I am more bound to yon, than your 
fellows, for they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain; shut him up. 
Moth. Come, you transgressing slave; away. 
Cost. Let me not be pent up. Sir; 1 will fast 
being loose. 

Moth. No, Sir; that w ere fast and loose: 
thou shalt to prison. 

• Of which the Is naturally fjosssssH. , 

t TraasgrrisniJi. 1 Datry-wamaa. 
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Cost, Well, if ever I do see the merry day# of 
desolation that I have seen, some shall see— 
Moth What shall some see 1 
Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but wbat 
tlie> look upon. It is not for prisoners to be 
too silent m their words: and therefore, 1 
wil say nothing : 1 thank God, 1 have as little 
patience as another man ; and, therefore, I can 
he quiet. 

[Exeunt Moth and Costard. 
Arm. I do affect* tue very ground, which is 
base, where her shoe, which is baser, guided by 
her foot, which is basest, doth tread. 1 shall be 
forsworn, (which is a great argument of false¬ 
hood,) if I love: And bow can that be true love, 
which is falsely attempted 1 Love is a familiar: 
love is a devil: there is no evil angel but love. 
Yet Samson was 90 tempted : and be bad an ex¬ 
cellent strength : yet was Solomon so seduced : 
and he had a very good wit. Cupid's butt- 
shaft t is too hard for Hercules’ club, and there¬ 
fore too much odds for a Spaniard’s rapier. The 
first and second cause will not serve my tin n; 
the passado lie respects not, the duello he re¬ 
gards not: his disgrace is to be called boy ; but 
Ins glory is, to subdue men. Adieu, valour! 
rust, rapier I be still, drum I for your manager 
is in love; yea, he loveth. Assist me some ex- 
temporal god of rhyme, for, I am sure, I shall 
turn sonneteer. Devise wit; write peu; fori 
am for whole volumes in folio. {Exit. 


ACT II. 

SC EXE I.—Another part of the same. — A 
Pavilion and Tents at a distance. 

Enter the Princtss or Franck, Rosaline, 
Maria, Katharine, Boyet, Lords and 
other Attendants. 

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dear¬ 
est J spirits : 

Consider who the king your father sends ; 

To wl^pm he sends ; and what’s his embassy : 
Yourself held precious in the world’s esteem ; 

To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe. 

Matchless Navarre ; (he plea of no less weight 
Thau Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace. 

As nature was in making graces dear. 

When she did starve the general world beside. 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though 
but mean, 

Needs not the pamted flourish of your praise ; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 

Not uttci’d by base sale of chapmen's tongues : 

1 am less proud to hear you teil my worth, 

Thau you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker,—Good Doyel, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre bath made a vow, 
'rill painful study shall out-wear three years. 

No woman may approach Ills silent court: 
Therefore to us seemeth it ■ needful course. 
Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To kuow bis pleasure; and in that behalf. 

Bold of vour worthiness, we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor: 

TeU him, the daughter of the king of France 
On serious busiueis, craving quick despatch, 
Imp 6 rtunes personal conference with his grace. 
Haste, signify so much; while we attend. 

Like bumbly-vlsag'd suitors, his high will. 
Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 

• Love. 

1 Arrow to shoot st butt* with t Best.. 


Prin. All pride is williug piide, and your’s 
is so.— 

Who are the votaries, my loving lord 3 . 

That are vow-fellows with thh virtuous duke 1 
1 Lord. Lougaville is one. 

Prin. Know you the man 1 
Mar. I know bun, madam; at a marriage 
feast, 

Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbudge solemnized, 

In Normandy saw I this Longaviile: 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd ; 

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in aruii. 

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss, 

(If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil,) 

Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will ; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still 
wills 

It should none spare that come within bis 
power. 

Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; Is’t 
so ? 

Mar. They say so most, that most his hu- 
motus know. 

Prin. Such short-liv’d wits do wither as they 
grow. 

Who are the rest ? 

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accom- 
plisb’d youth, 

Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd : 

Most power to do most harm, least knowing 

in ; 

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 

And siiape to wiu grace tuough lie had no wit. 

1 saw him at the duke Alenqoa's once; 

And much too little of that good I saw. 

Is my report, to bis great worthiness. 

Ros. Another of these students at that time. 
Was there with him : if 1 have heard a truth, 

Birow they call him ; but a merrier man, 

\\ ithiii the limit of becoming mirth, 

1 uever spent an hour’s talk withal: 

His eye begets occasion for his wit; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest; 

U hich ins fan tongue (conceit’s expositor,) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words. 

That aged ears play truant at his tales. 

And younger bearings are quite ravished ; 

So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin. God bless my ladies! are they all in 
love; 

That every oue her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise T 
Mar. Here comes Boyet. 

Re-enter Boyet. 

Prin . Now, wbat admittance, lord f 
Boyet . Navarre bad notice of your fair ap¬ 
proach ; 

And he, and bis competitors* in oath. 

Were all address'd t to meet you, gentle lady. 
Before I came. Marry, thus much 1 have 
learnt, 

He rather means to lodge you in the Add, 

(Like one that comes here to besiege bis court,) 
Than seek a dispensation for bis oath. 

To let you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navaire. [The Ladies mask. 

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, Birox, 
and Attendants. 

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

Prin. Fair, I give yon back again; and, wel¬ 
come 1 have not yet: the roof of this court is 
too high to be your’s ; and welcome to the wild 
fields too base to be miue. 

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my 
court. 

* Confederate*. f Prcparad. 
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Prin. I will be welcome tbeu ; conduct me 
Ihithei. 

King. Hear me, dear lady; l have sworn an 
oath. 

Prin. Our Lady help my lord! he’ll be for¬ 
sworn. 

King. Not for the world, fair madam, b> my 
will. 

Prin, Why, will *ball break it: will, and 
nothing else. 

King, Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 
Pnu, Were my lord so, his ignorance were 
wise. 

Where • now bis knowledge must prove igno¬ 
rance. 

X bear, your grace bath sworn out bouse-keep- 
ing : 

*Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord. 

And siu to break it: 

But pardon me, 1 am too sudden-bold ; 

To teach a teacher ill beseemetb me. 

Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming. 
And suddenly resolve me m my suit. 

[Cites a paper. 

King. Madam, I will, if suddenly 1 may. 
Prin. You will the sooner, that 1 were 
away ; 

For you’ll prove perjur’d, if you make me stay. 
Biron. pid not 1 dance with you iu Bia- 
haut once ? 

Ros. Did not 1 dance with you in Brabant 
once ? 

Biron. 1 know, you did. 

Ros. How needless was it then 
To ask the question ! 

Jiiron . You must not be so quick. 

Ros. ’Hs ’long of you that spur me with such 
questions. 

Biron. Your wit’s too hot, it speeds too fast, 
’twill tire. 

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 
Bijou. What time o’ day ? 

Bos. The hour that fools should ask. 

Biron. Now lair befall your musk! 

Ros. Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron. And send you many lovers! 

Jlos. Amen, so you be none. 

Biron. Nay, 'then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum. 

Disbursed by my father in bis wars. 

But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 
Receiv'd that sum ; yet there remains unpaid 
A huudred thousand more; In surety of the 
which, 

One part of Aquitain is bound to ns. 

Although not valued to the money’s worth. 

If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied, 

We will give up our right in Aquitain, 

And hold fair friendship with bis majesty. 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth. 

For here be doth demand to have repaid 
An huudred thousand crowns; and not de¬ 
mands. 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns. 

To have bis title live in Aquitain; 

Which we much rather bad depart t withal, 1 
And have the money by our Catber lent. 

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, were not bis requests so far 
From reason's yielding, your fair self should 
make 

A yielding, ’gainst some reason, in my breast. 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin. Yon do the king my father too much 
wrong, 

And wrong the reputation of yonr name. 

In so uiiseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King. I do protest, 1 never beard of it; 


: And, if you prove it, I’ll repay It back. 

Or yield up Aquitain. 
i Prin. We arrest your word : 

Boyct, you cau pioduce aqiuttancrs, 

For such a sum, front special officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me so. 

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is not 
come. 

Where that and other specialties are houud : 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 
King. It shall suffice me; at which inter¬ 
view. 

All liberal reason I will yield unto. 

Mean time receive such welcome at my baud. 

As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make teuder of to thy true worthiness: 

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates; 
But here without you 6ball be so receiv’d. 

As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in my heart, 
Though so denied fair harbour in my bouse. 
Your oku good thoughts excuse me, and fare¬ 
well : 

To-morrow shall we visit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires coosort 
your grace! 

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every 
place 1 

[Exeunt King and his Train. 
Biron. Lady, 1 will coiutneud you to iny own 
heart. 

Ros. ’Pray you, do my commendations; 1 
would be glad to see it. 

Biron. 1 would, you heard it groan. 

Ros. Is the fool sick? 

Biron. Sick at heart. 

Ros. Alack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good 1 
Ros. My physic says, I. * 

Biron. Will you prick’t with your eye ? 

Ros. No j>oynt,i wuh my knife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy liie! 

Ros. And your’s from long living 1 
Biron. i cannot stay thanksgiving. 

[Retiring. 

Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word : What lady u 
that same \ 

Boyet. The heir of Alcuqou, Rosaline her 
uame. 

Dum. A gallant lady! Monsieur, fare you 
well. [ Exit. 

Long. I beseech you a word ; What is she iu 
the white ? 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her 
in the light. 

Long. Perchance, light in the light: I desire 
her name. 

Boyet. She hath hot one for herself; to de¬ 
sire that were a shame. 

Long. Pray you, Sir, whose daughter? 

Boyet. Her mother’s I have beard. 

Long. God’s blessing on your beard 1 
Boyet. Good Sir, be not offended : 

She is an heir of Faleonbrldge. 

Long. Nay, my cboicr is ended. 

She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet. Not uulike, Sir; that may be. 

[Exit Loncaville. 

1 Biron. What's her name, in the cap T 
Boyet. Katharine, by good bap. 

Biron. Is she wedded, or no? 

Boyet. To her will. Sir, or so ? 

Biron. You are welcome, Sir ; adieu 1 
Boyet. Farewell to me, Sir, and welcome to 
you. [Exit Bixoir .—Ladies unmask. 
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap 
lord ; 

Not a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a word. 

Prin. It was well done of you to take him at 
bis word. 

Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as lie was 
to board. 


• Whereat. 


4 Port. 


• Aye, yes. 


4 A French particle of negation 
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Mar. Two liot sheeps, marry I 

lioyet. And wherefore not ships T 
No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on yonr 
lips. 

Mar. You sheep, and I pasture; Shall that 
fiuisb the jest? 

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. 

[Offering to kiss her. 

Mar. Not so, gentle beast; 

My lips are no common, though several • they be. 

Boyet. Belonging to whom T 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prtn. Good wits will be jangling: but, gentles, 
agree: 

The civil war of wits were much better used 
On Navarre and bis book-men; for here ’tls 
abused. 

Boyet. If my observation, (which very seldom 
lies,) 

By the heart's still rhetoric, disclosed with eyes. 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is lufected. 

Prin. With what? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, 
affected. 

Prin. Your reason? 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their 
retire 

To the court of his eye, peeping thorough de¬ 
sire : 

His heart, like an agate, with your priut im¬ 
pressed. 

Proud with his form, in bis eye pride expressed. 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 
Did stumble with baste in his eye-sight to be ; 
All senses to that sense did make their repair. 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair: 
Metbought, all lus senses were lock’d in bis 
eye. 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy; 
Who, teiid’ruig their own worth, from where 
they were glass'd, 

Did point >011 to buy them, along as you pass'd. 
His face's own margenl did quote such amazes, 

'1 bat all eyes saw bis eyes enchanted with gazes: 
I’ll give >ou Aquitam, and all that is his, 

Au you give him for my sake but one loving 
kiss. 

Prin. Come, to onr pavilion : Boyet Is dis¬ 
pos’d— 

Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his 
eye bath disclos'd : 

I only have made a mouth of his eye, 

Bv adding a tongue which I know will not He. 

Bos. Thou art an old love-monger, and speak'st 
skilfully. 

Mar. He is Cupid’s grAdfatber, aud learns 
news of him. 

Bos. Then was Venns like her mother ; for her 
father is but grim. 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 

Mar No. 

Boyet. What then, do you see f 

Bos. Ay, our way to be gone. 

Boyet. Yoii are too hard for ine. [ Exeunt. 


ACT Ill. 

SCENE /.— Another part of the same. 
Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Warble, child; make passionate my 
sense of hearing. 

Moth . Concolinel —— [Singing. 

Arm. Sweet air I—Go, tenderness of years ; 
take this key, give enlargement to the swain, 
Dring him festmately t hither; 1 must employ 
him in a letter to my love. 

Moth. Master will you win your love with a 
French brawl ? J 

• A noiLblc—several signified unlncloied lands, 
t Hastily. t A kind of dance. 


Arm. How mean’st thou ? brawling lu French ? 

Moth. No, my complete master ; hut to jig off 
a tune at the tongue's end, cauary 4 to it with 
your feet, humour It with turning up your eye¬ 
lids ; sigh a note, and sing a note; sometime 
through the throat, as if you swallowed love with 
singing love ; sometime through the nose, as if 
you snuffed up love bv smelling love; with your 
hat penthouse-like, o’er the shop of your eyes; 
with your arms crossed on your thin belly-doublet, 
like a rabbit on a spit; or your hands in your 
pocket, like a man after the old painting; and 
keep not too long in one tune, but a snip and 
away: These are complements, these are hu¬ 
mours; these betray nice wenches—that would 
he betrayed without these ; aud make them 
men of note, (do you note, tnen ?) that most aie 
affected to these. 

■ Arm. How hast thou purchased this expe¬ 
rience ? 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm. But O,—hut O,— 

Moth. —the hobby-horse is forgot. 

Arm. Calle&t thou my love, hobby-horse ? 

Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a 
colt, and your love, perhaps, a hackuey. But 
have you forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost I bad. 

Moth. Negligent student! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master: all those 
three I mil prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove? 

Moth. A man, if l live ; and this, by, iti, aud 
without, upon the instant: By heart you love her, 
because your heart cannot come by her; in heai t 
you love her, because your heart is m love with 
her; and out of heart you love her, beiug out ui 
heart that you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, aud yet 
nothing at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain; he must carry 
me a letter. 

Moth. A message well sympathized ; a Iiorte 
to be ambassador lor an ass 1 

Arm. Ha, ha ! what savest thou? 

Moth. Marry, Sir, you must send the ass upon 
the horse, for he is very slow gaited: But X 
go. 

Arm. The way is but short; away. 

Moth. As swift as lead, Sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 

Moth. Minimi , honest master; or rather, 
master, no, 

Arm. I say, lead i9 slow. 

Moth. You are too swift, f Sir, to say so. 

Is that lead slow which is fir’d from a gun ? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric l 
He reputes me a cannon ; aud the bullet, that's 
he :— 

I shoot tbee at the swain. 

Moth. Thump then, and I flee. [Evit. 

Arm. A most acute juveual; voluble and fiec 
of grace! 

By thy favour, sweet welkin, I mast sigh in thy 
face ; 

Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is return'd. 

Re-enter Moth and Costard. 

Moth. A wonder, master; here's a Costard J 
bioken in a shin. 

Arm. Some enigma, some liddle: come,—thy 
Venvoy begin. 

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no Venvoy: no 
salve in the mail, Sir : O, Sir, plantain, a plain 
plantaiu ; no l* envoy 9 no l’envoy t no salve, Sir, 
but a plantain I 

• Canary wa« the name of a sprightly dance, 
t Quick, ready. j A head. 

§ An old Ireneh term for conrludiog verse*, which 
served either to convey the moral, or to addrcaa the 
poem to tome pirsoo. 
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Arm. By virtue, tbou eoforcest laughter: tby 
silly thought, my spleen; the heaving of my 
lungs proMtkes me to ridiculous smiling: O par¬ 
don me, my stars l Doth the inconsiderate take 
salve for l’envoy, and the word, Venvoy, for a 
salve ? 

Moth. Do the wise think them other ? is not 
Venioy a salve T 

Arm. No, page: It is an epilogue or discourse, 
to make plain 

Some obscnre precedence that bath toforc been 
sain. 

I will example it: 

The fex, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

There’s the moral: Now the l'envoy. 

Moth. I will add the V envoy: Say the moral 
again. 

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three : 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door. 

And stay’d the odds by addiug foui. 

Now will 1 begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my remoy. 

The fox, the ape, and the bumble-bee. 

Were still at odds, being but three ; 

Arm. Uutil the goose came out of door, 
Staving the odds by adding four. 

Moth. A good Veni op, ending in the goose; 
Would you desire more t 
Cost / The boy hath sold him a bargain, a 
goose, that’s flat: — 

Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your gou6e be 
fat.— 

To sell a bargain well, is as cuuning as fast 
and loose : 

Let me see a fat Venvoy ; ay, that’s a fat goose. 
Arm. Come hither, come hither : How did this 
argument begin ? 

Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken 
in a shin. 

Then call’d you for the Venvoy. 

Cost. True and I for a phiutain: Thus came 
your argument in ; 

Then the boy’s fat Venioy , the goose that you 
bought; 

And he ended the market. 

Arm. But tell me; how was there a Costard 
broken in a shin ? 

Moth, f will tell yon sensibly. 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it. Moth ; 1 will 
speak that Venioy: 

1 , Costard, running oat, that was safely within, 
lei! over the threshold, and broke my sbm. 
Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 
Cost . Till there be more matter in the shin. 
Arm. Sirrah Costard, 1 will enfranchise thee. 
Cost. Oh ! marry me to one Frances 1 smell 
some Venioy, some goose, m this. 

Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee 
at liberty, enfreedomiug thy persou ! tbou wert 
immured, restrained, captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true j and now you will be my 
purgation, and let me loose. 

Arm. i give thee thy liberty, set thee from 
durance ; and, in lieu thereof, ipipose on thee 
nothing but this : Bear this significant to the 
country maid Jaquenetta : there is remuneration ; 
[Giving him money.) for the best ward of mine 
honour, *», rewarding my dependants. Moth, 
follow. {Exit. 

Moth. Like the sequel, I.—Signior Costard, 
adien. 

Cost. My sweet onnee of man’s flesh! my in¬ 
cony • Jew I— [Exit Moth. 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Remu¬ 
neration ! Oh ! that’s the Latin word for three Car- 
things: three farthings—remuneration.— WhaVs 
the price of this inkle J a penny: — No, Vll 
gne you a remuneration : why, it carries it.— 
Remuneration 1—why, it is a fairer name than 
French crown. I will never bny and sell out of 
this woid. 


Enter Bibon. 

Biron. O my good knave Costard ! exceedingly 
well met. 

Cost. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation lib- 
bon may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron. What is a remuneration 1 
Cost. Marry, Sir, halfpenny farthing. 

Biron . Oil! why then, three-farthings-worth 
of silk. 

Host. I thank your worship: God be with you! 
Ciron. O stay, slave; 1 must employ thee : 

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave. 

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost. When would you ba\e it done, Sir? 
Biron . Oh 1 this afternoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it. Sir : Fare you well 
Biron. Oh ! thou knowest not what it is. 

Cost. 1 shall know. Sir, when 1 have done it. 
Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. 
Cost. 1 will come to your worship to-monow 
morning. 

Biron. It must be done this afternoon, tlaik 
slave, it is but this ;— 

The princess conics to hunt here in the paik. 
And in her train there is a gentle lady; 

When tongues speak sweetly, theu they name her 
name. 

And Rosaline they call her : ask for her; 

And to her white baud see thou do commend 
This seal’d-up counsel. There’s thy guerdon ; *■ 
go. [Gives him mourn. 

Cost. Guerdon,—O sweet guerdon! belter 
than remuneiation ; elevenpence farthing belter . 
Most sweet guerdon 1—1 will do it. Sir, m print ♦ 
- Guerdon—remuneration. [Eat. 

Biron. O!—And 1, forsooth, in love! l,ibat 
have been love’s whip ; 

A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 

A critic ; nay, a night-watch constable : 

A domineering pedant o’er the boy, 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent! 

This wimpled,; wining, purblind, wayward boy , 
This' senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents. 

Dread prince of plackets, 5 king of codpieces, 
Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting pantors, H—O my little heart!— 

And I to be a corporal of his field. 

And wear bis colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 

W hat ? 1 ! I love 1 I sue l 1 seek a wife! 

A woman, that is like a German clock. 

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame ; 

And never going ajaght, being a watcb. 

But being watch’dvliat it may still go right ? 
Nay, to be perjur’d, which Is worst of all ; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all; 

A wbitely wanton with a velvet brow. 

With two pitch balls stock iu her face for eyes; 
Ay, and by heuven, one that will do the deed, 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard: 
And 1 to sigh for her I to watcb for her! 

To pray for her 1 Go to; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his almighty dreadful little might. [groan ; 
Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and 
Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. 

[Ei it. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—Another part of the same. 

Enter the Princess, Rosa line, Maria, Ka¬ 
tharine, Boyet, Ixtrds, Attendants, and 
a Forester. 

Prin. Was that the king, that spnrr’d bis 
horse so hard 

Against the steep uprising of the bill ? 

# 

• Reward. 4 With the utmost exactness, 

t Hooded, veiled. £ 1’cuicoats. 

| Tbs officers of the spiritual courts wboserre citations. 


• Delightful. 
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Boyet. 1 know not; but, I think, it was not 
be. 

Prin. Who’cr he was, he sbow’d a mount* 
ill; mind. 

Well, lords, to-day we shall have onr despatch ; 
On Saturday we will return to France.— 

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush. 
That we must stand and play the murderer in ? 

For. Here b>, upon the edge of yonder 
coppice ; 

A stand, when von mrv make the fairest shoot. 

Prln. 1 thank my beauty, t am fair that shoot, 
And thereupon thou speak’st, the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Prut. What, what ? first praise me, and again 
sa), no? 

O short-liv’d pride I Not fair? alack for woe 1 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prm. Nay, never paint me now; 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the 
brow. 

Here, good iny glass, take this for telling true ; 

[Giving him money. 

Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you in- 
bent. 

Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by 
merit. 

O heresy in fair, fit for these days I 
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair 
praise.— 

lint come, the bow :—Now mercy goes to kill. 
And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I save my ciedit in the shoot: 

Not wounding, pity would not let tne do’t; 

If wounding, then it was to show my skill. 

That more lor praise, than purpose, meant to 
kill. 

And, out of question, so it is sometimes ; 

Glory grows guilty of detested clinics; 

Vhen, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward 
pait, 

We bend to ihat the working of the heart: 

As 1, foi praise alone, now seek to spil| 
ihe poor deer’s blood, that, my heart means no 
ill. 

Boyct. Do not curst wives hold that self¬ 
sovereignty 

Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o’er their lords ? 

Prin . Only for praise : and praise we may 
afford 

To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Enter Costaed. 

Prin. Here comes a member of the common¬ 
wealth. 

Co it. God dig-you-den • all I Pray you, which 
is the head lady ? 

Priii. Thou sbalt know her, fellow, by the 
test that have no heads. 

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest? 

Prin. The thickest, and the tallest. 

Cost. The thickest, and the tallest! it i9 so ; 
truth is truth. 

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my 
wit. 

One of these maids* girdles for yonr waist should 
be lit. 

Arc not you the chief woman ? you are the 
thickest here. 

Prin. What’s your will. Sir? What’s your 
will ? 

Cost. I have a letter from monsieur Biron, to 
one lady Rosaline. 

Prin. Oh 1 tby letter, thy letter; he’s a good 
friend of mine; 

Stand aside, good bearer.—Boyet, you can carve; 
Break up this capon, t 

Boyet. 1 am hound to serve.— 

This letter is mistook, It uuporteth none here; 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 


Prin. We will read it, I swear : [ear 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give 
Boyet. [Reads.] By heaven that thou art 
fair, is most iujallible; true that thou art 
beauteous; truth itself, that thou art lovely : 
More fairer than fair, beautiful than beaute¬ 
ous ; truer than truth itself, have commisera¬ 
tion on thy heroical vassal! The magnani¬ 
mous and most illustrate * king Copbetua set 
eye upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar 
Zenelophon ; and he it was that might rightly 
say, vein, vidi, vici; which to anatomize in 
the vulgar, (O base and obscure vulgar!) 
videlicet, he came, saw, and overcame: he 
came, one ; saw, two ; overcame, three. Who 
came ? the king ; Why did he come ? to see , 
Why did he see? to overcome: To w hom came 
he ? to the beggar ; What saw he ? the beggar; 
Who overcame he ? the beggar : The conclu¬ 
sion is victory , On whose side? the king's: 
the captive is enrich'd ; On whose side ? the 
beggar's ; The catastrophe is a nuptial; On 
whose side? the king's ?—no, on both in one, 
or one in both. I am the king; for so stands 
the comparison: thou the beggar; for so 
witnesscth thy louLincss. Shall I command 
thy love ? 1 may : Shall I enforce thy love ? 
I could: Shall I entreat thy love ? I will. 
What shalt thou ex change for rags ? robes ; 
For tittles , titles; For thyself, me. Thus , 
eipecting thy reply, 1 profane my lips on 
thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my 
heait on thy eicry part. 

Thine , in the dearest design of industry, 
Don Adriano de Armado. 
Thus dost thou hear the Neinean lion roar 
’Gainst thee, thou lamb, that staudest as his 
prey; 

Submissive fall his princely feet before, 

And lie from forage will incline to plav : 

But if thou strive, poor soul, what ait thou then ? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his deu. 

Prin. Wliat plume of feathers, is lie, that in¬ 
dited this letter? 

What vane l what weather-cock ? did you evei 
hear better ? 

Boyct. I am much deceived, but I remembei 
the style, 

Prin. Else jour memory is bad, going o’er it 
eiewhile. f 

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps 
lieie in court; 

A phantasm, a Mouarcho, and one that makes 
sport 

To the prince, and his book-mates. 

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word ; 

Who gave thee this letter? 

Cost • I told you; my lord. 

Prin. To whom shouldst thou give it? 

Cost. Fiom my lord to my lad). 

Prin. From which lord, to which lady ? 

Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of 
mine, 

To a lady of Frauce, that ke call’d Rosaline. 
Prin . Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, 
lords, away. 

Here, sweet, put up this; ’twill be thine another 
day. [Exit Princkvs and Train. 
Boyet. Who is the suitor? who is the suitor/ 
Bos. Shall I teach you to know ? 

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 

Ros. Why, she that bears the bow. 

Finely put offl 

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but, if 
thou marry, 

Hang me by the ueck, if borus that year mis¬ 
carry. 

Finely put on! 

Ros. Well then, I am the shooter. 

Boyet . And who Is your deer ? 

Ros. If we choose by the horns, jourstU t 
come near. 

Finely put on, indeed !— 


• Ood give yon good even, 
t Open thu letter. 


* Illustrious. 


♦ Just now. 
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Mar . Yon still wrangle with her, Boyet, and 
she strikes at the brow. 

Boyct. But she herself is hit lower: Have I 
hit her now t 

Eos. Shall I come upon thee with an old 
savins, that was a man when king Pepin of 
France was a little boy, as touching the hit it 1 
Biron. So I may answer thee with one as old, 
that was a woman when queen Guinever * of 
Britain was a little wench, as touching the lnt 
it. 

Bos, Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it, 

[Siuging. 

Thou canst not hit it, my good man. 
Boyct. An I cannot, cannot, cannot. 

An I cannot, another can. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Kath. 
Cost. By my troth, most pleasant 1 how both 
did tit it I 

Mar. A mark marvellous well shot; for they 
both did hit it. 

Boyct. A mark ! O, mark but that mark ; A 
mark, says my lady 1 

Let the mark have a prick m’t, to mete at, if it 
may be. 

Mar. ttide o’the bow hand 1 1’faitb your 
band is out. 

Cost. Indeed, a* must shoot nearer, or be’li 
ne'er bit the clout* 

Boyct• An if my hand be out, then, belike 
your hand is in* 

Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving 
the pin* 

Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily, your 
lips grow foul* 

Cost. She’s too hard for you at pricks, Sir ; 
challenge her to bowl. 

Boyct. I fear too much rubbing ; Good night, 
tny good owl. 

[Eicunt Boyct and Maria. 
Cost . By my soul, a swain! a most simple 
clown I 

Lord, lord t how the ladies and I have put him 
down! 

O* my troth, most sweet jests! most incony 
vulgar wit ( 

When it conies so smoothly off, so obscenely, 
as it were, so ftt. 

Annalho o’the one aide,-—Oh! a most dainty 
man ! 

To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her 
fan i 

To see him kiss his hand; and how most 
sweetly a’ will swear !— 

And his page o’ t’ other side, that handful of wit t 
All i heavens, It is a most pathetical bit! 

Sola, sola I [Shouting within. 

[Exit Costard, running • 

SC EXE II.—The same. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and 

Dull* 

Nath• Very reverent sport, truly ; and done 
in the testimony of a good conscience* 

UoU The deer was, as you know, in san¬ 
guis,—blood ; ripe as a pomewatei, i who now 
hangetb like a jewel in the ear of cat fa, —the 
sky, the welkin, the heaven ; and anon falleth 
like a crab, on the face of terra,— the soil, the 
laud, the earth. 

Nath. Truly, master Holofernes, $ the epithets 
are sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least: 
But, Sir, I assure ye, it was a buck of the hrst 
bead. 

JJol. Sir Nathaniel, hand credo. 

Bull. ’Twaa not a baud credo, ’liras a pricket. 
Uol. Most barbarous intimation ! yet a kind 
of insinuation, as it were, in via, ui way, of ex- 

• King Arthur’* queen; not Over famous for fidelity 
to her husband 

♦ A specie* of app’c. 

t One John Fieri#, « pedantic teacher oflulian. 


Act IV 

plication ; facere, as it were, replication, or rather 
ostentare, to show, as it were, his inclination —. 
after his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, uu- 
pmned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or, ra- 
therest, unconfirmed fashion,—to insert agaiu my 
hand credo for a deer. 

Dull. I said, the deer was not zhaud credo ; 
’twas a pricket. 

JJol. Twice sod simplicity, bis coctus '—O 
thou mou6ter ignorance, how deformed dost thou 
look! 

Nath. Sir, he bath never fed of the dainties 
that are bred in a book; he hath not eat paper, 
as it were ; he hath not drunk ink: his intellect 
is not replenished ; he is only an animal, only 
sensible m the duller parts ; 

And such barren plants are set before us, that we 
thankful should be 

(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those 
parts that do fructify tu iis more tbau he 
For as it would ill become me to be vatn, in¬ 
discreet, or a fool. 

So, were there a patch * set on learning, to see 
him m a school: 

Bnt, omne bene, say I; beiug of an old father’s 
mind, 

Many can brook the weather, that love not 
the wind. 

Dull. You two are book-meu : Can you tell 
by your wit. 

What was a month old at Cain’s hiith, that’s not 
five weeks old as yet ? 

Hoi. Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictjuua, 
good man Dull. 

Dull. What is Dictynna ? 

Nath. A title to Pbcebe, to Lana, to tho 
moon. 

Hoi . The moon was a month old, when Adam 
was no more ; 

And raughtt not to five weeks, when be came 
to fivescore. 

The allusion bolds in the exchange. 

Dull. ’Tis true indeed ; the collusion holds in 
the exchange. 

llol. God comfort thy capacity! I sav, the 
allusion bolds in the exchange. 

Dull. And I say the pollution holds in the ex¬ 
change ; for the moon is never but a month old; 
and I say beside, that ’twas a pricket that the 
princess kill’d. 

Hot. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an e\tem¬ 
poral epitaph on the death of the deer? and, to 
humour the ignorant, I have call'd the deer lue 
princess kill’d, a pricket. 

Nath. Perge, good master Holofemess, perge ; 
so it shall please you to abrogate scurrility* 

Hot. I will something affect the letter; for it 
argues facility. 

The praisefut princess pierc'd and prick'd a 
pretty pleasing pricket; 

Some say, a sore ; but not a sore, till now 
made sore with shooting. 

The dogs did yell; put l to sore, then sorcl 
jumps from thicket; 

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel; the people 
4 fall a hooting . 

Jf sore be sore, then L to sore makes fifty 
sores ; 0 sore L ! 

Of one sore l an hundred make, by adding 
but one more L. 

Nath. A rare talent! 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws 
hint with a talent. 

Hot. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple; 
a foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, 
shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, 
revolutions : these are begot in the ventricle of 
memory, nourished in the womb of pia mater ; 
and deliver’d upon the mellowing of occa&iun : 
But the gift is good in those in whom it is acute, 
and I am thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for yon ; and so 
may my parishioners; for their sons arc well 

• A low fellow. f Reached. 
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tutor'd by you, and tlieir daughters profit very 
greatly under you : >ou are a good member of 
the commonwealth. 

Jlol. Metier tie, if their sons be ingenious, 
they shall want no instruction: if their daugh¬ 
ters be capable, I will put it to them : But, vir 
sap it qui pauca loquitur: a soul feminine sa- 
luteth us. 

Enter Jaqulnltta and Costaiid. 

Jaq. God give you go.id morrow, master per¬ 
son. 

Hoi. Master person,— quasi pers-on. Aud if 
one should be pieiced, which is the one? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is 
likest to a hogshead. 

Hoi. Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth ; lire enough for a 
Hint, pearl enough for a swine : 'tis pretty; it 
is well. 

Jaq. Good master parsou, be so good as read 
me this Ifttei ; it was given uie by Costard, and 
•lent me from Don Armatho : I beseech you, 
read it. 

Hoi. Fuuste, preeor gelida quando pccus 
omne sub umbra 

Ruminat,— and so forth. Ah I good old Man¬ 
tuan ! I may speak of thee as the traveller doth 
of Venice : 

- Vincgia, Vinegia , 

Chi non tc itde, ci, non te pregia. 

Old Mantuan! old Mantuan 1 Who undri- 
staudeth thee not, loves thee not. Ut , re, sol, 
la, mi, fa.— Under pardon, Sit, what are the 
contents ? or, rather, as Horace sa>s in his— 
What, my soul, verses? 

Nath. Av, Sir, and very learned. 

Hot. Let me hear a stall', a stanza, a verse ;! 
fjgi, damme. 

Hath, it love make me forsworn, how shall I 
swi.ii to love ? 

Ah ' never faith could hold, if not to beaut) 
vow’d ! 

Though to nijself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful 
prove ; 

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like 
osicis bowed. 

Stud) his bias leaves, aud makes his book 
thine e>es , ; 

Where all those pleasures live, that art, 
would comprehend : 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall i 
Buflice; 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can 
thee commend : 

All ignoiaut that sou!, that sees thee without 
wonder; I 

(Which is to me some praise, that I thy i 
parts admire ;) 

Thy eye Jove’s lightning; hears, thy voice his 
dreadful thunder, 

Which, not to anger bent, is music, and 
sweet (ire. 

Celestial, as thon art, oh pardon, love, this 
wrong. 

That sines heaven's praise with such an 
earthly tongue ! ! 

Hoi. You find not the apostrophes, and so 
miss the accent, let me supervise the canzonet. 
Here aie only numbers ratified; but, for tbe 
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poesy, 
caret. Ovidius Naso was the man : and why, 
indeed, Naso; but for smelling out the odon- 
ferous dowers of fancy, the jerks of invention ? 
Jmitari. is nothing: so doth the bound his 
master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse • his 
rider. But, danuiseliu virgin, was this directed 
to you ? 

Jaq. Ay, Sir, fiom one Monsieur Birou, one 
of the strange queen’s lords. 

Hoi. 1 will overglance the superscript. To 
the snow-white hand of the most beauteous 
Lady Rosaline . I will look again on the intellect 

* Hone adorned with riband* 


of the letter, for the nomination of tbe party writ¬ 
ing to the peison written unto: 

Your Ladyship*s in all desired employment, 
Biron. Sii Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the 
votaries with the king ; aud here be bath framed 
a letter to a sequent of the stranger queen’s* 
which, accidently, or by the way of progression, 
hath miscaned.—Trip and go,'my sweet; deli¬ 
ver this paper into the royal hand of the king; 
it may concern much : Stay not thy compli¬ 
ment ; I forgive thy duty ; adieu. 

Jaq. Good Costard go with me.—Sir, God 
save your life! 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. 

[Exeunt Cost, and Jaq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this m the fear of 
God, very religiously ; and, as a certain father 
saith- 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear 
colourable colours. But, to return to the ver¬ 
ses ; Did they please you. Sir Nathaniel ? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the tathfi’s of a 
certain pupil of mine ; where if, before repast, 
it shall please you to gratify the table with a 
giace, i will, on my puvilege I have with the 
parents of the foiesaid child pupil, under¬ 
take your ben venuto ; where I win prove those 
veises to be very unlearned, ueitber savouring 
of poetry, wit, uor invention: I beseech your 
society." 

Nath. And thank you too: for society, (saith 
the text,) is the happiness of life. 

Hoi. And, certes, • tbe text most infallibly 
concludes it.—Sir, [To Dull.] I do invite you 
too ; you shall not say me, nay : pauca i erba. 
Awav ; the gentles are at their game, aud we will 
to our recrtatiou. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III —Another part of the samer 
Enter Biron, with a pepir. 

Biron. Tl»e king he is hunting the deer; I am 
coursing myself: they have pitch’d a toil ; I am 
j toiling hi a pitch ; pitch that detiles ; dcrile 2 a 
> foul word. Well, Set thee down, sorrow 2 for 
I so, they say, the fool said, and so say I, and I 
the fool. Well proved, wit 1 By the loid, 
(Ins love is as mad as Ajax : it kills sheep; it 
kills me, 1 a sheep : Well proved again on my 
side ' 1 will not love: if i do, hang me ; i’faith 
I will not. Oh! but her eye,—by tins light, but 
for bei eye, I would not love her ; yes, for her 
two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world but 
lie, and lie hi my throat. By heaven, I do love : 
and it hath taught me to rhyme, aud to be me¬ 
lancholy ; and here is part of my rhyme, and heie 
my melancholy. Well, she hath one o’ my sonnets 
aueady ; the clown boie it, the fool sent it, aud 
the lady hath it: sweet clown, sw'eetei fool, 
sweetest lady I By the world, I would not care 
a pm if the other three were in: Here comes 
one with a paper; God give linn grace to gioan I 

[Gets up into a tree. 

Enter the King, with a paper. 

King. Ah ! me. 

Biron. [Aside.] Shot, by heaven '—Proceed, 
sweet Cupid ; thou hast thump’d him with thy 
bird-bolt under the left papI’faiili secrets.— 

King. [Reads.] So sueet a kiss the golden 
sun gives not 

To thaw fresh morning drops upon the rose , 
As thy eye-beams , when their fresh rays hate 
smote 

The flight of dew that on my cheeks down 
flows : 

Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 

Through the transparent bosom of the deep , 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give 
light: 

Thou shin*st in every tear that I do weep : 

• La truth. 

3 A 
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JVfo rffop &«/ a coach doth carry thee, 

A'o ride f Aow triumphing in my woe ; 

J)o but behold the tear* that swell 4n me. 

And they thy glory through thy grief will 
show ; 

But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep 
Mv tears for glasses, and still make me 
weep. 

O queen of queens , how far dost thou excel! | 
JVo thought can think, nor tongue of mortal 
tell.— 

How shall she know my griefs t i'll drop the 
paper ; . 

Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes 
here 1 [Steps aside. 

Enter Longatille, with a paper. 

What Longaville I and reading 1 listen, ear. 

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool 
appear! [Aside. 

Long. Ah 1 me, I am forsworn. 

Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjuie, 
wearing papers. [Aside. 

King, lu love, I hope ; Sweet fellowship in 
shame! [Aside. 

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the 
name. [Aside. 

Lons . Am I the first that have been perjur’d 
so ? 

Biron. [A-ridf ) I could put thee in comfort ; 
nut by two, that 1 know : 

Thou mak’st the triumvir}, the corner-cap of 
society, i 

The shape of love’s Tyburn that hangs up sun- j 
plicit}. 

Long, i fear, these stubborn lines lack power 
t > move : 

O sweet Mana, empress of my love! 

These numbers will 1 tear, and write in prose. 

Biron. [A tide.] Oh 1 rhymes are guaids on 
wanton Cupid’s hose : 

Di-figure not bis slop. 

Long. This name shall go.— 

[He reads the sonnet. 
Did not the hecenly rhetoric of thine eye 
fGainst whom the nor Id cannot hold argu¬ 
ment,/ 

Persuade my heart to this false perjury * 

Vous, for thtc broke, deserve not punish¬ 
ment. 

A woman J for snore ; but J will prove , 

Thou being a goddess , / forswore not thee : 
Mo vow teas earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 

Thy grace being gain'd , cures all disgrace 
in me. 

Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun , which on my earth 
dost shine, 

Exhal'st this vapour vow: in thee it is : 

If' broken then, it is no fault of mine ; 

Jf bo me broke, uhat fool is not so wise, 

To lose an oath to Win a paradise ? 

Biron. [Aside.] This is the liver vein, which 
makes flesh a deity ; 

A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend ! we are much out 
o’ the way. 

Enter Dcmaik, with a paper. 

Long. By whom shall 1 send this 1— Company ! 
stay. [Stepping aside. 

Biron. [Aside.] All hid, all hid, au old in¬ 
fant play : 

Like a derm-god here, sit I in the sky, 

Ind wretched fools’ secrets heed fully o’er-cye. 

.viorr*sack-* to the mill! O heavens! 1 have my 
whh ; 

Du.vjiu tran.*form'd : four woodcocks in a 
dish ! 

Du:n. o most divine Kate.' 


Act IV. 

Biron. O most profane coxcomb ! [Aside- 
Dum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal 
eyel 

Biron. By earth, she is bat corporal; there 
you lie. [Aside. 

Dum. Her amber hairs for foal have amber 
coted. • 

Biron. An amber-colour’d raven was well 
noted. [Aside. 

Dum. As upright as the cedar. 

Biron. Stoop, 1 say ; 

Her shoulder is with child. [Afufc* 

Dum. As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, some days; but then no sun mn^t 
shine. lAsidc. 

Dum. O that I had iny wish 1 
Long. And 1 had mine I [Asid<. 

King. And I mine too, good Lordl [Aside. 
Biron. Amen, so l had mine: Is not that a 
good woid * [Asult. 

Dum. 1 would forget her ; but a fever she 
Retcns in my blood, and will remember'd be. 
Biron. A fever tu your blood, wh\, then in¬ 
cision 

Would let her out in saucers; Sweet m:->piMon ’ 

[.t sidi . 

Dum. Once more l’il read the ode that 1 h.iv« 
writ. 

Biron. Once more I’ll mark bow love c.ui 
vary wit 

Dum. On a day, (alack the day ') 

Love, whose month is t ur May, 

Spied a blossom, passing fair , 

Playing in the tuinton air • 

Through the reltet leaves thru hid, 

AIL unseen, 'pan passage find ; 

That the lover, sick to diath. 

Wish'd himself the hraien's brea'h. 
Air,quoth he, thy checks may bloii 
-1 ir, u mild I might triumph so ' 

But ulntk , my hand ts sitorn, 

JY e'er to pluck thee from thu thorn 
Von , alack, for youth vnmtct ; 

Youth so apt to pluck a sued. 

Do not call it sin in me. 

That J am for sitorn for tine • 

Thou fot uhom cun Jove u on Id su r.7>, 
Juno but an Pth/op were ; 

And deny lumulf for Jove , 

Turning mortal fur thy love. 

This will I scud ; and something else mne 
plain, 

That shall express my true love’s fasting pam. 
Oh! would the King, Bnon, and Longavnlc, 

Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note , 
For none offend, where all alike do dote, 

Long. Dumam, [Advancing.] thy love is far 
from charity. 

That in love’s grief desir’st society: 

You may look pale, but I should blush I know, 
To be o’erheard, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, Sir, [Advancing.] you blush , 
as Ins your case is such ; 

Yon chide at lnm, otleuding twice as much . 

You do not love Maria; Lonsaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile ; 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms alhw.ut 
His loving hor-oin, to keep down Ins heart. 

1 have been closelv shrouded in this bush, 

And flunk'd you both, and for you both ilil 
blush. 

I heard your guilty ihyines, observ’d yfiur 
fashion ; 

Saw sighs reek from yon, noted well your pas¬ 
sion : 

Ah ! me, <-ays one: O Jove! the other cries ; 
one, her hairs were gold, crystal the other s 
eyes: 
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You would for paradise break faith and troth; 

[To Long. 

And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 

[To Dussain. 

What will Bir6n say, when that he shall hear 
A iaiili infring’d, which such a zeal did 6wear? 
How will lie scorn t how will he spend his 
wit? 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? 
l*oi all the wealth that ever 1 did see, 

I would not have him r.now so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy.— 
Ah ! good iny liege, I pray thee pardou me: 

[IJescends from the tree. 
Good heart, what race hast thou, thus to re 
prove 

These nouns for loving, that art most in love? 
Your eyes do make no coaches; in yoiu tears. 
There is no certain princess that appears: 

You’ll not he perjur’d, ’tis a hateful thing : 
fiisli, none but minstrels, like of sonneting. 

But are you not asharn'd ? nay, are you not. 

All tlirtv of you, to he thus much o’ershol 7 
You found his mote ; the king youi mote did 
see ; 

nut I a beam do find in each of three, 
oh ! what a scene of foolery 1 have seen, 
ot Mills, of gioaus, of sorrow, and of teiu! • 
o me, with wli.tl strict patience hate I sat, 

To s» e a king tianstormcd to a gnat! 

To see great Hercules whipping a aigg. 

And profound Solomon to tune a jigg. 

And Vector play at push-pin with the boys, 

And cntic t Tmioii laugh at idle toys ! 

Where lies thy gnef, O tell me, good Domain 7 
And, gentle Lougavilte, where lies thy pain 7 
And wheie my liege’s 7 all about the breast:— 

\ candle, ho 1 

King. Too bitter is thy Jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to tl.y over-view? 

Bn on. Not ton hy me, but I betray’d to you, 

I. that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
'lo break the now 1 am mgagetl in ; 

I am lutray'd, by keeping company 
\\ itb moon-like men, of strange inconstancy. 
When si),ill noii see me write a thing m rhyme 7 
Oi gioau for Juan 7 oi spend a minute’s tune 
I:i pi lining: me ? Vt hen shall you hear that I 
\\ ill ptai^e a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A i?«it, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 

A lei* a limb l - 

King. Soft; \\ hither away so fast 7 
A t.u’ man, or a thief, that gallops so 2 
JJ 'on. I post from love ; good lover, let me 
go. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Cost cud. 

Jon - God bless the king! 

A'/// S r . What preseut hast thou there ? 

Cost. Some ceitam treason. 

A ntg. What makes treason here ? 

Coit. Nay, it nukes nothing, Sir. 

Kwl. If it mar nothing neither, 

"he treason, and you, go in peace away to¬ 
gether. 

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be 
read ; 

Our parson misdoubts it; ’twas reason, he said. 
Km". Biron, read it over. 

[Giving k'.m the Utter. 

Where liadst thou it 7 
Jaq. Of Costal(1. 

King. Where hadst thou it? 

Cost. Of Dun Adraniadio, Dun Adramadio. 
King. How now ! what is m you ? why dost 
thou tear it 7 

Biron. V toy, my liege, a toy; your grace 
needs not feai it. 

J.ong. It did move him to passion, and there- 
f.m* let’s hear it. 

Hum. It is Biron’s writing, and here is ha 
name. [Picks up the ]>iccis 

• Grid. t Cj nic. 

t In irivmlng myself. 


Biron. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, [To 
Costard.] you were bora to do uie 
shame.— 

Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess. 
King. What? 

Biron. That you three fools lack’d me fool to 
make up the mess : 

He, be, and you, my liege, and I, 

Are pick-purses in love, aud we deserve to die. 

O dismiss this audience, and 1 shall tell you 
more. 

Hum. Now the number is even. 

Biron. True, true ; we are four;— 

Will these turtles be gone? 

King. Hence, Sirs ; away. 

Cost. Walk aside llie true folk, and let the 
traitors stay. 

[Exeunt Cost, and Jaq. 
Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us 
embrace I 

As tine we are, as flesh and blood can be: 
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show' Mis face ; 

Young blood will not obey an old decree : 
We cannot cross the cause why we were bum ; 

1 heiefore, of all bauds must we be forsworn. 
King. \\ hat, did these rent hues show some 
love of thee ? 

Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who sees tue 
heavenly Rosaline, 

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the fust opening ot the gorgeous east. 
Bows not his vassal head ; and, stmeken blind, 
Kisses the base ground with obedient bieast 7 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of hei brow'. 
That is not blinded by her majesty? 

King. What zeal, what fury hath iuspir d 
thee now ? 

My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon : 

She, an attending star, scarce seen a light. 
Biron. My eyes are then noeyes,noi I Biron * 
Oh ! but for my love, day would turn to night! 
Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty 
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 
Where several worthies make one dignity ; 

Where nothing wants, that want itself dotj 
seek 

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues,— 

Fie, painted rlietonc! oh! she needs it not ; 
To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs ; 

She passes piaise ; then praise too short doth 
blot, 

A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn. 

Might shake off titty, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varuish age, as if new-boin, 

And gives the ciinch the cradle’s infancy. 

Oh ’ 'tis the sun, that inakclh all things shine ’ 
King. 1>> heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 
Bn on. Is ebony like her? O wood divine I 
A wife of such wood were felicity. 

Oh! who can give an oath 7 where is a book ? 

That 1 may swear, beauty doth beauty lack. 

If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
King. O paradox! Black is the badge of hell. 
The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of 
mght; 

Aud beauty’s crest becomes the heaveirs well. 
Biron. Dev ils soonest tempt, resembling spirits 
of lights. 

Oh ! if in black my lady’s brows be deck’d 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hal’.. 
Should ravish deters with a false aspdet; 

And tberefoie is she born to make black 
fair 

Her favom turns fine fasmon of the days ; 

For native blood is counted painting now; 
And tlieiefore red, that would avoid dispraise 
Paints itself black, to mutate hei brow. 
Bum. To look like hei, aie ctumney-sweciic.i. 
black. 

Long. And since her time, are colliers counted 
in iglit. 

Ki»‘g. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion 
crack* 
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Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark 
is light. 

Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in 
rain. 

For fear their colours should he wash’d 
away. 

King. 'Twere good, yours did ; for, Sir, to 
tell you plain. 

Fit find a fairer face not wash'd to-day. 

JBiron . I'll prove her fair, or talk nil dooms¬ 
day here. 

King. No devil will fright thee then so much 
as she. 

Dum. I never knew man hold \ lie 6tuff so 
dear. 

Long. Look, here's thy love : my foot and her 
face see. [Showing his shoe. 

Biron. Oh 1 if the streets were paved with 
thine eyes, 

Her fret were much too dainty foi such 
tread ! 

Dum . O \ile! then as she goes, what upward 
lies 

The street should see as she walk’d over 
head. 

King. But what of this! Are we not all in 
love T 

Biron. Oh! nothing so sure; and thereby all 
forsworn. 

King. Then leave this chat; and, good Eir6n 
now prove 

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 

Dum. Av, marry, there some flattery for 
this evil. 

Long. Oh ! some authority how to proceed : 
Some tricks, some quillets, * how to cheat the 
devil. 

Dum. Some salve for perjury. 

Biron. Oh ! 'tis more than need 1— 

Have at you then, affection's men at arms: 
Consider, what you first did swear unto ; — 

To fast,—to study,—and to see no woman 
l ist treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you last? your stomachs are too young ; 
And abstinence engenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow’d lo study, lords, 
In that each of yon hath forsworn his hook : 

Can vou still dream, and pore, and thereon 
look ? 

For when would you, my lord, or von, or you, 
Have found the ground of study's excellence, 

ithout the beauty of a woman's lace 1 
From women’s eyes this doctrine 1 derive : 

They are the grouud, the books, the academes, 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean 
fire. 

Why, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries ; 

As motion, and long during action, tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman’s face, 

You have m that forsworn the use of eyes; 

And study too, the causer of your vow : 

Tor where is any author in the world. 

Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye ? 
Learning is but an adjunct to ourself, 

And where we are, our learning likewise is. 
Then, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes, 

Do we not likewise see our learning there t 
Oh! we have made a vow to study, lords ; 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books; 
For when would you, my liege, or you, oi 


4ml gives to every power a double power. 

Above their functions and their otlices. 

It adds a precious seeiug to the eve ; 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover’s ear will heai the lowest sound, 

\\ hen the suspicious head ot thclt is stopp’d ; 
Love’s feeling is more soft and sensible. 

Than are the tender horns of cocklid suatK: 
Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gioss in 
taste ; 

For valour. Is not love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hespendes ? 

Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet and musical, 

As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair ; 
And, when love speaks, the voice ot all the 
gods 

Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

Never durst poet (ouch a pen to write. 

Until Ins ink were temper'd with love's sighs ; 
Ob! then his lines would ravish savage ears. 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

Fiom women's eyes this doctrine l derive : 

They sparkle still the right 1'iomrthcaii lire ; 

They are the books, the arts, the academes, 

That show, contain, and nouii»l> all the urn Id , 
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent : 

I hen fools you were these women to forswrai : 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will pn»\e 
fools. 

For wisdom** sake, a word that all men love , 

Oi for love’s sake, a woid that loves all men ; 

Or for ineif* sake; the authors ot these wo¬ 
men ; 

Or women’s sane, by whom we men are men ; 
Let us once lose oui oaths, to find ouiselvi-. 

Or else we lose curatives to keep oui oaths : 

It is rtliyioii to be thus Unsworn . 
tor (lianty itself luinls the law; 

And who can sevtr love from chantv 7 

A ing. Saint Cupnl, theu 1 and, soldiers, lo the 
field ! 

Biron. Advance your standards, and upon tin in 
loids ; 

Pell-mell, down with them! but be fiist advis’d. 
In conflict that you get the sun oi iliem 
Long. Now to plain-dealing; lay these glo/* s 
b> : . 

Shall we resolve to woo these girls ol iiauce : 
King. And win them too ; tiierefoie let n** 
devise 

Some entertainment for them in their tents. 
Biron. First, from the paik let us conduct 
them thither; 

Then, homeward, every man attach the band 
Of his fair unstress : m the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hums. 
Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way with 
flowers. 

King . Away, aw’ay ! no time shall be otiutt'd. 
That will be lime, and may by us be fitted. 
Biron. Allans! A lions '—bow’d cockle reap’d 
no corn ; 

And justice always whirls in equal mea¬ 
sure : 

Light wenches may prove plagues to men fui- 
svvorn ; 

If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 

[Exeunt. 


yon. 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with T 
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

And therefore finding barren practises, 
Scaice show a harvest of their heavy toil: 
But love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 
laves not aloue immured in the brain ; 

But with the motion of all elements. 
Courses as swift as thought in every power; 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—Another part of the same. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and 

Dull. 

Hoi. Satis quod svfficit. 

Nath. I praise God for you. Sir : your reasons • 
at dinner have been sharp and sententious; plea¬ 
sant without scurrility, witty without affection, t 


• Law-chicaim. 


• Discourse*. 


f Affectation. 
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Audacious without Impuriency, learned without 
opinion, and strange without heresy. * I did 
converse this quondam day with a companion 
of the king’s, who is intituled, nominated, or 
called, Don Adriano de Armado. 

Hoi. Xovi homincm tamquam te : His hu¬ 
mour is lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue 
filed, his eye ambitious, his gait irajestical, and 
his general behaviour vam, ridiculous, and thra¬ 
sonical. + He is too picked, t too spruce, too 
airected, too odd, as it were, too perigrinate as i 
mav call it. 

A 'ath. A most singular and choice epithet. 

[Takes out his table-book. 

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his verbo¬ 
sity liner than the staple of his argument 1 
abhor such fanatical phantasms, such unsociable 
and point-devise § companions; such rackers of 
orthography, as to speak, dout, line, when he 
should say, doubt; det, when be should pro¬ 
nounce, debt; d, e, b, t; not d, e, t: he clepetb 
a calf, cauf; hair, Inuf; neighbour, vocatur , 
nebour, neigh, abbreviated, ne : This is ahbonn- 
nahle, (which he would call abominable,) it insi- 
miatelh me of insaiiie ; Xe intclligis domme ? 
to make frantic, lunatic. 

Nath. Lans rtco, bone intelligo. 

Hoi. Hone f - bone, for bene : Priscian a 

little scratch’d ; 'twill serve. 

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard. 

Xath. Vnlesne quit icnit! 

Hoi. Video, ct gaudeo. 

Arm. Chiira! [To Moth. 

HoL Quare China, not surah ? 

Ann. Men of peace, well eiicoiiiitei’d. 

JIol. Most military Sir, salutation. 

Moth. '1 hey have been at a great feast of lan¬ 
guages ami stolen tbe scraps. 

[To Costard aside. 

('ost. oh ! they have lived long in tbe alnis- 
baski t ol wouls! I uiaivtl, thv master hath not 
eaten thee for a word ; foi thou art not so long 
b\ ilie In ad as houoriJicabilitudinitatUnis : thou 
ait ta^iei swallowed than a flap-diagon. |i 

Moth. Peace: the peal begins. 

Arm. Mon-ictn, [To Hoi.] are you not let¬ 
ter’d ? 

Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn¬ 
book :— 

What is a, b, spelt bail ward with a horn on his 
head ? 

//•</. Ba, pucritia, with a hoin added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn :— 
You hear his learning. 

Hoi. Quis, quis, thou consonant? 

Moth The third of the live vowels, if you re¬ 
peat lmin ; or the fifth, if f- 

Hot. I will repeat them, a, c, i.— 

Moth Hie sheep : the other two concludes 
it; o, u. 

Arm. A'ow, by the salt wave of the Midileira- 
uetioi, a sweet touch, H a quick venew ** of wit: 
snip, snap, quick and borne ; it rejoiceth my in¬ 
tellect ; true wit. 

Moth. Offer’d by a chiid to an old man ; winch 
is wit-old. 

Hoi. What is the figure T what is the figure ? 

Moth. Horns. 

JIol. Thou dispnteit like an infant: go, whip 
thy gig. 

Moth . Lend me your horn to make one, and I 
will whip about your infamy circum circb ; A 
jig of a cuckold’s hoin 1 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, 
thou •■houldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, 
there is the veiy remuneration I had of thy mas¬ 
ter, thou halfpenny purse of wit, thou pigeou- 
egg of discietion. Oh! an tbe heavens were so 

• fins it a finished picture of colloquial excellence. 

t Boastful. t Over-dressed. 

$ Tinical exactness. 

1 A small inflammable substance, swallowed in a glass 
•t wine. Y A lnt. 

• ■ /,(, a quick lioul at w it 


pleased, that thou wert but my bastard ! what a 
joyful father wouldst thou make me! Go to; 
thou hast it ad dunghill, at the fingers’ ends, as 
they say. 

Hoi. Oh! I smell false Latin ; dunghill for 
unguem. 

Arm. Arts-man, praambula; we will be 
singled from tbe barbarous. Do you not educate 
youth at the charge-house * on tbe top of the 
mountain 1 

Hoi. Or, mons , tbe hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the moun¬ 
tain. 

Hoi. I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king’s most 6 weet pleasure 
and affection, to congratulate the princess at her 
pavilion, in tbe posteriors of this day; which the 
rude multitude call the afternoon. 

Hoi. The posterior of tbe day, most gene¬ 
rous Sir, is liable, congruent, and measurable 
for the afternoon : the word 1 b well cull’d, chose ; 
sweet and apt, I do assure you. Sir, I do as¬ 
sure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and 
my familiar, 1 do assure you, very good Iriend : 
—For what is inward t between us, let it pass : 
— 1 do beseech thee, remember thy courtesy ;— 
I beseech thee, apparel thy head ;—and among 
other importunate and most serious designs,— 
and of great import indeed, too but let that 
pass:—for I must tell thee, it will please his 
grace (by the world) sometime to lean npon my 
poor shoulder; and with his royal finger, thus 
dally with my exciement, J with my mustachio : 
but sweet heart, let that pass. By the world, I re¬ 
count no fable ; some certain special honours u 
pleasetli his greatness to impart to Armado, a 
soldier, a man of travel, that hath 6 een the 
world : but let that pass.—The very all of all is, 
—but, sweet heait, 1 do implore secrecy,—that 
the king would have me present the priucess, 
sweet chuck, 5 with some delightful osteiitat.uti, 
or show, or pageant, or antick, or fiie-work. 
Now, understanding that tbe curate and your 
sweet self, aie good at such eruptions, and sud¬ 
den breaking out ot mirth, as it were, I have ac¬ 
quainted you withal, to the end to crave your 
assistance. 

Hot. Sir, von shall present before her tbe nine 
worthies.—Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some 
entertainment of time, some show in tbe poste- 
nor of ibis day, to be rendeied by our assistance, 
—tbe king's command, and this most gallant, 
illustrate, and learned gentleman,—before the 
priucess ; 1 say,none so fit as to present the nine 
worthies. 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough 
to present them ? 

Hoi. Joshua, yourself; myself, or this gallant 
gentleman, Judas Maccabaius; this swain, be¬ 
cause of his great lunb or jemt, shall pass Pom. 
pey the great; the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, Sir, error: he is not quantity 
enough for that worthy’s thumb : he is not so hig 
as the end of his club. 

Hoi. Shall 1 have audience ? he shall present 
Hercules in minority: his enter aud ent shall 
be strangling a snake ; and I will have an apo¬ 
logy for that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device! so, if any of the 
audience hiss, you may cry : well done Hercu¬ 
les ' now thou crushest the snake! that is the 
way to make an offence giacious ; though few 
have the grace to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the worthies?— 

Hoi. I will play three myself. 

Moth. Tbrice-uortby gentleman ! 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hoi. We attend. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge [| not an 
antick. ] beseech you, follow. 


• Free school. 
X Beard. 


* Confidential. 
S Chick. 


0 Sait. 
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Hoi. Via , • good man Dull 1 thou hast spoken 
no word all this while. 

Dull. Nor understood none neither. Sir. 

Hoi. Allans ' we will employ thee. 

Dull. I’ll make one iu a dance, or so; or I w ill 
play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them 
dance the hay. 

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, 
away. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Another part of the same .— Be¬ 
fore the Princess’ Pavilion. 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, 

and Maria. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we 
depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in : 

A lady wall'd about with diamonds!— 

Look you, what 1 have from the loving king. 

Bos. Madam, came nothing else along with 
that ? 

Prin. Nothing but this? yes, as much love in 
ryhme. 

As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper, 
Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and ail: 
That lie was fain to seal on Cupid’s name. 

Bos. That was the way to make his god-head 
war ; * 

Tor be hath been five thousand years a boy. 

Hath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows 
too. 

Eos. You’ll ne’er be friends with him; he 
kill’d your sister. 

Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and 
heavy ; 

And so she died : bad she beeu light, like you, 
Of such a merry, mmole, stirring “pint. 

She might have been a granriam eie sbe died : 
And so may you : lor a light heart lives long. 

Bos. W hat’s your d?rk meaning, mouse, ; of 
tins light woid ? 

Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Juts. We need more light to find your meaning 
out. 

Kath. You’ll mar the light, by taking it in 
snuff; 6 

Tnrrefore, 1 ’JJ darklv end the argument. 

Bos. Look, wbat you do, you do it still I’thc 
dark. 

Kath . So do not you ; for yon are a light 
wench. 

Bos. Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefore 
light. 

Kath. You weigh me not—On ! that’s you care 
not for me. 

Eos. Great reason ; for, Past cure is still past 
care. 

Prin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well 
play’d. 

But Rosaline, yon have a favour too: 

Who sent it ( and what is it? 

Eos. I would, you knew : 

An if my face were but as fair as your’s, 

My favour were as great; be witness this. 

Nay, I have verses too, 1 thauk Bir 6 u : 

The numbers true; and, were the numb’nng 
too, 

I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 

I am compar’d to twenty thousand tairs. 

Oh ! he bath drawn my picture in hi» letter! 

Prin. Any thing like ? 

Bos. Much, in the letters; nothing in the 
praise. 

Prin. B^uteons as ink ; a good conclusion. 

Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Bos. ’Ware pencils I How ? let me not die 
your debtor. 

My red dominical, my golden letter : 

Oh ! that your face were not so full of O'f ! 

Kath. A pox of that jnst; and besbrew all 
shrows ! 

• Court** ♦ Grow. 

t Formerly a u?m of endearment. | In anger. 


Prut. But what was sent to you trom fair 
Du mam ? 

Kath. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not seud you twain f 

Kath. Yes, madam ; and moreover, 

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover: 

A huge translation of hypocrisy. 

Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Loa- 
gaville ; 

The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin . 1 think no less : Dost iuou not wish tu 
heart. 

The chain were longer, and ihe letter sboit ? 

Mcr. Ay, or I would these hands might ne'er 
part. 

Prin. We are wise girls, to mock our lovei.- 
so. 

Eos. They are worse fools to purchase mock¬ 
ing so. 

That same Bitoti I’ll torture etc I 20. 

Oh 1 that 1 knew he were but in by the week ! 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and 
seek ; 

And wait tbe season, and observe the times, 

And spend bis piodigal wits in bootless ibymes: 
And shape Ins service wholly to my behests ; 
And make him pioud to make me proud that 
jests I 

So portmt-like would I cAisway bis stab-. 

That be should be tnv tool, and i his fate. 

Prin. None uie so surely taught, whtu Jie\ 
aie (.itch’d, 

As wit turn’d fool . lolly, 111 wisdom hatch'd. 
Hath wisdom’s wairunt, and tin help ol school , 
And wit’s own grace to grace .1 learned tool 

Bos The blood of youth bums not wall s'., 
excess, 

As gravitv's revolt to want on ness. 

Mar. Tolly 111 tools bears not so strong a 
note, 

As foolery in the wi-*e, when wit doth dote ; 
Since all the powei thereof it doth apply. 

To prove, by wit, wouh 111 simplicity. 

jEntcfi Bov it. 

Prin. Here couits Boy el, and mirth is in S*. 
fa<e. 

Boyet. Ob ! I am stahb’d wiili laughtc: I 
\\ lien ’.*» her grace { 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet ? 

Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepaid’ — 

Arm, wenches, ana ! emounu-rs mounted are 
Against your peace : Love doth approach dts- 
guis’d. 

Armed 111 arguments , you’ll he surpris'd : 

Muster your wits ; stand 111 your own defence 
Or hide your heads like cowaids, aud tiy 
hence. 

Prin . Saint Dennis to saint Cupid I What are 
they. 

That charge their breath against us ? say, scout, 
say. 

j Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 

I thought to close mine eyes some half an 
hour : 

When, lo 1 to interrupt my purpos’d rest. 

Toward that shade I might behold address’d 
The king aud his companions : warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you shall overhear; 

That, by and by, disguis’d they will be here. 
Their herald is a pietty knavish page, 

That well hy bcait hath conu’d his embassage: 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 
Thus must thou speak , and thus thy body 
bear : 

And ever and anon they made a doubt. 

Presence inajestical would put bun out: 

For , quoth the king, an ungel shalt thou 
see ; 

Yet fear not thou , but speak audaciously . 
Tbe boy replied, An angel is not evil; 

1 should have fear'd her , had she been a 
dei il. 
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With that all laugh'd and clapp'd biru on the 
shoulder, 

Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 

One rubb’d his elbow, thus ; and fleer'd and swore, 
A belter speech was never spoke before : 
Another, with his Auger and bis thumb. 

Cried, Via ' we will do’t, come what will come : 
The third lie caper'd, and ciied, All goes well : 
The lourth turn'd oil the loe, and down he fell. 
Willi that, they all did tumble oil the ground, 
With siuli a zealous lacghler so profound, 

That in this spleen ridiculous appears. 

To check their tolly, passion’s solemn tears. 
Pnn. But what, but what, come they to visit 
us ? 

Bo yet* They do, they do : and are apparel'd 

thus,— 

Like Muscovites, or Russians : as I guess. 

Their purpose is, to park 1 , to court, and dance : 
And every one lus love-feat will advance 
Unto Ins several mistress ; which they’ll know 
By lav mil s several, which they did hestow. 

Pnn And will they so ? the gallauts shall be 
task’d 

For ladies, we will every one he mask'd ; 

And not a man of them shall have the grace 
Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face.— 

Holo, Rosaline, this favour thou sbalt wear; 

And then the king will court thee for lus dear; 
Hold, lake thou tins, iny sweet, and give me 
thine ; 

So shall Bir 6 n take me for Rosaline.— 

And change you favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo coutiaiy, deceiv'd bv these removes. 

Bon. Come on then ; wear the lav ours most 
in sight. 

Kath. But, in this changing, what is your in¬ 
tent ? 

Pnn. The effect of my intent is, to cross 
then’s : 

They do it hut in mockiug merriment ; 

And mock tor mock is only inv intent. 

Then several counsels thev unbosom shall 
To loves mistook; and -o he in >ck’u withal, 
I'pon the next octasion that we meet. 

With visages displav'd, to talk, and gieet. 

Jio\ But shall we dance, if 111 •> desire uv to’t ! 
Priit. No; to the death, we will not move a 
foot : 

Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace ; 
But, while ’ll*, spoke, each tinn away her face. 
Boiftt. Why, that contempt will kill the 
speaker's heart. 

Ann unite dtvoice his memory from his part. 

Pnn. Therefore 1 doit ; and 1 make no doubt. 
The lest will ne’er come in, if he he out. 

Thert’s no such sport, as spoit by sport o’er- 
thrown ; 

To make their’s our’s, and our’s none but our 
owu : 

So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 

And they, well mock’d, depart away with shame. 

[Trumpets sound within. 
Boyet . The trumpet sounds ; be mask’d, the 
maskers come. [The ladies mask. 

Enter the King, Birok, Longaville, and 
Domain, in Russian habits , and masked ; 
Moth, Musicians, and Attendants. 

Moth. All hail, the richest beauties on the 
earth ! 

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taftata. 
Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 
[The ladies turn their backs to him. 
That ever turn'd their—backs—to mortal 
views t 

Biron. Their eyes , villain, their eyes. 

Moth . That ever turned their eyes to mor¬ 
tal views ' Out — 

Boyet. True ; out, indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spi¬ 
rits, vouchsafe 
Sot to behold — 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 


Moth. Once to behold your sun-beamed eyes, 
- - with your sun-beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 
You were best call it, daugbtei-beamed eyes. 

Moth. They do not mark me, and that bnng» 
me out. 

Biron. Is this your perfectness ? be gone, you 
rogue. 

Bos. What would these strangers ? know their 
minds, Boyet: 

If they do speak our language, 'tis our will * 

I hat some plain mail recount their purposes : 
Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the princess? 

Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visita¬ 
tion. 

Bos. What would they, say they? 

Boyet. Nothing but peace and gentle vistation. 

Bos. Why, that they have; and bid them so 
be gone. 

Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may be 
gone. 

King. Say to her, we have measur'd many miles. 
To tread a measure with her ou this grass. 

Boyet. They say, that they have measur'd many 
a mile, 

To tread a measure with you cn this grass, 

Bos. It is not so : ask them, how many 
inches 

Is in one mile : if they have measur’d many, 

'I he measure then of one is easily told. 

Boyet. If, to come hither you have measur'd 
miles. 

And many miles ; the princess bids you tell. 

How many inches do till up one mile. 

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary 
steps. 

Boyet. She hears herself. 

Bos. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o’ergone. 

Are number’d m the travel ol one mile i 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for 
you ; 

Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 

I hat we may do it still without accompt. 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine ot youi lace, 

7 hat we, like savages, may worship it. 

Bos. My lace is hut a moon, and clouded too. 

A ing. Blessed arc clouds, to do as such 
clouds do ! 

Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars to 
shine 

(Those clouds remov’d,) upon our wat’ry eyne. 

Bos. O vain petitumei ! beg a greater matter; 
Thou now request’st but moonshine in the 
water. 

King- Then, m out measure, do but vouch¬ 
safe one change : 

Thou bid’st me beg ; this begging is not strange. 

Bos. Play, music, then: nay you must do it 
soon. [Music plays. 

Not yet;—no dance -thus change 1 like the 
inodn. 

King. Will you not dance? How come you 
thus estrang'd ? 

Bos. You took the moon at full; but now 
she's chang’d. 

King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man 
The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. 

Bos. Our ears vouchsafe it. 

King. But your legs should do it. 

Bos. Since you are sti angers and come here 
by chance. 

We'll not be uice: take hands ;—we will not 
dance. 

King. Why take we bands then? 

Bos. Ouly to part friends :— 

Court’sy, sweet hearts; and so the measure 
ends 

King. Moie measure of this measure; be not 
nice. 

Bos. We ran afford no more at such a price. 

King . Prize you yourselves; What buys your 
company 2 
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Ros. Your absence only. 

King. That cau never be. 

Rom. Then cannot we be bought: and so adieu ; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 

King. If >ou deuy to dance, let’s bold more 
chat. 

Ros. In private then. 

King. I am best pleas'd with that. 

[They converse apart. 

Biron. White banded mistress, one sweet 
word with thee. 

Prin. Hone}', and milk, and sugar : there is 
three. 

Biron. Nay then, two treys, (and if you grow 
so nice,) 

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey:—Wen run, 
dice l 

There's half a dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu f 
Since jou cau cog, • I'll play no more with yo*. 

Biron . One word in secret. 

Prin. Let it not be sweet. 

Biron. Thou gnev'st my gall. 

Prin. Gall ? bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet. 

[They converse apart. 

Bum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change 
a word t 

Afar. Name it 

Burn. Fair lady,— 

Mar. Say yon so ? Fair lord,— 

Take that for your fair lady. 

Bum. Please it >ou. 

As much in private, and I’ll bid adieu. 

[They converse apart. 

Kath. What was your visor made without a 
tongue 1 

JjOng. I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 

Kath. Oh 1 for your reason! quickly, Su ; 1 
long. 

Long. You have a double tongue witbiu your 
mask. 

And would afford my speechless visor half. 

Kath. Veaf, quoth the Dutchman Is not veal 
a calf ? 

Long. A calf, fair lady ? 

Kath. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let’s part the word. 

Kath. No, I'll not be your half: 

Take all, and wean it; it may prove an o\. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself m these 
sharp mocks ! 

Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not so. 

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horus do 
grow. 

Long. One word in private with you, ere f 
die. 

Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you 
cry. [They converse apart. 

Boyet. The tongnes of mocking wenches are 
as keen 

As is the razor’s edge invisible. 

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen; 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemetb their conference; their conceits have 
wings. 

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, 
swifter tilings. 

Ros Not one word more, my maids; break 
off, break off. 

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure 
scoff. 

King . Farewell, mad wenches ; yon have 
simple wits. 

[Exeunt Kino, Lords, Moth, Music 
and Attendants. 

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.— 
Axe these tbe breed of wits so wonder’d at ? 

lioyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet 
breaths puff’d out. 

Ros. WelMiking wits they have; gross, gross, 
fat, fat. 

Prin. o poverty in wit. kingly-poor flout ! 

* Faliifv dice, lie. 


Will they not, think you, hang themselves to¬ 
night T 

Or ever, but in visors, show tbeir faces f 
This pert Bir6n was out of countenance quite. 

Ros. Oh! they weie all in lamcutable cases! 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Biron did 6wear himself out of all suit. 

Afar. Dutnain was at my service, and his 
sword : 

No point • quoth I; and my servant straight 
was mute. 

Kath. Lord LongavlUe said, I came o’er his 
heart; 

And trow you, wbat he call'd met 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Kath. Yes, ill good faith. 

Prin. Go, sickues9 as thou art 1 

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain sta¬ 
tute-caps. t 

But will you hear t the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Bir6u bath plighted faith to 
me 

Kath. And Longaville was for my service born. 

Mar. Dumam is mine, as sure as bark on 
tree. 

Boyet . Madam, and pretty mistresses, giweai; 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can urver be. 

They will digest tins harsh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return t 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows ; 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with 
blows : 

Therefore change favours;* and when Hit/ 
repair. 

Blow like swee't roses in the summer air. 

Prin. How blow 1 how blow ? speak to he un¬ 
derstood. 

Boyet. Fair ladies mask'd, are roses in their 
bud : 

Dismask’d, their damask sweet conmixtun- 
sbown, 

Are angels veiling clouds, or roses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, peiplexity ! What shall we do, 
If they return in then own shapes to woo I 

Ros. Good madam, if by me you’ll be ad 
vis’d. 

Let’s mock them still, as well known, as dis¬ 
guis’d : 

Let us complain to them what fools were here. 
Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless $ gt«u , 
And winder, wbat they were ; and to wh.it ••nd 
'Iheir shallow shows, and prologue vilely pciu.M, 
And tbeir lough carnage so ridiculous, 

Should he presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw ; the gallants are at 
band. 

Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run ovei 
land. 

[Exeunt Prin. Ros. Kath- and Mirm. 

Enter the King, Biron, Longavillv, and 
Du main, in their proper habits. 

King. Fair Sir, God save you ! Where is the 
princess ? 

Boyet. Gone to her lent. Please it your 
majesty. 

Command me any sen ice to ber thither? 

King. That &he vouchsafe me audience foi 
one word. 

Boyet . I will; and so will she ; 1 know, my 
lord. [Ent. 

Biron. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons 
pease; 

And utters it again when God doth please: 

He is wit’s pedlar ; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels, \\ meetings, maikets, 
fairs, 

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 

* A quibble on the French adverb of negation. 

1 Better wite mav he found among citirens. 

1 Feature*, countenances. t Uacuukh. 

| Rustic merr>-meetmgs. 
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This gallant pins the wenches 011 his sleeve; 

Had lie been Adam, he bad tempted £ve : 

He cau carve t<io, and lisp: Why, this i% he. 
That, kiss'd away bis hand in courtesy : 

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 

That when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms; nay, he can sing 
A mean * most meanly ; and, in ushering. 

Mend him who cau : the ladies call him, sweet; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet: 
This is the dower that smiles on every one. 

To show his teeth as white as whales* bone : t 
Aud consciences, that will not die m debt. 

Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my 
heart. 

That put Armado’s page out of his part 1 

Enter the Princess, ushered by Boyet : Rosa¬ 
line, Maria, Katharine, and Attendants. 

Biron. See where it comes!—Behaviour, 
what wert thou, 

Jill this man show’d thee? and what art thou 
now ? 

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time 
of day 1 

King. Fair, iu all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 

tcrvg. Construe my speeches better, if you 
may. 

Prin. Then wish me better, I will give you 
leave. 

King. We came to visit you; and purpose 
now 

To lead >ou to our court: vouchsafe it 
then. 

Pnn. This field shall bold me: and so hold 
your vow ; 


Bos. But that you take what doth to vou be¬ 
long, 

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron. Oh 1 I am yoor’s, and all that I pos¬ 
sess. 

Ros . All the fool mine ? 

Biron. 1 cannot give you less. 

Bos. Which of the visors was it, that you 
wore 7 

Biron. Where t when ? what visor ? why de¬ 
mand you this? 

Ros. There, then, that visor ; that superfluous 
case. 

That hid the worse, and show’d the better face. 

King. We are descried: they mock ub now 
downright. 

Bum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 

Prin. Amaz’d, my lord? why looks your 
highness sad ? 

Ros. Help, hold his brows 1 lie’ll swoon! 
Why look you pale 7 — 

Sea sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 

Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for 
perjury. 

Can any face of brass hold longer out ?— 

Here stand I, lady; dart thy skill at ine ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with 
a flout: 

Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my igno¬ 
rance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit; 

And I will wish thee never more to dance. 

Nor never more m Russian habit wait. 

Oh ! never will 1 trust to speeches penn’d. 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy’s tongue ; 

Nor never come in visor to my friend ; • 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s 


Nor God, uor I, delight in perjur’d men. i song : 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you Taffata phrases, silken terms precis, 

provoke ; i Three-pil’d hyperboles, spince affectation. 

The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 1 Figures pedantical ; these 6uuimei-flies 
Prin. You nick-name virtue ; vice you should Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 
have spoke ; . I do forswear them : and 1 here protest. 

For virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth. | By this white glove, (how white the hand. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as puic i God knows 

As the unsullied lily, 1 protest, ; Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d 

A world of torments though I should endure, • In russet yeas, and honest kersey nuts: 

I would not yield to be your house's guest: Aud, to begin, wench,—so God hdp me, la !— 
So much I hate a breaking-cause to be My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 

Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. Bos. Satis sans, 1 prav you. 

King O you have Jiv’d in desolation here, Biron. Yet I have a trick 

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. Of the old rage :—bear with me, I am sick; 

Pnn. Not so, my lord , it is not so, I swear: I'll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see 
\\c have had pastimes here, aud pleasant Write, Lord have mercy on us, oil those 
game ; 1 three ; 

A mess of Russians left us but of late. . They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 


King. How, madam ? Russians ? , They have the plegue, and caught it of your 


Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord; eyes : 

Trim g diants, full of courtship, and of state. . These lords are visited ; you aic not free, 

Ros. Madam, speak true It is not so, my For the Lord's tokens on you do I 6ee. 

lord: Prm. No, they are free, that gave these 

My lady, (to the manner of the days, J) tokens to us. 

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. Biron. Our states are forfeit, seek not to uu- 

We four. Indeed, confronted here with four do ns. 

In Russian habit; here they stay’d an hour, , Ros. It is not so; For how can this be true, 
And talk’d apace ; aud iu that hour, my lord. That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 
They did not bless us with one happy word, i Biton. Peace; for I will not have i<* do with 


I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 

\\ hen they are thirsty, fools would fain have 1 
drink. j 

Biron. This jest is dry to me—Fair, geutle j 
sweet, 

Your wit makes wise things foolish: when we 
gi eet 

With eyes best seeing heaven’s fiery eye. 

By light we lose light: Your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich tbiugs but 
poor. 

Ros. This proves you wise aud rich; for in 
my eye,— 

Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

• The tenor in muaie. 4 The tooth of tlie horao-whtlt. 

1 After the fashion of the times. 


you. 

Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Bn on. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an 
end. 

King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
transgression 
Some fair excuse. 

Pnn. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now disguis’d ? 

King. Madam, I was. 

Pnn. And *vere you well advis'd ? 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here. 

What did you whisper in your lady's ear? 

King. That more than all the world I did re¬ 
spect her. 

• Mistreat 
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Prin . When slie shall challenge this, you will 
reject her. 

King. Lpon mine honour, no. 

Pnn. Peace, peace, forbear ; 

Your oath ouce broke, you force* not to foi- 
swear. 

King. Despise me, wheu I break tins oath of 
mine. 

Prin. 1 will; and therefore keep itRosa¬ 
line, 

What did the Russian whisper iu your ear t 
Bos. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me 
dear 

As precious eye-sight ; and did value ine 
Abo\e this world: adding thereto, moreover. 
That he would wed me, or else die my lo\er. 
Prin. God give thee joy of him l the uoble 
lord 

Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. Uliat mean you, madam 1 by my litc, 
im troth, 

I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Bos. By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it 
plain. 

You gave me this: but take it. Sir, again. 

King. My laith, aud this, the princess 1 did 

gi\e; 

X knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin. Pardou me. Sir, thi 6 jewel did she 
wear ; 

And lord Birou, I thank him, is my dear :— 
What; will you have me, or your pearl again ? 

Biron. Neither ot either; 1 remit both twain. 
I see the trick on’t Heie was a consent, t 
(Knowing aforeband of our uiemmeut,) 

To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 

Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight 
7 .an\,l 

Some numble-news, some trencher-kr.igbt, some 
Dick,— 

That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the 
tuck 

To make my lady laugh, when she’s dispos’d,— 
Told our intents before : which once disclos’d. 
The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 
Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury to add more teiroi, 

W e are again forsworn; in will, and euor. 

Much upon this it is:—And might not you, 

[To Hoyet. 

Fore^tal our sport, to make us thus untrue 1 
Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squire, $ 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 

And stand between her back. Sir, aud the tire. 
Holding a trencher, jeslmg nietrilv l 
You put our page out: Go, you aie allow'd ; 

Die when you will, a smock shall be your 
shrowd. 

You leer upon me, do you? there’s au eye. 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boynt. Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 
Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight 1 Peace ; I 
have doue. 

Enter Costard. 

Welcome, pure wit! thou par test a fair fray. 

Cost. O Lord, Sir, they would know, 

Whether the three worthies shall come iu, or 
no. 

Biron. What, are there but three ? 

Cost. No, Sir ; but it is vara hue. 

For every one purseuts three. 

Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost. Not so, Sir; under coirection. Sir ; I 
hope, it is not so : 

You cannot Peg us, Sir, I can assure you, Sir; 

we know what we know: . 

I hope, Sir, three times thrice. Sir,— 

Biron. is not nine. 

Coat. Under correction, Sir, we know where- 
ant.l it doth amount. 

• Make no difficulty. ♦ Conspiracy. 

t Builcon. | Rttla. 


Biron. By Jove, I always took force threes for 
nine. 

Cost. O Lord, Sir, it were pity you should get 
join Jnlnjr by reckoning, Sir. 

Biron. How much is it? 

Cost. O Lord, Sir, the parties themselves, the 
actors, Sir, will show wbereuutil it doth amount: 
for my own part, 1 am, us they say, but to par- 
feet one man,—e’en one poor man ; Pouipion 
the great, Sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies? 

Cost. It pleased them, to think me worthy ot 
Pompiou the great; for mine own part, I know 
not the degree of the worthy ; but I aui to Maud 
for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We will turn it finely off, Sir; we will 
take some eaie. [Bait Costvkl. 

King. Bir&u, they will shame us, let them uot 
approach. 

Biron. Wc are shame-pruof, my l»td: and 
’tis some policy 

To have oue show worse than the king's ami Lis 
company. 

King. I say they shall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’er-rule 
vou now ; 

That sport best pleases, that doth least know 
how : 

Where z al stuves to content, and the contents 
Die iu the zeal of them which it piesent-. 

Their form confounded makes most Dim m 
ninth ; 

When gieat things labouring prmb m then 
birtb. 

Biron. A right description of om spoil, im 
lord. 

Enter Arm a do. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expense of 
thy loyal sweet breath, as will utter a Imue 
words. 

[Armado com terser uith the King, / mi 
dr tii us him a paper.] 

Prin. Doth this mail serve God ? 

Biron. Why ask you ? 

Prin. He speaks not like a man of Cod's 
making. 

Arm. That’s all one, my fair, >wer t, boon 
inotiarcn ; for, 1 protest, the schoolmate! i*. i\- 
rt eding fantastical; too, too vain ; too, too vain 
But we will put it, as they say, to Jot tuna t.ula 
gactra. I wish you the peace of mi!, i»r»M 
royal couplemeut! [ Exit Aumvdu. 

King. Here is like to be a good pri-mc* of 
worthies: He prescuts Hector ot Irov; the 
swain, Pompey the great; the parish curate, 
Alexander ; Armado’s page, Hercules , tlit |u - 
dant, Judas Maccabeus. 

And if these four worthies in tlieii first -how 
thrive, 

These foui will chauge habits, and present tl.e 
otbri five. 

Biron. There is five in the first show. 

King. You are deceiv’d 'tis not so. 

Biron. The pedant, the braggait, the hedge- 
pnest, the fool, and the boy 
Abate a throw at novum ; * aud the whole world 
again. 

Cannot prick + out five such, take eacli one u 
Ins vein. 

King. The ship Is under sail, and heie sue 
comes amain. 

[Seats brought for the Kinc, Pro¬ 
cess, 4 c. 

Pageant of the nine Worthies. 

Enter Costae d arm’d for Pompey. 

Cost. I Pompey am, - 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. J Pompey am, - 

Boyet. With libbard’s head on knee 


• A {ine with dir*. 


1 Pick oul. 
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Biron. Well said, old mocker; I must needs 
be friends with thee. 

Cost. / Pompey am, Pompey sui nam'd the 

big,— 

Dum. The great. 

Cost. It is great, sir;— Pompey surnam'd 
the great ; 

That oft in field with targe and shield, did 
make my Joe to sweat: 

And, travelling along this coast, J here am 
come by chance ; 

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet 
las* of France. 

If youi ladyship would say. Thanks, Pompey, I 
had done. 

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 

Cost. 'I is not so much worth ; but, 1 hope, I 
was perfect : I made a little fault in, great. 

Biron. Mv hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves 
the best worthy. 

Ei.ter Nathaniel arm'd, for Alexander. 

Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was 
the world’s commander. 

By east, west, north, and south, I spread my 
conquering might: [under. 

My 'scutcheon plum declares, that I am Ahs- 
Boyit. Your nose says, no, you aie not; for 
it stands too light 

Biron. Your nose smells, no, in this, most 
temler- 8 tnellin!i knight. 

Prln. The couqticior is dismay’d; Proceed, 
good Alexander. 

Nath, if hen in the norld I liv'd, I u as the 
n or Id's commander ;— 

Boyet. Mo-t true, *tis right; you were so, 
Ali-auder. 

Biron. Pompey the ?reat. 

Cost. Your seivant, and Gostird. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away 
Allstiwler. 

Cost. O Sir, [To Natii .1 yon have o\er- 
Iluowu Alisinder the conqueror' You will lie 
s riaped out of the painted cloth for tins : your 
I*‘»n, that hold* bis poll-ax sitting on a close- 
stool, will be given to A-ja\ : he will he the ninth 
worthy. A conqueror, and afeard to speak ! mu 
auav lor shame, Alisauder. [Nath. retires.] 
There, aa’t shall please you ; a loolish mild man ; 
au honest man, look you, and soon dash’d ! He 
is .» marvellous good m ichboiir, in sooth ; and a 
very good bowler: but,'(or Ahsander, alas, you 
see, :i >w ’tis ;—a little o'erparted But there 
an* withies a coming will speak their nmid in 
sonic other soit. 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 
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Biron. Because thou hast no face. 

Hoi. What is this ? 

Boyet. A cittern head. 

Dum. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A death’s face in a ring. 

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scatco 
seen. 

Boyet. The pummel of Casar’s faulchion, 

Dum. The carv’d*bone face on a flask. * 

Biron. St. Geoige’s half-cheek in a brooeb. + 

Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn m the cap of a tooth- 
drawer : 

And now, forward; for we have put thee in 
countenance. 

Hoi. You have put me ont of countenance. 

Biron. False ; we have given thee faces. 

Hoi. But you have out-fac’d them all. 

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 

Boyet. Therefore, as be is, an ass, let him go. 

And so adieu, sweet Jude! nay, why dost thou 
stay 1 

Dum. For the latter end of his name. 

Biruti. For the ass to the Jude ; give it him;— 
Jud-as, away. 

Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not 
humble. 

Boyet. A light for Monsieur Judas; it grows 
dark, he may stumble. 

Prin. Alas, poor Machabaeus, how ha*h he 
been baited 1 


Entir Holopernf.s armed, Jor Judas, and 
Moth armed, for Hercules. 

Hoi. Great Hercules is presented by this 

imp, 

Whose club kill'd Cerberus, that three - 
headed caiius! 

And, when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp. 
Thus did he strangle serpents in his 
innnus: 

Quoniam, he seemeth in minority ; 

Frgo, I come with this apology .— 

Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. 

[Erif Moth. 

Hoi. Judas J am ,— 

Dum. A Judas ! 

Hoi. Not Iscariot, Sir. 

Judas J am, ycleped Machnhaus. 

Dum. Judas Machahauis dipt, is plain Jiiclus. 
Biron. A kissing tiartor:—How art thou 
prov'd Judas 1 
Hoi. Judas J am ,— 

Dum . The more shame for you, Jud.is. 

Hoi. VMiat mean you, Sir? 

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. 

Hoi. Begin, Sir ; you arc my elder. 

Biron. Well follow’d : Judas was bang’d on 
an elder. 

Hoi . K will not be put out of countenance. 


Enter Armauo armed, for Hector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles ; here comes 
Uector in arms. 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, 

: I will now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of 
this. 

Boyet. But is this Hector 1 
! Dum. I think, Hector was not so clean* 

1 timber’d. 

Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Boyit. So ; he i» beat indued in the small. 

Biron. Tins cannot be Hectoi. 

Dum. He’s a god or a painter : for he makes 
faces. 

-•lrwi. The armipotent Mars, of lances it he 
i almighty, 

i Gai e Hector a gijt ,— 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with ch ves. 

Dum. No, cloven. 

Arm. Peace. 

The armipotent Mars, of lancet the almighty, 
Gave Hector a gijt, the heir of llion ; 

A man so breath’d, that certain he would 
fight, yea. 

From morn till night, out of his pavalion • 
Jam that Jlouer ,— 

Dum . That mint. 

Jjong. That columbine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long. I must rather give it the rein; for it 
runs against Hectoi. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector’s a grpyhound. 

Arm. The sweet wai-man is dead and rotten; 
sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : 
when be bieath’d, he was a man—But 1 will for¬ 
ward with my device : Sweet royalty, [to the 
Princess.] bestow on me the sense of hearing. 

[Biron whispers Costart). 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector; we are much 
delighted. 

Arm. 1 do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper. 

Boyet . Loves her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yaid. 

Arm. This Hector far surmounted Hanni¬ 
bal ,— 


• A soldier’* powder-bora, 
t An ornamental buckle for fattening hat-baud*, Itv. 
I Lauie-mcu. 
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Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she 
is gone ; she is two months uu ber way. 

Arm. What meanest thou I 
Cost. Faxtli, unless you play the honest Trojan, 
the poor wench is cast away : she’s quick; the 
child brags in her belly already ; 'tis jours. 

Ann. Dost thou infamouize me among po¬ 
tentates ? thou shall die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp’d, for Ja- 
quenetta that is quick by him ; aud bang’d, lar 
Pompey that is dead by him. . 

Dum. Most rare Pompej ! 

Boyet . Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey, Pompey the huge! 

Dum. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov’d :—More Ates,* more 
Ates ; stir them on ! stir them on 1 
Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man’s blood 
in’s belly than will sup a flea. 

Arm. By the north polo, I do challenge thee. 
Cost. 1 will not fight with a pole, line a noi- 
thern man ; t I’ll slash ; i ’ll do it bj the sword.— 
1 praj you let me borrow my arms again. 

Dum. Room for the incensed worthies. 

Cost. I’ll do it m my shirt. 

Dum . Most resolute Pompey ! 

Moth. Master, let me take yon a button-bole 
lower. Do you not see, Pompey i» uncasing for 
the combat? What mean you? you will lose youi 
reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me ; I 
will not combat m my 6 hirt. 

Dum. You may not deny it; Pompey bath 
made the challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, 1 both may and will. 
Biron. What reason have you for’t? 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I ha\e no 
shirt; I go woolward I for penance. 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin’d him ill Rome 
for want of linen : since when, I’ll be sworn, he 
wore none, but a dish-clout of Jaqucnetta’s ; and 
that 'a wears next bis heart, for a favour. 

Enter Mercade. 

3 fcr. God save yon, madam 1 
Pnn. Welcome, Mercade ; 

But that thou interrupts our merriment. 

Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news 1 
bring, 

Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father— 
Prin. Dead, for my life. 

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies, away ; the sceue begins to 
cloud. 

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free 
breath : I have seen the day of wrong through 
the little hole of discretion, and I will right 
myself like a soldier. [Exeunt Worthies. 

King. How fares your majesty ? 

Pnn. Boyet. prepare ; 1 will away to-night. 
King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 
Prin . Prepare, 1 say .—1 thank you, giaciotis 
lords, 

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat. 

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide, 

The liberal $ opposition of our spirits : 

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it.—Farewell, worthy lord 1 
A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue : 
Excuse me so, coming so short of tbauks, 
lor rny gieat suit so easily obtain’d. 

King . The extreme parts of time extremely 
form 

All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 

Aud often, at his very loose, decides 

'I hat whu n long process could not arbitrate : 

Aud though the mourning brow of progeny 

* Ate wa» the poddc«» of ditroril 
t A clovrn. j Clothed in wool, without linen, 

i 1 fee to tutu. 


Forbid the smiling courtesy of love, 

The holy suit which fam it would convince ; 

Yet, since love’s arguuieui was lust on loot. 

Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 
From what it purpos’d ; since, to wail friends 
Is not by much so wholesome, profitable, [lost. 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin. I understand you not; my guefs are 
double. 

Biron . Honest plain words best pieice the tar 
of grief;— 

And by these badges understand the king. 

For your fair sakes have we neglected tune. 
Play’d foul play with our oaths ; your beautv,ladies. 
Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents : 

And what iu us bath seem’d ridiculous,— 

As love is full of unbefitting strains : 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain : 
Form’d by the eye, and, theretore, like the eve. 
Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms. 
Varying in subjects as the eje doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 

\N hich party-coated presence of loose love 
Put oil by us,.if, in your heavenly eyes, 

Have inisbecom’d oin oaths and gravities. 

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults. 
Suggested • us to make.. Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being your’s, the nror that love makes 
U likewise vour’s : we to outselves prove !«ils*, 
By being once false for ever to be true 
To those that make us both,—fair ladle*, von : 
Aud even that falsehood, in itself a sin 
Thus purities itself, and turns to giace. 

Pnn. We have receiv’d youi letters, full of 
love { 

Y'our favours, the ambassadors of love ; 

And, in our maiden council, fated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and con lies), 

\s bombast, aud as lining to the tunc : 

But more devout than tins, in our respects. 

Have we not been; and therefoie met yo.r 
loves 

In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

Dum. Our lelteia, madam, show d much 
mure than jest. 

Long. So did our looks. 

Hot. We did not quote t them »o. 

King. Xow, ai the latest minute of the hour 
Grant us your luve 3 . 

Prin. A time melhinks, too short 
To make a world-without-eiid bargim in ; 

Xo, no, my lord, your grace is perjur’d much 
Full of dear guiltiness: and, therefoie this,— 

If for my love (as there is no such cause; 

You will do aught, this shall you do for me: 
Your oath I will not tiust; but go with •'peril 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage. 

Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 

' There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning: 

If this austere Insociable life 

Change not your offer made in heat of blood: 

If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, aud thin 
weeds, J 

Nip not the gaudy blossoms of our love. 

But that it bear this tnal, and last love ; 

Then, at the expiration of the year. 

Come challenge, challenge me by tlieBe deseit*. 
And, by this virgin palm, now kie&mg thine, 

I will be thine ; aud, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up iu a mounting house; 

Raining the tears of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my father’s death. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands pait; 

Neither infilled in the other’s heait. 

King. If this, or moie than this, I would deny 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest. 
The sudden baud of death clone up mine eye 1 
Hence ever then my heart ,s In thy breast. 
Biron. And what to me, uiy love 1 and vvliat 
to me ? 

Tcmettd. t lleuard. 

1 Clothing. 
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Ilos. \ on must be purged too, >our sins arc 
iank : 

You are attaint with faults and perjury ; 
'therefore if you rny favour mean to get, 

A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest. 
But t*ek the weary beds of people sick. 

Dum. But to what to me, my love? but what 
to me 7 

Kath. A wife!—A beard, fair health, and 
honesty ; 

With thire-fold love 1 wi>h you all these three. 
Dum. O shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife 7 
Kath. Not so, my lord ;—a twelvemonth and 
a day 

I’ll mark no words that 6 inooth-fac'd wooers 
say : 

Come when the king doth to my lady come. 
Then, if I have much love, I’ll give you some. 
Dum. I’ll serve thee uue and faithfully till 
then. 

Kath. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn 
again. 

Lons,. What says Maiia? 

Mat. At the twelvemonth’s end, 
i’ll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 
Lon*. I’ll stay with patience ; but the time is 
long. 

Mar. The liker >ou ; few taller are 60 young. 
liiron. Studies my lady 7 unstress, look on me. 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye. 

What humble suit attends thy answer theie ; 
Impose solue service on me ior thy love. 

Ilos. Oil have 1 heard of you, my loid Bir 6 n, 
Before 1 saw you : and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 

Full oi companions amt wounding flouts , 

Which you on alt estates will execute, 

That lie within the mercy of vour wit: 

'io weed this wormwood from your fruitful 
brain ; 

And, therewithal, to win me, if vo-i plea-e, 
('Without the which I atn not to he won,) 

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to 
day 

Visit the speechless sick, and still converge 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall 
be, 

With all the fieice • endeavour of your wit, 

'lo enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Hi run. To move wild laughter iu the throat of 
death 7 

It cannot be ; it i 3 impossible: 

Muth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Has. Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing 
spmt, 

W hose influence is begot of that loose grace, 

W Inch shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 

A jest’s piospenty lies in the ear 
Of bun that bears it, never in the tongue 
of li.m ilia* makes it : then, if sickly ears, 

DealM with the clamour of their own deart 
groans, 

Will heai your idle scorns, continue then. 

And I will have you, and that fault withal; 

But, if they will not, throw away that spirit, 

And I shall find you empty of that fault, 
ltight joy ful of your reformation. 

Biron. A twelvemonth 7 well, befal what will 
befal, 

I’ll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord: and so I lake my 
leave. [To the King. 

King. No, madam: we will bring you on 
your way. 

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old 

llay; 

Jack hath not Jill: these ladies* courtesy 
Night well have made our sport a comedy. 


King. Come, Sn, it wants a twelvemonth and 
a day. 

And then ’twill end. 

Biron. That's too long for a piny. 

Enter Arm 4 no. 

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,— 

Prin . Was not that Hector 7 
Dum. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I will kiss thy royal linger, and take 
leave : I am a votary ; I have vow’d to Jaque- 
uelta to hold the plough for her sweet love three 
years. But most esteemed greatness?, will you 
hear the dialogue that the two learned men have 
compiled, in praise of the owl aud the cuckoo f 
it should have follow’d in the end of our show. 
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 
Arm . Holla 1 appioach. 

Enter Holofbrnes, Nathaniel, Moth, 
Costard, and others. 

This side is hyems, winter; this Vti, the 
spring; the one maintained by the owl, the 
other by the cuckoo. Ver, begin. 

Song. 

Spring. When dasies pied, and violets blue, 
And lady-smocks all silvc- uhite , 
And cuckoo buds of yellow hue , 

Do paint the nuadous tilth delight , 
The cuckoo then, on eicry tree. 

Mocks married men,for thus sings he. 
Cuckoo , 

Cuckoo , cuckoo,— O uord of feat , 

L iipleasing to a married ear ' 

11 . 

When shepherds pipe on oaten strazis. 
And merry larks are ploughmen’s 
cluck V. 

When turtles tread and, rooks and 
dau s, 

And maidens bleach their summer 
smocks , 

The cuckoo then, on every tree , 
.Mocks married men for thus * ingshe f 
Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O uord of fear, 
Unpleastng to u married cat ! 

111 . 

Winter. When icicles hang by the nail. 

And Dick the shepherd blous his 
nail , 

And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in 
pail. 

When blood is flipp’d, and ways be 
foul. 

Then nightly sings the staring out. 
To-u ho ; 

To-uhit , to-who, a merry note, 

While greasy Joan doth keel • the pot. 

IV. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow. 
And coughing drowns the parson’s 
saw , 

And birds sits brooding in the snow , 
And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crabs + hiss in the bowl. 
Then nightly sings the staring on /, 

To-u ho ; 

To-whit, to-who, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 
Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after 
the songs of Apollo, You, that way ; we, this 
way. Exeunt. 


• Vehement. 


t Immediate. 


• Cool 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

TUT! Mentrcbmi of Plautna (translated by an .tuouvmoas author lu I'&’>,) furnished Shakipe ire with the pr. *~ 
cipal incidents of this play. It it one of his earliest production!. Steteus thinks that the piece i*. no. 
enurelj of his writing. The singularity of ihe plot gura occasion to many amusing perplexities ; hut this 
are repeated till they become wearisome, awl \anvd till they become uiuntalligiole. Were it pussibl* to j rc- 
cure in the representation, two Dronuos, or two Antipholus’s, m whom one should b« exactly the counterpart 
of the other, no powers of perception or of memory, would enable au audience to curr\ their recollection ol 
each inamdual bevoud the termination of a second act. Die 'cry lacility ol iD'cutioii with which the r.- 
tcmbling mdmduals are made to puzzle and to thwart each other, wouldto confound the sensei ol a spectator, 
that he would soon be as much bewildered as the parties themselvrs : whereas the *« at of the elitertaiuim nt 
depends upon his being able accurately to retatu the personal identity of each, without which, he mm bn 
involved in the intricacy, but cannot enjov the humour, occasioned by similarity ol person, and contrariet' 
of purpose. Mr. Stevens has justly observed, that this comedy “exhibits more intricacy of plot than distinc¬ 
tion of character, and that attention is not actirely engaged, since every one can tell how the denouemc . 
will be effected.” 
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DRAMATIS PERSON;E. 

Solinus, Duke of Ephesus. 
jEgeon, a Merchant oj Syracuse . 

( Tutu 
and 

Anti p holus of Ephesus, ^ 

Aktipholus of Syracuse, ' 

i nFhJr* 1 i A Dm an a, Uift to Antlphulus Of Eplll.HU . 

„ HrKti.crc „ Liliana, her Sister. 

Dromio of Ephesus, S Attendants on the Ll LE > lur Seriant - 
Droyiio of Syracuse, \ A Col r fezan. 

Balthazar, a Merchant. 

Angelo, a Goldsmith . Jailer, Officers, and other Attendant <. 

Scene— Ephesus. 


ACT I. 

SCEAE I.—A Hall in the Duke’s Palace 

Enter Duke, ./Egeon. Jailer , Officer, and 
other Attendants. 

JEge. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall. 
And, by the doom ot death, end woes and all. 

Duke . Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more ; 
I am not partial, to infringe our laws : 

'The enmity and discord, which of 1 ate 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of yonr duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,— 
Who wanting gilders • to redeem their lives, 
Have sealed bis rigorous statutes with tbeir 
bloods,— 

Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks. 

For, hi nee the mortal and intestine jars 
’Iwi\t thy seditious countrymen and us, 

It hath m solemn synods* been decreed. 

Both by the Syracusans and ourselves, 

To admit no traflic to our adverse towns: 


Nay, more. 

If any, horn at Ephesus, be seen 
At any Syracusau marts* and fairs, 

Again, If any Syracusan born. 

Come to the bay of Ephesus, be dies, 

His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose ; 
Unless a thousand marks be levied, 

To quit the penalty, and to ransom lmn. 

Thy substance, valued at the highest late. 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 
Therefore, by law thou art condemn’d to die. 
rEge. Yet tins my comlort; when vour words 
are done, 

My woes end likewise with the evening bim. 
Duke. Well, Syracusan, say m Iniel, Clio 


cause 

Why thou departedst fiom thy native home ; 

And for what cause thou tam'st to Ephesus- 
jEge. A heavier task could not have been im¬ 
pos’d, 

Than I to speak rny griefs unspeakable * 

Yet, that the world may witness, that my cart 


Name cf a coin. 


* lVJai/tr.ift. 



Scene I 

Was wrought by nature, • not by vile offence, 

I'll utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syiacusa was I born ; ami wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me. 

And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 

With her I liv'd in joy ; our wealth increas'd. 

By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamiium, till my factor's death; 

And he (great care of goods at random left) 

Drew me iruni Kuul enuracements of tny spouse: 
From whom my absence was not six months old, 
Befoie herself (almost at fainting, under 
Tin* piea*mg punishment that women bear,) 

Il.nl made piow-ion tor her following me. 

And v»on, and sale, armed where I was. 

Tune she had not been long, but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 

And, which was strange, the one so like the 
other, 

As could not he distinguish'd Imt by names. 

That \eiy hour, and in the selt-same inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 
of such a bidden, male twins, both alike. 

Tho-e, tor their patents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wite, not meanly proud of two such boys. 
Made daily motions foi our home return : 
l nwilliug I agieed ; alas, too soon. 

W e came aboard : 

A league fioni Kpuiamnuin had we sail'd, 

Befwe ill’’ alwavs-wind-ohe\iug deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm : 

But longei dill we not retain much hope ; 

For whit obscured light the heavens did grant 
Did hut Conwy unto our tiarful minds 
A doubtful wanant of immediate death; 

Which, though inyselt would gladly ha\e em- 

1m. u M, 

Act the mc ss.ipt weeping* of my wife. 

We-ping before lor what she saw must come. 
And pitioils plaining* of the pretty babe*. 

'Ib.it mourn'd foi fashion, iguoiant what to fear. 
Foil’d me to seek delays toi them and me. 

And this it was,—for other means was none.— 
The sailois ‘■ought tor safety by oui boat, 

And bit the snip, then *iiiking-iipe. to us: 

Mi wife, ui'ii v (aieful lot the latter-boin, 

Had i.ison'd him unto a small spare ma>r, 

Midi a* *iM-f.iung men piovide tor stoims ; 

'In l.iM one ol toe othei twins was bound, 

W hi < I had been like heedful ot the ottier. 

'File < Inleti«ii thus dispos'd, my wile and i, 

1 ix.ii out eyes on whom oui care was fix’d, 

1 listen'd oui sell es at either end the mast; 

And iioaTiu" stiuight, obedient to the stieam, 
Weir earned tow aid* Coimth, as ive thought. 

At leugih the * 1111 , gazing upon the eaith, 

Di*'|Ki' d those upoiirs that offended us; 

An 1, by the heuclit ot Ins wish’d light. 

The sea "ax'd calm, and we discoieied 
Two slims iroin tar making amain to us, 

Ot Corinth tli.it, of Epidaurux this : 

But ere they came,—O let me say no more! 
Gafhei the sequel by what went befoie. 

J)ukc. Nay, fonvaid, old man, do not hieak 
off so ; 

For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 

.f.’ge. oh ! had the gods done so, 1 had uot now 
Wottluly term’d them meiciiess to us! 

Foi, ere the ships couid meet by twice five 
leagues. 

We weie e.icoiiutei'd by a mighty rock ; 

Which being violently home upon, 

Oui helpful ship was ophtted in the midst. 

So that 111 this unjust divorce of us. 

Fortune had lelt to both ot us alike 
What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 

Hei part, poor soul! seeming as Inn delicti 
AVith iesst*» weight, but not with lesser woe, 

Wa- tamed with mote speed before the wind; 
And in our sight they thiee were taken up 
jjy fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

• Natural affection. 
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At length, another ship had seiz'd on us ; 

And, knowing whom it was then hap to save. 
Gave helpful welcome to their shipwreck'd 
guests ; 

And would have reft* the fishers of their prey. 
Had not their bark been very* slow of sail. 

And therefore homeward did they bend their 
course.— 

Thus have you beard me sever’d from my bliss ; 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d 
To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. ~ 

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sor- 
rowest for. 

Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall’n of them, and thee, till now. 
^Ege. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest 
care, 

At eighteen years became inquisitive 
Aftei Ins brother ; and importun'd me, 

That Ins attendant, (for his case was like, 

Kelt of hi* brother, but retain'd his name,) 

Might bear him company in the quest of him : 
Whom whilst I labour’d of a love to see, 

1 hazarded the loss of whom I lov'd. 

Five Mimmeis have I spent in furthest Greece, 
Itoanmig clean t though the bounds of Asia, 

And coasting homeward, came to Ephesus; 
Hopeless to find, vet loath to leave unsought, 

Oi that, 01 any place that harbours men. 
liut here must cud the siory of my life; 

And happy were 1 m my timely death, 

Could all im tiaiels warrant me they live. 

Duke. Hapless /Egeon, whom the fates have 
mark'd 

To bear the extremity of dire mishap! 

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws. 
Against my ciowu, iny oath, my dignity, 

Which prince* 5 , would they, may not disannul. 
My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 

But, though thou art adjudged to the death. 

And parsed sentence may not be recall'd, 

But to oui honour's great disparagement, 

Yet will I favour thte in what 1 can : 

Tin letor**, metchaut, I’ll limit thee tins day. 

To seen tin help by beneficial help : 

Trv all the fi lends thou hast in Ephesus ; 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum. 

And li\e ; it not, then tbou art doom'd to die :— 
Jailer, take him to thy custody. 

Jail. 1 will, my lord. 

jEge. Hopeless, and helpless, doth /Egeon 
wend, 

, But to prociastiiiate bis lifeless cod. [Eicunt. 

SCEXF. II.—A public Place . 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of Syra ¬ 
cuse , and a Merchant. 

Jlcr. Therefore, give out you are of Epi- 
damnum. 

Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 

This very day, a Syracusan merchant 
Is apprehended for arnval here; 

And, not being able to buy out his life. 
According to the statute of the town. 

Dies eie the we.uy sun set in the west. 

There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant. S Go bear it to the Ceutaui,* where 
we host. 

And stay the/e, Dromio, till I come to thee. 
AVithin this hour it mil he dinner-time : 

Till that, I’ll new the manners of the town. 
Peruse the tiadeis, gaze upon the buildings, 

And then letuni, ami sleep within mine inn; 

For with long travel 1 am stiff aud weaiy. 

Get thee away. 

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at yon- 
word, 

And go indeed, having so good a mean. 

[Eat Dr.o.S. 


• Dfprhfd. + Clear, completely. 
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Ant. S. A trusty villain,• Sir, that \eiy oft, | Dio. A'. I have some maiks of youi’s up-n 
Wl rn 1 am duli with care and melancholy, my pare. 

Lightens mj humour with his merry jests. Some ol ray inistiess’ marks upon my ahouldeis 

What, will you walk, with me about the town. But not a thousaud maiks between >ou both.— 

Aiul then, go to niy inn, and dine with me l If I should pay your worship those again, 

Mtr. I uni invited, Sir, to certain merchants, IVreliance, you will not bear them patiently. 

Ot whom I hope to make much benefit; Ant. S. Thy mistress* marks! what inistiess, 

I crave your pardon. Soou, at five o’clock, slave, hast thou ? 


Please you. I'll meet with you upon the mart, t 
And afterwards consort >ou till bed-time ; 

My present busiuess calls me fiom >ou now. 

Ant. S. Farewell till theu: 1 will go lose 
myself, 

And wander up ami down, to view the city. 

Mtr. Sir, I commend you to jour own con¬ 
tent. [Exit Merchant. 

Ant. S. He that commends me to mine own 

COUItllt, 

Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 

I to the world am like a drop of water. 

That in the oceau seeks another drop ; 

Who, falling there to find his fellow forth. 
Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself: 

So !, to find a mother and a brother, 
lit quest of them, unhappy, lose in)self. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

Heie comes the almanack of my true date,-— 

W hat uow ? How chance, thou art relum'd so 

soon ? 

Dro. E. Return'd so soon! rather approach’d 
too late : 

The capon bums, *lie pig falls from the spit: 
The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell, 

M> mistress made it one upon my cheek : 

She is so hot, because the meat is cold : 

The meat is cold, because you come not home; 
You come not home, because you have no 
stomach ; 

You have no stomach, having broke jour fast; 
But we, that kuow what 'tis to last and pray. 

Are penitent for your delailt to-day. 

Ant. S. Stop in your wind, Sir ; tell me this, I 
pray ; [you ? 

U here have you left the money that I gave 

Dro. E. Oil l— sixpence, that 1 had o’Wednes¬ 
day last, 

To pay the saddler for rav mistress' crupper ;— 
Ihe saddler had it, Sir, I kept it not. 

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour now : 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 

We being strangers here, bow dar’st thou trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody? 

Dro. E. I pray you, jest, Sir, as you sit at 
diuner : 

I from my mistress come to you in post; 

It l return, l shall be post indeed ; 

I’or she will score your fault upon my pate. 
Melhinks your maw, like mine, should be your 
clock. 

And strike you home without a messenger. 

Ant. S. Come, Dronuo, come, these jests 
are out ol season ; 

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this: 
Where is the gold 1 gave in charge to tbec ? 

Dro. E. To me, Sir 1 why you gave no gold 
to me. 

Ant. S. Conic on, sir knave, have done yonr 
foolishness. 

And tell me, bow thon bast dispos’d thy charge. 

Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from 
the mart 

Home to your bouse, the PhcEQix, Sir, to din* 
ner ; 

My mistress, and her sister, stay for yon. 

Ant. S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer 
tne. 

In what safe place you have, bestow'd my mo- 
ney ; 

Or, I will break that merry sconce of your's. 
That olands on tricks when I am indispos'd : 
Where is the thousand marks thou bad'ftt of 
met 

* X. c. Servant. t Exchongs, markot-plsee 


Dro. E. Your worship's wife, my mistier* at 
the Phamix ; 

She that doth fast, till you come home to din¬ 
ner, 

And prays, that you will hie you home to 
dinner. 

Ant. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto 
iny face. 

Being fuibid; There, take you that, su knave. 

Dro. E. What mean you, Sir I for God’s sar<* 
hold your bauds ; 

Nay, an you will not, Sir, I’ll take irry heels. 

[E*it Dromio, L. 

Ant. S. Upon my life, by some deuce or 
other, 

The villain is o’er-raught of all my money. 

They say, this town is full of cozenage ; 

As tumble jugglers, that deceive the eye. 

Dark-working sorcerers, that change the mind, 

Soul-killing witches, that deform the body ; 

Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many such like liberties of sin : 

If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 

I’ll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave , 

I greatly fear, my money is not safe. [Exit. 


ACT II. 

SCEXE /.— A public Place. 

Enter Adriana, and Lucian a. 

Adr. Neither my husband, nor the slave re 
turn'd. 

That in such haste I sent to seek lus master 1 
Sure Luciana, it is two o'clock. 

Luc. Perhaps some merchant hath invited 
bun. 

And from the mart he’s somewhere gone to 
dinner. 

Good sister, let us dine, and never fict: 

A man is master of his libeity : 

Time is their master; and, when they sec time, 
They’ll go, or come: If so, be pjtient, si-tei. 

Adr. Why should their liberty than oui's be 
more ? 

Luc. Because their busiuess still lies mu 
o’door. 

Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it 
ill. 

Luc. Ob I know he is the bridle of yout 
will. 

Adr. There's noue but asses, will be bridled 
so. 

Luc. Why, headstrong liberty is lash’d with 
woe. 

There’s nothing, situate under heaven’s eye, 

But hath its bound, in earth, in 6ea, in sky : 

The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls, 

Are their males’ subject, and at their contiols : 
Men, more divine, and masters of all these. 
Lords of the wide world, and wild wat’ry seas. 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of more pre-eminenoe than fish and fowls, 

Are masters to their females, and their lords: 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr. This servitude makes you to keep un¬ 
wed. 

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage 
bed. 

Adr\ But, were you wedded, you would beiu 
some sway. 

Luc. Ere I learn love. I'll practise to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband start some otlwi 
where f 
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Luc. Till he come home again, I would for¬ 
bear. 

Actr. Patience unmov’d, no marvel though 

she pause ; 

They can he meek, that have no other cajse. 

A wi etched soul, nriiis’U with adversity. 

We Iml lie quiet, whin we hem it ciy; 

But vvcie we burthen’d with like weight of 
pain. 

As much, m more, we should ourselves com¬ 
plain : 

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve 
thee, 

With urging helpless patience uould’st relieve 
me : 

But, if thou live to sec like right bereft, 
ll.is I'ool-hegg'd patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Weil, I will marry one day, hut to try 
Hue tomes vour man, now is your husband 
nigh. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

Artr. Say, is jour tardy master now at hand 7 

Dio. E. Nay, he is at two hands with me, and 
that my tuo ears can witness. 

Ailr. Say, didst thou speak with him? know’st 
thou his mind ? 

Pro. E. Ay, ay, he told Ins mind upon mine 
ear : 

lh shrew lus hand, I scarce could understand it. 

I,m . Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not 
feel hid meaning ? 

J)ro . E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too 
well feel Ins blows ; and withal so doubtfully, 
that I could scaice understand them. • 

Adr. But »ay, I pr’ytbee, is be coming 
home i It seems, he hath great care to please 
hi-, wile. 

IJro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is 
horn-mad. 

dr//. H'lin-inad, thou villain? 

I)io. E. 1 mean not cuckold-mad ; but, jure, 
lie’s stai k mad : 

When 1 desir’d him to come home to diniiei, 

ID* ask’d me for a thousand marks m gold : 

'Tis dtniur twit, quoth 1, My gold, quoth 
he : 

Your nit tit doth burn, quoth 1 ; My gold, 
quoth he : 

Will you come home ? quoth I; My gold, 
quoth he : 

Whet i is the thousand marks 1 gate thee, vil¬ 
lain / 

Tuc pig, quoth I, is burn’d; My gold, quoth 
he : 

My mistress. Sir, quoth I ; Jiang up thy mis¬ 
tress : 

I know not thy mistress; out on thy mis¬ 
tress ! 

Luc. Quoth who ? 

Pro. E. Quoth iny master: 

/ know, quoth he, no house, no wife, no mis¬ 
tress ;— 

So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 

1 thank him, 1 bear home upon my shoulders; 
For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch 
him home. 

l)ro. E. Go back agaiu, and be new beaten 
home ? 

For God’s sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr. Back, slave, or 1 will break thy pate 
across. 

Pro. E. And he will bless that cross with 
other beating: 

Between v 0 u I shall have a holy head. 

Adr. Heuce, prating peasant; fetch thy master 
home. 

JJro. E. Am I so round with you, as you with 
me. 

That like a football do you 6pnrn me thus? 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me 
hither : 


If 1 last m tins seivice, you must case me in 
leather. [ Ent . 

Luc. Fie, how impatience lowcreth m your 
face. 

Adr. His company must do his minion* 
grace, 

Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 

Hath homely age the ulluung beauty took 
From my pooi cheek 1 then he hath wasted it: 
Are my discourses dull ? bai ren my wit ? 

If voluble and sharp discourse he iriarr’d, 
Unkindness blunts it, more than marble h. id. 

Do their gay vestments Ins aftectiou* hate ? 

That’s not my fault, he’s master of iny state : 
What rums are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures: * My decayed fair + 

A sunny look of his would soon repair: 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale. 

And feeds from home ; poor I am but Ins stale .* 
Jsiic. Self-aiming jealousy !—fie, beat it hence. 
Adr. Unfeeling tools can with such wioiigs 
dispense. 

I know his eye doth homage utherwheie ; 

Oi else, w'hat lets 9 it but be would be here ? 
Sistei, you know, he promis’d ine a cliaiu ;— 
Would that alone alone he would detain. 

So he would keep fair quarter v.jtli his bed ! 

1 see the jewel, best enamelled. 

Will lose ins beauty ; and though gold 'bides 
still. 

That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear gold : and so no man, that bath a name. 
But falsehood and cnnuptioii doth it shame. 
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 

I’ll weep what’s left away, and weeping die. f 
Luc. How many fond fools serve mad jea- £ 
lousy! [Exeunt,* 

SC EXE II.—The same. 

Enter Aktiphc/lls of Syracuse. 

Ant. S. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaui ; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out. 

By computation, and mine host’s report, 

1 could not speak with Dromio, since at first 
I send him from the mart: See here he comes. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

How now. Sir? is your merry humour alter’d? 
As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 

You know no Centaur? you receiv’d no gold? 
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner l 
My house was at the Phaunx ? Wast thou mad. 
That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 

Pro. S. W'hat answci, Sir, when spake I such 
a word ? 

Ant. S. Even now, even here, not half an hour 
since. 

Pro. S. I did not see you since you sent me 
hence. 

Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave 
me. 

A7it. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s re¬ 
ceipt ; 

And told’st me of a mistress, and a dinner ; 

For which, 1 hope, thou felt’sl I was displeas’d. 
Pro. S. I am glad to see you ill this meriy 
vein: 

What means this jest? I pray you, master, 
tell me. 

Ant . S. Yea, dost tbou jeer, and flout me in 
the teeth 1 

Think’st thou, I jest? Hold, take thou that, and 
that. [Beating him. 

Pro. S. Hold, Sir, for God's sake; now your 
jest is earnest: 

Upon what bargain do you give it me T 
Ant. S. Because that 1 familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you. 


* Alteration of features. 

^ Fair, for fairness. j hulking horse. 

$ Hinders. 


3 B 


* 1. ». Source stand under them* 
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Your sauciness will jest upon m> love, 

And make a common of my serious hours. * 
When the suu shines, let foolish gnats make 
sport. 

But creep iu crannies, when he hides his beams. 
11 >ou will jest with me know my aspect, t 
Anti fashion jour demeanour to uiy looks, 

Oi 1 will heat this method in jour sconce. 

Dro. S. Scouce, call jou it ? so jon would 
leave battering, 1 bad rather have it a head: an 
jou use these blows Ion?, 1 must get a sconce for 
im head, and insconce i it too; or else 1 shall 
seek my wit iu my shoulders. But, 1 pray. Sir, 
why am I beaten ? 

Ant. S. Dost thou not know? 

Dro. S. Nothing, Sirj but that I am beaten. 

Ant. S' Shall l tell jou why t 

Dro. S. Ay, Sir, and wherelore ; for, they say, 
every why hath a wherefore. 

Ant. S. Why, first.—for flouting me; and 
then, wherefore,— 

Tor urging it the secoud time to me. 

Dro. S. W as there ever auy wan thus beaten 
out ot' season ? 

When, iu the why, and the wherefore, is neither 
rhyme nor reason l — 

Well, Sir, 1 thank you. 

Ant. S. Thank me, Sir, for what 7 

Dro. S’. Marry, Sir, for this something that 
you gave me for nothing. 

Ant. S. I'll make you amends next, to give 
you nothing for something. But say, Sir, ib it 
dinner-time 7 

Dro. S. No, Sir; I think the meat wants that 
I have. 

Ant. S'. In aood time. Sir, what’s that? 

Dro S’. BabUng. 

Ant. S'. W ell, Sir, then ’twill be dry. 

Uro. S'. If u be, S.i, 1 pray you eat none 
of it. 

Ant. S. Your reason? 

Dro. S. Lest it make vou choleric, and pur¬ 
chase me another dry batting. 

Ant. S’. Well, Sir, learn to jest m good time; 
There’s a time for all tbiugs. 

Dro. S. I durst have denied that, before jou 
weie so choleric. 

Ant. S'. By what rule. Sir? 

Dro. S. Marry, Sir, bv a rule as plaiu as the 
plain bald pate of father Time himself. 

Ant. S’. Let’s hear it. 

Dro. S. There’s no time for a man 10 recover 
his hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. S, May he not do it by fine and reco¬ 
very ? 

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and 
recover the lost hair of another man. 

Ant. S'. Why is time such a niggard of hair, 
being, as it is, so plentiful an excremeut? 

Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he be¬ 
stows on beasts : and what be hath scanted men 
in hair, he hath given them in wit. 

Ant. S’. Why, bat there’s many a man hath 
more hair than wit. 

Dro. S. Not a man of those, but be hath the 
wit to lose his hair. 

Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men 
plain dealers without wit. 

Dro. S . The plainer dealer, the sooner lost; 
Y’et be losetfa it in a kind of jollity. 

Ant. S. For what reason? 

Dro. S. For two; and sound ones too. 

Ant. 8. Nay, not souud, 1 pray you. 

Dro. S. Sure ones then. 

Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing. 

Dro. S\ Certain ones then. 

Ant. S. Name them. 

JJro. S’. The one, to save the money that be 
elands in tiring ; the other, that at dinner they 
should not drop in his porridge. 

Ant. S. You would all this time have proved, 
there is no time for all things. 

* i.t. Intrude on them when you plea**, 
t Study- my countenance. 

I A $conct wu a fortification. 


Dro. S’. Marry, and did, Sir ; namely, uo time 
to lecover lnir lost by nature. 

Ant. S. But jour reason was not substantial, 
whv there is no tune to recover. 

Dro. S. Thus 1 mend it: Tune himself is bold, 
and therefore to the world’s end, will have uald 
followers. 

Ant . S. I knew, ’twould be a bald conclu¬ 
sion : 

But soft I who wafts • us yonder? 

Enter Adriana and Liciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipbolus, look strange, and 
frown ; 

Some other mistress hath tby sweet aspects, 

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

The time was once, wheu thou unurg'd wouhi-t 
vow 

That never words were music to thine ear. 

That never object plca-mg m thine eye, 

That never touch well-welcome to thy hand. 

That never meat sweet-sAvour’d in tliy t.M**, 
Unless I spake, look’d, touch’d, or carv’d to 
thee. 

How comes it now, my husband, oh! how 
comes it, 

That thou art then estranged from thyself? 
riiyself I call it, being strange to me. 

That undmdable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear sell’s bcttei pait. 

Ah ! do not tear away thyself from me , 

Foi know, iiij love, as easy inay’st thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulpb, , 

And take nnimugled thence that diop again, 
Without additiou or diminishing. 

As take trom me thy sell, and not me too. 

How- dearly would it touch thee to the quirk, 
Sbould’st thou hut hear 1 were licentious { 

And that this body, consecrate to thee. 

By radian lust should be contaminate / 

Would’st thou not spit at me, and ‘«puin at im, 
And hurl the name of husband in my face. 

And tear the stain’d skin oil my harlot blow. 

And from my false hand tut the wedding ring. 
And break it with a dtep-divoitiug vow ( 

1 know thou caust ; and theieloie, see, tin,, 
do it. 

I am possess’d with an adultriate blot; 

My blood is mingled with the uniie of lusi : 

For, it we two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison ot thy flesh. 

Being strumpeted by thy coutagiou. 

Keep then fair leagne aud truce with fbj true 
bed ; 

1 live dis-stain’d, thou undishonoured. 

Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame ? i kuo’v 
you not: 

In Ephesus 1 am but two hours old. 

As strange unto your towu, as to your talk ; 

Who, every word by all iny wit being scanu’d. 
Want wit in all oue word to understand. 

Luc. Fie, brother 1 how the world is cliaugM 
with you : 

W hen were you wont to use my 6ister thuc ? 

She sent for you by Droiuio home to dinner. 
Ant. By Droimo? 

Dro. S. By me ? 

Adr. Ily thee: and this tbou didst return 
from him,— 

That he did buffet thee, and, iu his blows 
Denied my bouse for bis, me for bis wife. 

Ant. S. Did you converse, Sir, with this gen¬ 
tlewoman ? 

What is the course and drift df your complct 1 
Dro. S. I, Sir? I never saw her till this time. 
Ant. S'. Villain, tbou Best; for even tier veiv 
words 

Didst tbou deliver to me on the mart. 

Dro. S\ l never spake with her in all my life. 
Ant . •S’. How can she thus then call us by out 
names. 

Unless it be by inspiration! 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity, 

• Beckons. 



Scene I. 

To counterfeit thus crossly with your slave. 
Abetting lain to thwart me in my mood ? 

Be it in) iviong, you are fnffn me exempt. 

But wrong not that wrong with ‘a more con¬ 
tempt. 

Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine : 
Thou ait an elm, my husband, 1 a vine; 

Whose weakness, married to my stronger state, 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate: 

It aught possess thee from me, it is dross. 
Usurping ivy, brier, or idle * moss ; 

\\ bo all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on thy contusion. 

Ant. S. To me she speaks ; she moves me for 
her theme : 

What, was I married to her in my dream? 

Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this ? 

What emu drives our eyes and eais amiss? 

Until I know this sure uncertainty, 

I’ll entertain the otter’d fallacy. 

Luc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for 
dinner. 

Dro. S. Oh ! lor my beads l I cross me for a 
sinner. 

This is the fairy land O spite of spites I— 

"e talk with goblins, owls, and elvish spntes ; 

If "<* obey them not, this will ensue. 

They'll suck our bicath, or pinch us black and 
blue. 

Luc. \\ by prat’st thou to thyself, and an- 
svvt r'st not ? 

Dioinio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou 
sot ! 

J)ro. S. I atn transformed, master, am not 1 ? 
Ant. S. 1 think thou ait, in mind, and so 
am 1. 

Dro. S. Nay, master, both m mind and in my 
shape. 

Ant. .V. Thou hast thine own form. 

Pto. S. No, I am an ape. 

Luc. If thou art chang'd to aught, *tis to ar. 
ass. 

Dro. .V. 'Tis tine; sfce rides me, and 1 long 
for glass. 

’Tis so, I am an ass ; else it could never be, 

But 1 should know her as well as she knows 
me. 

Aftr. Come, come, no longer will 1 be a fool. 
To put the finger iu the eye and weep, 

■Whilst man and master, laugh my woes to 
scorn.— 

Com**, Sn, to dinnei , Dromio, keep the gate 
Husband, I’ll dine above with you to-day. 

And simve t you of a thousand idle pranks: 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your master. 

Say, he dines foilh, and let no creature enter.— 
Come, sister:—Dionuo, play the porter well. 

Avt S. Am I in earth, in heaveu.or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking ? mad, or well-advis'd ? 
Known nii’o these, and to myself disguis'd I 
I’ll say a-> they say, and persdver so. 

And in this mist at all adventures go. 

Pro. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate ? 
Adr. Ay ; and let none enter, lest I break 
your pate. 

Luc. Come, come, Antiphoius, we dine too 
late. [ Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus , Dromio of 
Et hesus , Angelo, and Balthazar. 

Ant. E. Good signior Angelo, you must ex¬ 
cuse us all; 

My wife is shrewish, when I keep not hours: 
Say, that I Imgei’d with you at your shop 
To see the making of her carkanet, % 

Aud that to-morrow you will bung it home. 

• Unfertile. ♦ Absolve. 

I A necklace strung with poarls. 
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But here’s a villain, that would face me down 

He met me oil the mart; and that 1 beat him. 

And charg'd him with a thousand marks in 
gold ; 

And that 1 did deny my wife and house :— 

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by 
this ? 

Dro. E. Say what you will, Sir, but I know 
what 1 know : 

That you beat me at the mait, I have your hand 
to show : 

If the skin were parchment, and the blows you 
gave were ink, 

Your own handwimug would tell you what I 
think. 

Ant. E. 1 think, thou art an ass. 

Dro. E. Marry, so it doth appear. 

By the wrongs I suffer, and the blows I bear. 

I should kick, being kick’d ; and, being ar that 
pass. 

You would keep from my heels, and beware of 
an ass. 

Ant. E. You are sad, signior Balthazar : 'Pray 
God, our cheer 

May answer my good will, and your good vvel 
come here. 

Bal. 1 hold your dainties cheap, Sn, and your 
welcome deal. 

Ant. E. O sigtuoi Balthazar, either at flesh 
or fish, 

A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty 
dish. 

Bal. Good meat. Sir, is common ; that every 
churl attends. 

Ant. E. And welcome more common; for 
that’s nothing hut words. 

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes 
a merry feast. 

Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host, aud more 
sparing guest; 

But though my cates * be mean, take them in 
good part ; 

Better cheer may you have, but not with better 
heart. 

But, soft; my door is lock’d ; Go bid them let 

IIS III. 

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, 
Gillian, Jen’! 

Dro. S. [ Hithin.] Mome, + malt-horse, capon, 
coxcomb, idiot, pauli * j 

Either get thee fiom the door, or sit down at 
the hatch : 

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call’st 
for such store. 

When one is one too many ? Go, get thee from 
r the door. 

Dro. E. What patch is made our porter? My 
master 6 lays in the street. 

Dro. S. Let him walk from whence lie came, 
lest he catch cold oil's feet. 

Ant. E. Who talks within there ? bo, open 
the door. 

Dro. S. Right, Sir, I’ll tell you when, and 
you’ll tell me wherefore. 

Ant. E. Wheref 6 re ? for my dinner; I have 
not din’d to-day. 

Dro. S. Nor to day here you must not; come 
again, when you may. 

Ant. E. What art thou, that keep’st me oct 
from the house I owe ? § 

Dro. S. The porter for this time. Sir, and my 
name 1s Dronno. 

• Dro. E. O villain, thou hast stolen both 
mine office and my name; 

The one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle 
blame. 

If thou had’ 6 t been Dromio to-day in my place. 

Thou would'st have chang’d thy face tor a 
name, or thy name foi ait ass. 

Luce. [ Within.] Wbat a coil \\ is there ? Pro- 
nuo, who are those at the gate ? 


• Dishes of meat. + BWKh'-ad. 

t Tool. $ I own, atn owner of. 

| Bottle, tumult. 
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Pro. E. Let my master in, Luce. 

Luce. Faith no ; he come* too late : 

And so tell your muster. 

Pro. E. 6 Lord, I must laugh:— 

Have at you with a proverb.—Shall I set in mv 
staff? 

Luce. Have at you with another : that’s,— 
Wbeu ? can you tell ? 

Pro. S. If thy name be call’d Luce, Luce, tlion 
hast answer'd him well. 

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion ? you’ll let 
os m, I hope? 

Luce. I thought to have ask’d you. 

Pro. S. And you said, no. 

Pro. E. So, come, help ; well struck ; there 
was blow for blow. 

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luce. Can you tell for whose sake? 

Pro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 

Luce. Let him knock till it ake. 

Ant. E. You’ll try for this, minion, if I beat 
the door down. 

Luce. W hat needs all that, and a pair of 
stocks in the touu ? 

Adr. [Within.) Who is that at the door,that 
keeps all this noise T 

Pro. S. By my troth, your towu is troubled 
with unruly hoys. 

Ant. E. Are you there, wife? you might hate 
come before. 

Adr. Your wife. Sir kna\e! go, get you fiom 
the door. 

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this 
kna\e would go sore. 

Ang. Heie is neither cheer. Sir, nor welcome, 
we would lam have either. 

Lai. In debating which was best, we shall 
part* with neither. 

Pro. E. They stand at tne door, master; bid 
them welcome hither. 

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that 
we cannot gel in. 

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your 
garments were thin. 

Your cake here is warm within ; you stand here 
in the cold : 

It would make a man mad as a bnck, to be so 
bought and sold.-f 

Ant. E. Go, fetch me something. I’ll break 
ope the gate. 

Pro. S. Break any breaking here, and I’ll 
break your knave’s pate. 

Pro. E. A man may break a word with you, 
Sir ; and words are but wind ; 

Ay, and break it m your face, so he break it not 
bebmd. 9 

Pro. S. It seems, thou wantest breaking; 
Out upon thee, hind ! 

Pro. E. Here’s too much, out upon ibee 1 I 
pray thee, let me in. 

Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, 
and fish have no fin. 

Ant. E. Well, I’ll break in; Go borrow rae a 
crow. 

Pro. E. A crow without a feather; master, 
mean you so ? 

For a fish without a fin, theie’s a fowl without a 
feather : 

If a ''row help us in„sirrab, we’ll pluck a crow 
together. 

Ant. E. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron 

crow. 

Bal. Have patience. Sir; oh I let in not be 

so; # 

Herein you war against yonr reputation. 

And draw within the compass of suspect 

I he unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this,—Your long experience of her wis¬ 
dom. 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown; 

And doubt not. Sir, but she will well excuse 

• Hare part. 

1 A j'ro-.i-rbtiil |»bra«e. 


Why at (his time the doors are made* against 
you. 

Be rul’d by me ; depart in patience. 

And let us to ibe Tiger all to dinner: 

And, about evemug, come >outsell alone. 

To know the reason of this strauge rest.amt. 

It by strong hand you offer to break in. 

Now in the stirriug passage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made on it; 

And that supposed by the common rout 
Against your yet ungalled estimation. 

That may with tout intrusion entei in. 

And dwell upon your giave when you are dead : 
For slander lives upon succession ; 

For ever hous’d, wheie it once gets possession. 
Ant E. You have prevail’d; l will depail m 
quiet. 

And, lu despite of mirth, mean to be merry. 

1 know a winch of excellent discourse,— 

Pretty and witty ; wild, aud yet, too gentle 
There will we dine : this woman that 1 mean, 
My wife (but, I protest, without desert,) 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal; 

To her will we to dmuer.—Get you home. 

And fetch the chain; by this,t 1 know, ’In 
made : 

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine ; 

For there’s the lioLh>c ; that chain will I bestow 
(lie it for uothiug but to spite my wile,) 

Upon mine hostess there: good bir, nuke 
haste : 

Since mine own doois refuse to entertain me, 

I’ll knock clseubeie, to sec if they’ll di-J.wn 
me. 

Ang. I’ll meet you at that place, some ho.n 
hence. 

Ant. E. Do so ; This jest shall cost me some 
expense. 

SC EXE II.—The same. 

Enter Lucian a, and Antifholus vj Sjta- 

cysc. 

Luc. And may it be that you have quite foi- 
got 

A husband’s office ? shall, Antipholus, hale, 
Even m the spring of love, thy love-spring; 
rot t 

Shall love, in building, grow’ so ruinate? 

If you did wed my sister lor her wealth, 

Then, for her wealth’s sake, use her with 
more kindness : 

Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth; 

Mu tile your false love with some show of 
blinduess: 

Let not my 6 ister read it in your eye ; 

Re not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator ; 
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 

Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger : 

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be 
tainted ; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint; 

Be secret-false : What need she be acquainted ? 

What simple thief brags ol his own attaint? 
’Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed. 

And let her read it in tby looks at board : 
Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed; 

Ill deeds art doubled with an evil word, 

Alas i poor women I make us but believe. 

Being compact of credit,$ that you love us; 
Though others tiave the arm, show us the 
sleeve; 

We in your motion turn, and you may move 
us. 

Then, gentle brother, get you in again; 

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife : 
*Tis holy sport, to be a little vain, || 
tyheu the sweet breath of llattery conquers 
strife. 


• J.e. Made fast. 

+ By lhi» time. . 

t Love-»pring* ire younjj plant* or fthonta of *0V6 
$ l.e. Dents made altogether of credulity. 

| Vain, ia light of tongue. 
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Ant. .V. Sweet mistress, (what your name is 
tin*, I Know not, 

\or by what wonder you do bit on mine,) 

Less, in your Knowledge, and your grute, you 
show not, ‘ 

Thau our earth's wonder; more than eaith 
divine. 

Teach me, dear creature, how to think and 
speak ; 

Lay open to my earthly gross conceit. 

Smother'd in errors, techie, shallow, weak, 

The folded meaning of your word's deceit. 
Against my soul's puie truth why labour you, 

To make it wander m an unknown field ? 

Aie you a god? would you create me new? 
’Iiansforin me then, and to your power I'll 
yield. 

But if that I am I, then well I know, 

\our weeping 6istei is no wife of mine, 

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe ; 

Far more, lar more, to you do 1 decline. 

O tram me not, sweet mermaid, • with thy 
note, 

To drown me In thy sister’s flood of tears; 
Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote : 

Spread o'er the stiver waves thy golden 
hairs, 

And as a bed I’ll take thee, and there lie; 

And m that glorious supposition, think 
lie gains by death, that hath such means to 
die :— 

Let love, being light, be drowned if she sink ! j 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reason 
so ? 

Ant. .V. Not mad, but mated; t how, | do not 
Know. I 

Luc. It 13 a fault that sprmgeth fiom your 
eye. j 

Ant. S. For gazing on your beams, tair sun, 
being by. 

Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will J 
cleai your sight. 

Ant. S As good to wink, sweet love, ns look i 
on night. : 

Luc. Why call you me love? call my siiter 
so t 

Ant. S. Thy sister’s sister. 

Luc. That’s my sistei. 

Ant. S. No ; 

It is thyself, mine own seifs better pari ; 

Mint eye's clear eye, n»y dear heart's dealer 
heart; 

My food, niy foitmie, and my sweet hope’s aim, 
My sole earth’s heaven, and in> heaven's claim. 
Luc. All this my sistei is, or else should be. 
Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim 
thee : 

Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life; 

Thou hast no husband >et,*uor I no wile: 

Give me thy hand. 

Luc. O soft. Sir, hold you still} 

I’ll fetch my sister, to get ber good will. 

[Exit Luc. 

Enter, from the house of Antipholus of 
Ephesus, Drum io of Syracuse. 

Ant. S. Whv, bow now, Dromio? where 
run'st thou so fast ? 

Dio. S. Do you know me, Sir? am I Dro- 
ono? ain 1 vour man ? am I myself? 

Ant. S. Tliou art Dromio, thou art my man, 
thou art thyself. 

Dro. S. I am -an ass, I am a woman’s man, and 
besides myself. 

Ant. S. What woman's man ? aud how be¬ 
sides thyself? 

Dro. S. Marry, Sir, besides myself, I am due 
to a woman; one that claims me, one that 
haunts me, one that will have me. 

Ant. S. What claim lays she to thee ? 

Dro. S. Marry, Sir, such claim as you would 
lay to your horse; and she Would have me as a 
beast; not that 1 being a beast, she would have 


me ; but that she, being a very beastly creatuie, 
lays claim to me. 

Ant. S. What is she? 

Dro. S. A very reverend body ; ay, surh a 
one as a inan may not speak of, without he say, 
sir-reverence: I have but lean luck iii tiie match, 
and yet is she a wondrous fat nnmuge ? 

Ant. S. How dost thou mean, a fat marnage? 

Dro. S. Marry, Sir, she’s the kitchen-wench, 
and all grease : and 1 know not wi.at use to put 
her to, but to make a lamp of her, aud run 
from her by her own light. 1 warrant, her rags, 
ami the tallow in them, will burn a Poland 
winter: if she lives till doomsday, she’ll burn a 
week longer than the whole world. 

Ant. S What complexion is she of? 

Dro. S. Swart, * like my shoe, but her face 
nothing like so clean Kept; For why? she 
sweats, a man may go over shoes m the grime 
of it. 

Ant. S. That’s a fault that water will mend. 

Dro. S. No, Sir, 'tts in gram ; Noah’s flood 
could not do it. 

Ant. S. What's her name? 

Dro. S. Nell, Sir ;—hut lier name and three 
quarters, that is, an ell and three quarters, will 
not measure her from hip to hip. 

Ant. S. Then she hears some breadth? 

Dro. S. No longer fiom head to loot, than 
fiom hip to hip : She is spherical, like a globe ; 
1 could find out countries in her. 

Ant. S. In what part of her body stands Ire¬ 
land ? 

Dro. S. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks ; I found 
it out by tbe bogs. 

Ant. S. Where Scotland? 

Dio. S. 1 tonnd it by the barrenness : haid, 
iu the palm of the hand. 

Ant. S. Where France? 

Dro. S. In her forehead; arm'd and reverted, 
making war against her hair. 

Ant. S. Whcie England? 

Dro. S. 1 look'd lor the chalky cliffs, hut I 
could find no whiteness in them : but I guess, it 
stood ill hei chin, by the salt rheum that inn 
between France and it. 

Ant. S. Where Spam? 

Dro. S. Faith, I saw it not; but I felt it, hot 
in her breath 

Ant. S. Where America, the Indies ? 

Dro. S. O Sir, upon her nose, all o'er em¬ 
bellished with rubies, carbuncles, sapphno, de¬ 
clining their rich aspect to the hot breath ot 
Spam ; who sent whole armadas of carracks t to 
he ballast to her nose. 

Ant. S. Where stood Belgia, the Nether¬ 
lands? 

Dro. S. O Sir, I did not look so low. To 
conclude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to 
me ; called me Dromio ; swore I was assur'd ; 
to her ; told me what privy markB I had about 
me, as the mark on iny shoulder, the mole in 
my neck, the great wait on my left arm, that I, 
amazed, ran from her as a witch : and I think 
if my breast had not been made of faith, and 
iny heart of steel, she had transformed me to a 
curtail-dog, and made me turn l’the wheel. § 

Ant. S. Go, liie thee presently, post to the 
road; 

And if the wind blow any way from shore, 

I will not harbour iu this town to-night. 

If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 

W'heie l will walk, till thou leturn to me. 

If every oue know us, and we know none, 

’Tis tune I think, to tiudge, pack, and be 
pone. 

Dro. S. As from bear a inan would run for 
life. 

So fly I from her that would be my wife. 

[Ei it. 

Ant. S. There’s none but witches do inhabit 
here; 


* Mermaid for tire a 


t I. e. Confounded. 


• Swarthy. 
t Affiauced. 


4 Large chip*. 
$ A turn-aptt. 
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And iherefore 'tis high time that I were hence. 
She. that doth call me husband, even my soul 
Doth tor a wife abhor : but her fair sister. 
Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace. 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 

Hatn almost made me traitor to myself: 

Hut, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 

I’ll stop mine cars against the mermaid’s song. 

Enter Angelo. 

Ant*. Master Antipholus 1 
Ant. S. Ay, that’s my name. 

Ang. I Know it well. Sir: Lo, here is the 
chain : 

1 thought to have ta’en you at the Porcupine : 
The chain uiilimsh'd made me stay thus long. 
Ant. S. What is youi will, that 1 should do 
with this ? 

Ang. What please yourself. Sir; I have made 
it for you. 

Ant . S. Made it for me, Sir! I bespoke it 
not. 

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times 
you have ; 

Go home with it, and please your wife withal; 
Aiid soon at supper-time I’ll visit you, 

And then receive my money for the chain. 

Ant. S. I pray you. Sir, receive the mouey 
now 

For fear you ne’er see chain nor money, more. 
Atig. You are a merry man. Sir ; fare you 
well. [Eut. 

Ant. S. W hat l should think of this, 1 cannot 
tell ; 

But this I think, there’s no man is so vain, 

That would refuse so fair an offer'd chain, 

I see, a man here needs not live by shifts, 
When in lhe streets he meets such golden gifts. 
I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay : 

If any ship put out, then straight away. 

[Exit. 


ACT IV. 

SC EXE I.—The same. 

Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an 
Officer. 

Mer. You know, since peutecost the sum is 
due. 

And s.nce I have not much imp6rtun’d you ; 

Nor now I bad not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want gilders • for iny voyage : 
Iherefore make present satisfaction. 

Or, I'll attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Even just the sum, that I do owe to 
you, 

Js growing t to me by Antipbolns ; 

And, hi the mstaut that I met with you 
He had of me a chain ; at five o’clock, 

I shall receive the money for the same : 

*“leaseth you walk with me dowu to his house, 

I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter Ahtipholus of Ephesus , and Dro¬ 
mio of Ephesus. 

OJfi. That labour may you save; see where he 
comes. 

Ant. L. While I go to (be goldsmith’s bouse, 
go thou 

And bny a rope’s end; that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 

Fur locking me out of my doors by day.— 

Bui soft, I see the goldsmith get thee gone; 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 
i)ro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year t I 
buy a rope ! [Exit Dromio. 

Ant. E A man is well holp up, that trusts 
to yon ; 

I promised your presence, and the rblan; 


But neither chain, nor goldsmith cauie to me : 
Belike, you thought our love would last too 
long, 

If it were chain’d together ; and therefore came 
not. 

Ang. Saving your ineriy humour, lieu’s the 
note. 

How much your chain weighs to the utmost 
carat; 

l he fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion ; 
Which doth amount to three old ducats moie 
That I stand debted to this gentleman ; 

I pray you, see him preseutly disc harg’d. 

For he is bound to sea, and stays Imt loi it. 

Ant. E. I am not furnish’d with the present 
money : 

Besides, I have some busiuess in the town : 

Good signior take the stianger to my house. 

And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum ou the icceipt thereof, 

Pei chance, 1 will * be there as soon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bung the chain to her 
yourself t 

Ant. E No ; hear it with you, lest 1 come not 
time enough. 

Ang. Well, Sir, I will : Have you the chain 
about you l 

Ant. E. An if 1 have not. Sir, 1 hope you 
have ; 

Or else you may return without your inonev. 

Any. Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give- me 
the chain ; 

Roth wind and tide stays for this gentle nun. 

And 1, to blame, have held him hi it too long 

Ant. E. Good lord, you use this dalliance, to 
excuse 

Your breach of promise to the Porcupine . 

1 should have clad you tor no! binuing it, 

Bui, like a shrew, you fust begin to b.aul. 

Mer. The hour'steals on; I piay you, Si', 
despatch. 

Ang. Y’ou hear how he importunes me ; Un¬ 
chain— 

Ant. E. Why, give it to li.y wife, and fitch 
your money. 

Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it vo.i 
even now ; 

Either seud the chain, or send me by some 
token. 

Ant. E. Fie! now you run this humour out 
of breath : 

Come, where’s the chain? I pray you let me 
see it. 

Mer. My business canuot brook tins dal¬ 
liance ; 

Good Sir, say, whe’r you’ll answer me, oi no. 

If not, I’ll leave him to the officer. 

Ant. E. 1 answer you 1 What should I an 
swer you ? * 

Ang. The money, that you owe me for Un¬ 
chain 

Ant. E. 1 owe you none, till I receive the 
chain. 

Ang. You know 1 gave it you halt an hour 
since. 

Ant. E. You gave me none, you wrong me 
much to say so. 

Ang. You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it. 
Consider, how it stands upon my credit. 

Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 

OJfi. I do; and charge you in the duke’s name 
to obey me. 

Ang. This touches me in reputation 
Either consent to pay tins sum lor me. 

Or I attach you by tins officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never bad ? 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’&t. 

Ang. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer; 

I would not spare my brother in this case, 

If he should scorn me so apparently. 

OJfi. I do arrest you. Sir ; you bear the salt. 

Ant. K. I do obey thee, till 1 give thee 
bail:— 


• A tom. 


t Aecrmiag. 


• f shall. 



COMEDY OF ERRORS. M3 


Scene IT. 

But, nirrah, you shall buy this 6port as dear 
As all tin* metal in youi shop will answer. 

A rig. Sir, Sir, 1 shall have taw in Ephesus,. 

To your notorious shame, 1 doubt it not* 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

J)ro. S. Muter, tbeie is a bark of Epidam- 
num. 

That stays but till her owner comes aboard. 

And then. Sir, bears away : our fraughtage, * 
Sir, 

I have conven’d aboard ; and I have bought 
The oil, the habainum, and aqua vits. 

The ship is in her trim! the merry wind 
Blows fair from laud ; they stay for nought at all. 
But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant. E. How now! a madman! why thou 
peevish t sheep. 

What ship ot Epidumnum stays for me ? 
lJio. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waf- 
tage.; 

Ant. E. Thoti drunken slave, 1 sent thee for 
a rope ; 

And told thee to what purpose and what end. 
Dro. S. You sent me. Sir, lor a lope's end 
as soon ; 

You sent me to the bay, Sir, for a bark. 

Ant. R. 1 will debate this matter at more 
leisure, 

And teach your ears to listen with more heed. 
To Adnu'ia, \l.'Iain, hie thee st.aight; 

Give her thsskev, and tell her, in the desk 
ThatS covpiM o'er with Turkish tapestry. 

Then- is a purse of ducats : let her send it; 

Tell her, I am arrested in the street, 

And that :-liall bail me: hie thee, slave; be 
gone. 

On, ofluer, to prison till it come. 

[Eiiunt MruciiA.vr, Angllo, Officer, 
and Am 1 . E. 

Dio. S. To \drraua! that is wheic he din’d, 
Where Dowsabel did claim me for her bus 
baud : 

She is too lug, I hope, for rne to compass. 
Tluther 1 must, a!ihough against my will, 
l or servants must their master’s minds illful. 

[Ei it. 

SCEXE II.—The same. 

Enter Adrum and Lociana. 

Acr Ah’ Luciaua, did he tempt thee so? 
Muht’st thou peiceive au^teiely in lus eye 
That he did plead iu earnest, yea or no? 

Look’d he or led, or pale; or sad, or merrily ? 
What observation niad’st thou in this case. 

Of his Heart’s meteors tilting in his face ? $ 

Luc First he denied you had in hn* no 
right. 

Adr. He meant, he did me none: the more 
my spite. 

Luc. Then swore he, that he was a stranger 
here. 

Adr. And true he, swore, though yet forsworn 
he were. 

Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 

Adr. And what said he? 

Luc. That love 1 begg’d for you, be begg’d 
of me. 

Adr. With what persuasion did he tempt thy 
love ? 

Luc. With words that in an honest suit might 
move. 

First, he did praise my beauty ; then, my speech. 
Adr. Didst speak him fair ? 

Luc. Have patience, I beseech. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still; 
My tongue, though not my heart, shall have 
his will. 

He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere, fl 

• Treirhl, carpo. 4 Silly. t Carriage. 

^ An allusion to thr Tedncss of tin northern lights, 
likened to the Hj.pearunce ot unities. 

{ JL)r> , w ithcrud. 


I’U-fac’d, worse-bodied, shapeless every where ; 

Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind ; 

Stigmatical iu making, • worse in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of such a 
one ? 

No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah? but 1 think him better than I srv 

And yet would herein others’ eyes weie 
worse: 

Far from her nest the lapwing cries awav ; t 

My heart prays for hnn, though my luiigue 
do curse. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Here, go; the desk, the purse ; swcec 
now, make haste. 

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath 1 

Dro. S. By running fast. 

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio? is he 
well ? 

Dro. S. No, he’s in tartar limbo, worse than 
hell; 

A devil in an everlasLing garment 1 hath him 

One, whose hard hcait is button’d up witu 
steel ; 

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough ; 

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all iu buff; 

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that 
countermands 

The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow 
lands; 

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws diy- 
foot well ; 

One that, before the judgment, carries poor 
souls to hell. ^ 

Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? 

Dio. S. i do not know the matter? he i? 
’rested oil the case. 

Adr. What, is he arrested ? tell me, at whose 
suit. 

Dro. S. I know not at whose suit he is ar¬ 
rested, well ; 

But he is m a suit of buff, which ’rested him, 
that can I tell: 

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the 
money iu the desk ? 

Adr. Go fetch it, sister.—This I woi;de.“ at, 

[Exit Ll'CI 4NA. 

That he unknow n to me, should be in debt: 

Tell me, was he arrested on a hand ? t 

Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger 
thing ; 

A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ling ? 

Adr. W’hat, the chain ? 

Dro. S. No, no, the bell: ’tis time, that I 
were gone. 

It was two ere I left him, and now the dock 
strikes one. 

Adr. The hours come back 1 that did I never 
hear. 

Dro. S. O yes, if any hour meet a sergeant, 
a ’turns back for veiy tear. 

Adr. As if time were in debt! how fondly 
dost thou reason ? 

Dro. S. Time'is a very bankrupt, and owes 
more than he’s worth to season. 

Nav, he’s a thief too : have you uot beard* men 

say, 

That time comes stealing on by night and 
day ? 

If he be in debt, and theft, and a sergeant in 
the way. 

Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a 
day. 

Enter Luciana. 

Adr. Go, Dromio ; there’s the money, I»ear 
it straight; 

And bring thy master home immediately.— 

• Marked by nature with defornulv. 

4 Who crietli most where her neat is not. 

t '1 he officer* in those days were clad in buff, Wh ch 

is also a a cant expression foV .t man’s skin. 

I Hell was the cant term foi prison. 

H l.e. Bond. 
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Come, tester: I am press’d down with con¬ 
ceit ; • 

Conceit, my comfort, and my injury. 

[Exeunt. 

SC EXE III.—The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse. 

Ant. S. There’s not a mau I meet, but doth 
salute me 

As if I were their well-acquainted friend ; 

Aud every one doth call me by my name. 

Some tender moue> to me, some invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindnesses; 

Some offer me commodities to buy : 

Even now a tailor call'd me in Ins shop, 

Aud show'd me silks that he had bought for me, 
And, therewithal, took measure of my body. 

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles. 

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Droit 10 of Syracuse. 

Dro. S. Master, here’s the gold you sent 
me for : What, have you got the picture of old 
Adam uew apparelled ? 

Ant. S. What gold is this? what Adam dost 
thou mean ? 

Dro. S. Not that Adam, that kept the para¬ 
dise, but that Adam, that keeps the prison: 
he that goes in the calf’s skin that was killed 
for the prodigal; he that came behind you, Sir, 
like an evil angel, and bid you forsake your 
liberty. 

Ant. S. 1 understand thee not. 

Dro. S . No ? why, *tis a plain case : he that 
went like a base-viol, in a case of leather; the 
mau, Sir, that, wheu gentlemen, are tired, 
gives them a fob, and ’rests them ; be, Sir, that 
takes pity on decayed men, and gives them 
suits of durance ; he that sets up his rest to do 
more exploits with his mace, than a morris- 
pike. 

Ant. S. What! thou raean’st an officer? 

Dro . S. Ay, Sir, the serjeant of the band; 
he, that brings any man to answer it, that 
breaks bis band: one that tbiuks a man al¬ 
ways going to bed, aud says, God give you 
good rest. 

Ant. S. Well, Sir, there rest in your foolery. 
Is there any ship puts forth to-uigbt ? may we 
be gone ? 

Dro. S. Why, Sir, I brought you word an 
hour since, that the bark Expedition put forth 
to-night! and then were you hindered by the 
serjeant, to tarry for the hoy. Delay: Here 
are (he angels that you sent for, to deliver yon. 

Ant. S. The fellow is distract, and so am I; 
And here we wander in illusions : 

Some blessed power deliver us from hence I 

Enter a Courtezan. 

Cour. Well met, well met, master Anti¬ 
pholus, 

I see, Sir, you have found the goldsmith now; 

!s that the chain you promis’d me to-day ? 

Ant. S. Satan, avoid! I charge thee tempt 
me not! 

Dro- S. Master, is this mistress Satan? 

Ant. S. It is the devil. 

Dro. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil’s 
(lam ; and here she comes in the habit of a light 
wench ; and thereof comes, that the wenches 
eay, God damn me, that’s as much as to say, 
God make me a light wench, it is written they 
appear to men like angels of light: light U an 
effect of tire, and fire will burn; ergo, light 
wenches will burn ; Come not near her. 

C 'our. Your man and you are marvellous 
merrv, Sir. There • 

Will you go with me ? We*ll mend oor dinner 

Dro. S. Master, if yon do expect spoon-meat, 
or bespeak a long spoon. 

Ant. S. Why, Dromiof 


Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon, 
that must eat with the devil. 

Ant. S. Avoid then, fiend? why tell’st thou 
me of supping? 

Thau art, as you are all, a sorceress : 

I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 

Cour. Give me the ring oi mine you had at 
dinner, 

Or, for iny diamond, the chain you promis'd; 
And I'll be gone, Sir, and not tioublt you. 

Dro. S. Some devils ask but the paring ot 
one’s nail, 

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 

A nut, a cherry stone : but she, more covetous. 
Would have a chain. 

Master, be wise ; and if you give it her, 

The devil will shake her chain, aud fright us 
with it. 

Cour. I pray you. Sis, the ring, or else the 
chain ; 

I hope, you do not meau to cheat me so. 

Ant. S. Avaunt, tbou witch ! Come Drouiio, 
let us go. 

Di'o. S. Fly pride, says the peacock : Mis¬ 
tress, that you know. 

[Exeunt Ant. and Dno. 
Cour. Now, out of doubt, Autipnolus is uiad, 
Else would be never so demean himself: 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

And for the same he promised me a cb.uu ! 

Both one, and ottin, he denies me now. 

The reason that 1 gather he is mad, 

(Besides this present instance of his rage,) 

Is a mad tale, he told, to-day at dinnei, 

Of his own doors being shut against his en¬ 
trance. 

Belike, his wife, acquainted with ins fit**. 

Oil purpose shut the doois against his wut 
My way his now, to hie home to his bouse. 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic. 

He rush'd into my house, aud took perforce 
My ring away : This course 1 fittest choose ; 

For forty ducat6 ia too much to lose. [Eh it. 

SCEXE IV.—The same. 

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus , and an 
Officer. 

Ant. E. Fear me not, man, I will not break 
away ; 

I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money 
To warrant thee, as I am ’tested, for. 

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day : 

And will not lightly trust the messenger. 

That I should be attached in Ephesus: 

I tell yon, ’twill sound harshly in her ears.— 

Enter Drouio of Ephesus with a rope’s end. 

Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the 
money. 

How now. Sir ? have you that I sent you for ? 
Dro. E. Here’s that, I warrant you, will pay 
them all. * 

Ant. E. But where’s the money ? 

Dro. E. Why, Sir, I gave the money for the 
rope. [rope ? 

Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain for a 
Dro. E. I'll serve you, Sir, live hundred at 
tire rate. 

Ant. E. To wbat end did I bid tbee hie thee 
home ? 

Dro. E. To a rope’s end, Sir: aud to that 
end am I return’d. 

Ant. K. And to that end. Sir; I will wel¬ 
come you. [ Beating him. 

Off. Good Sir,' be patient. 

Dro. E. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient; I am 
In adversity. 

Of). Good now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his 
bands. 

Ant, E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain l 


• FmnciTu! rouccptlon. 


* Correct them all. 



Scene IV. 

Dro. E. I would l were senseless, Sir, that 1 
might not feel your blows. 

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but 
blows, aud so is an ass. 

Dro. E. 1 am an ass, indeed; you may prove 
it by my long ears. 1 have serv’d him from the 
hour of nativity to this instant, and have no¬ 
thing at his hands for my service, but blows : 
when 1 am cold, he heats me with beating: 
when 1 am warm, he cools me with beating: I 
arn waked with it, when 1 sleep; raised with 
it, when 1 Mt; driven out of doors with it, 
when I go from home ; welcomed home with it, 
when l return: nay, 1 hear it oil my shoulders, 
as a beggar wont her brat; and, 1 think, when 
lie hath lamed me, 1 shall beg with it from door 
to door. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, and the Courte¬ 
zan, with Pinch, and others. 

Ant. E. Come, go along ; iny wife is coming 
yonder, 

Dro. E. Mistress, rcpice finem, respect your 
end ; or ruther the prophecy, like the parrot, 
Beu are the rope's end. 

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? [Beats him. 

Cour. How say you now ? is not your hus¬ 
band mad? 

Adr. His incivility confirms no less.— 

Good doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer; 
Establish him m bis true sense again. 

And I will please you what you will demand. 

Luc. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks ! 

Cour. Mark, how he trembles m his extacy 1 

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let ine feel 
your pulse. 

Ant. E. There is ray band, and let it feel your 
ear. 

Pinch. I ctaaigc thee, Satan, hous’d within 
this man. 

To vieid possession to my holy prayers, 

And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight; 

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven. 

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizaid, peace, 1 am 
not inad. 

Adr. Oh I that thou wert not, poor distressed 
soul ! 

Ant. E. You minion you, are these your cus¬ 
tomers ? 

Did this companion * with a saffron face 
Revel and feast it at mv house to day, 

\\ hil't upon me the guilty doors were shut. 

And I denied to entei in my house? 

Adr. O husband, God doth know', you din’d 
at home, 

Where ’would you had remain’d until this time, 
Free from these slanders, and this open shame 1 

Ant. E. I din’d at home 1 Thou villain, what 
sny’st thou ? 

Pro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine 
at home. 

Ant. E. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I 
shut out ? 

Pro. E. Perdy, + your doors were lock'd, and 
you shut out. 

Ant E. And did not she herself revile me 
there ? 

Pro. E. Sans fable, X she herself revil’d you 
there. 

Ant. E. Did not her kitchen maid rail, taunt, 
and scorn ine? 

Pro. E. Certes, $ she did: the kitchen-vestal 
scorn’d you. 

Ant. E. And did not I in rage depart from 
thence ? 

Pro. E. In verity you didmy bones bear 
witness, 

That since have felt the vigour of his rage. 

Adr. Is’t good to soothe him iu these con 
traries ? 


• Fellow. 

f A corruption of the French oath—par Dicu. 
2 Without a fublo > Certaiuly. 
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Pinch. It is no shame; the fellow finds his 
vein. 

And, yielding to him, humours W'ell his frt*n7y. 

Ant. E. Thou bast suborn’d the goldsmith to 
arrest ine. 

Adr. Alas! I sent you money to redeem you. 
By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 

Dro. E. Money by me ? heart and good-will 
you might, 

But surely, master, not a rag of money. 

Ant. E. Went’st not thou to her for a purse 
of ducats ? 

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it. 

Luc. Aud I am witness with her, that she 
did. 

Pro. E. God and the rope-maker, bear me 
witness. 

That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! 

Pinch. Mistress, both man aud master is 
possess’d : 

I know it by their pale and deadly looks: 

They must be bound, and laid m some dark 
room. 

Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me 
forth to-day, 

Aud why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee 
forth. 

Pro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv'd no gold ; 
But I confess, Sn, that we were lock'd out. 

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false 
in both. 

Ant. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false 
in all: 

And art confederate with a damned pack 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me: 

But with these nails I’ll pluck out tnesp false 
eyes. 

That would behold in me this shameful sport. 

[Pinch and his assistants bind am. and 
Dromio. 

Adr. O bind him, bind linn, let him net 
come near me. 

Pinch. More company the fiend is strong 
within him. 

Luc. Ah I me, poor man, how pale and wan 
he looks ! 

Ant. E. What, will you murder me ? Thou 
ja‘ler, thou, 

I am thy prisoner ; wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue ? 

Ofi. Masters, let him go ; 

He is my prisouer, and you shall not have him. 

Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic 
too. 

Adr . What wilt thou do, thou peevish • 
officer ? 

Hast tliou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself? 

Offi. He is my prisoner; if 1 let him go, 

The debt he owes, will be requir’d of me. 

Adr. 1 will discharge thee, ere I go from 
thee : 

Bear me forthwith unto his creditor. 

And, knowing how the debt glows, I will pay it, 
Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Home to my house.—O most unhappy day! 

Ant. E. O most unhappy + strumpet f 

Pro. E. Master, I am here enter’d in bond 
for you. 

Ant. E. Out on tliee, villain ! wherefore dost 
thou mad me ? 

Pro. E . Will you be bound for nothing? be 
mad. 

Good master; cry, the devil.— 

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they 
talk I 

Adr. Go bear him hence.—Sister, go you 
with me.— 

[.Exeunt Pinch and Assistants with Ant. 
and Dro. 

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at ? 

• Foolish. 

t Unhappy for unlucky, i.c mischievous 
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Offi. One Angelo a goldsmith ; Do you know 
him i 

Adr. I know the man: What is the sum ne 

owes f 

Offi. Two hundred ducats. 

Adr. Say, how grows it due? 

Offi. Due for a chain your hnsband had of 
him. 

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had 
it not. 

Cour . When, as your husband, ali in rage, 
to-day 

Came to my house, and took away my ling, 

(The ring 1 saw upon his finger now,) 

Straight after, did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may he so, but I did never see it 
Come, jailer, bring me where the goldsmith is, 

1 long to kuotv the uuth hereof at large. 

Enter Aktipholus of Syracuse, with his ra¬ 
pier drau n , and DnoMio of Syracuse. 

Luc. God, for tbv mercy! they are loose 
again. 

Adr. And come with naked swords; let’s call 
more help. 

To have them bound again. 

OJi. Away, they’ll kill us. 

[Exeunt Officer. Adr. and Luc. 

Ant. E. I see these witches are afraid of 
swords. i 

Dro. S. She, that would be your wife, now 
ran fiom you. 

Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our stuff ♦ 
from thence : 

I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night, they will 
snrely do us no harm ; you saw, they speak us 
fair, give us gold : methmks they are such a 
gentle nation, that but for the mountain of mad 
flesh that claims marriage of me, 1 could find 
in my heart to stay here still, and turn witch. 

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the 
town ; 

Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—The same. 

Enter Merchant and As celo. 

Ang. I am sorry. Sir, that I have hinder’d 
you ; 

But I protest, he had the chain of me. 

Though most dishonestly be doth deny it. 

Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in the 
city ? 

Ang. Of very reverend reputation, Sir, 

Of credit infinite, highly belov’d. 

Second to none that lives here in the city ; 

His word might bear my wealth at any time. 
Mer. Speak softly; yonder, as 1 think, be 
walks. 

Enter Aktipholus and Drohio of Syracuse . 

Ang. ; Tis so; and that self chain about his 
neck. 

Which he forswore, most monstrously to have. 
Good Sir, draw near to me, I’ll speak to him. 
Signior Antipbolus, I wonder much 
That you would pot me to this rhtT and 
trouble; 

And not without some scandal to yonreelf, 

A' nh circumstance, and oaths, so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly: 
Beanies the charge, the shame, imprisonment. 
You have done wrong to this my honest friend; 
wfao, but for staying on our controversy. 


Act v. 

Had hoisted *ail, and put to sea to-d.iv : 

Tbi* chain >ou had of me, can von detiv it? 

Ant. S. 1 think, I had ; 1 never did deny it 
Mir. Yes, that you did, Sir , and forswore it 
too. 

Ant* S. Who heard hip to deny it, or for¬ 
swear it ? 

Mer. These ears of mine, thou knoivcst, d:d 
hear thee : 

Tie on thee, wretch ! *tis pity that thou ln’st 
To walk where any honest men resoit. 

Ant. S. Thou art a villain, to impeach me 
thus: 

I’ll prove mine honour, and mine honesty 
Against thee presently, if thou dar’&t stand. 

Mer. 1 dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

[They draw. 

Enter Adrian*, Llciana, Courtlzan, and 

others. 

Adr . Hold, hurt him not, for {Sod's sake ; he 
is mad :— 

Some set within bun,* take lus swoid away : 
Bind Dromio too, and hear them to im house. 
Dro. S. Run, master, ruu ; for God's sake, 
take a house, i 

This is some priory In, or we are epoil’d. 

[Exeunt Antiph. and Dkouio to Ike 
Priory. 

Enter the Abbess. 

Abb. Be quiet, people; Wherefore throne; 
you hither 'l 

Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband 
hence: 

Let us come in, that wc ma> hind lain fa^t. 

And bear him home for bis recovery. 

Ang. I knew, he was not in bis peibct wits. 
Mer. I am sorry now, that i did draw on 
him. 

Abb. How long hath this possession lit Id the 
man ? 

Adr. This week lie hath been heavy, so::i, and 
sad, 

And much, much diflerent from the man he 
was ; 

But till, this afternoon, Ins pa«*ion 
Ne’er brake into extremity ol rage. 

Abb. Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck 
at sea 1 

Buried sone dear friend ? Hath not else his 
eye 

Stray’d his affection in unlawful love 1 
A sin, prevailing much in youthful men. 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to 1 
Adr. To none of these, except it he the Inst; 

I Namely, some love, that drew him oft from 
home. 

Abb. You should for that have reprehended 
him. 

Adr, Why, so I did. 

Abb. Ay, but not rough enongh. 

Adr. As roughly, as my modesty would let me. 
Abb. Haply, in private. 

Adr . And in assemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy J of oar conference : 

In bed, he slept not for my urging it; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme; 

In company, I often glanced it; 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And thereof came it, that the mao naa 
mad: 

The venom clamonrs of a jealons woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth. 

It seems hit sleeps were hinder’d by Uiy rail 
ing: 

And thereof comes it that 1 b head is light. 

Thou say’st his meat was sauc’d with thy up* 
braidings ; 
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• I. f. Clo»e t grapple with him. 
t i. «. Go into a house. 


Baggage. 


1 The theme. 
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Unquiet meals make ill digestions, A most outrageous (It of madness took him ; 

Thereof the raging (ire of lever hied ; That desperate!) he hurried tlnough the street 

And wlmt's a fever hut a tit of madness? (With him his bondman, all a 9 mad as lie,) 

Thou say'st, his sports were hinder’d by thy Doing displeasure to the citizens 

brawls : by rushing in their houses, hearing thence 

Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue. Kings, jewels, any things Ins rage uid like. 

But moody and dull melancholy, Once did I get hun hound, and sent hun home 

'Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair,) \\ hilst to take order * for the wrongs l went. 

And, at liei heels, a huge infectious troop That here and there his fury had committed. 

Ol pale distemperatures, and foes to life? Anon, I wotf not by what strong escape, 

In food, m spoit, and hit-preserving rest He broke from those that had the guard of 

To be disturb'd, would mad or man, or beast; him ; 

The consequence is then, thy jealous fits And, with his mad attendant and himself, 

Have scared thy husband from the use of wits. Lach one with ireful passion, with draw a 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, swords. 

When he demean’d himself rough, rude, and Met ns again, and, madly bent on us, 

wildly,— Chas’d us away ; till raising of more aid. 

Why hear you these rebukes, and answer not? We came again to bind them : then they fled 

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof.— Into this abbey, whither we pursued them ; 

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. And here the abbess shuts the gates on us. 


Abb. No, not a creature enters in iny house. 
Adr. Then, let jour servants bring my hus¬ 
band forth. 

Abb. Neitliei ; he took this place for sanc¬ 
tuary, 

And it shall piivilege him from your hands, 

'fill 1 have brought hun to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in assavmg it. 

Adr. 1 will attend my husband, be Ins nurse, 
Diet his sickness, for it is my office, 

Ami will have no attorney but mjself; 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. be patient; for I will not let hun stir, 
Till I have us’d the approved means 1 have, 

W itli wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy 
prayers, 

To make of him a formal man again : * 

It is a branch and parcel t of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order : 

Thtielore depart, and leave him here with me. 
Adr. I will not heuce, and leave my husband 
here ; 

And ill it doth beseem your holiness. 

To separate the husband and the wife. 

Abb. be quiet, aud depart, thou shalt not 
have him. [Exit Abbess. 

Luc. Complain unco the duke of this indig¬ 
nity. 

Adr. Come, go; I will fall prostrate at his 

feet, 

And never use until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither, 
Aud take perforce my hnsband from the Ab¬ 
bess. 

Mcr. By this, I think, the dial points at five : 
Anon, I am sure the duke himself m person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale ; 

The plact of death and sorry £ execution. 

Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Aug. Upon what cause? 

Mcr. 'lo see a reverend Syracusan merchaut. 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for his offence. 

Aug. See, where they come; we will behold 
his death. 

Luc . Kneel to the duke, before be pass the 
abbey. 

Enter Duke attended ; JEgeon bare-headed ; 
with the Headsman and other Officers. 
Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly. 

If any friend will pay the snm for him. 

He shall not die, so much we tender him. 

Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the 
Abbess I 

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady; 
It cannot be, that she hath done thee wrong. 
Adr. May it please your grace, Anupholus, 
my husband,— 

Whom I made lord of me aud all I bad. 

At your important $ letters,—this ill day 

• Ic.To brtns him back to bit senses, t Part. } Sad. 
i Importunes#. 


And will not suffer us to fetch hun out. 

Nor send him forth, that we may bear him 
hence. 

Theiefore, mo6t gracious duke, with thy com¬ 
mand, 

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for 
help. 

Duke. Long since, thy husband serv'd me m 
my wars; 

And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word. 

When thou didst make hun master of thy bed. 

To do him all the grace and good I could.— 

Go, some of you, knock at the abhej-gate. 

And bid the lady abbess come to me; 

I will determine this, before I stir. 

Enter a Servant. 

Scrv. O mistress, mistress, shift and save 
yourself 1 

My master and his man are both broke loose, 
beaten the maids a-row,; and bound the doc¬ 
tor. 

Whose beard they have singed off with brauds 
of fire ; 

And ever as it blazed they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair : 

Mv master preaches patience to bun, while 
His man with scissars nicks him $ like a fool: 

And, sure, unless you send some present help, 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr. Peace, fool, thy master and his man 
are here ; 

And that is false lliou dost report to us. 

Scrv. Mistress, upon my lite, I tell you true; 

1 have not breath’d almost, since I did see it. • 
He cries for you, and vows if he can take you. 

To scorch your face, and to disfigure you : 

[Cry within - 

Hark, hark, I hear him, mistress ; fly, be gone. 
Duke. Come, stand by me, fear nothing: 

Guard with halbeits. 

Adr. Ab 1 me, it is my husband! Witness 
you, 

That he is borne abont invisible; 

Even now we hous’d him in the abbey bere; 

And now he’s there, past thought of human rea¬ 
son. 

Enter Antipholcjs and Dromioo/ Ephesus. 

Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke, oh! 
grant me justice 1 

Even for the service that long since I did thee. 

When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep scars to save thy life; even for the blood 
That then 1 lost for tbee, now grant me justice. 
xEge. Unless the fear of death doth make me 

dote, « 

I see my son Antipholus, and Dromio. 

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that 
woman there. 

She whom thou gav’st to me to be my wife; 

• I. e. To make measure*. ♦ Know 

l I. r. Successively, one after Another. 

\ I. ». Cute hit heir close. 
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That hath abused and dishonour'd me, 

Even in the strength and height of injury! 

Kt a ) ond imagination is the wrong. 

That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 
Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me 
just. 

.4;//. £. This day, great duke, she shut the 
doors upon nie, 

A\ iule she with harlots * feasted m my house. 
Duke. A grievous fault: Saj, woman, didst 
thou so ? 

Adr. No, my good lord ;—mjself, he, and my 
sister. 

To-day did dine together: So befal my soul. 

As this is false, he burdens me withal! 

Luc. Ne’er may 1 look on day, nor sleep on 
night, 

But she tells to your highness simple truth! 

Aug. O perjur’d woman ! They are both for¬ 
sworn. 

In this the madman justly chargeth them. 

Ant. E. Mj liege, I am advised what I say ; 
Neither distuib’d with the effect of wine, 

Nor heady-rash, piovok’d with raging ire, 

Albeit, my wrongs might make me wiser mad. 
This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner : 
That goldsmith there, were he not pack'd with 
here. 

Could witness it, for he was with me then; 

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Promising to bring it to the Porcupine, 

Where Balthazar and 1 did dine together. 

Our dinner done, aud he not coining thither, 

1 went to seek him : in the street 1 met Imu; 
And m his company, that gentleman. 

There did this perjur’d goldsmith swear me 
down, 

That I this day of him receiv’d the chaiu. 
Which, God he knows, 1 saw not: for the 
which. 

He did arrest me with an officer, 
f did obey; and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats : be with none return’d. 

Then fairly I bespoke the officer, 

To go hi person with me to my house. 

By the way we met. 

My wife, her sister, and a rabble more 
Of vile confederates ; along with them 
They brought one Piucb ; a hungry lean-fac’d 
villain, 

A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller ; 

A needy, hnllow-ey’d, sharp-looking wretch, 

A living dead man: this pernicums slave. 
Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer; 

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse. 

And with no face, as ’twere, outfacing ice. 

Cries out, I was possess'd: then altogether 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence; 
And in a dark aud dankisb vault at home 
There left me and toy mail, both bound to¬ 
gether ; 

Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds m sunder, 
i gam’d my fieedom, and immediately 
Ran hither to your grace; whom I beseech 
To give me ample satisfaction 
For these deep shames and great indignities. 
Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far 1 witness with 
him ; 

That he dined uot at home, but was lock’d out. 
Duke. But bad he speh a chain of thee, or 
no ? 

Ang. He had, my lord: and when he ran in 
here. 

These people saw the chain about his neck. 

Mer. Besides, I will be sworn, these ears of 
mine 

Heard you confess you had the chain of him. 
After you first foreswore it on the mart, 

And, thereupon, l drew my sword on you; 

And then you fled into this abbey here, 
rrotn whence, I think you are come by miracle. 

• Harlot t*ii a term of reproach applied to cheats 
among mca a* w 11 •"* *** wanton* among aouieu. 


Ant. E. I never came within these abbey 
walls. 

Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me: 

I never saw the chain, so help me heaven I 
And this is false, you burden me withal. 

Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is 
this I 

I think you all have drank of dice's cup. 
if here you hous'd him, here he would have 
been ; [ly 

If he were mad, he would uot plead so cold- 
You say, he dined at home : the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying Sirrah, what say you ? 

Dro. E. Sir, he dined wuh her there, at the 
Porcupine. 

Cour. He did ; and from my finger suatch’d 
that ring. 

Ant. E. ’Tis true, my leige, this ring I had of 
her. 

Duke. Saw’st thou hnn enter at the abbey 
here 1 

Cour. As sure, my leige, as I do see your 
grace. 

Duke. Why, this is strange Go call the 
Abbess hither; 

I think you arc all mated, * or stark mad. 

[Edit an Attendant. 

yEge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe ine speak 
a word; 

Haply I s>ee a friend will save my life, 

And pay the sum that inay deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou 
wilt. 

JEge. Is not your name. Sir, call’d Ai.tipho- 
lus ? 

And is not that your bondman Dromio 1 

Dro. E. Within this horn 1 was his bondman, 
Sir, 

But he, I thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords: 
Now am 1 Dromio, and his mau, unbound. 

j£ge. 1 am sure you both ot you lemcmber 
me. 

Dro . E. Ourselves we do remember. Sir, by 
you; 

For lately we were bound as you are now'. 

You are not Pinch’s patient, are joii. Sir! 

JEge. Why look you strange oil me ; you know 
me well. 

Ant. E. I never saw you in my life, till 
now. 

JEge. Oh! grief bath chang’d me, since you 
saw me last; 

And careful hours, with Time’s deformed hand. 
Have written strange defeatures t in uiy face ; 
but tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice ? 

Ant. E. Neither. 

JEge. Dromio, nor thou ? 

Dro . E. No, trust me, Sir, not I. 

jEge. I am sure, thou dost. 

Dro. E. Ay, Sir; but I am sure* I do not; 
and whatsoever a mau denies, you are now bound 
to believe him. 

yEge. Not know my voice ; O time’s extremity! 
Hast thou so crack’d aud spliUed my poor 
tongue. 

In seven short years, that here ray only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun’d cares ? 
Though now this grained j face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow-, 

4ud all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 

Yet hath my night of life some memory, 

My wasting lamp some fading glimmer left. 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear: 

All these old witnesses (I cannot err,) 

Tell me, art thou my son Antipliolus. 

Ant. E. I never say my father in my life. 

jEge. But seven years since, in Syracusa, 

boy, . 

Thou know’st, we parted : but perhaps, my son. 
Thou sham’st to acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant. K. The duke, and all that know me in 
the city, 

• Confounded. + Alteration of features, 

t Furrowed, lined. 
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Can witness with me that it is not so ; 

I ne'er saw Syracusa in my life. 

-Duke. 1 tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 

During which time he ne'er saw Syracusa: 

I see thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Enter the Abbess, with Antipholus Syracu¬ 
san , and Dromio Syracusan . 

Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much 
wrong'd. [All gather to see him . 
Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes de¬ 
ceive me. 

Duke. One of these men is Genius to the 
other; 

And so of these : Which is the natural man. 

And which the spirit? Who deciphers them ? 
Pro. S. I, Sir, am Droinio; command hnn 
away. 

Pro. E. I, Sir, am Dmnuo; pray let me stay. 
Ant. S. /Egeon, art thou not? or else his 
ghost ? 

Pro. S'. O my old master! who hath bound 
him here ? 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose bis 
bonds, 

And gain a husband by his liberty 
Speak, old vEgeon, if thou be'st the man 
That had’st a wife once call’d /Emilia, 

That bore thee at a burden two fair suir : 
oh! it thou be’st the 6anic Egeon, spt^k. 

And speak unto the same Emilia! 

Alge. If I dream not, thou art .Emilia ; 

If thou art she, it'll me, wheie is that '-■■n 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft i 
Abb. By men of Eptdamnum, he, and I, 

And the twin Droimo, all were taken up ; 

But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
ltv fjice took Dromio and my son from tl” , ;n t 
And me they left with those of Epidamnum : 
What then became of them, I cannot tell; 

I, to this lortuue that >011 see me m. 

Puke. Why here begins Ins morning story 
right; • 

These two Autipholuses, these two so like. 

And these two Droimos, one in semblance,— 
Besides her uigmg of her wreck at sea, — 

These are the parents to these children, 

W Inch accidentally are met together. 

Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth first. 

Ant. S. No, Sir, not I; I came from Syracuse. 
Duke, Stay, stand apart; I know not which 
is which. 

Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most gra¬ 
cious lord. 

Pro. E. And I with him. 

Ant. E. Biought to this town with that most 
famous warrior 

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me 
to-day ? 

Ant. S. I, gentle mistress. 

Adr. And are yon not my husband ? 

Ant. E. No, I say nay to that. 

Ant. S. And so do I, yet did she call me so; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here. 

Did call me brother What I told you then, 

1 hope 1 shall have leisure to make good, 

If this be not a dream I see and bear. 


• The morning story is what Egeon telli the Duke in 
the Ar?t scene of tbit play. 


Aug. That is the chain. Sir, which you had 
of me. 

Ant. S. I think it be, Sir, I deny it not. 

Ant. E. And you. Sir, for this chain attest¬ 
ed me. 

Ang. I think I did, Sir ; I deny it not. 

Adr. I sent you money, Sir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio; but I think he brought it nut. 

Pro. E. No, none by ine. 

Ant. S. This purse of ducats I receiv’d from 
you, 

And Drornio my man did bung them me: 

I see, we still did meet each other’s ir.au. 

And I was ta’en for him, and he for me. 

And thereupon these Errors are arose. 

Ant. S. These ducats pawn I for my father 
here. 

Duke. It shall not need, tby father hath hia 
life. 

Cour • Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 
Ant. E. There, take it; and much thauks for 
my good cheer, 

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the 
pains 

To go with us into the abbey here, 
id hear at large discouised all our for¬ 
tunes :— 

And all that are assembled in this place, 

That by this sympathized one day’s enor 
Have suffer’d wrong, »o, keep us company. 

And we shall make full satisfaction.— 

Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; noi, till this present hour 
My heavy burdens are delivered :— 

The duke, my husband, and my children boll:. 
And you the calendars of fheir nativity. 

Go to a gossip’s feast, and po with me : 

After so long grief, such nativity ! 

Duke. With all my heart. I’ll gossip at this 
feast. 

[Exeunt Duke, Abblss, Eceon, Coi’r:l- 
xan, Merchant, Angelo, and Atten¬ 
dants. 

Pro. S. Master, shall I fetch your stuff from 
shipboard 1 

Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast t!iu:i 
embark’d ? 

Pro . S . Your goods, that lay at host. Sir, in 
the Centaur. 

Ant. S. He speaks to me; I am your master 
Dromio : 

Come, go with 11 s: we’ll look to that anon : 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 

[Exeunt Antipholus S. and E. Adr. 
and Luc. 

Pro. S. There is a fat friend at your mastei’s 
house. 

That kitchen’d me for you to-day at dinnei ; 
She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Pro. E. Metbiuks, you are my glass, and not 
ray brother : 

I see by you, I am a sweet-fac’d youth. 

Will you walk in to see their gossipping? 

Pro. S. Not I, Sir; you are my eldei. 

Pro . E. That’s a question : how shall we try 
it? 

Pro. S. We will draw cuts for the senior: till 
then, lead thou first. 

Pro. E. Nay, then thus : [ther; 

We came into the world, like brother and bro- 
And now let’s go hand in hand, not one be- 
fore another. [Exeunt. 
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Duke, living in exile. 

Treulrick, Brother to the’Duke, and Usur¬ 
per of his Dominions. 

Amif.ss, \.Lords attending upon the Duke in 
Jaqles, ) his banishment. 

Le Blau , a Courtier attending upon Fre¬ 
derick. 

Charles, his Wrestler. 

Oliver, x 

Jaql es, > Sons of Sir Rowland de Bois. 
Orlando, * 

BmisJ *™"' 1 t0 0liver - 
Touchstone, a Clown. 


DRAMATIS PERSON.*. 

Sir Oliver Martbxt, a Vicar. 
Corin’, 


S?Lwis, 

William, a country Fellow in love with 
Audrey. 

A Person representing Hymen • 

Rosalind, Daughter to the banished Duke. 
Celia, Daughter to Frederick. 

Phi be, a Shepherdess. 

Audrey, a country Wench. 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes ; Pages, 
Foresters , and other Attendants. 


The Scene lies, first, near Oliver's House ; afterwards, partly in the Usurper's Court, and partly 

in the Forest of Arden. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—An Orchard, near Oliver's ' 

House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this 
fashion bequeathed ine : By will, but a poor 
thousand crowns : and, as thou say'st, charged 
my brother, on bis blessing, to breed me well: 
and there begins my sadness. My brother 
Jaques he keeps at school, and report speaks 
goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps 
me rustically at home, or, to speak more pro¬ 
perly, stays me here at home unkept: For call 
you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, 
that differs not from the stalling of an ox ? His 
horses are bred better ; for, besides that they 
are fair with their feeding, they are taught their 
mauage, and to that end riders dearly hired : 
but 1, his brother, gain nothing under him but 
growth ; for the which his animals on his dung¬ 
hills arc as much bound to him as I. Besides 
this nothing that be so plentifully gives me, the 
something that nature gave me his countenance 


seems to take from me: he lets me feed with 
his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, 
as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with 
my education. That is it, Adam, that grieves 
me ; and the spirit of my father, which 1 think 
is within me, begins to mutiny against this 
servitude : I will no longer endure it, though yet 
I know no wise remedy how to avoid it. 

J Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your bro¬ 
ther. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear 
how he will shake me up. 

Oli. Now, Sir 1 what make you here 1 * 

Orl. Nothing : I am not taught to make any 
thing. 

Oli. What mar you then, Sir? 

Orl. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar 
that which God made, a poor unworthy brother 
of your's, with idleness. 

Oh. Marry, Sir, be better employed, and be 
naught awhile. 

• What do you hire. 



Scene 1 

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks 
with them ? What prodigal portion have 1 spent, 
that I should come to suoh penury ? 

Oh. Know you where you are, Sir ? 

Orl. O Sir, very well: here in your orchard. 
Oli. Know you before whom. Sir 1 
Orl. Ay, belter than he 1 am before knows 
me. I know, you are my eldest brother; and, 
in the gentle condition of blood, you should so 
know me: The courtesy of nations allows you 
iny better, in that you are the first-born ; but the 
same tiadition takes not awuy my blood, were 
there twenty brothers betwixt us: I have as 
much of my lather in me, as you ; albeit,! con¬ 
fess, your coining before me is nearer to his re¬ 
verence. 

Oli. What, boy I 

Oi l. Come, come, elder brother, yon are too 
young in this. 

Oh. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orl. I ain no villuiu : * I am the youngest son 
of Mr Ron land de Bois; he was my father; and 
lie is ihrne a villain, that says, such a father 
begot Milams: Wert thou not iny brother, I 
would not lake this baud from tby throat, til) 
this other had pulled out thy tongue for saying 
60 ; t|mu hast lailed on thyself. 

Adam. Sweet masters be patient; for your 
father's K-membiaiice, be at accoid. 

Oli. Let me go, I say. 

Orl. 1 will not, till 1 please: you shall hear 
me. \J\ lather charged you m his will to give 
me good education : you have trained me like a 
peasant, obscuung and hiding from me all gen- 
tleman-hke qualities: the spirit of my father 
grows strong m me, and I will no longer euduie 
it: theretoie allow me such exercises as may 
become a gentleman, or give me the poor 
a Pottery my father left me by testament; with 
that I will go uuy my fortunes. 

Oli. And what wilt thou dot beg, when that 
!» spent ? \\ ell, Sir, get you in : I will not long 

be troubled with you : you shall have some part 
of vour will : l pray you, leave me. 

Orl. I will no further offend you than becomes 
me for my good. 

Oh. Get yon with him, yon old dog. 

Adam Is old dog my levvaid ? Most true, I 
have lost my teeth m your service.— God be 
with my old 'master! he would not have spoke 
fcuch a word. [Ex emit Orlando end Adam. 

Oh. I> it even so ? begin you to grow upon 
me • l will physic your rankness, and yet give 
:ro thousand crowns neither. Holla, Denuis 1 

Euler Dennis. 

/;/n. Calls your worship? • 

Oh. Was not Charles, the Duke's wrestler, here 
to sp-ak with met 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, 
and liriwitunes access to you. 

Oli. Call lmn in. [Exit Dennis.]— ’Twill be 
a good way ; and to-moirow the wrestling is. 

Enter Charles. 

C/ia. Good morrow to your worship. 

Oli. Good monsieur Charles !—what's the new 
news at the new court t 

Clui. There’s no news at the court, Sir, but i 
the old news: that is, the old duke is banished 
by Ii 19 younger brother the new duke; aud three 
oi four loving lords have put themselves into 
voluntaiy exile with lmn, whose lands and re¬ 
venues clinch the new duke; therefore be gives 
them gov>d leave to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell if Rosalind, the duke's 
daughter, be banished with her father. 

C/ia. Oh J no; for the duke’s daughter, her 
cousin, so loves her,—being ever from their 
ci utiles bred together,—that she would have 
followed her exile, or have died to stay behind 

• Vi'iain is used in a double seme : by Oliver for a 
worthless fallow, and by Orlando for a man of base ex¬ 
traction. 
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her. She is at the court, and no less beioved of 
her uncle than his own daughter ; and never two 
ladies loved as they do. 

Oli . Where will the old duke live? 

Cha. They say, he is already in the forest of 
Arden,* and a many merry men with him ; aud 
there they live like the old Rohm Hood of 
England : they say, many young gentlemen dock 
to him every day ; and fleet tue flline carelessly, 
as they did in the golden world. 

Oli. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the 
new dnke t 

Cha. Marry, do I, Sir; and I came to ac¬ 
quaint you with a matter. I am given. Sir, se¬ 
cretly to understand, that f your younger brother 
Orlando, hath a disposition to come in disguis’d 
against me to try a fall: To-inorrow, Sir, I 
wrestle for my credit; and he that escapes me 
without some broken limb, shall acquit him 
well. Your brother is but young and tender; 
and, for your love, I would be loath to foil him, 
as I must for my own honour, if he come in : 
therefore, out of my love to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you withal; that either you might 
stay him from his intendment, or brook such 
disgrace well as he shall run into; ill that it is a 
thing of his own seaich, and altogether agaiust 
my will. 

Oh. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, 
which thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. 

1 had myself notice of my brother’s purpose 
herein, and have by underhand means laboured 
to dissuade him trom it; but lie is resolute. 
I’ll tell thee, Charles,—it is the stubbornest 
young fellow of France ; full of ambition, an 
envious emulator of every mail’s good parts, a 
secret and villanous contriver against me his 
natural brothel ; therefore use thy discretion ; 

I had as lief thou didst break his neck as his 
tmgei : And thou wert best look to't! for if 
thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if he do 
not mightily grace himself on tbee, be will prac¬ 
tise against thee by poison, entrap thee by .some 
treacherous device, and never leave thee till be 
hath ta’eu thy life by some induect means or 
other : lor, I assure thee, aud almost with tears 
I speak it, there is not one so young and so 
villanous this day living. I speak but brotherly 
of lnm ; but should I anatomize him to thee as 
he is, l must blush aud weep, and thou must 
look pale and wonder. 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: 
If he come to-morrow, I’ll give hirn his pay¬ 
ment: If e$cr he go alone again, I’ll never 
wrestle for prize more : Aud so, God keep your 
worship! [Exit. 

Oli. Farewell, good Charles.—Now will I stir 
this gamester: + I hope, I shall see an end of 
him ; for my soul, yet 1 know not why, hates 
nothing more than be. Yet lie’s gentle ; never 
schooled, and yet learned ; full of noble device : 
of all sorts J enchantingly beloved ; and, indeed, 
so much in the heart of the world, aud especially 
of my own people, who best know him, that 1 
am altogether misprised : hut it shall not be so 
long ; tins wrestler shall clear all: nothing re¬ 
mains, but that l kindle the boy thither, which 
now I’ll go about. [Exit. 

SCENE II.—A Laten before the Duke’s 
Palace. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Cel. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my cor, be 
meny. 

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I 
am mistress of; aud would you yet I were mer¬ 
rier ? Unless you could teach me to forget a 
banished father, you must not learn me how to 
remember any extraordinary pleasure. 

Cel. Herein, I see, thou lovest me not with 
the full weight that I love thee: if mv uucte, 

• Ardenne, n larpe forcit in French Flanders, 
t Frohclssome follow. t Of »ll rank*. 
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thy banish'd father, bad banished thy unde, the 
duke m> father, so thou hadst been still with me, 
1 could have taught my love to take thy father 
tor mine ; so wonld'at thou, if the truth of thy 
love to me were so righteously tempered as mine 
is to thee. 

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my 
estate, to tejoice in your's. 

tW. You know my father bath no child but I, 
nor none is like to have; and, truly, when he 
dies, thou shalt be his heir: for What be hath 
taken away from thy father perforce, I will ren¬ 
der thee again m affection : by mine honour, I 
will; and when 1 break that oath, let me turn 
monster; therefore, my sweet Rose, my dear 
Rose, be merry. 

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise 
sports: let me see ; What think you of tailing m 
love? 

Cel. Marry, I pi'ythee, do, to make sport 
withal: but love no man In good earnest: nor 
no further m sport neither, than with safety of 
a pure blush thou may’si in honour come off 
again. 

Hot. What shall be our sport then 1 

Cel. Shall we sit and mock the good house¬ 
wife, Fortune, from her wheel, that her gifts 
inav henceforth he bestowed equally. 

Ros. 1 would, we could do so ; for her bene¬ 
fits are mightily misplaced : and the bountiful 
blind woman doth most mistake in her gifts to 
women. 

Cel. 'Tis true; for tho=e that she makes 
fair, she scarce makes honest; and those that 
she makes honest, she makes veiy lll-favour- 
edly. 

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from fortune’s 
office to nature’s : fortune reigns m gifts of the 
world, not in the lineaments of nature. 

Enter Touchstone. 

Cel. No ? Wbeu nature hath made a fair 
creature, may she not by fortune fall mto the 
fire?—Thoush nature hath given us wit to flout 
at fortune, bath not fortune sent in this fool to 
cut off the argument ? 

Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for na¬ 
ture ; when fortune makes nature’s natural the 
cutter off of nature's wit. 

Ctl . Peradventure, this is not fortune’s work 
neither, but nature’s; who perceiving our na¬ 
tural wits too dull to reason of such goddesses, 
bath sent this natural for our whetstone : for 
always the dulness of a fool is the whetstone 
of bis wits.—How uow, wit ? whither wander 
you ? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your 
father. 

Cel. Were yon made the messenger T 

Touch. No' by mine honour; but 1 was bid 
to come for you. 

Ros . Where learned yon that oath, fool ? 

Touch. Of a certain knight, that swore by his 
honour they were good pancakes, and swore by 
bis honour the mustard was naught: now. I’ll 
stand to it, the pancakes were naught, and the 
mustard was good; and yet was not the knight 
forsworn. 

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap 
of your knowledge f 

Ros. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand* you both forth now: stroke 
your chins, and swear by your beards that \ am 
a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we bad them, thon art. 

Tdiich. By my knavery if 1 had it, then I were: 
bat if you swear by that that is not, yon are not 
forsworn: no more was the knight, swearing by 
his honour, for he never bad any: or if be bad, 
be had sworn it away, before ever he saw those 
pancakes or that mustard. 

Cel. Pr’ythee, who U’t thou inean’stt 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, 
loves. 


Cel. My father’s love is enough to honour 
him Enough 1 speak no more of him : youTl 
be whipp’d for taxation, • one of these days. 

Touch. The more pit}', th3t fools may not 
speak wisely, wbat wise men do foolishly. 

Cel. By uiy troth, thou say’st true: for since 
the little wit that fools have was silenced, the 
little foolery that wise men have makes a great 
show. Here comes Monsieur Le Beau. 

Enter Le Beau. 

Ros. With bis month full of news. 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed 
their young. 

Ros. Then shall we be news-cramm’d. 

Cel. All the bettei ; we shall he the more 
marketable. Eon jour, Monsieur Le Beau : 
What’s the news? 

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much 
good sport. 

Cel. Sport? of what colour? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam ?, how shall I 
answer you ? 

Bos. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or the destinies decree. 

Cel. Well said; that was laid on with n 
trowel. 

Touch. Nay, if 1 keep not my rank,- 

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell. 

Le Beau. You amaze t me, ladies; 1 would 
have told you of good wiestltng, which you have 
lost the sight of. 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrr^tlm/. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, anti 
if it please your ladyships, you may see the 
end , for the best is yet to do; and here, where 
you are, they are comiug to perform ;t. 

Cel. Well,—the begiumug, that is dead and 
buried. 

Le Beau. There comes an old mao, and Im> 
three sons,- 

Cel. i could match this beginning with an old 
tale. 

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excel¬ 
lent growth and presence ;- 

Ros. With bills on their neck*,— Be it knoun 
unto all men by these •presents. 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wiestled 
with Charles, the duke’s wrestlei ; which 
Charles in a moment threw him, and broke 
three of bis ribs, that there is little hope of luo 
in him; so he served the second, and so the 
third: Yonder they lie; the poor old man, 
their father, making such pitiful dole over 
them, that all the beholders take his part with 
weeping. 

Ros. Alas! 

Touch. But wbat is the sport, monsieur, that 
the ladies have lost? 

Le Beau. Why, this that you speak of. 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day l 
it is the first time that ever 1 heard, breaking of 
ribs was sport for ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promise thee. . 

Ros. But is there any else longs to sec this 
broken music in bis sides ? is there yet another 
dotes upon nb-breaking ?—Shall we see this 
wrestling, cousin ? 

Le Beau. "You mpst, if you stay here; for 
here Is the place appointed lor the wrestling, ami 
they are ready to perform it. 

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming: Let us 
now stay and see it» 

Flourish. Enter Imjk* Frederic it, Lords , 
Orlando, Charles, and Attendants. 

Duke F. Come on; since the youth will not 
be entreated, his own peril on bis forwardness 

Ros. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau . Eveu be, madam. 

Cel. Alas I he Is too young : yet be looks suc¬ 
cessfully. 

• Satire* 1 Amaze here ae*Dt to pcrplox. 

oi roofme. 
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Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousio 7 
arc >ou crept hither to see the wrestling? 

Bos. Ay, my liege; so please you give us 
leave. 

Duke. F. You will take little delight in H, I 
can tell you, three is such odds in the men : In 
pity of the challenger’s youth, I would fain dis¬ 
suade biui, but he will not be entreated; 
Speak to him, ladies; see if you can move 
him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Du Are F. Do so: I’ll not be by. 

[Duke goes apart. 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the prin¬ 
cesses call for you. 

Orl. I attend them, with all respect and 
duty. 

Bos. Young man, have you challenged Charles 
the wrestler ? 

Orl. No, fair princess; he is the general chal¬ 
lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with 
linn the strength of my youth. 

('cl. Young gentleman, your spirits are too 
bold for your years: You have seen cruel proof 
of this mail’s strength: if you saw yourself 
wjth your eves, or knew yourself with your 
judgment, the fear of your adventure would 
counsel you to a more equal enterprise. We 
pray you, for your own sake, to embrace 
your own safety, and give over this attempt. 

Bos. Do, young Sir; your reputation shall not 
therefore he misprized : we will make it our suit 
to the duke, that the wrestling might not go 
forward. 

Orl. I beseech yon, punish me not with yonr 
hard thoughts; wherein 1 confess me much 
guilty, to deny so fair and excellent ladies any 
thing. But let your fair eyes, and gentle wishes, 
go with me to my trial : wherein if I be foiled, 
there is hut one shamed that was never gracious : 
H killed, hut one dead, that is willing to he so : 
I shall do my friends no wrong, for 1 have none 
to lament me ; the world no injury, for in it I 
have nothing; only in the world I till up a 
place, which may be better supplied when I have 
made it empty. 

Bos. The little strength that I have, 1 would 
it were wiih vou. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out her’s. 

Bos. Fare you well. Pray heaven,' I be de¬ 
ceived in you ! 

I'el. Your heart’s desires be with you. 

C/ia. Come, where is this young gallant, that 
is so desirous to lie with bis mother earth? 

Ot l. Ready, Sir; but his will hath in it a 
cnt»re modest working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

Cha No, I warrant your grace ; you shall not 
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily 
persuaded him from a first. 

Orl. You mean to nock me after; you should 
not have mocked me before : but come your 
ways. 

Bos. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young 
man 1 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the 
strong fellow by the leg. 

[Charles and Orlando wrestle. 

Rok. O excellent young man! 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt In mine eye, I 
can tell who should down. 

[Charles is thrown . Shout. 

Duke F. No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes, 1 beseech yonr grace; I am not yet 
well breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles ? 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F. Bear him away. [Charles is home 
out. ] What is thy name, young man ? 

Orl. Orlando, my liege ; the youngest son of 
Sir Rowland de Bois. 

Duke F. 1 would, thou hadst been ton to 
some man else. 

The world esteem'd thy father honourable. 


But 1 did dud him still mine enemy: 

Thou sbuuld’st have better pleas'd .me with this 
deed, 

Hadst thou descended from another house. 

But fate thee well; thou art a gallant youth ; 

1 would thou hadbt told me of another father. 

(Exeunt J)ukk, Fred. Train , and Le 
Beau- 

Cel. Were 1 my father, coz, would I do 
' this.? 

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland’s 
son, "-t'l 

His youngest sotr^—and would not change that 
calling,* 

To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Bos. My father loved Sir Rowland as his 
soul, 

And all the world was of my father's mind : 

Had 1 before known this young man his son, 

1 should have given him tears unto entreaties. 
Ere he should thus have ventur’d. 

Cel • Gentle cousin, 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 

My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart.—Sir, you have well deserv’d : 
If you do keep your promises in love, 

But justly, as you have exceeded promise, 

Your mistress shall be happy. 

Bos. Gentleman, 

[Giving him a chain from her neck. 
Wear this for me; one out of suits with for¬ 
tune ; f 

That could give more, but that her hand lacks 
means.— 

Shall we go, coz ? 

Cel. Aj tare you well, fair gentleman. 

Orl. Can 1 not say, 1 lhauk you ? My better 
parts 

Are all thrown down; and that which here 
stands up. 

Is but a quintain,; a mere lifeless block. 

Bos. He calls us back : My pride fell with 
my fortunes : 

I’ll ask him what he would Did you call. 
Sir ?— 

Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Cel. Will you go, coz f 

Bos. Have with you Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 
Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon 
my tongue ? 

I cannot sp.ak to her, yet she urg’d conference. 

Re-enter Le Beau. 

O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown ; 

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 
Le Beau. Good Sir, I do m friendship coun¬ 
sel you 

To leave this place: Albeit, you have deserv’d 
High cnmmendatiou, true applause, and love ; 
Yet such is now the duke’s coudiuou, $ 

That be misconstiuea all that you have done. 

The duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed. 

More suits you to conceive, than me to speak 
of. . 

Orl. I thank you. Sir; and, pray you, tell 
me this ; 

Which of the two was daughter of the duke 
That here was at the wrestling ? 

Le Beau. Neither bis daughter, if we judge 
by manners; 

But yet, iudeed, the shorter is his daughter: 

The other is daughter to the banish’d duke. 

And here detain’d by her u&urpiug uncle. 

To keep his daughter company; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 

But I can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta’en displeasure ’gaiust his gentle niec« 
Grounded upon no other argument. 


• Appellation. i Timed out of kr service 

t The object te dert at la martial iurdm. 

| Disposition. 
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But that the people prate her for her vir¬ 
tues. 

And pity her for her good father’s sake; 

And, ou ray life, his malice ’gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth.—Sir, fare you well; 
Hereafter, m a better world than this, 

1 shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 
Orl. 1 rest much bounded to you : fare you 
well! [Exit LeBkau. 

Thus must I from the smoke unto the smother; 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother:— 

But heaveuly Rosalind 1 [Eh.it. 

SCENE III.—A Boom in the Palace. 

Esiter Celia and Rosalind. 

('el. Why, cousin ; why, Rosalind Cupid 
have mercy 1—Not a word 7 
Eos. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be cast 
away upou curs, throw some of them at me ; 
come, lame me with reasons. 

Bos. Then there were two cousins laid up; 
when the one should be lamed with reasons, and 
the other mad without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your father? 

Bos. No, some of it for my child’s father: 
Oh ! how full of briers is this working-day 
world 1 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon 
thee in holiday foolery ; if we walk not in the 
tiudden paths, out very petticoats will catch 
them. 

Eos. I could shake them off my coat; these 
burs are in my hear:. 

(W. Hem them away. 

Bos. I would tiy; if I could cry' hem, and 
have bnn. 

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 
Bos. Oh ! they take the part of a better wrestler 
than myself. 

('il. Oh ! a good nibh upon you 1 you will try- 
in time, in despite ot a fall.—But, turning these 
jests out of service, let us talk iu good earnest : 
is it possible, on such a sudden, you should fall 
into so strong a liking with old Sir Rowland’s 
youngest sou. 

Bos. The duke my father loved his father 
dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue, that you should 
love bis son dearly 1 By this kind of chase, 1 
should hate him, for my father hated his father 
dearly ; * yet I bate not Orlando. 

Bos. No ’faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel. Why should 1 not? doth he not deserve 
well ? 

Bos. Let me love him for that; and do you 
love hnn, because 1 do ; Look, here comes the 
duke. 

Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 

EJiter Duke Frederick, voith Lords . 

Duke F. Mistress despatch you with your safest 
haste. 

And get you from our court. 

Bos. Me, uncle ? 

Duke. F. You coufin ; 

Wallin these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near our public court as tiveuty miles, 

'ibou diest for it. 

Bos. I do beseech your grace, * 

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with 
the : 

If with inyself I hold intelligence. 

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires; 

If that I do not dream, or be not frantic, 

(As 1 do trust 1 am not,) then, dear ancle, 
Never, so much as in a thought unborn, 

Sid I offend your highness. 

Duke F. TbHS do aH traitors; 

If their purgation did consist in words, 

They are as innocent as grace itself 
Let it suffice thee, that l trust thee nut. 

• larmraieljr. 
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Bos. Yet your mlstrnst cannot make iue a 
traitor : 

Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy father’s daughter, there’s 
enough. 

Bos. So was I, when your highness took his 
dukedom; 

So was 1, when your highness banish’d him : 
Treason is not inherited, my lord ; 

Oi, if we did derive it from our friends, 

What’s that to me ? ray father was uo traitor: 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much. 
To tUiuk my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, heal me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia; we stay’d uer for your 
sake. 

Else bad she with bei father tang’d along. 

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay. 

It was your pleasure, and your own remorse ;• 

1 was too youug that tuue to value her. 

But now I kuow her : if she lie a traitor, 

W by so am 1; we still have slept together, 

Rose at an instant, learn’d, play’d, eat together ; 
And wheresoe’er we went, like Juno’s swans, 

Still he went coupled, and inseparable. 

Duke F. She is too subtle lor thee ; aud her 
smoothness, 

Her very silence, aud her patience. 

Speak to the people, and they pity her. 

Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy uame ; 

And thou wilt show more bright, aud seeui mote 
virtuous, 

When she is gone : then open not tby lips; 

Finn and irrevocable is my doom 
tv Inch 1 have pass’d upon her; she is bauish’d. 
Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my 
liege; 

1 cannot live out of her company. 

Duke F. You are a foolYou, niece, provide 
yourself; 

If you out-stay the time, upon miue honour, 

Aud iu the greatness of my word, you die. 

[Eaeunt Duke Trlderick anti Lord*. 
Cel. O my poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou 
g«; 

Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more grieved than I 
am. 

Bos. I have more cause. 

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin ; 

Pry’tbee, be cheerful: kuow’st thou not, the 
duke 

Hath banish’d me his daughter? 

Bos. That he hath not. 

Cel. No4 hath not? Rosalind lacks then the 
love 

Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 
Shall we be 6uuder*d ? shall we part, sweet gul? 
No ; let my father seek auother beir. 

Therefore devise with me, how we may flv. 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us: 

And do not seek to take yonr change upou you 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out; 
For, by ibis heaven, now at our sorrows’ pale, 
Say what thou caust. I’ll go along with thee. 
Bos. Why, whither shall we go? 

Cel. To seek my uncle. 

Bos. Alas 1 what danger will it be to us. 

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far? 

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel. I’ll put myself iii poor and meau attire. 
And with a kind of umbert smirch my tace; 
The like do you; so shall we pass along. 

And never stir assailants. 

Bos. Were it not bettet. 

Because that 1 am more than common tall. 

That 1 did suit uie all pnxuts like a man? 

A gallant curt I e-ax X upon my thigb, 

A hoar-spear in my hand; and (iii my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will. 
We’ll have a swashing $ and a martial outside; 

• Compaaron. 

ft A jrellow-eoluured earth, from Umbria, in Italy. 

{ Cytlaaa. ft Swaggarln?. 
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As many other mannish cowards have. 

That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel. What shall I call thee, when thou art a 
niau 1 

Ros. I’ll have no worse a came than Jove's 
own page. 

And therefore look yon call me, Ganymede. 

But what will yon be call’d ? 

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my 
state; 

No longer Celia, hot Aliena. 

Jtu\. But, cousin, what if we assay’d to steal 
The clownish tool out of your father’s court ? 

\\ ould he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

Cel. He’ll go along o’er the wide world with 
me ; 

Leave me alone to woo him : Let’s away, 

And pet our jewels and our wealth together; 
Devise the fittest lime, and salest way 
To hide us liom pursuit that will be made 
After my flight: Now go we in content, 

To libel ty, and not to banishment. [Eccunt. 


ACT II. 

SC'EXE I.—The Forest of Arden. 

Enter Dlke senior, Amiens, a nd other Lords, 
in the dress of Foresters. 

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in 
exile, 

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
1 ban that of painted pomp ? Are not these 
woods 

More free from peiil than the envious court? 
Here teel we but the penalty of Adam, 
i he seasons’ difference ; as, the icy fang, 

And chmii<di chiding of the winter’s wind ; 

\\Inch when it lutes and blows upon my body, 
Even till 1 shrink with cold, I smile, aud say,— 
This is no flattery : these are counsellors 
’Hut feelingly peisuadc me what 1 am. 

8wept are the uses of adveisity ; 

WluJi, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 

Weais vtt a precious jewel in bis head : 

Ann this om life, exempt from public haunt. 
Finds tongues in tiees, books in the running 
biooks. 

Si mi* us m stones, and good in every thing. 
A>ni. I would not change it: Happy is your 
glace. 

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
luto so quiet aud so sweet a style. 

Dun.e S\ Come, shall we go aud kill ns veni¬ 
son ? 

And yi*L it irks me, the poor dappled fools,— 
llemg native burghers of tins desert city,— 
Should, m their own confines, with forked 
heads * 

Have their lound haunches gor’d. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord. 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that; 

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Phan doth your hi other that hath banish'd you. 
To-day, iny lord of Amiens and myself 
Did steal behind him, as he lay aloug 
finder an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
l’pou the brook that brawls afong tins wood : 

To the which place a poor sequester’d stag. 

That Horn the hunter’s aim had ta’eti a hurt. 

Did come to languish ; and, iudeed, my lord, 
The wrttchcd animal heav’d forth Bach groans, 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern 
coat 

Almost to bursting; and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down bis innocent nose 
In piteous chase: and thus the hairy fool. 

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremes! verge of the awifl 
brook, 

Augmenting it with tears. 

* Barbed arrow*. 


Duke S . But what said Jaques ? 

Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

1 Lord . Ob I yes, into a tbousaud similes. 
First, for his weeping iu the needless stream ; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak*st a testa¬ 
ment 

As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that uhich had too much: Then, being 
alone. 

Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends; 

’7 'is right , quoth be ; this misery doth part 
The Jtux of company : Anon, a careless herd. 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 

And never stays to greet him; Ay, quoth 
Jaques, 

Sueep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 

’Tis just the fashion: Wherejore do you 
look 

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 
Thus most mvectively be pierceth through 
The bodv of the country, city, court. 

Yea, and of this our life : swearing, that we 
Aie mere usurpers, lyranis, and wliat’s woise 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up, 

In llieir assign'd aud native dwelling place. 

Duke S. Aud did you leave him in this con¬ 
templation ? 

2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and com¬ 

menting 

Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke S. Show me the place; 

I love to cope • him in these sullen fits, 

For then he’s full of matter. 

2 Lord. I’ll bring you to him straight. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and Atten¬ 
dants. 

Duke F. Can it be possible that no man saw 
them ? 

It cannot be : some villains of my court 
Aie of conseut and suffeiauce in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber. 

Saw ber a-bed ; and, iu tbe morning early* 

They found tbe bed uutreasur’d of their mis¬ 
tress. 

2 Lord. My lord, the roy nisb t clown, at whom 

so oft 

Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess’ gentlewoman. 

Confesses, that she secretly o’erheard 
\ our daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles; 

And she believes, vvheiever they are gone, 
lhat youth is suiely in their company. 

Duke F. Send to his brotbei ; fetch that gal¬ 
lant hither; 

If he be absent, bring his brother to me, 

I’ll make bun find him : do this suddenly ; 

Aud let not search and inquisition quail; 

To bung again these foolish runaways. 

[Exeunt, 

' SCENE III.—Before 6nv er’s House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam, meeting. 

Orl. Who’s there? 

Adam. W hat I my young master ?—0 my gen¬ 
tle master, « 

O my sweet master, O you memory § 

Of old Sir Rowlaudt why, what make you here? 
Why are yon viituonsl Why do people love 
you ? 

And wherefore are yon gentle, strong, and va¬ 
liant ? 

W by would you be so fond j] to overcome 
The bony priaer of the humorous duke ? 

i 

• Encounter. _ 1 Scurvy. 

t bulk mlo dejection. $ Mvuior.al 

| laiouaiaerate. 
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Tour praise is come too swiftly home before 
you. 

Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Then yiaces serve them blit as enemies T 
No more do yonr’s; your virtues, gentle mas¬ 
ter, 

Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 

Oh ! what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it 1 
Orl, \\ by, what’s the matter 1 
Atia^n. O unhappy youth. 

Come tint witluu these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 

Tour brothei—(no, no brother ; yet the son— 
Tet not the son ;—I will not call him sou— 

Of him I was about to call his father,)— 

Hath heard your praises ; and this night he 
means 

To burn the lodging where you use to lie, 

And you within it: if he fail of that, 

He wilt have other ineaus to cut'you off: 

I overheard Inin, and his practices. 

This is no place, * this house is but a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Ori. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have 
me got 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not 
here. 

Ori. What, wouldst thou have me go and 
beg my food T 

Or, with a base and boisterous sword, en¬ 
force 

A thievish living on the common road ? 

This I must do, or know not what to do : 

Tel this I will not do, do how I can ; 

I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, t and bloody brother. 

Adam. But do not so ; I have hve hundred 
crowns, 

The thrifiy hire 1 sav’d under your father. 

Which 1 did store, to be my foster-nurse, 

Wiiea service should In my old limbs lie 
lame, 

And unregarded age in comers thrown ; 

Take that: and He that doth the ravens feed. 
Tea, providently caters for the sparrow. 

Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 

Ail this I give you: Let me be your servant: 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty ; 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in nty blood ; 

Nor did uot with uiibashftil forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 

Therefore my age is as a lusty wiuter. 

Frosty, hut kindly: let me go with you ; 

I’ll do the service of a younger man 
In alt your business and necessities. 

Ori. O good old man; how well in thee ap¬ 
pears 

The constant service of the antique world, 

When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 

And baviug that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten 
tree, * 

That cannot so much as a blossom yield. 

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry: 

But come thv ways, we’ll go along together: 

And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 
We'll tigftt upon some settled low content. 

A&n s. Master, go* on ; and I will follow 
thee, 

Tor the last gasp, with truth anil loyalty.— 

F r on t r seventeen years till now almost four¬ 
score 

Here lived I, hut now live here no more. 

At seventeen years many their fortunes seek; 

But at fourscore, it is too late a week ’ 

Yet fo.tuue cannot recompense me better, 

Thau to die well, and *itoi my master's debtor. 

[Exeunt. 

• M**rAtot* mUentt. 
a lurutdlrtoMi iu natural coarse. 
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SCENE IV.—The forest of Arden. 

Enter Rosalind in Boy's clothes; Celia 

dressed like a Sheyhei dess , and Tot cu¬ 
stoms. 

Eos. O Jupiter! how weary are my spiuta! 

Touch. 1 care not for uiy spirits, if my legs 
were out weaty. 

Eos. 1 could And In my heart to disgrace my 
man’s apparel, and to cry like a woman : but 1 
must comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and 
hose ought to show itself courageous to petti¬ 
coat : therefore, courage, good Aliena. 

Cel. 1 pi A) you, hear with me ; I cjii go no 
further. 

Touch . For my part, I had rather beat with 
you, than hear you : yet ( should beat no cioss,* 
if I did bear you ; for, 1 think, you have no 
money in your purse. 

Eos. Well, this is the foiest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden: the mote 
fool I ; when I was at home, I was m a belter 
place ; but travellers must be conttnl. 

Eos. Ay, be so,good Touchstone:—Look voii, 
who comes here; a young man, and an old, iu 
solemu talk. 

Enter Cor in and Sn.vus. 

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you 
still. 

Sil. O Corin, that thou ktiew’at liow I do 
love her I 

Cor. 1 partly guess ; for I have lov’d ere now. 

Sit . No, Conu, being old, thou canst not 
guess ; 

Though hi thy youth thou vvast as true a lover 
As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow ; 

But if thy love were ever like to mine, 

(As sure I think did never man love so,) 

How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

Cor. Into a thousand that 1 have forgotten. 

Sil. Oh I thou didst then ne’er love so heart’*) : 
If thou reineniber’sl not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into. 

Thou hast uot lov’d : 

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now. 

Wearying thy hearer iu thy unstress’ praise. 
Thou hast not lov’d : 

Or if thou hast nut broke fioin company, 
Ahruptly, as my passion now makes me, 

Thou hast not lov’d: O Thebe, Thebe, Pbebc! 

{Exit Silviis. 

Eos. Alas! poor shepherd I searching of thy 
wound, 

I have by hard adventure found mine own. 

Touch. And I mine: I teniember, when 1 
was in love, 1 broke my sword upon a stone, 
and bid him take that for coming anight t to 
Jane Smile : and I remember the kissing of Iter 
ballet, t and the cow’s dugs Hint her pretty 
chopp’d hands had milk'd : and 1 remember the 
wooing of a peascod instead of her ; fiont whom 
I took two cods, and, giving her them again, 
said with weeping tears. Wear the<e for my 
sake . We, that are true lovers, run into strange 
capers; hut as all Is mortal in nature, so is all 
nature in love mortal in folly. 

Eos. Thou speakftt wiser, than thou art ’ware 
of. 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne’er be ’ware of mine 
own wjt, till I break my shins against it. 

Eos. Jove l Jove I this shepherd's passion is 
much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And miuet but it grows something 
stale with irw*. 

Cel* 1 pray you, one of you question youd* 

mau, 

If be for gold will give ui any food ; 

1 faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla; y<?u, clown! 


• A piece etf money stamped with a cross. 

* In the night. 

X The iuttrsnual with which washers heal clo.ues. 

* 
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Bos. Peace, fool; he’s not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls f 

Touch. Your betters, Sir. 

Cor. Elbe are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say 
Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all. 

Rot. 1 pr’ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold. 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment. 

Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Here’s a young maid with travel much op¬ 
press’d, 

And faults for succour. 

Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her. 

And wish, for her sake, more than for mine own. 
My foitunes were more able to relieve her: 

Blit I am shepherd to another man. 

And do not sheer the fleeces that I graze; 

My master is of churlish disposition. 

And little recks • to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 

Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed. 
Are now on 6alt, and at our sheepcote now. 

By reason of Ins absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on: hut what is, come see. 
And in my voice, most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and 
pasture f 

Cor. That young swain that you saw here but 
erewhile, 

That little cares for buying any thing. 

Ros. 1 pray thee, if it stand with honesty. 

Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock. 

And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages : I like 
this place. 

And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold : 

Go witli me ; if you like, upon report, 

The soil, the proflt, and this ktud of life, 

I will your very faithful feeder be. 

And buy it with your gold right suddenly. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—The same . 

Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others . 

SONO. 

Ami. Under the greenuood tree, 

Who loves to lie with me. 

And tune his merry note 
Unto the street bird’s throat , 

Come hither , come hither, come hither ; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy. 

But winter and rough weather . 

Jaq. More, more, I pr’ythee, more. 

Ami. it will make you melancholy, monsieur 
Jaques. 

Jaq. I thank it. More, I pr’ythee, more. I 
can suck melancholy out of a song, as a weazel 
sucks eggs : More, I pr’ythee, more. 

Ami . My voice is ragged , t I know, 1 caunot 
please you. 

Jaq. 1 do not desire you to please me, I do 
desire you to sing: Come, more ; another 
stanza ; Cali you them stanzas 7 

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, I care uot for their names; they 
owe me nothing : Will you siugt 

Ami. More at your request, than to please 
myself. 

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man. I’ll 
thank you : hut that they call compliment, is 
like the encounter of two dog-apes : aud when a 
man thanks me heailily, methiuks, l have given 
him a penny, and he renders me the beggarly 
thanks. Come, sing; aud you that will not hold 
your tongues* 

• Cure*. 

+ Rafge<] and rugged had formerly the ume mean¬ 
ing. 
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Ami. Well, i’ll end the song.—Sirs, cover the 
while; the duke will drink under this tree he 
bath been all inis day to look you. 

Jaq. And i have been all this day to avoid 
him. He is too disputable * for iny company : I 
think of as niauy matters as be; but I give 
heaven thanks, and make no boast of them. 
Come, warble, come. 

Song. 

Who doth ambition shun, [All together here. 
And loves to live i’the sun. 

Seeking the food he eats. 

And pleas’d with what he get'. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy. 

But winter and rough weather . 

Jaq. I’ll give you a verse to this note, that I 
made yesterday in despite of my invention. 

Ami. And 1*11 siug iu 
Jaq. Thus it goes: 

If it do come to pass. 

That any man turn ass, 
heaving his wealth and ease, 

A stubborn will to please, 

Dueddme , dueddme, dueddme ;t 
Here shall he see. 

Gross fools us he. 

An If he will come to Ami. 

Ami. What’s that dueddme ? 

Jaq. *Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools In¬ 
to a circle. I'll go 6leep if 1 can ; if I cannot. 
I'll rail against all the Arst-hom of Egypt. 

Ami . And i’ll go seek the duke ; hi* banquet 
is prepar’d. [Exeunt severally. 

SCENE VI.—The same. 

Enter Orlando and Adah. 

Adam. Dear master, I can go no fuither : oh ! 
I die for food i Here lie I down, and measuic 
out my grave. Farewell, kind mauler. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam! uo greater heart 
in thee7 Live a little; comfort a little; cheer 
thyself a little : It this uncouth forest yield any 
thing savage, I will either he food for it, or 
bring it for food to thee. Thy conceit is nearer 
death than thy powers. For my sake, be com¬ 
fortable ; hold death awhile at the aim’s end? 
i’ll here be with thee presently ; and it I bring 
thee not something to eat. I’ll give thee leave 
< to die : but if thou diest before I come, tbou art 
a mocker of my labour. Weil said ! thou look’st 
cbeerly : and I’ll be with tbee quickly.—Yet thou 
liest in the bleak air: Come, 1 will bear thee to 
some shelter ; and thou shalt not die for lack of 
a dinner, if there live any thing ui tins desert. 
Cbeerly, good AJain 1 [ Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.-The same. 

A table set out.—Enter Dug s senior, Amiens, 
Lords, and others. 

Duke S. I think be he transform'd into a 
beast; 

For I can uo where find him like a man. 

1 Lord. My loid, he is hut even uow gone 
hence ; 

Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he compact of jars,t grow mn- 
sical. 

We shall have shortly discord in the spheres:— 
Do, seek him ; tell him, 1 would speak with him. 

Enter Jaqubs. 

1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own ap¬ 
proach. 

Duke S. Why, bow now, monsieur ! what a 
i<fe is this, 

• DisputnUou*. * A word coined forth* noses. 
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That your poor friend* most woo your com¬ 
pany f 

What 1 you look merrily. 

Jag. A fool, a fool!-1 met a fool ithe 

forest, 

A motley foola miserable world !— 

As I do live by food, I met a fool; 

Who laid him down and bask'd hnn in tbe son, 
And rail'd on lady Fortune in good terms, 
lu good set terms,-—and yet a motley fool. 
Good-morrow fool, quoth 1: No, Sir, quoth he. 
Call me not fool , till heaven hath sent me 
fortune : 

And then he drew a dial from bis poke. 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 

Says, very wisely. It is ten o’clock: 

Thus mail we see , quoth be, how ihe world 
wags : 

% Tis but an hour ago , since it was nine ; 

And ajter an hour more, f tu ill be eleven ; 
And so, from hour to hour, we rijie and ripe. 
And then, from hour to hour we rot, and rot , 
And thereby hang v a tale. When 1 did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 

That fools should be so deep-contemplative ; 

And 1 did laugh, sans iuternnsion. 

An hour by bis dial.—O noble fool! 

A worthy fool! Motley's the only wear. • 

Duke S. What fool is this I 
Jug. O worthy fool!—One tbat hath been a 
conrtu r ; 

And savs, if ladies be bat young and fair, 

They have the gift to know it: and in his 
brain,— 

Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage,—he bath strange places cramm'd 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms :—Oh ! that I were a fool 1 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke S. Thou shalt have one. 

Jaq . It is my only suit; 

Provided that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opiuion that grows rank m them. 

That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wood. 

To blow ou whom 1 please; for so fools have : 
And they tbat are most galled with my folly, 

They most must laugh : And, why. Sir, must 
they so ? 

The why is plain as way to parish church: 

He, tbat a fool doth very wisely bit. 

Doth very foolishly, although be smart, 

Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not, 

Tbe wise man’s folly is anatomiz’d 
Even by tbe sqnand'rine glances of the fool. 
Invest me m my motley ; give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and 
through 

Cleanse the foul body of tbe infected world. 

If they will patiently receive my medicine 
Duke S. Fie on thee 1 I can tell what thou 
would'st do. 

Jaq. What for a counter, would I do, but 
good ? 

Duke S. Must mischievous foul sin, in chid¬ 
ing sin : 

For thon thyself bast been a libertine. 

As sensual as tbe brutish sting itself; 

And ah the embossed sores, and beaded evils, 
That thou with license of free foot hast caught, 
Wouldst thoa disgorge into the general world. 

Jaq. Why, who cries oat on pride. 

That can therein tax any private party 1 
Doth it not flow as bogely a* the sea. 

Till that tbe very very means do ebb t 
What woman in the city do 1 name. 

When that 1 say, Tbe city-woman bear* 

The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders t 
Who can come in, and say, that I mean her. 

When such a one a* she, such is her neigh¬ 
bour ? 

• Th* fool vu •actenilf dreiiod in i pwlpw- 
loured coat. 
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Or what is he of basest function, 

That says, his bravery • is not on my cost, 
(Thinking that I mean him,) but (herein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech ? 

There then; How, what then 1 Let me see 
wherein 

My tongue bath wrong'd him : if it do him right 
Tbeu be hath wrong'd himself; if he be tree, 
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 
Unclaim'd of any man.—But who comes beiet 

Enter Orlando, with his suord drawn. 

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 

Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet. 

Orl . Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv’d. 
Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of 7 
Duke S. Art thou thus boldeu’d, man, by thv 
distress ; 

Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 

Tbat in civility tbou seem’st so empty ? 

Orl . You touch’d my vein at first; the thorny 
point 

Of bare distress bath ta’en from me the show 
of smooth civility ; yet am I iuland bred, + 

And know some nnrtnre :J But forbear, 1 say ; 
He dies, that touches any of this trial, 

Till I and my aftairs are answered. 

Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason, 
f miiot die. 

Duke S. What would you have ? Your gen. 
tleness shall fofce. 

More than your force move us to gentleness. 

Orl. I almost die for food, and let me have it. 
Dale S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to 
our taole. 

Orl. Speak yon so gently? Pardon me, I 
pray you : 

I thought tbat all things had been savage beic : 
And therefore put 1 on the countenance 
Of stem commandment: But whate'er you are, 
That in this desert inaccessible, 

Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 

Lose and neglect the creeping hours ot tunc— 

If ever you have look’d on better davs ; 

If ever been where nells have knoil’d to church ; 
It evci sat at any good man’s least; 

If ever from your eye-lids wip’d a tear, 

And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ; 

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
in tbe which hope, 1 blush, and hide my swoul. 
Duke S. True is it that we have sten betlei 

days ; 

And have with holy bell been knoll’d to church ; 
And sat at good men’s feasts ; and wip’d our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd : 

And therefore sit you down iu gentleness, 

And take upon command what help we have, 

Tbat to your wanting may be minister’d. 

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little 
while. 

Whiles, like a doe, f go to And my fawn. 

And give it food. There is ail old poor man, 

Who after me bath many a weary step 
Limp'd In pure love ; till he be first suffic’d,— 
Oppress'd with two great evils, age and hun¬ 
ger,— 

I will not touch a bit. 

Duke S. Go find him out, 

And we will nothing waste till you reinrn. 

Orl. I thank ye: aud be bless’d for your 
good comfort 1 , [Exit. 

Duke S. Thon sees!, we are not all alone un¬ 
happy : 

This wide and nniversal theatre 

Presents more woeful pageants than tbe scene 

Wherein we play in. 

Jaq. All tbe world’s a stage. 

And all the men and women merely players: 

They have tbeir exits, and their entrances; 

And oae man in bis time plays many parts. 

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant, 

• Finery 
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Mewling and puking In the nurse's arn»^ 

And then, the whining school-boy, with his 
. satchel. 

And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school: And then, the lover ; 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eye-brow: Then, a sol¬ 
dier ; 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the 
pard. 

Jealous in honour, suddep * and quick in 
quarrel. 

Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth : And then, the 
justice; 

In fair round belly, with good capon liu’d, 

W uli e>es severe, and beard of formal cut. 

Full ot wise saws and modem t instances, 

And so he plays his part: The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon; 

With spectacles ou nose, and pouch on side; 

His youthful hose, well sav’d, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shauk ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound : Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Saus teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every 
thing. 

Re-enter Orlando, with Adim. 

Duke S. Welcome : Set down your venerable 
burden. 

And let bun feed. 

Orl. I thank you most for him. 

Adam. 80 had you need ; 

1 scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Duke S'. Welcome, fall to: I will not trouble 
you 

As jet, to question you about your foitunes :— 
Give us some music ; and, good cousin, sing. 

Amiens sings. 

Song. 

I. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind , 

Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen. 

Because thou art not seen , 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Heigh ho! sing, heigh ho! unto the green 
holly : 

Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere 

Then Iteigh, ho, the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 

II. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

That dost not bite so nigh 
A s benefits forgot: 

Though thorn the waters warp , 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember’d \ not . 

Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho / $c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good Sir Row¬ 
land’s son,— ♦ 

As yon have whisper’d faithfully, you were; 

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d and living in your face,— 

Be truly welcome hither: I am the duke. 

That lov’d your father: The residue of your 
fortune. 

Go to my cave and tell me.—Good old maa. 

Thou art right welcome as thy master is: 

Support him by the arm.—Give me your band, 
lad let me all your fortunes understand. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.—A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Oliver, Lords, and 
Attendants. 

Duke F. Not see him since 1 Sir, Sir, that 
cannot be: 

But were I not the better part made mercy, 

1 should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present: But look to it; 
Find out tby brother, wheresoe’er he is , 

Seek him with candle ; bring biin dead or living 
Within this twelvemouth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living ih our terntoiy. 

Thy lands, and alt things that tbou dost call 
thine. 

Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands; 

Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother’s mouth. 
Of what we thmk against thee. 

OU. Ob I that your highness knew my heart 
I never lov’d my brother m my life. fin this ! 
Duke F. More villain thou.—Well, push him 
out of doors : 

And let my officers of such a nature 
Make ail extent • upon bis house and lands: 

Do this expediently,! and turn him going. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The Forest. 

Enter Orlando, with a paper. 

Orl. Hang theie, my verse, in wituess of my 
love ; 

And, thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, 
survey 

With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above. 
Thy huntress’ name, that my whole hie doth 
Rway. 

O Rosalind I these trees shall be my hooks. 

And in these barks my thoughts I'll character; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks. 

Shall see tiiy virtue witness’d every where. 

Run, run, Orlando ; carve, on every tree. 

The fair, the chaste, and uuexpressive 1 she. 

IE i it. 

Enter Cor in and Touchstone. 

Car. And how like you this shepherd’s life, 
master Touchstone ? 

Touch. Truly shepherd, in respect of itself, 
it is a good life ; but in respect that it is a 
shepherd’s life, it is naught. In respect that it 
is solitary, I like it very well; but m respect 
that it is private, it is a very vile life. Now in 
respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me well; 
but in respect it i9 not in the court, it is tedious. 
As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my humour 
well; but as there is no more plenty in it, it 
goes much against iny stomach. Hast any phi¬ 
losophy in thee, shepherd 1 
Cor. No more, but that I know, the more 
one sickens, the worse at ease he is; and that 
he that wants money, means, and content, is 
without three good friendsThat the property 
of rain is to wet, and fire to burn : That good 
pasture makes fat sheep : and that a great cause 
of the night, is lack of the sun : That he, that 
hath learned no wit by natuie nor art, may 
complain of good breeding, or comes of a very 
dull kindred. 

Touch . Such a one is a natural philosopher. 
Wast ever in court, shepherd I 
Cor. No, truly. 

Touch. Then thou art damned. 

Cor. Nay, I hope,- 

Touch. Truly, thou ait damned; like au III- 
roasted egg, all on one side. 

Cor. For not being at conrt t Your reason. 
Touch. Why, if tbou never wast at court, tlwu 
never saw’6t good manners; if thou never saw*st 
good manners, then tby manners mast be- 
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wicked; and wickedness It sin, tad sin is dam¬ 
nation : Thou art in a parlous stale, shepherd. 

Cor. Not a wblt, Touchstone: those, that 
are good manners at the court, are as ridicu¬ 
lous in the couutry, as the behaviour of tbe 
couutry is most mockable at the court. You 
toid me, you salute not «t the court, hut you 
kiss your hands; that courtesy would be uu- 
cleanly, if courtiers were shepherds. 

Touch . Instance, briefly ; come, instance. 

Cor. Why, we are stilt bauiliiug our ewes; 
and their feds, you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier's hands 
sweat f and is not the grease of a mutton as 
wholesome as the sweat of a man? Shallow, 
shallow: a better instance, I say; come. 

Cor. Besides, our hands are bard. 

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. 
Shallow, again : A more sounder instance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr’d over with the 
surgery of our sheep; And would you have ns 
kiss tar f The courtier's hands are perfumed 
with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man I Thou worms- 
meat, in respect of a good piece of flesh: In¬ 
deed !—Learn of the wise, and prepend : Civet 
is of a baser birth than tar : tbe very uncleanly 
flux of a cat. Mend tbe instance, shepherd. 

Cor. Ton have too courtly a wit for me ; I'll 
rest. 

Touch. Wilt thon rest damn'd? God help 
thee, shallow man I God make incision in thee 1 
thon art raw. * 

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer; I earn that I 
eat, get that I wear; owe no man bate, envy 
no man’s happiness ; glad of other men's good, 
content with my harm: aud the greatest of my 
pride is, to Bee my ewes graze, and my iambs 
suck. 

Touch. Thai’s another simple sin in you ; to 
bring the ewes and the rams together, and to 
offer to get your living by the copulation of 
cattle: to be bawd to a bell-wether; and to 
betray a she-lamb of a twelvemonth to a 
crooked-pated, old cuckoldly ram, out of all 
reasonable match. If thon be’ht not damn'd 
for this, the devil himself will have no shep¬ 
herds; 1 cannot see else how thou sbouldst 
'scape. 

Coi . Here comes young master Ganymede, 
my new mistress' brother. 

Enter Rosalind, reading a paper. 

Res. From the east to western Ind t 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 

Her worth , being mounted on the rrind , 
Through all the world bears Rosalind. 
All the pictures, fairest lin'd, f 
Are but black to Rosalind. 

Let no face be kept in mind. 

Rut the fa\r\ of Rosalind. 

Touch. I’ll rhyme you so, eight years toge¬ 
ther ; dinners, and suppers, and sleeping hours 
excepted : it Is the right butter-woman's rank 
to market. 

Res. Out, fool! 

Touch. For a taste :- 

If a butt do lack a hind, 

Let him seek out Rosalind, 

If the cat will after kind. 

Sot be me, will Rosalind . 
Winter-garments must be lin'd, 

So mutt slender Rosalind. 

They that reap, must sheaf and bind / 
Then to cart with Rosulind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

He that sweetest rose wilt find, 

Must find love's prick, and Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses; Why do 
you infect yourself with them ? 

• Unexperienced. t Delineated. g Complexion 


Ros. -Peace, yon doll fool; I found them oa 
a tree. 

Touch. Truly the'tree yields bad fruit. # 

Ros. I'il griff it with yon, and then I shall 
graff it with a medlar; Then it will be the ear¬ 
liest fruit in the country: for you'll he rotter* 
e’er you be half ripe, and that’s the right virtue 
of tbe medlar. 

Touch. You have said; but whether wisely 
or no, let the forest judge. 

Enter Cslia, reading a paper. 

Ros. Peace 1 

Here comes my sister readiug; stand aside. 

Cel. Why should this desert silent be f 
For it is unpeopled 1 No ; 

Tongues I'll hang on every tree, 

That shall civil * sayings shots , 

Some, how brief the life of man • 

Runs his erring pilgrimage ; 

That the stretching of a span 
Buckles in his sum of age. 

Some, of violated vows 
'Twixt the souls offriend and friend , 

But upon the fairest boughs. 

Or at every sentence ’ end 
Will I Rosalinda write ; 

Teaching all that read, to know 
The quintessence oj every sprite 
Heaven would in little show. 

Therefore heaven nature charg'd 
That one body should be fill'd 
With all graces wide enlarg'd: 

Nature presently distill'd 
Helen's cheek, but not her heart; 

Cleopatra's majesty ; 

Atalanta's better part ; 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 

Thus Rosalind of many parts 
By heavenly synod uas deiis’d ; 

Of many faces, eyes, and hearts. 

To have the touches t dearest priz'd. 
Heaven would that she these gijts 
should have. 

And I to live and die her slave. 

Ros. O most gentle Jupiter!—what tedious 
homily of love have you wearied )our parishion¬ 
ers withal, and never cried, Hate patu.net , 
good people ! 

Cel. How now f back friendsShepherd, 
go off a little go with him, sirrah. 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an ho¬ 
nourable retreat; though not with bag and 
baggage, yet with scrip and scrippage. 

[Exeunt Corin and Toucrstonx. 

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses T 

Ros. O yes, I heard them all, and more too ; 
for some of them had in them more feet than 
tbe verses would beur. 

Cel. That's no matter; tbe feet might bear 
tbe verses. 

Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could 
not bear themselves without the verse, and 
therefore stood lamely in the verse. 

Cel. But didst thou bear, without wondering, 
bow thy name should be hanged and carved 
upon these trees 7 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days oat of tbe 
wondef, before you came; for look here wliat 
1 found on a palm-tree: I was never so be¬ 
rhymed since Pythagoras' time, that I was an 
Irish rat, which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow you, who hath done ibis t 

Ros. Is it a man 7 

Cel. And a chain that you once wore, about 
bis neck : Change you colour ? 

Ros. i pr'ytbee, who 7 

Cel. O lord, lord! It is a bard matter for 
friends to meet; bnt mountains may be removed 
with earthquakes, and so encounter. £ 

• Grave. t Feature*. 
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Rot. Nay, bat who Is it Y 

Cel . Is it possible Y 

Rot. Nay, I pray thee now, with most peti¬ 
tionary vehemence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most won¬ 
derful wonderful, and yet agaiu wonderful, 
and after that out of all whooping I • 

Ros. Good my complexion I dost thou think, 
though 1 am caparison'd like a man, I have a 
doublet and hose in my disposition 1 One inch 
of delay more is a South-sea off discovery. I 
pr'ytbee, tell me, who is itY quickly, and speak 
apace: I would tliou couldst stammer, that 
thou roight'st pour this conceal’d man out of 
thy mouth, as wine come* out of narrow- 
mouth'd bottle; either too inurh at once, or 
none at all. I pr’ythee take the cork oat of 
thy mouth, that 1 may drink thy tidings. 

Cel. So you may pul a man in your belly. 

Ros. Is he of God's making Y what manner 
of man Y Is his head worth a hat, or his chin 
worth a beard Y 

Cel. Nay, he hath bnt a little beard. 

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man 
will be thankful: let me stay the growth of his 
heard, if thou delay me not the knots ledge of 
his chin. 

Cel. It Is young Orlando; that tripped up the 
wrestler’s heels, and your heart, both in an 
instant. 

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking; speak 
sad brow, and true maid, t 

Cel. I’faitb, coi, ’tis be. 

Ros. Orlando ? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Ros. Alas the day! what shall I do with my 
doublet and hose?—What did he, when thou 
zaw’st hiniY What said bet How look’d he ? 
Wherein went he?J what makes he here? Did 
he ask forme? Where remains he? How part¬ 
ed lie with thee? and when thou shall see hun 
again ? Answer me in one word. 

Cel. You must borrow me Garagantua’s $ 
mouth first: ’tis a word too great for any mouth 
of this age's size : To say, ay, and no, to these 
particulars, is more than to answer in a cate¬ 
chism. 

Ros. But doth be know that I am in this 
forest, and in man’s apparel Y Looks he as 
freshly as he did the day he wrestled ? 

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies, | as to re¬ 
solve the propositions of a loverbut take a 
taste of iny finding him, and relish it with a 
good observance. I found him under a tree, 
like a dropp’d acorn. 

Ros. It may well he called Jove’s tree, when 
it drops forth such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audieuce, good madam. 

Ros. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he, stretched along, like a 
wounded knight. 

Ros. Though it he pity to see such a sight, it 
well becomes the ground. 

Cel. Cry, holla f to tby tongue, I pr’ythee ; it 
curvets very unseasonably. He was furnished 
like a hunter. 

Ros. O ominous I he comes to kill my heart. 

Cel. I would sing my song without a burden: 
thou bring’st me out of tune. 

Ros. Do yon not know I am a woman f when 
I thiuk, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 

Enter Orlando and Jaqubs. 

Cel. Yoa bring me outSoft ! comes he not 
here? 

Ros. 'Tis he; clink by, and note him. 

[Celia and Rosalind retire. 

Jaq. I thank you for your company; but, 
good faith, 1 had as lief have been myself 
aloue. 

Ort. And so had I j bat yet, for fashion, sake 
I thank you too for your society. 

* Out of all raeaanro. 
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Jag. God be with you; let's meet as little ai 
we can. 

Orl. I do desire we may be better strangers. 
Jaq. I pray you, mar no more tiees with 
writing love-songs on their barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of tny verses 
with reading them ill-favouredly. 

Jaq. Rosalind is yoar love's name ? 

Orl . Yes, just. 

Jaq. I do not like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you, 
when she was christened. 

Jaq . What stature is she oft 
Orl. Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers: Have 
you not been acquainted with goldsmith*’ 
wives, and conned them out of rings l 
Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted 
cloth,* from whence you have studied your 
questions. 

Jaq . You have a nimble wit; I think it was 
made of Atalatita's heels. Will you sit down 
with me Y and we two will rail against our 
mistress the world, and our misery. 

Orl. I will chide no breather in the world, 
but myself; .against whom I know most faults.. 

Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to be in 
love. 

Orl. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your 
best viitue. i am weary of you. 

Jaq. By my tioth, 1 was seeking for a fool, 
when I found you. 

Orl. He is drowned in the brook; look bul 
in and you shall see him. 

Jaq. There shall I see mine own figure. 

Orl. Which l take to be either a fool, or a 
cipher. 

Jaq. I’ll tarry' no longer with you: farewell 
good sigmor love. 

Orl. I am glad of your departure; adieu, 
good monsieur melancholy. 

[Exit Jaques.—Celia and Rosalind 
come forward. 

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, 
and under that habit play the knave with him. 
—Do you hear, forester 1 

Orl. Very well; what would you ? 

Ros. 1 pray you, wbat is’t a clock Y 
Orl. You should #sk me, what time o'day; 
there’s no clock m the forest. 

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the fo¬ 
rest ; else sighing eveiy minute, aud groaning 
every hour, would detect the lazy foot of time, 
as w r eli as a clock. 

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time f 
had not that been as proper Y 
Ros. By no means, Sn : Time travels ill di¬ 
ver# paces with divers persons: I’ll tell you 
who tune ambler withal, who time trots withal, 
who time gallops withal, and who he stands 
still withal, 

Orl. I pi ’y thee, who doth he trot withal I 
Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, 
between the contract of her manure, and the 
day it is solemnized: if the interim be but a 
se’iiuight, time’s pace is so hard tnat it seems 
the length of seven years. 

Orl. Who umbles time withal ? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a 
rich man that hath not the gout: for the one 
sleeps easily, because he cannot study; and 
the other lives merrily, because he teels no 
pain : the one lacking the burden of lean and 
wasteful learning ; the other knowing no burden 
of heavy tedious penury : These time ambles 
withal. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Ros . With a thief to the gallows: for though 
he go as softly as foot can fall, lie thinks hitu. 
self too soon there. . 

Orl. Who stays it still withal Y 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation: for they 

* An allusion to the moral aenieacoa of old tapestry 
hangings. 
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sleep between term and term, and then they 
perceive not how time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youthT 

Mas. With this shepherdess, my sister; here 
In the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a 
petticoat. 

Orl. Are you native of this placet 

Bos. As the coney, that yon see dwell where 
she is kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you 
could purchase in se removed * a dwelling. 

Bos. 1 have been told so of many : but, in¬ 
deed, an old religious uncle of mine taught me 
to speak, who was in his youth an mlaud t man ; 
one that knew courtship loo well, for there he 
fell in love. I have heard him read mauy lec¬ 
tures against it; and I tbauk God, l am not a 
woman, to be touched with so many giddy of¬ 
ten ces as he hath generally taxed their whole 
sex withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal 
evils, that he laid to the charge of women 1 

Bos. There were none principal ; they were 
all like one another, as halfpence are : every 
one fault seeming monstrous, nil his fellow fault 
came to match it. 

Orl. I pr’ythee, recount some of them. 

Bos. No; I will not cast away my physic, but 
on those that are sick. There is a man haunt* 
the forest, that abuses our young plants with 
carving Rosalind un their barks; haugs odes 
upon hawthorns, and elegies on brambles; all, 
forsooth, deifying the name of Rosalind : if I 
could meet that fancy-monger, 1 would gi\e him 
some good connsel, for be seems to have the 
quotidian of love upon him. 

Orl. 1 am he that i* so love shaked ; I pray 
you, tell me your remedy, 

Ros. There is none of mv uncle’s marks apon 
you : he taught me how to know a mail in love ; 
iu which cage of rushes, i am sure, you are not 
prisoner. 

Orl. What were his marks ? 

Ros. A lean cheek; which you have not: a 
blue eye, nnd sunken ; which you have not: an 
unquestionable spirit: I which you have not: a 
b-ard neglected : which you have nottint I 
ptrdon you for that; for, simply, your having $ 
in beard is a younger brq^ier's revenue Then 
your hose should be ungartered, your bonnet 
unhanded, your 6leeve unbuttoned, your shoe 
uiuied, and every thing about you demonstrating 
a careless desolation. But you are no such man ; 
} >u are rather point-device \\ iu your accoutre¬ 
ments ; as loving yourself, than seeming the 
lever of auy other. 

Orl. Fair youth, ! would I could make thee 
believe 1 love. t* 

Bos. Me believe it? you may as soon make 
her that you love believe it; which, 1 warrant, 
she is apter to do, tbau to confess she does: 
that is one of the poiuts in the which women 
6till give the lie to their consciences. But, in 
good sooth, are you he that hangs the verses on 
the trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired T 

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white band 
of Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate be. 

Ros. But are you so much in love as your 
rhymes speak ? 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can espress 
bow much. 

Ros. Love is merely a madness; and I tell 
you, deserves as well a dark house aud a whip, 
as madmen do: and the reason why they are 
not so punished and cured, is, that the lunacy 
i* so ordinary, that the wfaippers are in love too : 
Vet I profess curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so ? 

Ros. Yes, one; and in this manner. He 
was to imagine me his love, bis mistress: nnd 
1 set him every day to woo me: At wftich 

* Seqi.e*t«*d ♦ Civilicad. 

A spirit averse to conversation, 
r-tute. Over-exact. 
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time would I, being but a moonish 9 youth, 
grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing, and 
liking; proud, fantastical, apish, shallow. In¬ 
constant, full of tears, full ot smiles; for every 
passion something, and for no passion truly any 
*hmg, as boys and women are for the most part 
cattle of this colour: would now like him, now 
loath him ; then entertain him, then forswear 
him ; now weep for him, then spit at him ; that 
I drave my suitor from his mad humour of love, 
to a living humour of madness; which was, to 
forswear the full stream of the world, and 
to live in a nook merely monastic: And thus I 
cured him; and this way will I take upon me 
to wash your liver as clean as a sound sheep’s 
beait, that there shall not be one Bpot of love 
in’t. 

Orl . I would not be cured, youth. 

Bos. 1 would cure yon, if you would but call 
me Rosalind, and come every clay to my cote, 
and woo me. 

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will; 
tell me where it is. 

Ros. Go with me to it, and I’ll show it you : and 
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest 
you live : Will you go? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Bos. Nay, you must call me Rosalind 
Come, sister, will you go? [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey ; Jaques at 
a distance, observing them. 

Touch. Come, apace, good Audrey ; I will 
fetch up your gnats, Audrey: Aud how, Aud¬ 
rey I am I the man yet? Doth my simple fea¬ 
ture content you ? 

Aud. Your features ! Lord wan aut in! what 
features ? 

Touch. I am am here with thee and thy goats, 
as the most capricious t poet, houest Ovid, was 
among the Goths. 

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited ! * wor«»* than 
Jove m a thatch’d bous»* I [Aside. 

Touch. When a man’s verses cannot be un¬ 
derstood, nor a man's good wit seconded with 
the forward child, understanding, it strikes a 
man more dead than a great reckoning in a 
little room :—Truly, I would the gods had made 
thee poetical. 

Aud. 1 do not know what poetical is : Is it 
honest in deed and word ? Is it a true thing { 

Touch. No, truly; for tlm truest poetrv is the 
most feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; 
and wbat they swear in poetry, may he said, as 
lovers, they do feign. 

And. Do you wish then, that the gods had 
made me poetical ? 

Touch. I do, truly; for thou swear’st to me, 
thou art honest; now, if thou wert a a poet, 1 
might have some hope thou did6t feign. 

Aud. Would you not have me honest? 

Touch. No tiuly, unless thou wert hard fa¬ 
vour’d : for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have 
honey a sauce to sugar.. 

Jaq. A material fool! $ [Aside. 

Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I 
pray the gods make me honest l 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon 
a foul slnt, were to put good meat into an un¬ 
clean dish. 

Aud. 1 am not a slut, though I thank the 
gods I am foul. || 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foul¬ 
ness ! sluttishness may come hereafter. But be 
it as it may be, I will marry thee: aud to that 
end, I have been with Sir Oliver Martext, the 
vicar of the next village; who bath promised to 
meet me tu this place of the forest, aud to couple 
us. 

Jaq. 1 would fain tee this meeting [Aside. 

9 Variable., t Laacjviooa. t Ill-lodged. 

ft A fool with matter » bin* | Humcif. 
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A ted. Well, the gods give us joy ( 

Touch. A men. A man may. If he were of a 
fearful henit, staler in this attempt; for here 
we have no temple but the wood, bo assembly 
but horn-beasts. But what though t Courage ! 
As horns are odious, they are necessary. It is 
said,—Many a man knows no end of his goods : 
right: mauy a man has good horns, and knows 
no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of 
his wile, 'Us none of his own getting. Horns 7 

Even so:-Poor ni“ii alone;-No, no; the 

noblest deer hath them as huge as the rascal. * 
Is the single man therefore hleBsed 7 No: 
as a wall’d town is more worthier than a vil¬ 
lage, so is the lorehead of a married man, more 
honourable than the bare brow of a bachelor: 
and by how much defence + is,better than no 
skill, by so much is a horn more precious than 
to uauL 

Enter Sir Oliver Martrjlt. 

Here conics Sir Oliver -Sir Oliver Martext, 
you arc well met; Will yon despatch iis here 
under this tree, or shall we go with you to your 
chapel 7 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the wo¬ 
man 7 

Touch. 1 will not take her on gilt of any man. 

Sir Oh. Truly, she must be given, or the 
marnage is not lawful. 

Jaq. [Discovering himself.] Proceed, pro¬ 
ceed ; I’ll give her. 

Touch. Good even, good master Jl'hat ye 
call’t . How do you, Sir 1 You are very well 
met; God’ild you ; for your last company : 1 
am very glad to see you :—Even a toy m hand 
here, Su :—Nay ; pray, be cover’d. 

Jaq. Will you be married, motley? 

Touch. As the ox hath Ilia bow,§ Sir, the 
horse lus curb, and the falcon her belts, so man 
bath Ins desires; and as pigeons bill, so wed¬ 
lock would he nibbling. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of yonr breed¬ 
ing, be married under a bush, like a beggar 7 
Get you to church, and have a good priest that 
can tell you what marriage is: this tellow will 
but join you together as they join wainscot; then 
out* of you will prove a shrunk paimel, and, like 
green timber, warp, warp. 

Touth. 1 am not in the nnnd but I were bet-' 
ter to be mamed of him than of another: for he 
is not like to marry me well ; and not being 
well man led, it will be a good excuse for me 
heies fter to leave my wife. f Aside. 

Jaq. Go tliou with me, and let me counsel 
thee. 

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey : 

We must be mamed, or we must live in bawdry. 
Fateweil, good master Oliver! 

Not—O sweet Oliver, 

O brave Oliver, 

Leave me not belli* thee ; 

But—Wind away, 

Begone, I say, 

I will not to wedding wi* thee. 

[Exeunt Jaq. Tou*„h. and Audrey. 

Sir OH. ’Tis no matter: ne’er a fantastical 
knave of them all shall Bout me out of my 
calling. [Exit. 

SCENE JV .— The same.—Before a Cottage. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Bos. Never talk to me, I will weep. 

Cel. Do, I pr’ythee; but yet have the grace 
to consider, that tears do not become a man. 

Ros. But bave‘1 not cause to weep? 

Cel. As pood cause as* oue would desire; 
therefore weep. 

Rot. His very hair is of the dissembling co- 

lyr. 

* Lean dear are called rascal deer 
t The art of icuciug. 1 God reward yon. 

t Yoke. 
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Cel. Something browner than Judas*: marry 
his kisses are Judas* own children. 

Ros. l’faith, bis hair is of a good- colour. 

CeL An excellent colour: vour cbesnnt was 
ever the only colour. 

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the 
touch of holy bread. 

Cel. He hath brought a pair of cast lip3 of 
Diana: a nan of winter’s sisteihood kisses not 
more religiously : the very ice of chastity is in 
them. 

Ros. But why did he swear he would come 
this morning, and comes not 7 

Cel. Nay certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think sol 

Cel. Yes : I think be is not a pick-purse, noi 
a horse-stealer; but for bis verity in love, I d» 
think him as concave as a cover'd goblet, or a 
worm-eaten nut. 

Ros. Not true in love? 

Cel. Ye6, when be is in ; but, I think, he is 
uot in. 

Ros. You have heard him swear downright he 
was. 

Cel. If'as is not is: besides, the oath of a 
lover Is no stranger than the word of a tapster ; 
they are both the confirmers of false reckonings : 
He attends here in the forest on tne duke your 
father. 

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and liud much 
question • with him: He asked me, of what 
parentage I was : I told him, of as good as lie; 
so be laugh’d, and let me go. But what talk 
we of fathers, when there is such a man as 
Oilando? • 

Cel. Oh! that’s a brave man ! he writes brave 
verses, speaks brave words, sweats brave oath?, 
and breaks them bravely, quite traver?e, a- 
thwart the heart of lus lover ; f as a puny tillvr 
that spurs his horse but on one side, breaks his 
staff like a noble goose ; but all’s biave, that 
youth mounts and folly guide? :—Who comes 
heie! 

Enter Cor in. 

Cor. Mistress, and niastei, you have oft in¬ 
quired 

After the shepherd lAt complain’d of love ; 

Who you saw sitting oy me on the turf. 

Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

Cel. Well, and what of him 1 

for. If you will see a pageant truly play’d, 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 

Go hence a little, aud I shall conduct you. 

If ytou will mark it. 

Ros. Oh ! come, let ns remove ; 

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love :— 

Bring iis unto this sight, and you shall say 
I’ll prove a busy actor in their play. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—Another part of the Forest. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Sit. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me ; do not, 
Pile be : 

Say, that you love me not; but say not so 
In bitterness: The common executioner. 

Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death 
makes hard, 

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck. 

But first begs pardon ; Will you sterner be 
Tbau be that dies and lives by bloody drops 7 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Corin, at a 
distance. 

Phr . I would not be thy executions ; 

I fly thee, for 1 wonld not injure thee. 

Tbou tell’st roe, there is murder in mine eye. 
’Tis pretty, sore, and very probable. 


• CaovemUoti. 


t Minim. 
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That eye*,—that are the frail's! and softest 
things. 

Who shut tiieir coward gates on atomies,— 
Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderei*! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart; 

And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them 
kill thee; 

Now counterfeit to swoon ; why now fall dowu ; 
Or, if then cuust not, oh I for shame, for 
shame. 

Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in 
thee: 

Scratch thee bat with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it; lean but upon a rush 
The cicatrice and capable impreseure 
Thy palm tome moment keeps : but now mine 
eyes, 

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 

Nor, 1 am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That Citn do hurt. 

SU. O dear Phebe, 

If ever, (as that ever may be near,) 

You meet in some fresh cheek the power of 
fancy, • 

Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That love's keen arrows make. 

Phe. But, till that time. 

Come not thon near me : and, when that time 
comes. 

Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not ; 

As, till that time, 1 shall not pity thee. 

Ros. Aud why, I pray you ? ( Advancing .] Who 
might be your mother, 

That you insult, exult, and all at once, 

Over the wretched t What though you have 
more beauty, 

(As, by my faith, 1 see no more in yon 
Than without caudle may go dark to bed,) 

Must you he therefore proud aud pitiless ! 

Why, what means this ? Why do you look on 
me ! 

1 see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of natnre's sale-work Od’s my little life! 

I think she means to tangle my eyes too :— 

No, 'faith, proud mistress, hope not after it; 

'Tis not yoor inky brows, your black-silk hair. 
Your bugle eye-balls, norjumr cheek of cream, 
That can entame my spirflv to your worship.— 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow 
her. 

Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain t 
You are a thousand tunes a properer man. 

Than she a woman: 'Tis such fools as yon, 

That make the world full of ill-favour'd chil- 
* dren: 

'Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her; 

And out of you she sees herself more proper. 
Than any of her lineaments can show her.— 

But, mistress, know yourself; down on your 
knees, 

And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's 

love: 

For I must tell yon friendly in yonr ear,— 

Sell when you can; you are not for all markets: 
Cry the man mercy: love him; take bis 
offer; 

Font is most foul, being foal to be a scoffer. 

So fake her to thee, shepherd fare yon well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year 
together; 

I had rather hear yon chide, than this man woo. 

Rat. He's fallen in love with her foulness, and 
she'll fall in love with my anger: If it be so, as 
fast as she answers thee with frowning looks. I'll 
sauce her with bitter words.—Why look you so 
upon me ! 

Phe, For no ill will I bear yon. 

Ros. I pray yon, do not fall in love with 
me, 

For I am falser than vows made in wine : 
Besides, i like you not: If yon will know my 
house. 


'Tis at the toft ef olives, here bard by :— 

Will you go, sister Y—Shepherd, ply her hard 
Come, sisterShepherdess, look uu him better, 
Aud be not proud : though all the woild could 

see. 

None could he so abus'd in sight as he. 

Come, to our flock. 

[Erevnt Rosalind, Celia, and Corin. 
Phe. Dead shepherd! now l tmd thy saw of 
might; 

Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at jirst sight ? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe,— 

Phe. Ha! what say'st thou, Silvius T 
SU. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for tbee, gentle Sil¬ 
vias. 

SU. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be ; 

If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 

By giving love, your sorrow aud my grief 
Were both eatenmu'd. 

Phe. Thou hast my love; Is not that neigh 
hourly T 

Sil. I would have you. 

Phe. Why, that were covetousness. 

Silvius, the time was, that 1 hated tbee ; 

And yet it is not, that 1 bear thee love : 

Rut since that thou ranst talk of love so well, 
Tby company, which erst was irksome to me, 

I will endure; and I'll employ thee too : 

But do not look for further recompense, 

Than thine own gladuets that thou art em¬ 
ploy'd. 

SU. So holy, and so perfect is my love, 

Aud I in such a poverty of grace. 

That I shall thiuk it a nio*t plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps; loose now and 
then 

A scatter’d smile, and that 1*11 live opon. 

Phe. Kuow’tt thou the youth that spoke to me 
ere while ? 

Sil. Not very well, but 1 have met him oft; 
And he hath bought the cottage, aud the 
bounds, 

That the old carlot • once was master of. 

Phe . Think uot I love him, though 1 ask for 
him; 

'Tis but a peevish t hoy :—yet he talks well;— 
But what care 1 for words! yet words do well, 
W'ben be that speaks them pleases those tl.al 
hear 

It Is a pretty youth not very pretly 
But, sure, he's proud; and yet bis pnde be¬ 
comes him : 

He'll make a proper man: The best thing in 
him 

Is his complexion ; and faster than bis tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 

He Is not tall; yet for his years he's tall: 

His leg is hut so so ; and yet 'tis well: 

There was a pretty redness in his lip; 

A little riper ami more lusty red 
Than that mix’d in his cheek; 'twas just the 
difference 

Betwixt the constant red, aud mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d 
him 

In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him : but, for mv part, 

I love him not, nor hate him uot; and yet 
f have more cause to bate him than to love 
him : 

For what had be to do to chide at me T 
He said, mine eyes were black, and my hail 
black; 

And, now 1 am remember’d, scorn'd at me: 

1 marvel, why 1 answer'd not agaiu : 

But that’s til one; omittance is uo quittance. 

I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 

And thon shalt bear it; Wilt thon, Silvius! 

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe. i’ll write it straight; 


a cm 
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Tbe matter's in my bead, and in my heart: 

I will be bitter with him, and passing short: 

Go with me, Silvius. 

[ Exeunt . 


ACT IV. 

SCENE /.— The same. 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Jaqoes. 

Jaq. I pr’ythee, pretty youth, let me be better 
acquainted with thee. 

Jins. They say, you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq . I am so ; I do love it better than laugh¬ 
ing* 

Kos. Those, that arc in extremity of either 
are aboimnaole fellows ; and betray them¬ 
selves to every modern censure, worse than 
drunkards. 

Jaq. Why, 'us good to be sad and say no¬ 
thing. 

Hot. Why then, 'tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholai’s melancholy, 
which is emulation ; nor the musician's, which 
is fantastical ; nor the courtier's, which is 
proud; nor the soldier's, which is ambitious; 
nor the lawyer's, which is politic; nor the lady's, 
which is nice; • nor the lover’s, which is all 
these: but it is a melancholy of mine own, 
compounded of many simples, extracted from 
many objects: and, indeed, the sundry con¬ 
templation of my travels, in which my often 
rumination wraps me, is a most humorous sad¬ 
ness. 

Has. A traveller! By my faith, you have great 
reason to be sad : I fear, you have sold your own 
lands, to see other men's ; then, to have seen 
much, and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes 
aud poor hands. 

Jaq. Yes, i have gained my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Rot. And your experience makes you S 2 d : I 
had rather have a fool to make me merry, than 
experience to make me sad ; aud to travel for it 
too. 

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosa¬ 
lind ! 

Jaq. Nay then, God be wi' you, an you talk in 
blank verse. [Exit, 

Riv*. Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look, 
you lisp, aud wear strange suits; disablet all 
the benefits of your own country; be out of 
love with your uativiiy, aud almost chide God 
for making you that countenance you are ; or 
1 will scarce think you have swam In a gon¬ 
dola.—Why, how now, Orlando ! where have you 
been all this while7 You a lovert—An you 
serve me such another trick, never come in my 
sight more. 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour 
of my promise. 

Kos. Break an hour’s promise in love t He 
that will divide a minute into a thousand parts, 
and break bnt a part of the thousandth part of a 
minute in the affairs of love, it may be said of 
hnn, that Cupid hath clapped him o’ tbe shoulder, 
but I warrant him heait-whole. 

Orl. Pardou me, dear Rosalind. 

Kos. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more 
In my sight; i had as lief be wooed of a snail. 

Orl. Of a snail 1 

Kos. Ay, of a snail: for though be comes 
•lowly, he carries his house on his head ; a 
better jointure, I think, than you can make a 
woman : Besides, he brings his destiny with 
him. 

Orl. What’s that t 

Ros. Whv, horns; which such as you are fain 
to be beholden to your wives for: but he comei 
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armed in bis fortune, and prevents tbe slander 
of his wife. 

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker; and my Rosa¬ 
lind is virtuous. 

Ros. And ! am your Rosalind. 

Cel. It pleases him to call you so; but be 
bath a Rosalind of a better leer • than you. 

Ros. Coine, woo me, woo me ; for now I am 
In a holiday humour, and like enough to con¬ 
sent : What would you say to me non, an I were 
your very very Rosalind 1 
Orl. I would kiss, before I spoke. 

Ros. Nay, you were belter speak first; and 
when you were gravelled for lack of matter, you 
might take occasion to kiss. Very good orators, 
when they are out, they will spit; and forioveis, 
lacking (God warn us 1) matter, tbe cleanliest 
shift is to kiss. 

Orl. How if tbe kiss be denied 1 
Ros . Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
begins new mattei. 

Orl. Who could be out, being befoie his be¬ 
loved mistress ? 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your 
mistress; or I should think my honesty ranker 
than my wit. 

Orl. What, of my suit ? 

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet oat of 
your suit. Am not I your Rosalind 1 

Orl. I take some joy to say you are, because I 
would be talking of her. 

Rot. Well, in her person, 1 say—1 will not 
have you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor 
world :s almost six thousand years old, and in 
all this time there was not any man died m his 
own person, videlicet , in a love-cause. Troilus 
had his brains dashed out with a Grecian club; 
yet he did what he could to die before; aud he 
is one of tbe patterns of love. Leander, he 
would have lived manv a fair yeai, though Hero 
bad turned nun, if it had not been for a hot 
midsummer mailt: for, good youth, be went 
but forth to wash him in tbe Hellespont, and, 
being taken with the cramp, was drowned; 
and the foolish chioniclers of that age found it 
was—Hero of Sestos^ But these are all lies; 
men have died frour time to tune, And worms 
have eaten them, hut not for love. 

Orl. 1 would not have my right Rosalind of 
this mind; for, I protest, her frown might kill 
me. 

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly : But 
come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more 
coming-on disposition; aud ask me what^you 
will, I will grant it. 

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind., 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays, 
and all. 

Orl. And wilt thou have me ! 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What say'st thou 1 

Ros. Are you not good ? 

Orl. 1 hope so. 

Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of a 
good thing !—Come, sister, you shall be the 
priest, and marry ns —Give me your hand, 
Orlando :-What do you say, sister! 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot say tbe words. 

Ros. You most begin,- Will you Orlan¬ 

do,— 

Cel. Go to:-Will you, Orlando, have to 

wife this Rosalind 1 

Orl. I will. 

Ros. Ay, but when! 

Oil. Why now ; as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros. Then you must say,—/ take thee, Rosa¬ 
lind, for wife, 

Orl. I take thee, Rosaliud, for wife. 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission; 
but,—I do take thee, Orlando, for my buabaud s 


• Trifling. 


f Undemlua, 


• Complexion. 
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There a girl goes before the priest; and, cer¬ 
tainly, a woman’s thought runs before her 
actions. 

Orl. So do all thoughts; they are winged. 

Bos. Now tell ine, how long you would have 
her, after you have possessed her. 

Orl. For ever, and a day. 

Bos. Say a day, without the -ever: No, no, 
Orlando ; men are April when they woo, De¬ 
cember when they wed: maidB are May when 
they are maids, but the sky changes when they 
are wives. I will be more jealous of thee than 
a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen ; more cla¬ 
morous than a parrot against rain ; more new¬ 
fangled than an ape ; more giddy In my desires 
than a monkey : I will weep for nothing, like 
Diana in the fountain, aud I will do that when 
you are disposed to be merry ; I will laugh like 
a hycn, and that when thou art inclined to 
sleep. 

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so? 

Bos. By my life, she will do as 1 do. 

Orl. Oh ! but she is wise. 

Bos. Or else she could not have the wit to do 
this: the wisei, the w ay warder: Make the 
doors * upon a woman’s wit, and it will out at 
the casement; shut that, aud ’twill out at the 
Key-hole : stop that, 'twill fly with the smoke out 
at the chimney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit, 
he might say,— Wit, whither wilt T 

Bos. Nay, you might keep that check for it, 
till you met your wife’s wit going to your neigh¬ 
bour’s bed. 

Orl, And what wit could wit have to excuse 
that ? 

Bos. Marry, to say,—Bbe came to seek you 
there. You shall never take her without her 
answer, unless you take her without her tongue. 
Oh ! that woman that cannot make her fault 
her husband's occasion, let her never nurse 
her child herself, for she will breed it like a 
fool. 

Orl. For these two houis, Rosalind, I will 
leave thee. * 

Bos. Alas l dear love, I cannot lack thee two 
hours. 

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinuer; by 
two o'clock*! will be with flee again. 

Bos. Ay, go your ways, go your ways;—1 
Knew what you would prove ; my friends told 
nie as much, and 1 thought no less :—that flat¬ 
tening tongue of your’s won me ’tis but one 
<ast away, and so,—come, death.—Two o’clock 
is your hour? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Bos. By my troth, and in good earnest, and 
bo God mend me, aud by all pretty oaths that 
are not dangerous, if you break one jot of your 
promise, or come one nmiute behind your hour, 
I will think you the most pathetical break-pro¬ 
mise, and the most hollow lover, and the most 
unworthy of her you call Rosalind, that may be 
chosen out of the gross band of the unfaithful: 
therefore beware my ceusure, and keep your 
promise. 

Orl. With no less religion, than if thou wert 
indeed my Rosalind : So adieu, 

lt»s. Well time is the old justice that examines 
all such offenders, and let time try : Adieu l 

f Exit Orlando. 

Cel. You have simply misused our sex in 
your love-prate : we must have your doublet 
aud hose plucked over your head, and show 
the world what the bird bath done to her own 
nest. 

Bos. o coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, 
that thou didst know bow many fathom deep 
1 am in love! But it cannot be sounded; my 
affection hath an unknown bottom, like the bay 
of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather bottomless ; that as fist as yon 
pour affection in, it runs out. 

• Bar tlie door*. 
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Bos. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus 
that was begot of thought, * conceived of spleen, 
aud born of madness ; that blind rascally hoy, 
that abuses every one's eyes, because his own 
are out, let him he judge, how deep I am in 
love :—I’ll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of 
the sight of Orlaudo: I'll go find a shadow, aud 
sigh till he come. 

Cel. And I’ll sleep. L Eaeunt . 

SCENE //.—Another fart of the Forest, t 

Enter Jaques and Lords, in the habit of 
Foresters. 

Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer 1 

1 Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Jaq. Let's preseut him to the duke, like a 
Roman conqueror ; and it would do well to set 
the deer’s horns upon his head, for a branch of 
victory :—Have you no song, forester, for this 
purpose. 

2 Lord. Y'es, Sir. 

Jaq. Sing it; 'us no matter how it be in tune, 
so it make noise enough. 

Song. 

1. Mhat shall he have, that kill'd the deer 

2. Jits leather skin , and horns to wear, 

1. Then sing him home : 

Take thou no scorn to wear the-* -j- h p resl 
horn; (shill be nr 

11 itasa crest ere thou vast born ; i this bun 

1. Thy father's father iioi e it:* deu * 

2. And thy father bore it : 

All. The horn, the horn , the lusty horn , 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The forest. 

Enter Rosvlind and Cllia. 

Bos. How say you now ? Is it not past two 
o’clock 1 and here much Orlando ! 

(’el. 1 warrant you, with pmc love, and 
troubled biam, he hath ta’en ins bow and ar¬ 
rows, and is gone forth—to sleep : Look, who 
comes here. 

Enter Siltio. 

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth ;— 

My gentle Phebe bid me give you tins: 

[Gninz a letter . 

I know not the contents ; but, as 1 guess. 

By the stern brow, and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was willing of it. 

It bears an auqry tenor: pardon me, 

1 am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Bos. Patience herself would startle at this 
letter. 

And play the swaggerer; bear this, bear all: 

She 6 ays, I am not fair; that I lack mauneis; 

She calls me proud ; and, that she could not 
love me 

Were man as rare as pbcenix ; Od’s my will ! 

Her love is not the hare that 1 do hunt : 

Why writes she so to me?—Well, shepherd, well. 
This is a letter of your own device. 

Sil. No, 1 protest, I know not the contents ; 
Phebe did write it. 

Bos. Come, come, you are a fool, 

And turn’d into the extremity of love. 

1 saw her hand : she has a leathern hand, 

A freestone-colour’d band; 1 verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her 
hands; 

She has a huswife’s hand : but that’s no matter ! • 
I say, she never did inveut this lettei ; 

This is a man’s invention, aud bis hand. 

Sil. Sure, it is her’s. 

Bos. Why, 'tis a boisterous and cruel style* 

• Melancholy . __ 

t Thu noi»v scene i* introduced merely to flu up 
on interval which it to reprewnt two hour*. 
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A style for challengers; why, she defies me. 

Like Turk to Christian: woman’s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude Invention, 
Such Elbiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than m their couuteuance :—Will you hear the 
letter ? 

Sil. So please you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Pbebe's cruelty. 

Jios. She PUebes me: Mark how the tyrant 
writes. 

Art thou god to shepherd turn'd, [Reads. 
That a maiden's heart hath hurtl'd i — 

Can a woman rail thus? 

Sil. Call you this railing 7 

Ros. Why, thy godhead laid apart, 

Warr'st thou tvith a woman's heart ? 

Did you ever hear such railing?— 

Whiles the eye oj man did woo me, 

That could do no vengeance • to me .— 

Meaning me a beast.— 

If the scorn of your bright cync t 
Htu v pou (r to raise such lore in mine , 
Alack, in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect? 
Whiles you chid me, J do loie ; 

Hon then might your prayei s move ? 
He, that brings this loie to thcc , 

Hit tie knows this love in me: 

And by him seal up thy mind ; 
fl hether that thy youth and kind\ 
Will the J ait hfill offer take 
Of me, and alt that I can make; 

Or else by him my love deny , 

And then I'll study how to die. 

Sil. Call you this eluding ? 

Cel. Alas 1 poor siicpheid l 
Ros. I>o not pity bun ? no he deserves no 
pity.—Wilt thou love such a woman?—Wliat, to 
make thee an instrument, and play false strains 
upon thee I not to he endured!—Well, go your 
nay to her, ^for 1 see, lo\e hath made thee a 
tame snake,) and say tins to her : —That if she 
love me, 1 cbaige her to love thee: if she will 
not, i mil never have her, unless tbou entreat 
foi hei.—II you he a true lover, hence, and not 
a woid ; for here couies more company. 

[Exit Si l vies. 

Enter Oliver. 

Oh. Good-morrow, fair one: Pray yon, if 
you know 

Where, in the purlieus $ of this forest, stands 
A sheep cote, lenc’d about with olive-tiees 1 
Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom. 

The rank of osiers by the murmuring stream. 
Left on your light baud, brings you to the 
place : 

But at this hour the house doth keep Itself, 
There’s none within. 

OIL If that an eye may piofit by a tongue, 
Then 1 should know you by desciiption; 

Such ganneiits, and such years: The boy is 
fair, 

Of female favour , and bestows himself 
Hike a ripe sister: but the woman low , 

And browner than her brother. Are not 
you 

The ownei of the house I did enquire for ? 

Cel . It is no boast, being ask'd, to aay, we 
are. 

Oli. Cilando doth commend him to you 
both ; 

And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind, 

Me sends this bloody napkin: )| Are you he? 
Ros. 1 am : Wbat must we understand by 
this ? 

• Mischief. 4 Eyes. 

t Nature. 5 Environs of u lores* 

| Handkerchief. 
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Oli. Some of my shame; if yon will know of 
me 

W’hat man 1 am, and bow, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was btaiu’d. 

Cel . I pray you, tell it, 

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from 
you. 

He left a promise to return again 
Within au hour; aud, pacing through the 
forest. 

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter faucy, 

Lo, wbat befel 1 he threw his eye aside. 

And, mark, what object did present itself! 

Under au oak, whose boughs were moss’d with 
age, 

And high top bald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair. 

Lay sleeping on Iks hack : about lus neck. 

A green and gilded snake had uieath’d itself, 

Who with her head, nimble in tin cats, up- 
pioacli’d 

The opening of his mouth; hut suddenly 
Seeing O/lando, it uulmk’d itself, 

And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a hiibli : under which hush’s shade 
A lioness, with udders ail drawn diy, 

Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like 
watch. 

When that the sleeping man should stu ; lor 'tis 
The royal disposition of that beast. 

To piey on nothing that (loth seem as dead : 

This seen, Oilaiido did appioach the man. 

And found it was bis brother, Ins elder Inothei. 
Cel. Ob * 1 have heard hun speak of that same 
brother; 

And he did render * him the most unnatural 
That liv’d ’iiiongst men. 

Oh. And well lie might so do. 

For well 1 know he was unnatural. 

Ros. But, to Orlando;—Did he leave bun 
there, 

Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness ? 

Oli. Twice did he turn lus hack, and pur¬ 
pos'd so : 

But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 

And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 

Made him give battle to the lioness, 

Who quickly fell before him: in which liuit- 
lmg t 

Fiom miserable slumber I awak’d. 

Cel. Are you his brother? 

Ros. Was it you he rescu’d ? 

Cel. W as’t you that did so oft contrive to kill 
him ? 

Oli. *Twas 1 ; but 'tis not l: I do not shame 
To tell you what 1 was, since my coiiveisiou 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ros. But, for the bloody napkin?— 

OIL By, and by. 

When fiom the first to last, betwixt tis two, 

Teai s our recouiitments bad most kindly bath’d. 

As, how 1 came into that desert place ;- 

lu buef, he led me to the gentle duke, 

Who gave me fresh at ray and entertainment. 
Committing me unto my brother’s love ; 

Who led me instantly into Ins cave, 

There stripp’d himself, and hcie upon bis arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 

Which all this while had bled; and now be 
f aimed. 

And cry’d, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 

Bnef, I recover’d bun ; bound up his, wound; 
And, after some small space, being stiong at 
heart. 

He scut uic hither, stranger as I am 
To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His broken promise, aud to give this napkin, 
Dy’d in this blood, unto the shepheid youth' 
That he in sport doth call bis Rosalind. 

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede? sweet Gany¬ 
mede ? [Ros al i n u faints 

Oli. Many will ewoou when they do look on 
blood. 

• DeicriU*. t Scuffle 



. 768 AS YOU 

Cel. There Is wore in itCousin—Gany¬ 
mede. 

Oli. Look, he recovers. 

Ros. I would I were at home. 

Cel. We’ll lead yon thither: 

I pray you, wiM you take him by the arm f 

Oli. Be of good cheer, youth ; —You a man ?— 
You lack a man's heart. 

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah I Sir, a body 
would think this was well counterfeited : I pray 
you, tell your biother how well I counterfeited. 
—Heigh ho !— 

Oli. This was not counterfeit; there is too 
great testimony in your complexion, that it was 
a passion of earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Oh. Well then, take a good heart, and coun¬ 
terfeit to be a man. 

Rot. So I do : but, i'faitb I should Lave been 
a woman by right. 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler; pray 
you, draw homewardsGood Sir, go with us, 

Oli. That will I, for I must bear answer 
back 

How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros, 1 shall devise something: But I pray 
you, commcud my counterfeiting to him :—Will 
you go? [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—The same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey; pa¬ 
tience, gentle Audrey. 

Aud. 'Faith, the priest was good enough, for 
all the old gentleman's saying. 

Touch. A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a 
most vile Martext. But, Audrey, there is a 
youth here in the forest lays claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, 1 know who 'tis, be that hath no 
interest in me m the world : heie comes the 
man you mean. 

Enter William. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to ine to see a 
clown : By my troih we that have good wits, 
have much to answer for; we shall be flouting ; 
we cannot bold. 

Will. Good even, Audrey. 

Aud. God ye good even, William. 

Will. And good even to you, Sir. 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend : Cover thy 
head, cover thy bead ; nay, pr'ytbee, be covered. 
How old are you, friend i 

Will. Five and twenty, Sir. 

Touch. A ripe age : Is thy name, William? 

Will. William, Sir. 

Touch . A fair name: Wast born i’lhe forest 
here ? 

Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God. 

Touch . Thank God ;—a good answer: Art 
rich ? 

Will. 'Faith, Sir, so, so. 

Touch. So, so, is good, very good, very ex¬ 
cell enl good and yet it is not; it is but so 60 , 
Art thou wise ? 

Will. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. Why, thou say’st well. 1 do now re¬ 
member a saving : The fool doth think he is 
true, but the wise man knows himself to be 
o fool , The heathen philosopher, when be had 
a desire to eat a grape, would open his lips 
when be put it into bis mouth; meaning thereby, 
that grapes were made to eat, and lips to open. 
You «io love this maid 1 

ff’i/f. 1 do, Sir. 

Touch. Give me your band : Art thou learned ? 

Will. No, Sir. 

Touch . Then learn this of me; To have, Is to 


LIKE IT. Act V. 

have: For it is a figure in rhetoric, that drink, 
being ponied out of a cup Into a glass, by filling 
tbe one doth empty the other: For all your wri¬ 
ters do couseut, that ipse is he; now you are 
not ipse, for 1 am he. 

Will. Which he. Sir? 

Touch . He, Sir, that must marry this woman: 
Therefore, you clown, abandon,—which is in the 
vulgar, leave,—the society,—which in the boorish 
is, company,—of this female,—which in the com¬ 
mon is, womau,—which together is, abandon 
the society of this female , or, clouu, thou 
perishest; or, to thy better understanding, diest; 
to wit, I kill thee, make thee away, translate 
tby life into death, thy liberty into bondage: I 
will deal in poison with tbee, or in bastinado, 
or in steel; I will bandy with tbee in faction; i 
will o’er-run tbee with policy ; I will kill thee a 
hundred and fifty ways; therefore tremble aud 
depart. 

Aud. Do, good William. 

Will. God rest you merry. Sir. [Exit. 

» Enter Cokin. 

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you ; com? 
away, away. 

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey ;—I attend, 
I attend. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same. 

Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orl. Is*t possible, that on so little acquaintance 
you should like her ? that, but seeing, you should 
love her? and, loving, woo? aud, wooing, she 
should grant ? and will you perseveie to enjoy 
her ? 

Oli. Neither call the giddiness of it in ques¬ 
tion, the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, 
my sudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; 
but say with me, I love Aliena; say with her, 
that she loves ine ; couseut with both, that we 
may enjoy each other: it shall be to your good , 
for uiy father’s house, and all the revenue that 
was old Sir Rowland’s will I estate upon you, 
and here live and die a shepherd. 

Enter Rosalind. 

Orl. You have my consent. Let your wed¬ 
ding be to-morrow: thither will I invite the 
duke, and all his coutented follmveis : Go you, 
and prepare Aliena; for, look you, here conics 
my Rosalind. 

Ros. God save you, brother. 

Oil. And you, fair sister. 

Ros. O my dear Orlando, how It grieves me 
to see tbee wear tby heart in a scarf. 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Ros. I thought thy heart had been wonnded 
with tbe daws of a lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with tbe eyes of a 
lady. 

Ros. Did yonng brother tell you how I coun¬ 
terfeited to swoon, when he showed me your 
handkerchief t 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. Oh ! 1 know where you arc :—Nay, *tls 
true; there was never any thing so sudden, 
but tbe fight of two rams, and Csesar’s thra¬ 
sonical brag, of—I came, saw, and overcame: 
For your brother and my slsterno sooner met, 
bat they looked ; no sooner looked, but they 
loved ; no sooner loved but they sighed ; no 
sooner sighed, but they asked one another the 
reason ; no sooner knew the reanon, but they 
sought tbe remedy: and in these degrees have 
they made a pair of stairs to marriage, which 
they will climb Incontinent, or else be Inconti¬ 
nent before marriage: they art in the very wrath 
of love, and they will together; dabs cannot 
part them. 
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Orl. They 6 hall be married to-morrow * and 
I will hid Hie d ike to the nuptial. But, oh I 
how hitler a thing it is to L ok into happiness 
through another man's eyes ! By so much the 
more bliull I to-morrow be at the height of 
heart-heaviness, by how much I shall tbink 
my brother happy, m having what he wishes 
for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow 1 cannot serve 
your turn for Rosalind ? 

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Rot. I will weary you no longer then with idle 
talking. Know oi me then, (for now I speak to 
some purpose,) that I know you are a gentleman 
of good conceit: I speak not this, that you 
should hear a good opinion of my knowledge, 
insomuch, 1 say, I know you are; neither do I 
labour lor a greater esteem than may in some 
little measure diaw a belief from you, to do 
yourself good, and not to grace me. Believe 
then, if you please, that I can do strange things : 

1 have, since 1 was three years old, conversed 
with a magician, most profound in this art, and 
yet not damnable. If you do love Rosalind so 
near the heart as your gesture cries it out, 
when your brother marries Aliena, shall you many 
her: I know into what straits of fortune she is 
driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it ap¬ 
pear not inconvenient to yon, to set her before 
your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and with¬ 
out any danger. 

Orl. Speakest thou in sober meanings! 

Ro*. By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly, 
though f say lama magician : 1 herefore, put 
you in your best array, bid* your friends: for if 
will be married to morrow, \ou shall; and to 
Rosalind, if you will. 

Enter SiLVins and Phebe. 

Look here comes a lover of mine, and a lover 
of tier's. 

Phi'. Youth, yon have done me much un¬ 
gentleness, 

To show the letter that I writ to you. 

Rot. I care not, if I have: it is mv study, 

To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 

You are there follow'd by a faithful shepherd; 
Look upon him, lore him ; he worships you. 

PUc. Good shepherd, tell this youth wbat 'tis 
to love. 

Sit. it is to he nil made of sighs and tears;— 
And so am 1 for Phebe. 

Phc. And I for Ganymede. 

0)1. And I foi Rosalind, 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sil. it is to be all made of faith and ser¬ 
vice 

And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And 1 for Rosalind. 

Ro\. And I for no woman 

Sil. It is to be all made of fantasy. 

All made of passion, and all made of wishes; 
All adoration, duty, and observance, 

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience. 

All purity, all trial, all observance 
And so am 1 for Phebe. 

Phe. And so am 1 for Ganymede 

Oi l. And so am 1 for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am 1 for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you? To Rosalind. 

Sil. If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you? [To Phebe. 

Orl . If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you ? 

Ros. Who do you speak to, why blame you 
me to love you T 

Orl. To her that is not here, nor doth not 
hear. 

Rot. Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the 
howling of Irish wolves against the moon.— I 
will help you, [7b Silvius] if 1 canI would 
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love vou, [7b Phebe] If T could.—To-morrow 
meet me all together.—I will many you, [7b 
Phebe] if ever I marry woman, and 1*11 be 
nianied to-morrow:— I will satisiy you, [7b Or¬ 
lando] if ever 1 satisfied man, and you shall be 
married to-morrow:—I will content you, [7b 
S'iLTius] if wbat pleases you contents you, and 
you shall be married to-morrow.—As you, [7b 
Orlando] love Rosahud, meet ; as you, [To 
Silvios] love Phebe, meet; And as I love no 
woman, 1*11 meet.—So fare you well; 1 have left 
you commands. 

Sil. I'll not fail if 1 live. 

Phe. Nor 1. 

Orl. Nor I. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The same 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey ; 
to-monow will we be married. 

And. I do desire it with all niy heart: and 1 
hope it is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a 
woman of the world. * Here comes two of the 
banished duke's pages. 

Enter two Pacts. 

1 Page. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well met: Come, sit, sit, 

and a song. 

2 Page. We are for you: sit t’the middle. 

1 Page. Shall we clap into’t roundly, without 
hawking, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse ; 
which are the only prologues to a bad voice? 

2 Page, l’faitb, i'failb ; and both in a tune, 
like two gipsies on a horse. 

Song. 

1 . 

It was a lover , and his las±. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino 
That o’er the green corn-field did -pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty rank 
time. 

When bird* do sing, hey ding a ding, dings 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 

II. 

Between the acres of the rye, 

With a hey, and ho, and a hey nonwo 
These pretty country folks would lie. 

In spring time, &c. 

HI. 

This carol they began that hou,, 

With a hey, and ho, and a hey nonino 
How that a life was but a flower 
In sping time, £c. 

IV. 

And therefore take the present time. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino ; 
For love is crowned u ith the prime 
In spring time, <$.c. 

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there 
was uo greater matter in the ditty, yet the uote 
was very unlnnahle. 

1 Page. You are deceived, Sir ; we Kept time, 
we lost not our time. 

Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but time 
lost to hear such a foolish song. God be with 
you; aud God meud your voices l Come, Aud¬ 
rey. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—Another part of the Forest. 

Enter Duke, senior, Amiens, Jaques, Or¬ 
lando, Oliver, and Celia. 

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlaudo, that the 
boy 

Can do all this that he hath promised t 
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Orl . I sometimes do believe, and sometimes 
do not; 

As those that tear they hope, and know they 
tear. 

Fitter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe. 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact 
i> lim’d :— 

You say, if 1 bung in your Rosalind, 

[To the Duke. 

You will bestow her on Orlando here 7 

Duke S That would I, had 1 kingdoms to give 
with her. 

Ros. Ami >ou say, you will Lave ner, when 1 
buns her? [7b Orlando. 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms 
king. 

Ros. You say, you’ll marry me, if 1 be willing ? 

[7b Phfbl. 

Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 

Ros. But, if >ou do refuse to marry’ me. 

You’ll give yourself to this most faithful shep¬ 
herd 7 

Phe . So is the bargain. 

Ros. You say, that you’ll have Phebe, if she 
will?’ [7b Silvics. 

Sil. Though to liave her and death were both 
one thing. 

Ros. 1 ha\e promised to make all this matter 
even. 

Keep you your word, O duke, to give your 
daughter 

You your’s, Orlando, to receive his danghter 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you’ll marry me ; 
or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd 
Keep join woid, Silvius, that you’ll marry her, 
If she lefiise me and from hence I go. 

To make these doubts all even. 

[Eieunt Rosalind and Cf.lia. 

Duke A'. 1 do remember in this shepberd-boy 
So:.ie lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 

Oil. My lord, the first time that l ever saw 
him, 

Methought be was a broiner to your daughter : 
B.it, my good lord, this boy is forest-boin i 
And hath been tutor’d in the rudiments 
Of manv desperate studies by his uncle, 

Whom he repot ts to be a great magician. 
Obscured in the circle of tbis forest. 

Bluer Touchstone and Audrey. 


Touch. According to the fool’s boll. Sir, and 
such dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. But foi ihe seventh cause; how did you 
find the qnarrel on the seventh cause 7 

Touch. Upon a lie seven tunes removed; - 
Bear your body more seeming, * Audrey as 
thus, Sir. I did dislike the ent of a certain 
courtier’s beaid; he sent me woid, if I said his 
beard was not cut well, lie was in the mind it 
was : This is called the Retort courteous. If I 
sent bun word again, it was nut well cut, he 
would send me word, he cut it to please him¬ 
self : This is called the Quip modest. If again, 
it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment: 
This is called the Rtply churlish. It again, it 
was not well cut, be would answer, I spake not 
true: Tins is called the Reproof laliant. It 
again, it was not well cut, he would say, I lie: 
This is called the Countercheck quarrelsome : 
and so to the Lie circumstantial, aud the Lie 
direct. 

Jaq And how oft did you say, bis beaid was 
not well cut 7 

Touch. 1 durst go no furtlici than the Lie 
circumstantial , nor he durst not give me the 
Lie direct; and so ive measmed swords, and 
parted. 

Jaq. Can yon nominate hi order now the de¬ 
grees of the iie 7 

Touch. O Sir, we quart cl in piint. In the 
book ; • as you have books for good manners : 1 
will name you the degrees. The fust, the Re¬ 
tort courteous; the second, the Quip modest, 
the thud, the Reply churlish ; the fourth, the 
Reproof valiant; the hllb, the Countercheck 
quarrelsome: the sixth, the Lie with cmum- 
stance } the seventh, the Lie direct. All these 
you may a\oid, but the lie direct , aud you mav 
a\oid that too, with an If. 1 knew wlun st\eu 
lustices coulu not take up a quan el , but when 
the parties weie met them selves, one ot them 
thought but of an If, as Jj you said sn, then I 
said so, ana they shook hands, and swoic Mo¬ 
thers. Your If is the only peacemaker ; much 
virtue in If. 

Jaq. Js not this a lare fellow, my Icid ? in 'a 
as good at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-lioise, 
and under the presentation of that, he shoot.- his 
wit. 


Jaq. There is, sure, another flood tow'ard, and 
these couples are corning to the ark! Here 
conies a pair of very strange beasts, which in all 


Enter Hymen, leading Rosalind in woman's 
clothes , and Cllia. 

Still Music. 


tongues are called fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all! 

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome : This 
i ; the motley-minded gentleman, that 1 have so 
often met m the forest: he hath been a courtier, 
lie swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me 
to my purgation. 1 have trod a measure; * I 
have flattered a lady : 1 have been politic with 
my friend, smooth with my enemy ; 1 have nndone 
three tailors ; 1 have had four quarrels, and like 
to ha v e fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta’en up 7 

Touch. ’Faith, we met, and found the quarrel 
was upon the seventh cause. 

Jar, How seventh cause 7—Good my lord, like 
this Allow. 

Duke S. I like him very well. 

Touch. God’ild you, Sir; I desire you of the 
like. 1 press in here, Sir, amongst the rest of 
tne country copulatives, to swear, and to for¬ 
swear ; according as marriage binds, and blood 
breaks :—A poor virgin. Sir, an ill favoured thing. 
Sir, but mine own ; a poor humour of mine, to 
take that that no man else will : Rich bouesty 
dwells like a miser. Sir, in a poor-house as your 
pearl, m your foul oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and 
sententious. 


Ilym. Then is there mnlh w heaven , 

If hen earthly things made cicu 
Atone together. 

Good duke , ieceive thy daughter , 
J/ymen from hcai eit brought her , 

Yeu, brought her hither ; 

That thou might* st join her hand with 
his , 

Whose heart within her bosom is. 

Ros. To you 1 give myself, for I am youi’s. 

[To Di ke S. 

To you 1 give myself, for I am your’s. 

[To Orlando. 

Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are my 
daughter. 

Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my 
Rosalind. 

Phe. If sight and shape be true. 

Why then,—my love, adieu ! 

Ros I’ll have no lather, if you he not he :— 

[To Duke S. 

I’ll have no husband, if you be not lie :— 

[7b Orlaneo. 

Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. 

[TO PHKBBa 

• Seemly. 

+ A ridiculous treatise “ Ol Honour and ilonourabi- 
QuarreU, by Vincentio Snviolo, 1504* iliukspeare an. 
tiri/es the dhnIi- of duelling »bcu prevalent, ver* cut¬ 
tingly in tins tesor 
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Hym, Peace ho! I bar confusion, 

'Tis I must make conclusion 
Of these most strange events : 

Here’s eight that must take hands. 

To join in Hymen’s bands, 

11 truth holds true contents. * 

You and you no cross shall part 

[To Orlando and Rosalind. 
You and you are heart in heart: 

[To Oliver and Celia. 
You [To Phf.be] to his love must accoid, 

Oi have a woman to your lord :— 

You and you are sure together, 

[To Touchstone ana Audrey. 
As the winter to foul weather. 

Whiles a wedlock-hjinn we sim,, 

Feed yourselves with questioning ; 

'Ihat reason wonder may dimmish. 

How thus we met, and these things finish. 

Song. 

Wedding is great Juno’s crown; 

(J blissed bond of board and bed ! 

*Tis Hymen peoples every town j 
High wedlock then be honoured: 

Honour , high honour and renown. 

To llymen , god of every town l 

Duke. S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art 
to me ; 

Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 

The. 1 will not eat my word, now thou art 
mine; 

Tiiy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. + 

[To Silvius. 

Enter Jaques de Bois. 

Jaq. dc B. Let me have audience for a woid 
or two : 

* am the second son of old Sir Rowland, 

T hat bring these tidings to this fair assembly 
Duke FredeucK, hearing how that every dav 
M**n of great worth resoited to this forest, 
Addiess’d a mighty power ! which were on foot, 
in his own conduct, purposely to take 
His htothet here, and put hun to the sword : 

And to the sknts ot this wild wood be came ; 
Wieie, meeting with an old religious man, 

Attei some question with him, was converted 
Itotb liorn his enterpnse, and from the world : 
His ciown bequeathing to his banish’d brothel 
Ami el! their lands restor'd to them again 
That were with him exil’d: This to be true, 

I do engage my life. 

Duke . S. V elcome, young man ; 

Thou oiler’st fanly to thy brothers’ wedding: 

The one his lands withheld ; and to the other, 

A laud itself at large, a potent dukedom 
J ust, m this forest, let us do those ends 
That heie were well begun, and well begot: 

And aftei, every of this happy number. 

That have endur’d shrewd days and nighis 
with us. 

Shall share the good of our returned fortune. 


According to the measure of their states. 
Meantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity. 

And fall into our rustic revelry 
Play, music,—and you brides and bride> 
grooms all. 

With measure heap’d iu joy to the measures 
fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patieuce; If I beard you 
rightly. 

The duke hath put on a religious life, 

And thrown into neglect the pompous court? 
Jaq. de B. He bath. 

Jaq. To him will I ; out of these convertites 
■ There is much matter to he heard and learu'd.— 
! You to your former honour I bequeath ; 

[7’o Dikes. 

Your patience, and your virtue well deserves 
it 

You [To Orlando] to a love, that your true 
faith doth merit:— 

You [To Oliver] to your land, and love, and 
great allies :— 

Yon [To Silvius] to a long and well deserved 
bed ;— 

And you [To Touchstone] to wrangling ; for 
thy loving voyage 

Is but for two months victual’d So to your 
pleasures ; 

I am for other than for dancing measures. 

1 Duke S. Stay, Jaque6, stay. 

Jaq. To see no pastime, 1 :—what you would 
have 

1 I’ll stay to know at your abandon’d cave. 

[Exit 

Duke. S. Pioceed, proceed : we will begin 
these rites. 

And we do trust they’ll end in true delights. 

[A dance . 

Epilogue. 

Ros. It is not the fashion to see the lady the 
epilogue: hut it is no more unhandsome, than 
'■ to see the lord the prologue. If it be true, that 
! good wine needs no bush , 'tis true, that a good 
} play needs no epilogue : Yet to good none they 
do use good bushes; and good plays prove the 
better by the help of good epilogues. Wbat a 
case am I iu then, rnat am neitbei a good 
epilogue, nor cannot insinuate with you in the 
behalf of a good play 1 I am not furnished * 
like a beggar, theiefore to beg will not beeomc 
me: my way is, to conjure you ; and I’ll begin 
with the women. I charge you, 0 women, for 
the love you bear to men, to like as much of 
this play as please them : and so I chaige you, 
O men, for the love you bear to women, (as I 
peiceive by your Simpering, none of you hate 
them,) that between you and the women, the 
play may please. If I were a woman, I would 
kiss as many of you as had beards that pleased 
me, complexions that liked me, \ and breaths 
that I defied not: and, I am sure, as many as 
j have good beards, or good faces, or sweet 
j breaths, will, for my kind Oder, when 1 make 
cnrt’sy, bid me farewell. [. Eieunt • 


Unlaw troth fail* cf veracity. 
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LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

IN (he fifth book of Orlande Funoto, and in B. II. c. it. of Spenser's Faune Qietne, a story partly similar t* 
the fable of this drama may be found ; but a novel in the Histoirtt Tragiquct of Belleforcst (taken Iron. 
Bandeilo) approaches nearest to the design, and probably suggested the idea, of Much ado about No¬ 
thing. The plot is pleasingly intricate; the characters novel and striking; the dialogue exceedingly viva- 
cions, and well supported to the eud. Beatrice and Benedick are two of the most sprightly and amusing 
characters that Shakspeare ever drew. Wit, humour, nobility, and courage, are combined in the lattes, 
though hia sallies are uot always restrained by reverence or discretion: and if the levity of the former 
is somewhat opposed to the becoming reserve and delicacy of the female character, it shows to more 
advantage tb« steadiness of her fuendship, and fhe amiable decision of her character, when urging 
her lover to challenge hia most iutimate Irieud, and as the best claim upon her affection, to risk his 
life in vindicating the purity of her injured companion 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.—Before Leo nato's House . 

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and others, 
with a Messenger. 

Leon . I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro 
of Arragon comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this; he was not 
three leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have yon lost in 
this action ? 

Miss. But few of any sort, * and none of 
name. 

Leon. A victory ts twice itself, when the 
achiever brings borne full numbers. I And here, 
that Don Pedro hath bestowed much honour on 
a young Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on bis part, and equally 
remembered by Don Pedro: Ue hath borne 
himself beyond the promise of his age; doing, 
»n the figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion: he 
hath, indeed, better bettered expectation, than 
yon must expect ot me to teU you how. 


Leon. He hath an ancle here in Messina wilt 
be very much glad of it. 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters, 
and tbeie appears much joy in him; even so 
much, that joy could not show itself modest 
enough, without a badge of bitterness. 

Leon . Did he break out into tears f 
Mess . In great measure. * 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : There are 
no faces truer than those that are so washed. 
How much better is It to weep at joy, than to 
joy at weepiqg t 

Beat. I pray you, Is signlor Montanto re¬ 
turned from the wars, or not 
Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there 
was none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon. Wbat is be that you ask for, niece T 
Hero . My cousiu means siguior Benedick ot 
Padua. 

Mess. Oh 1 he is returned ; and as pleasant as 
ever he was. 

Beat . He set up his bills heie in Messina, 
and challenged Cupid at tbe flight: t and my 
uncle's fool, reading the challenge, subscribed 


• Kind 
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t At long lengths. 



Scene I. 

for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird- 
bolt .—1 pray you, how many hath he hilled aim 
eaten in these wars ? but how many hath he 
hilled ? for indeed, I promised to eat ail of his 
killing. 

Leon . Faith, niece, you tax siguior Benedick 
too much ; but he’ll be meet * with you, I doubt 
it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in 
these wars. 

Heat. You had musty victual, and he hath 
liolp to eat it: lie is a very valiant trencherman, 
he hath an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat . And a good soldier to a ladyBut 
wnat is be to a lord ? 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; 
stuffed with all honourable virtues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a 
stuffed man : f but for the stuffing,—Well, we 
are all mortal. 

Leon. You must not, Sir, mistake my niece : 
there is a kind of merry war betwixt siguior 
Benedick and her : they never meet, but there 
is a skiitimh of wit between them. 

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our 
last conflict, four of his five wits went halting 
off, and now is the whole man governed wuh 
one : so that if he have wit euough to keep him¬ 
self wann, let him bear it for a difference be¬ 
tween himself and his horse : for it is all the 
wealth that he hath left, to be known a reason¬ 
able creature.—Who Is bis companion now ? He 
hath every month a new sworu brother. 

Mess. Is it possible? 

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith 
but of the lasliiou of his hat, it ever changes 
with the next block. 

Mess. 1 see, lady, the gentleman is not in 
your books. 

Beat. No: an he were, I would burn my 
study. But, 1 pray you, who is his companion? 
Is there no young squarer $ now, that will make 
x voyage with him to the devil. 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a 1 
disease : he is sooner caught than the pesti¬ 
lence, and the taker runs presently mad. God 
help the noble Claudio ! if he have caught the 
Benedick, it will cost him a thousand pound ere 
he be cured. 

Mess. 1 will bold friends with you, lady. 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Leon. You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached 

Enter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazar 

and others , Don John, Claudio, and Bene- 

dick. 

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are 
come to meet your trouble: the fashion of the 
world is to avoid cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the 
likeness of your grace: for tiouble being gone, 
comfort should remain 5 but, when you depart 
from me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his 
leave. 

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge || too wil¬ 
lingly.—I think, this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me 
so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt. Sir, that you asked 
her T 

Leon. Slgnior Benedick, no; for then were yon 
a child. 

JJ. Pedro. You have it fall. Benedick: we 
may guess by this what you are, being a man. 
Truly, the lady fathers herselfBe happy, lady! 
for you are like an honourable faibei. 

• F.ven. f A cnckold. 
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Bene. If siguior Leonato be her father, she 
would not have his head on her shoulders, for 
all Messina, as like him as she is. 

Beat. I wonder, that you will still be talking, 
siguior Benedick; nobody marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain I are you 
yet living? 

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, while 
she bath such meet food to feed it, as siguior 
Benedick ? Courtesy itself must convert to dis¬ 
dain, if you come 111 her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coatBat it 
is certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you ex¬ 
cepted : and I would I could And in my heart 
that 1 had not a hard heart; for, truly, I love 
none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women; they 
would else have been troubled with a perni¬ 
cious suitor. I thank God, and my cold blood, 

I am of yonr humour for that; 1 had rather 
hear my dog bark at a crow, than a man swear 
be loves me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that 
mind! so some geiitleman or other shall ’scape 
a predestinate scratched lace. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an 
’twere such a face as vour’s were. 

Bene. Well, you are ^rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my Tougue, is better than a 
beast of your’s. 

Bene. I would my horse had the speed of your 
tongue ; and so good a continuer : But keep your 
way o’ God's name; I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick; 1 
know you of old. 

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all: Leonato,— 
siguior Claudio, and stgntor Benedick,—my dear 
triend Leonato, hath invited you all. 1 tell him, 
we shall stay here at least a month ; and he 
heartily prays, some occasion may detain us lon¬ 
ger: I daie swear he is no hypocrite, but prays 
trom his heart. 

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not 
be forsworn.—Let me bid you welcome, my 
lord : being reconciled to the prince your brother, 
I owe you all duty. 

D. John. I thank you: I am not of many 
words, but I thank you. 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

D. Pedro. Your band, Leonato; we will go 
together. 

[Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daugh¬ 
ter of signior Leonato ? 

Bene. 1 noted her uot ; but I looked on her. j 

Claud. Is she not a modest young indy? 

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment; or 
would you have me speak after my custom, as 
being a professed tyrant to their sex ? 

Claud. No, 1 pray tbee, speak in sober judg¬ 
ment. 

Bene. Why, i’faith, methinks she is too low 
for a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and 
too little for a great praise : only this commenda¬ 
tion 1 can afford her ; that were she other than 
she is, she were unhandsome; and being no other 
but as she is, I do not like her. 

Claud. Thou thinkest, I am in sport; I pray 
thee, tell me Uuly how thou likest her. 

Bene . Would you buy her, that you inquire 
after her. 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel! 

Bette. Yea, and a case to put it into. But 
speak ycu this with a sad brow ? or do you play 
the flouting Jack; to tell us Cupid is a good 
hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, 
in what key shall a man take you, to go in the 
song ? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady 
that ever I looted on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I 
see no such matter: there’s her cousin, an she 
were not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as 
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last of December. But I hope, you have no in¬ 
tent to turn husband ; have you ? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I 
had sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my 
wile 

Bene. Is it come to this, i’faith ? Hath not 
the world one man, but he will wear his cap with 
suspicion t bball 1 never see a bachelor of three¬ 
score again? Go to, 1 ’faith ; an thou wilt needs 
thrust tliy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, 
and sigh away Sundays. Look, Dou Pedro is 
returned to seek you 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

j V. Pedro. What secret bath held you here, 
that you followed not to Leouato’s ? 

Bene, i would your grace would constrain me 
lo tell. 

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, count Claudio: 1 cau be 
secret as a dumb man, I would have you thiuk 
so; but on my allegiance,—maik you this, on 
ni> allegiance He is iu love. With who?— 
sow that is your grace’s part.—Mark, how short 
his answer is:—With Hero, Lenuato’s 6 hort 
daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were It ottered. 

Bene. Like the old Ule, my lord : it is not 
so, nor *twas not so ; Wt, indeed, God forbid it 
should he so. 

Claud . If my passion change not shortly, God 
forbid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the 
lady is very well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my 
lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, iu faith, my lord, 1 spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my 
lord, I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, 1 kuow. 

Bene. That i neither feel how she should be 
loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is 
the opinion that lire cannot melt out of me ; I 
will die in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate here¬ 
tic in the despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintaiu his part, 
but in the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived ine, I thank 
her ; that she brought me up, I likewise give her 
most humble thanks: but that I will have a re- 
cheat * winded iu my forehead, or hang my 
buglet in an invisible baldrick,£ all women shall 
pardon me. Because I will not do them the 
wrong to mistrust any, 1 will do myself the right 
to trust none ; and the fine is, (for the which I 
may go the fiuei,) I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look 
pale with love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hun- 
gei, my lord ; not with love: prove, that ever I 
lose more blood with love, than I will get again 
with drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad- 
maker’s pen, and bang me up at tbe door of a 
brothel-house, for tbe sign of blind Cupid. 

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from 
this faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene, if f do, hang me m a bottle like a cat, 
and snoot at me ; and he that hits me, let turn 
be clapped on the shoulder, and called Adam.) 

D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 

In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene. The savage boll way; bat if ever the 
sensible Benedick bear it, pluck off tbe bull’s 
horns, and set them in my forehead : and let me 
Ih: vilely painted ; and in such great letters as 
they write. Here is good horse to hire, let them 
signify under my sign,— Here you may see Bene¬ 
dick the married man. 

* The lone sounded to tell off ffc* d<rrn. 
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Claud, (f this should ever hapoeu. thou 
wuuld’st he horn-mao 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all 
his quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake lor this 
shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then. ' 

■ D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the 
houis. In tbe mean time, good sigmor Bene¬ 
dick, repair to Leouato’s; commend me lo him, 
and tell him, I will not fail him at supper ; for, 
indeed, be bath made great pieparatiou. 

Bene , I have almost matter enough in me for 
such an embassage ; and so I commit you— 
Claud. To the tuition of God ; From my house, 
(if l had it,)— 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving 
friend. Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not: Tbe body 
of your discourse is sometimes guarded * with 
fragments, and the guards are but slightly basted 
on neither : ere you flout old ends any further, 
examine your conscience ; and so I leave vou. 

* [Exit Benedick. 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do 
me good. 

D . Pedro . My love is thine to teach ; teach 
it but how, 

And tbou shait see how apt It is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, iny lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child but Heio, she’s his only- 
heir : 

Dost thou affect her, Claudio? 

Claud. O my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 

1 look’d upon her with a soldier’s eye. 

That lik’d, but had a rougher task m hand 
Than to drive likiug to the name of love : 

But now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, iu their moms 
Come throngiug sott and delicate desiies. 

All piomptmg me bow lair young Htio is. 
Saying, i lik’d her ere i went to wars. 

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently 
And tire the hearer with a book of wouls: 

If tiiou dost love fair Hero, cheiish it ; 

And I will break with her, and with hei father. 
And thou shall have her: Was’t not to this end 
That thou began’st to twist so fine a stoiy ? 

Claud. How' sweetly do you minister to love. 
That know' love’s grief by his complexion I 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 

I would nave salv’d it with a longer treatise. 

D. Pedro. \\ hat need the bridge much broader 
than tbe flood ? 

The fairest grant is the necessity : 

Look, what will serve, is fit: ’tis once, t thou 
lov’st; 

And I will fit thee with the remedy. 

I know, we shall have revelling to-night; 

I will assume thy part in some disguise. 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom I’ll uuclasp my heart, 

And take her bearing prisoner with the force 
And stroug encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then, after, to her father will 1 break ; 

And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine: 

In practice let ns put it presently. [Exeunt* 

SCENE II.—A Room in Leonato’s House. 
Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Leon. How now, brother ? Where is my cou¬ 
sin, your son ? Hath he provided this mneic ? 

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother 
I can tell you strange news that yon yet dreamed 
not of. 

i [Leon. Are they good t 
Ant. As the event stamps them ; bnt they have 
a good cover, they show well outward. Tbe 
prince and count Claudio, walking in a thick- 
pleached X alley m my orchard, were thus much 

• Trimmed. 
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overheard by a man or mine: The prince dis¬ 
covered to Claudio, that he loved my niece your 
daughter, aud mcaut to acknowledge it this night 
m a dance ; and, if he found her accordant, be 
meant to lake the present tune by the top, and 
instantly bteak with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you 
this ? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow: I will send for him, 
and question him yourself. 

Leon. No, no ; we will bold it as a dream, 
£11 it appears itself:—but I will acquaint my 
daughter withal, that she may be the better 
prepared for an answer, if peradventure this 
be true. Go you, aud tell her of it. [Several 
•persons cross the stage.] Cousins, you know 
what you have to do.—Oh I I cry you mercy, 
friend ; you go with me, and I will use youi 
skill: Good cousins have a care this busy time. 

[Exeunt . 

SCENE III.—Another Room in Leo NATO's 

House, 

Enter Don John and Conraue. 

Con. What the goujere, • my lord I why are 
you thus out of measure sad ? 

D John. There is no measure in the occasion 
that breeds it, therefore the sadness is without 
limit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

J). Joint. And when 1 have heard it, what 
blessing hnngcth it ? 

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient 
sutlerame. 

I) . John. I wonder, that thou, being (as thou 
s.iy’st thou art) horn under Saturn, goest about 
to apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mis¬ 
chief. I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad 
when I have cause, and smile at no man’s jests ; 
eat when 1 have stomach, and wait for no man's 
leisuie , sleep when 1 am drowsy, and tend to 
no man’» business; laugh wheu I am merry, and 
claw t no man in Ins humour. 

Con. Yea, hut you must not make the full 
show of this, till yon may do it without control- 
ment. You have of late stood out against your 
bioihei, and he hath ta’en you newly into bis 
grace ; where it is impossible you should take 
true root, but by the fair weather that you make 
yum,-i If: it is needful that you fiame the season 
loi your own harvest. 

D. John. I had rather be a canker J in a hedge, 
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my 
blood to be disdained of all than to fashion a 
can iage to rob love from any : iu this, though I 
cannot be said to be a flattering honest man, it 
must not be denied that I am a plain dealing 
villain. I am trusted with a muzzle, and en¬ 
franchised with a clog; therefore I have decreed 
not to sing in my cage : If I bad my mouth, I 
would bite ; if 1 had my liberty, I would do tny 
liking : in the mean time, let me be that 1 am, 
and seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no nse of your discon¬ 
tent ? 

D. John. I make all use of ft, for I use it only. 
Who comes here ? What news Borachio i 

Enter Borachio. 

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper ; 
the prince, your brother, is royally entertained by 
Leonato; and I can give you intelligence of an 
intended marriage. 

J) . John. Will it 6erve for any model to build 
mischief on ? What is be for a fool, that betroths 
himself to unquietness? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother's right band. 

J). John. Who T the most exquisite Ctandio ? 

Bora. Even he. 

D . John. A proper squire ! And who, and 
who 1 which way locks he ? 

• The venereal thaeoce. 
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Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir 
of Leonato. 

I). John. A very forward March chick! How 
came you to tlm ? 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as K 
was smoking a musty room, comes me the piince 
aud Claudio, baud in hand, m sad * conference : 
1 whipt me behind the arras; and there heard it 
agreed upon, that the prince should woo Hero 
for himself, and having obtained her, give her to 
count Claudio. 

D. John. Come, come, let ns thither ; this 
may prove food to my disph asure : that young 
start-up hath all the gloiy of my overthrow ; if I 
can cross hnn any way, I bless myself every way : 
You are both sure, and will assist me? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

1). John. Let us to the great supper ; then 
cheer is the greater that I am subdued : 'Would 
the cook were of my mind 1—Shall we go prove 
what’s to be done ? 

Bora. We'll wait upon your lordsbip. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE /.— A Hall it I Leonato’s House. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, 
and others. 

Leon. Was not count John here at supper ? 

Ant. i saw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! 1 
never can see bun, but 1 am heart-burned ait 
hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that weie 
made just ;u the mid-way between him and Be¬ 
nedick : the one is too like an image, and says 
nothing ; and the other, too like my lady’s eldest 
son, evermore tattliug. 

Leon. Then half signior Benedick’s tongue in 
count John’s mouth, and half count John’s me¬ 
lancholy m signiur Benedick’s face,— 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enough in his puise, such a man 
would win any woman in the world,—if he could 
get her good will. 

Leon. By my tioth, niece, tbou wilt never get 
thee a husband, if thon be so shrewd of thy 
tongue. 

Ant. In faith she is too cursi. 

Beat. Too curst is moi e than curst: I shall 
lessen God’s sending that way : for it is said, 
God sends a cut st cow short horns ; but to a 
cow too curst he sends uone. 

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send 
you no horns. 

Beat. Just, if he send me no husband ; for the 
which blessing, 1 am at him upon my knees 
every morning and evening : Loid 1 I could not 
endure a husband with a beaid on Ins face ; I had 
rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon. You may light upon a husband, that bath 
no beard. 

Beat. Wbat should I do with him ? dress him 
in my apparel, and make biui my waiting gentle¬ 
woman? He that hath a beard, is more than u 
youth ; aud he that hath no beard is Ies 6 than a 
mail: and he that is more than a youth, is not 
for me ; and he that is less than a man, I am 
not for him. Tlierefoie I will even take six¬ 
pence in earnest of the bear-beid, and lead his 
apes into hell 

Leon. Well then, go you into hell ? 

Beat. No; but to the gate; and there will the 
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns 
on his head, and say, Get you t6 heaven , Beat¬ 
rice, get you to heaven ; here*s no place for 
you maids: so deliver 1 up my apes, aud away 
to Saint Peter for the heavens; be shows me 

+ Serious. 
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where the bachelors sit, and there live we as 
merry as the day is long. 

Ant. Well, inec**, [7b Hero 1 I irust you will 
be riihd by your father. 

Jit at. 1 es, faith ; it is my cousin’s duty to 
make courtesy, and say. Father , as it ylease 
you —but yet for all that, cousin, let him be a 
handsome fellow, or else make another courtesy, 
aud say. Father , as it please vie. 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fitted with a husband. 

Beut. Not till God make men of some other 
metal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman 
to be over-mastered with a piece of valiant dust? 
to make an account of her life to a clod of way¬ 
ward marl? No, uncle; I’ll none: Adam’s sous 
are iny brethren; aud truly, 1 hold it a sin to 
match in iny kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember, what I told you: 
if i he prince do solicit yon iu that kiud, you 
know your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be In the music, cousin, 
if you be not woo'd in good time : if the prince 
be too important, • tell bim there is measuie in 
every thing, and so dance out the answer. For 
hear me, Hero; Wooing, wedding, and repent¬ 
ing, is as a Scotch jig, a measure, and a cmque- 
pace: the first suit is hot and hasty, like a 
Scotch jig, and full at fantastical ; the wed¬ 
ding, mannerly-modest, as a measure full of 
state and ancientry; and then comes repentance, 
and, with his bad legs, falls into the cinque- 
pace faster and faste- till he sink into his 
grave. 

Leon. Cousin, yon apprenend passing shrewd¬ 
ly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a 
church by day-light. 

Leon. The revellers are entering; brother, 
make good room. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Bal¬ 
thazar; Don John, Borachio, Margaret, 

Ursula, and others marked. 

D. Pedro . Lady, will you walk about with 
your fiiend ? + 

Heio. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, 
and say nothing, I am your’s for the walk; and, 
especially, when I walk away. 

D. Pedro. With me in your company ? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour; for God de¬ 
fend,; the lute should be like the case ! 

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon’s roof: within 
the house is Jove. 

Hero. Wbv, then your visor should be thatch’d. 

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

[Takes her aside . 

Bene. Well, 1 would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not 1, for your owu sake; 
for I have many ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is ouet 

Marg. I say my prayers aloud. 

Bene. I love you the better ; the hearers may 
cry, Amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer! 

Balth. Amen. 

Mam. And God keep him out of my sight, 
when the dance is done I—Answer, clerk. 

Balth. No more words: the clerk is an¬ 
swered. 

Urs. I know you well enough; you are sigoior 
Antonio. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. 1 know you by the waggling of your 

Ant. To tell yon true, 1 counterfeit him. 

Vrs. You could never do him so Ul-well, un¬ 
less you were tbe very man: Here’s bis dry hand 
up and down ; you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, 1 am not. 

Urs. Come, come ; do you think 1 do not 

• tapottuoftU. t L*rw. t Forbid. 


know you by your excellent wit? Can virtue bide 
Kseif ? Go to, mum, you ate be ; giace 6 will ap- 
pe.ii, and there’* au end. 

Biat. Will you not tell me who told you sot 

Bene . No, you shall paidou me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell iue who you aie? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That I was disdainful,—and that I had 
my good wit out of tbe Hundred merry Tates ; 
— Well, this was signior Beuedick that said so. 

Bene. What’s he ? 

Beat. 1 am sure, you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did be uever make you laugh ? 

Bene . I pray you, what is he ? 

Beat . Why, he is the pi luce’s jester: a very 
dull fool; only his gift is in devising impossible • 
slanders; none but libertines delight in Imn ; 
and the commendation is not iu his wit, bit in 
hi* villany; for he both pleases men, and augers 
them, and then they laugh at bun, and beat 
him ; I am sure, he is in the fleet; l would he 
had bJbrded t me. 

Bene. When 1 know the gentleman, I’ll tell 
bim what you say. 

Beat. Do, do; he’ll but break a comparison or 
two on me ; which, peradventure, not marked, oi 
not laughed at, strikes him iuto meiaucholy ; and 
then there’s a partridge’ wing saved, tor the fool 
will eat no supper that night. [Music u it Win.] 
We must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave 
them at the next turmug. 

[ Dance . Tuen exeunt all but Don John, 
Borachio, and Claudio. 

D. John, bure, my brother is amorous oil 
Hero, and bath withdrawu her lather to break 
with him about it: Tbe ladies follow her, and 
but one visor remains. 

Bora . And that is Claudio: I know bim by bis 
bearing, t 

D. John. Are you not signior Benedick? 

Claud. You know me well; i am he. 

D. John. Signior, you are very near my bro¬ 
ther in his love : he is enamour’d on Hero; I 
pray you f dissuade him from her, she is no equal 
for his birth: you may do the part of au honest 
man in it. 

Claud. How know you he loves her ? 

D. John. I beard him swear his affection. 

Bora. So did J too ; and be swore he would 
marry her to night. 

D. John. Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Borachio. 

Claud . Thus answer 1 in name of Benedick, 
But bear these ill news with the eais of Clau¬ 
dio.— 

*Tii certain so;—the prince wooes for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things. 

Save in the office and affairs ot love: 

Therefore, all hearts iu love use their own 
tongues; 

Let every eye negotiate for itself. 

And trust no agent: for beauty is a witch, 
Against whose charms faith nielieth into blood. $ 
This is an accident ot hourly proof. 

Which i mistrusted not: Farewell, therefore. 
Hero I 

Re-enter Benedick. 

Bene. Count Claudio ? 

Claud . Yea, the same. 

Bene . Come, will you go with me 1 

Claud. Whitb«*r? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your 
own business, count. What fashion will you 
wear the garland of; About your neck, like 
an usurer’s chain ? or under your arm like a 
lieutenant’s scat ft You must wear it one way, 
for the prince hath got your Hero. 

• Incredible # 
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Claud. 1 wish him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that’s spoken like an honest dro- 
vei ; so they sell bullocks. But did you think, 
the prince would have served you thus"? 

('laud. I pray you, leave me. 

Beue. Ho ! now you slnkc like the blind man ; 
'twas the hoy that stole your meat, and you'll 
beat i he post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I’ll leave you. 

[Exit. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl I Now will he cieep 

into sedges.-But, that my lady Beatrice should 

know me, and not kuow me I The prince's fool I 
—H.i' it may be, I go under that title, because I 
am inerr).—Yea ; but so ; 1 am apt to do myself 
wrong : I am not so reputed : it is the base, the 
bitter disposition ot Beatrice, that puts the world 
into bei person, and so gives me out. Well, i'll 
be revenged as I may. 

Bc-enter Don Pedro, Hero, and Leonato. 

D. Pedro Now, signior, where's the raunt ; 
Did you see him 1 * 

Beue. Tioth, my lord, I have played the part 
of lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy 
as a lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I 
think, told I him tiue, that your grace bad got 
the good will of this young lady; and I offered 
him my company to a willow tree, either to 
make him a garland, as being forsaken, or to 
hind him up a rod, as being worthy to be 
whipped, 

D. Pedro . To be whipped I W r hat's his fault ? 
Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy; 
who, being overjoy’d with finding a bird's nest, 
shows U his companion, and he steals it. 

I). Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a trans¬ 
gression ? The transgression is in the stealer. 

Briie. Yet It had not been amiss, the roil had 
been made, and the garland too; for the garland 
he might have worn himself; and the rod be 
might have bestowed on you, who, as I take it, 
have stol’n his bird’s nest. 

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and 
restore them to the owner. 

Bene. If their Miiging answer your saying, by 
my faith, you say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel 
to you ; the gentleman, that danced with her, 
told her, that she is much wronged by you. 

Beue. Oh I she misused me past the endur¬ 
ance of a block ; an oak, but with one green 
leaf on if, would have answered her; m 
visor began to assume life, and scold with 
She told me, not thinking I had been myself, 
that I was the prince’s jester ; that 1 was duPer 
than a great thaw ; huddling jest upon jest, with 
such impossible * conveyance, upon me, that I 
stood like a man at a mark, with a whole army 
shooting at me : She speaks poniards, and every 
word slabs: if her breath were as terrible as her 
terminations, theie were no living near her, she 
would infect to the north star. I would not 
mairy her, though she were endowed with 
all that Adam had left him before he trans¬ 
gressed : she would have made Hercules have 
turned spit : yea, and have cleft his club to 
make the fire too. Come, talk not of her ; you 
shall find her the infernal At6i in good apparel. 

I would to God, some scholar would conjure 
her; for, certainly, while she is here, a man may 
live as quiet in hell, as in a sanctuary; and 
people sin upon puipose, because they would go 
thither; so, indeed, all disquiet, horror, and 
perturbation follow her. 


now fiom the farthest inch of Asia; bring you 
the leiijith of Prester John’s foot, fetch yon a 
hair off the great Cham’s beaid ; do you any em¬ 
bassage to the Pigmies, rather than hold three- 
words' conference with this harpy; You have 
no employment for in** ? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good 
company. 

Bene. O God, Sir, here’s a dish I love not; 
I cannot endure my lady tongue. [Put. 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come ; you have lost 
the heart of signior Benedick. 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while; 
and I give him use • for it, a double heart for 
ins' single one: marry, once before, he won it 
of me with false dice, therefore your grace may 
well say, I have lost it. 

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, 
you have put him down. 

Beat. So I would not be should do me, my lord, 
lest 1 should prove the mother of fools. I have 
brought count Claudio, whom you sent me to 
seek. 

D. Pedro. Why, how now, count ? wherefore 
are you sad ? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

D. Pedio. How then 7 Sick t 

Claud. Neither my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor 
merry, nor well : but civil, count; civil as au 
orange, and something of that jealous com¬ 
plexion. 

V. Pedro. I’faith, lady, I think your blazon 
to be true; though, I’ll be sworn, if he be so, 


very 
her: 


Re-enter Claudio and Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any ser¬ 
vice to the world’s end 7 I will go on the slightest 
enand howto the Antipodes, that you can devise 
io send me on ; I will fetch you a tooth-picker 
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his conceit is lalse. Here, Claudio, I have 
wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is won ; I 
have broke with her father, and his good will 
obtained : name the day of mainage, and God 
give you joy I 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and 
with her my fortuues: his grace hath made the 
match, and all grace say Amen to it. 

Beat. Speak, count, 'Us your cue. t 
Claud. Silence is the peifectest herald of joy: 
I were but little happy, if I could say bon much. 
—Lady, as you are mine, ! am your's : I give 
away myself tor you, and dote upon the ex¬ 
change. 

| Beat. Speak, cousin : or if you cannot, stop 
his mouth with a kiss, and let him not speak, 
neither. 

D. Pedio. In faith, lady, yon have a merry 
heart. 

Beat. Yes, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it 
keeps on the windy side of care My cousin 
tel.s him in his ear, that be is in her heart. 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good lord, for alliance I—Thus goes 
every one to the world but I, and 1 am sun¬ 
burned : 1 may sit in a corner, ,and cry, heigh 
ho / for a husband. 

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat, f would lather bave one of your father's 
getting : Hath your grace ne’er a brother like 
you ? Your father got excellent husbands, if a 
maid could come by them.' 

D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have an. 
other for working-days ; your grace is too cosily 
to wear every day But, 1 beseech your grace, 
pardon me : I was born to speak all mirth, and 
no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and 
to he merry best becomes you ; for out of ques¬ 
tion, you were born in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cry’d ; 
but then there was a star danced, and under 
that was I horn.—Cousins, God give you joy. 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I 
told you of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, ancle.—By your 
grace’s pardon. [i&rit Beatrice. 
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D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited 
lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melaucholy ele¬ 
ment in her, my lord: she is never sad, but 
when she sleeps : and not ever sad then ; for I 
have heard my daughter say, she hath often 
dreamed of unhappiness, and waked herself with 
laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of 
a husband. 

Leon. Oh 1 by no means; she mocks all her 
wooers out of suit. 

D. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for 
Benedick. 

Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a 
week married, they would talk themselves mad. 

D. Pcdto. Count Claudio, when mean you to 
go to chiiTcb? 

Claud. To-morrow my lord: Time goes on 
crutches, till love have all bis rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is 
licnre a just seven-night; and a time too brief 
too, to have all things answer my mind. 

1). Pedro. Come, you shake the bead at so 
long a breathing; but 1 warrant thee, Cloudio, 
the time shall not go dully by us; I will in the 
interim, undertake one of Hercules' labours; 
which is, to bring sigmor Benedick, and the lady 
Beatrice into a mountain of affection, the one 
with the other. I would fain have it a match ; 
and I doubt not but to fashion it, if you three 
will but minister such assistance as 1 shall give 
>ou direction. 

Leon. My lord, 1 am for you, though it cost 
me ten nights* watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

D . Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? 

Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, 
to help my cousin to a good husband. 

1). Pedro. And Benedick is not the uuliopc- 
fullest husband that 1 know: thus far can 1 
praise him ; he is of a noble strain,* of approved 
valour, and continued hoa-isty. I will teach 
yon bow to humour your cousin, that she shall 
tall in love with Benedick and I, with your two 
helps, will so practise on Benedick, that, in des¬ 
pite of bis quick wit and his queasy + stomach, 
he shall fall in love with Beatrice. If we can do 
this, Cupid is no longer an archer; bis glory 
shall be ours, for we 2 re the only love-gods. 
Go hi w4h me, and I will tell you my drift'. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Another Room in Leonato’s 

House. 

Enter Don John and Borachio. 

D. John. It is so; the count Claudio shall 
marry the daughter of Leonato. 

Dora. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it. 

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment 
will be medicinable tome: 1 am sick in dis¬ 
pleasure to him; and whatsoever comes atbwait 
lus affection, ranges evenly with miue. How 
canst thou cross this marriage ? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord; but so covertly 
that no dishonesty shall appear m me. 

D. John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. I think I told your lordship, a year 
since bow much I am iu the favour of Margaret, 
the waiting-gentlewoman to Hero. 

P. John, f remember. 

Bora. 1 can, at any unseasonable instant of 
the night, appoint her to look out at her lady's 
chamber-window. 

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death 
of this marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to tem¬ 
per. Go yon to the prince your brother; spare 
not to tell him, that be bath wronged his honour 
in marrying the renowned Claudio (whose esti- 

p 
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mation do you mightily hold up) to a contain!, 
uated stale, such a one as Heio. 

D. John. What proof shall 1 make of that ? 

Bata. Proof enough to misuse the prince, t« 
vex Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato: 
Look you tor any other issue ? 

D. John. Only to despite them, I will ciidea* 
tour any thing.* 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw 
Don Pedro aud the count Claudio, alone : tell 
them, that you know that Hero loves me; in¬ 
tend * a kind of zeal both to the prince ami 
Claudio, as—in love of your brother's honour 
who hath made this match ; and bis friend's 
reputation, who is thus like to be cozened with 
the semblance of a maid,—that you have dis¬ 
covered thus. They will scarcely believe this 
without trial; offer them instances; which shall 
bear no less likelihood, than to see me at her 
chamber-window ; hear me call Margaret, Hero ; 
hear Margaret term me Borachio ; and brill*; 
them see this the very night before the in¬ 
tended wedding: for, in the mean tune, I will 
so fashion the matter, that Hero shall he absent; 
aud there shall apptar such seeming truth of 
Hero’s disloyalty, that jealousy shall he call'd 
assurance, and ail the preparation oveithrovvn. 

D. John. Glow this to what adveise issue it 
can, 1 will put it in practice : Be cunning m 
the working this, and thy fee is a thousand 
ducats. 

Bora . Be you constant in the accusation, and 
my cunning shall not shame me. 

D. John, i will presently go learn their day 
of marriage. [Exeunt* 

SCENE ///.—Leonato’s Garden. 

Enter Bbnbdick and a Boy. 

Bene . Boy.— 

Boy. Sisnior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book; 
bring it hither to tne in the orchard. 

Boy. 1 am here already. Sir. 

Bene, i know that;—but I would have thee 
hence, and here again. [Exit Boy.]—I do 
much wonder, that one man, seeing how much 
another man is a tool when he dedicates his be¬ 
haviours to love, will, atter lie hath laughed at 
Midi shallow' follies in others, become the ai- 
gumeut of his own scorn, by falling iu love : 
And such a man is Claudio. 1 have known, 
when there was no music with him but the 
drum and fife ; and now be would rather hear 
the tabor and the pipe: I have knowu, when 
he would have walked ten miles afoot, to see a 
good armour ; aud now will he lie ten uiahls 
awake, carving the fashion of a new doublet. 
He was wont to speak plain, and to the purpose, 
like an honest man, and a soldier; aud now is 
lie turn’d orthograpber; his words are a very 
fantastical banquet, just so many strange dishes. 
May I be so converted, and see with these eyia 'f 
1 cannot tell; I think not: I will not he sworn, 
hut love may transform me to an oyster ; but I’ll 
take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster 
of me, he shall never make me such a fool. One 
woman is fair, yet 1 am well: another is wise; yet 
I am well: another virtuous ; yet I am well: but 
till all graces be in one woman, one woman shall 
not come in my grace. Rich she shall be, that'* 
certain ; wise, or I'll uone; virtuous, or I'll never 
cheapen her ; fair, or I'll never look on her ; mild, 
or come not near me; noble, or not I for an an¬ 
gel ; of good discourse, an excellent musician, 
and her hair shall be of what colour it please 
God. Ha I the pnuce and monsieur Love 1 
1 will hide me iu the arbour. [ Withdraws* 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, and Claudio. 

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ? 
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Claud. Yea, my good lordHow still the 
evening is. 

As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony! 

D. Pedro . See you where Benedick bath hid 
b unself T 

Claud. O very well, my lord: the music 
ended, 

We'll fit the kid-fox * with a penny-worth. 

Enter Balthazar , with music. 

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'U bear that 
song again. 

Balth. O good my lord, tax not so bad a 
voice. 

To slander music any more than once. 

I). Pedro . It it the witness still of excellency. 
To put a strange face on his own perfection :— 

1 pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 
Balth. Because you talk of wooing, 1 will 
sing: 

Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy; yet he wooe|; 

Yet will he swear, he loves. 

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come: 

Or, if thou wilt hold louger argument, 

Do it in notes. 

Ilaltii. Note this before iny notes, 

There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the 
noting. 

1). Pedro. Why these are very crotchets that 
he speaks 

Vote, notes, forsooth, and noting! [Music. 

Bene. Now, Divine air ! now is his soul ra¬ 
vished I—Is it not strange, that sheep’s cuts 
should hale souls out of men’s bodies 1—Well, 
a horn for my money, when all’s‘done. 

Balthazar sings. 

Balth. Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one on shore; 
Qo one thing constant never: 
Then sigh not so, 

But let them go, 

And he you blith and bonny ; 
Converting all your sounds of uoe 
Into, Hey nonnu, nanny. 

Sing no more ditties , sing no mo* 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 

The fraud of men lias ever so. 

Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, %c. 

P. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Hal no; no, faith ; thou singest 
well enough for a shift. 

Bene. [Aside.) An he bad been a dog, that 
should have howled thus, they would have 
hanged him: and, I pi ay God, his bad voice 
bode no mischief 1 1 had as lief have heard the 
night-raven, come what plague could have 
tome after it. 

D. Pedro. Yea,marry; [7bC laudio.]—D ost 
thou hear, Balthazar t l pray thee, get us some 
excellent music; for to-morrow night we 
would have it at the lady Hero’s obamber- 
window. 

Balth. The best I can, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Do so: farewell. [Exeunt Bal¬ 
thazar and music.] Come hither, Leonato: 
What was it you told me of to-day ? that jour 
niece Beatrice was in love with sigoior Bene¬ 
dick? 

Claud. O ay Stalk on, stalk on; the fowl 
sits. [Aside to Pedro.] 1 did never think that 
lady would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor 1 neither ; but most wonderful 
that she should so dote on signior Benedick, 
whom she hath in all outward behaviours seem¬ 
ed ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is’t possible ? Sits the wind in that 
corner ? [Aside. 

Leon. By o $ troth, ray lord, I canuot tell 

• Young or cub-fox. t Lougor. 


what to think of it; but that she loves him 
with an enraged affection,— it is past the in¬ 
finite ot thought. * 

D. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. ’Faith, like enough. 

Leon . O God 1 counterfeit! There never was 
counterfeit of passion came so near the life of 
passion, as she discovers it. 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows 
she ? 

Claud. Bait the hook well; this fish will bite. 

[A nrfe. 

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit 

you,— 

You heard my danghter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray von ? You amaze 
me : I would have thought her spirit had been 
invincible against all assault* of affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it bad, my lord ; 
especially against Benedick. 

Bene. [Aside.] 1 should think this a gull, but 
that the white-bearded fellow speaks it: kna¬ 
very cannot, sure, hide itself in such reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta’en the infection : hold it 
up. [Aside. 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection kuov.a 
to Benedick? 

Leon. No ; and swears she never will; that’s 
her torment. 

Claud. ’Tis true, indeed ; so vour daughter 
says : Shall I, says she, that have so ojt en¬ 
counter'd lum mth scorn, write to him that 
I love him ? 

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning 
to wnte to him • for she’ll be up twenty times 
anight: and there will she sit in her smock, 
till she have writ a sheet of paper ray daugh¬ 
ter tells us all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I 
remember a pieity jest your daughtci told us of. 

Leon. 01 —When she had writ it, and was 
reading it over, she found Benedick aud Beat¬ 
rice between the sheet ?— 

Claud . That. 

Leon. Oh 1 she toie the lettci into a thousand 
half-pence; railed at herself, that she should 
be so immodest to write to one that she kuew' 
would flout her: I measure lum, says she, by 
my own spirit ; for I should flout him, if he 
writ to me: yea , though I love him , I should. 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, 
prays, curses ;— O sweet Benedick ' God gue 
me patience! 

Leon . She doth indeed; my daughter sajs 
so: and the ecstacy t hath so much overborne 
her, that my daughter is sometime afiaid that she 
will do a desperate outrage to heiself; It is 
very true. 

D. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew 
of it by some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end ? He would but make a 
sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro. An she should, it were an alms to 
hang him: She’s an excellent sweet lady; and, 
out of all suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro . In every thing, but in loving Bene- 

Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood combat¬ 
ing in so tender a body, we have ten proofs t«> 
one, that blood bath the victory. I am sorry 
for her, as I have just cause, being her unde 
and her guardian. 

D. Pedro. I would, she had bestowed this do¬ 
tage on me ; I would have daffd + all other re¬ 
spects, and made her half myself: I pray you, 
tell Benedick of it, and hear what he will say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Cloud. Hero, thinks surely, she will die; for 
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she says, she will die if he love her not, and 
she will die eie she makes her love known ; 
and she will die if he woo her, rather than she 
will ’bate one breath of her accustomed cioss- 
n ess 

D. Pedro. She doth well if she should make 
tender of her love, *tis very possible he’ll scorn 
it, for the man as you know all, bath a con¬ 
temptible * spirit. 

('land. He is a very proper+ man. 

D. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward 
happiness. 

Claud. ’Fore God, and in my minn, very wise. 

D. Pedro. He doth, tudeed, show some spaiks 
that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

I). Pedro. As Hector, l assure you: and in 
the managing of quarrels you may say he is 
wise; for either he avoids them with great dis¬ 
cretion, or undertakes them with a most Cbns- 
tian-like fear. 

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily 
keep peace ; if he break the peace, he ought 
to euter into a quarrel with fear and trembling. 

D. Pedro. And so will he do; for the man 
doth fear God, howsoever it seems not in him, 
by some large jests be will make. Well, I atn 
6 orry for your niece: Shall we go see Beoedick, 
and tell him of her love 1 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear 
it out with good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that’s impossible; she inay wear 
her heart out first. 

D. Pedro. Well, we’ll bear further of it by 
your daughter; let it cool the while. I love 
Benedick well; and 1 could wish be would 
modestly examine himself, to see how much 
he is unworthy bo good a lady. 

Leon . My lord, will you walk? dinner is 
ready. 

(Hand. If he do not dote on her upon this, I 
will never trust my expedition. [Asic/e. 

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread 
for her : and that must vour daughter and her 
gentlewoman carry. The spoil will be, when 
they hold one an opinion of another’s dotage, 
and no such matter; that’s the scene that I 
would see, which will be merely a dumb show. 
Let us send her to call him in to dinner. 

[A tide. 

[Exevnt Don Pedko, Claudio, and Llo- 
J9ATO. 

Benedick advances from the arbour. 

Bene. This can be no trick ; The conference 
was sadly borne, t—They have the tiuth of this 
from Hero. They seem to pity the lady; it 
seems, her affections have their full bent. 
Love me? why, it must be requited. I hear 
how I am censured; they say, 1 will bear my¬ 
self proudly, if I perceive the love come from 
her ; they say too, that she will rather die than 
give any sign of affection .—1 did never think 
to mairyI must not seern proud Happy 
are they that hear their detractions, and can 
put them to mending. They say the lady is 
fair; *tis a truth, I can bear them witness : 
and vii icons :— ’lis so, 1 cannot reprove it; and 
wise, hut for loving meBy my troth, it is no 
addition to her wit;—nor no great argument 
of her folly, for I will he borrib!) in love with 
her.—I may chance have some odd quirks and 
remnants of wit broken on me, because I have 
railed so long against marriageBut doth not 
the appetite alter ? A man loves the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot endure in his age; 
Shall quips, and sentence^., and these paper 
bullets of the brain, awe a man from the career 
of his humour? No: The world must be peo¬ 
pled. When I said, ! would die a bachelor, 

I did not think I should live till I were mar¬ 
ried.—Here comes Beatrice: By this day^ she’s 
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a fair lady: I do spy some marks of love in 
her. 

Enter Bkatricc. 

Beat. Against my will, 1 am sent to bid >oo 
come in to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, K thank you for your 
pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks 
than you take pains to thank me ; if it bad been 
painful, 1 would uot have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure in the message. 

Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take 
upon a knife’s point, and choke a daw withal: 
—You have no stomach, siguior ; tare you well. 

[fi.ii/. 

Bene. Ha 1 Against my will I am sent to bid 
you come to dinner— there’s a double meaning 
m that. / took no more yams for those thanks , 
than you took yams to thunk me—that’s as much 
as to say, Auv pains that 1 take for you is as 
easy as thanks:— If I no not take pity of her, 
I atn a villain ; If 1 do not love her, 1 am a 
Jew : I will go get her picture. [Exit. 


ACT III. 

SCENE J.—Leonato's Garden. 

Enter Hkro, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the par¬ 
lour ; 

There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing • with the Prince ant! Claudio: 
Whisper her ear, and tell her 1 and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, ami our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard’sl us ; 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower. 
Where honey suckles ripen’d by the sun. 

Forbid the sun to enter ;—like favountes. 

Made proud by princes, that advance their 
pride 

Against that power that bred itthere w ill 
she bide her, 

To listen our purpose: This is thy office. 

Bear thee well iu it, and leave us aioue. 

Marg. I’ll make her come, I warrant you, 
presently. [Exit. 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth 
As we do trace this alley up and down, [come. 
Our talk must ouly be of Benedick : 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit 
My talk to thee must be how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice: Of this matter 
Is little Cupid’s cralty arrow made. 

That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin; 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urv. The pleasaut'sl angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream. 

And gieedily devour the treacherous bait; 

So angle we for Beatnce ; who even now 
Is couched iu the woodbtue coverture : 

Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose 
nothing 

Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it.— 

[They advance to the boucr. 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful; 

I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggard* of the rock, a 
Vrs. But are yon sure, 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 
lord. 

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed 
Lrs. And did they bid you tell her of it, 
madam ? 

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of It, 

* Discoursing. ♦ A species of bowk. 
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Scene 1. 

Rut I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 

To wish him wrestle with affection, 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs. Why did you so? Doth not the gentle¬ 
man 

Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed, 

As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? * 

Hero. O God of love I 1 know, be doth de¬ 
serve 

As much as may be yielded to a man : 

But nature never ft ant’d a woman’s heart 
Of prouder 6 tutt than that of Beatrice: 

Disdain and scorn nde sparkling in her eyes. 
Misprising* what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that td her 
All matter else seems weak: she cannot love. 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection. 

She U so self-endeared. 

Urs. Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 
Hero. Why, you speak truth ; 1 never yet saw 
man. 

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely fea¬ 
tur’d. 

Rut she would 6 pell him backward : if fair faced, 
She'd 9 wear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an anfick. 

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut; 

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 
If silent, why a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out; 

And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit puichaseth. 

Lrs. Sure, 6 iire, such carping is not com¬ 
mendable. 

Hero. No : not to be so odd, and from all 
fashions, 

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 

But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak, 
She'd mock me into air; Ob! she would laugh 
me 

Out of rmself, press me to death with wit. 
Tbercfoie let Benedick, like cover’d Are, 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly: 

It were a better death than die with mocks; 
Winch is as bad as die with tickling. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it; hear what she will 
say. 

Hero. No; rather I will po to Benedick, 

Aud counsel him to tight against his passion : 
And, truly. I'll devise some holiest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One doth not know, 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs . Oh I do not do your cousin such a 
wrong. 

She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swift f and excellent a wit, 

As she is priz’d to have,) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as Bigiuor Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 

Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs. I pray you be not angry with me, ma¬ 
dam, 

Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 

Tor shape, tor beanng, argument, t and valour. 
Goes foiemost in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed he hath ail excellent good name. 
Urs . His excellence did earn it, ere he bad 
it.— 

When are you married, madam ? 

Hero. Why, every day to-morrow ; Come 
go in; 

I’ll show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel. 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Lrs. She’s lim’d $ I warrant you ; we have 
caught her, madam, 

Hero If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with anows, some with traps. 

[Exeunt Hero and Ursula. 
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Beatrice advances. 

Beat . What fire is iu mine ears? Can this le 
true ? 

Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so 
much ? 

Contempt, fjiewell! and maiden pride, adieu! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 

And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heait to thy loving hand ; 

If limn doet Jove, my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy baud : 

For others say, thou dost deserve; aud 1 
Believe it better thau reporting!). [Exit. 

SCENE IT.—A room in Leonato’s House. 
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and 

LbONA'IO. 

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be 
consummate, and thtn 1 go towaia An agon. 

('land, i’ll bring you thither, my lord, if 
you’ll vouchsafe me. 

V. Pertto. Nay, that would be as great a soil 
in the new glos9 of your marriage, as to show 
a child his new coat, and forbid bun to wear 
it. 1 will only be bold with Benedick for his 
company ; for, from the crown ot his head to 
the sole of his loot, he is all mirth ; he hath 
twice or thrice cut Cupid’s how-string, and the 
little hangman dare not shoot at him ; he hath a 
heait as sound as a bell, and Ins tongue is the 
clapper ; for what ht9 heart thinks, lus tongue 
speaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as 1 have been. 

Leon. So say 1; methinks, you are sadden. 

('laud. I hope, he be in love. 

D. Pedro. Hang him, truant; there's no true 
drop of blood m him, to be tiuly touch’d with 
love : if he be sad, he wants money. 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 

I). Pedro. Diaw it. 

Bene. Hang it! 

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it 
afterwards. 

D. Pedro. What ? sigh for the tooth-ach ? 

Leon. Where is hut a humour, or a worm ? 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but 
be that has it. 

('laud. Yet say T, be is in love. 

D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy 
in hun, unless it be a fancy that he hath to 
strange disguises; as, to be a Dutchman to-day ; 
a Frenchman to morrow; or in the shape of two 
countiies at once, as, a German from the waist 
downward, all slops ; * and a Spaniard from the 
hip upward, no doublet: Unless he have a fancy 
to this foolery, as it appears he hath, he is no 
fool for fancy, as you would have it appear he 
is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, 
there is no believing old signs : he brushes his 
bat o' mornings; What should that hode? 

D. Pedro. Hath any mail seen him at the 
barber's ? 

Claud. No, but the barber’s man hath been 
seen with him ; and the old ornament of his 
cheek hath already stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he -looks younger than he did, 
by the loss of a beard. 

D. Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet: 
Can you smell him out bv that ? 

Claud . That’s as much as to say, The sweet 
youth’s in love. 

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his me¬ 
lancholy. 

Claud. Aud when was he wont to wash his 
face? 

D. Pedro . Yea, or to paint himself? for the 
which, 1 hear what they say of him. 

('laud. Nay, but his jesting spirit; which is 
now crept into a lutestring, and now governed 
by stops. 
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D. Pedro. Indeed, that trlls & heavy tale for 
linn • Onel'ide, conclude, he is in love. 

Cloud Nay. but 1 know who loves him. 

J). Ptdto. Hut would I know too ; 1 warrant, 
one that knows him not. 

('laud. Yes, aud his ill conditions; and, in 
despite of alt, dies for him. 

D. Pedro . She shall be buried with her face' 
upwards. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. 
—old Siguior, walk aside with me: I have 
studied eight or nine wise words to speak to 
jou, which these hobby-horses must not hear, 

[Eicunt Benedick and Lloxato. 

D. Pedro. For my life, to break with hiui 
about Beat! ice. 

Claud. 'Tis even so : Hero aud Margaret have 
by this played their parts with Bean ice; and 
then the two bears will not bite one another, 
when they meet. 

Enter Don John. 

D. John. My lord and brother, God save yon. 

I) . Pedro. Good den, brother. 

V. John. If your leisure served, I would 
speak with you. 

D. Pedro. In private T 

D. John. If it please you:—yet count Clau¬ 
dio may hear; for what 1 would speak of, con¬ 
cerns him. 

D. Pedro. What’s the matter "l 

D. John. Means your lordship to be marned 
to-morrow ? 

[7b Claudio. 

D. Pedro. You know, he does. 

D. John. 1 know not that, when he knows 
what I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, l pray 
you, discover it. 

D John. You may think, I love you not; let 
that appear hereafter, and aim better at me by 
that 1 now will manliest: For my brother, I 
think, he holds you well; and in dearness of 
heait hath holp to eirect your ensuing mar¬ 
riage: suiely suit ill spent, and labour ill be¬ 
stowed 1 

J) . Ptdro. Why, what’s the matter? 

D John I came hither to tell you; and, cir¬ 
cumstances shortened, (for she hath been too 
long a talking of,; the lady is disloyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

D John. Even she; Leonato’s Hero, your 
Hero, every man’s Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal ? 

D. John. 'I he word is too good to paint out 
her wickedness ; I could say, she were worse; 
think you of a worse title, and 1 will fit her to 
it. Wonder not till further warrant: go but 
v.nh me to-night, you shall see her chamber- 
window entered, even the night before her wed¬ 
ding-day : if you Jove her then, to-morrow wed 
lie:; but it would better fit your honour to change 
your mind. . 

Claud. May this be so ? 

D. Pedro. I will not think it. 

D. John. If you dare not trust that yon see, 
confess not that you know : if you will follow 
me, I will show you enough; and when you 
have seen more, aud heard more, proceed ac- j 
cordingly. 

Claud. If I see any thing to night why I 
should not marry her to-morrow; in the con¬ 
gregation, where I should wed, there will I 
shame her. 

I). Pedro. And, as I wooed for tbe.e to obtain 
her, I will join with thee to disgrace her. 

I) . John. I will disparage her no farther, till 
you are my witnesses: bear it coldly but. till 
niiduuht, and let the issue show itself. 

D- Pedro. O day nntowardly turned! 

Claud, o mischief strangely thwarting ! 

J) . John, o plague right well prevented! 

So will you say, when you have seen the sequel. 

[Exeunt. 


Act HI 

SCENE ill.—A Street. 

Enter Dogberry aud Verges, with the 
Watch. 

Jiogb. Are you good men and true ? 

) erg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation, body and soul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good 
for them, if they should have any allegiance in 
them, being chosen for the prince’s watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desartless> 
man to be constable 1 

1 Watch . Hugh Oatcake, Sir, or George Sea- 
coal ; for they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, ncighlxmr Seacoal. God 
hath blessed you with a good mine: to be a well 
favoured man is the gift of foftuue, but to write 
and read comes by nature. 

•2 H atch. Both which, master constable,- 

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be > our an¬ 
swer. Well, for your favour. Sir, vrhv, give God 
thauks, aud make no boast of K: and for vour 
writing aud Trading, let that appear when then* 
is no need of such vanity. Your are thought 
here to be the most senseless and fit arau lor the 
coustabie of the watch ; therefore hear you the 
lautern : This is your charge ; You shall compre¬ 
hend ail vagrom meu : you are to bid any man 
staud, in the prince’s name. 

2 Watch. -How if be will not stand ? 

Dogb. W’by then, take no note of him, but 
let him go } and presently call the rest of the 
watch together, and thank God you are ud ot a 
knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, 
he is none of the prince’s subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with 
none but the prince’s subjects :—^ on shall also 
make no noise in the streets; for, for the watch 
to babble and talk, is most tolerable and not to 
be endured. 

2 H atch. We will rathei sleep than talk ; wi* 
kuow what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and 
most quiet watchman; for i cannot see how 
sleeping should offend: only, have a caie that 
your bills* be not stolen Well, you are to call 
at all the ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk 
get them to bed. 

2 Watch. How if they will not? 

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are 
sober; if they make you not then the belter an¬ 
swer, y on may say, they are not the meu you took 
them for. 

2 Watch. Well, Sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect 
him, by virtue of your office, to be no true man ; 
and, for such kind of men, the less you meddle 
or make with them, why, the more is for your 
honesty. 

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall 
we not lay hands on him ? 

Dogb. Truly, by your office you may ; but I 
think, they that touch pitch will be defiled : the 
most peaceable way for you, if you take a thief, 
is, to let him show himself what he is, and steal 
out of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful 
man, partner. 

Dogb- Truly, l would not hang a dog by my 
will; much more a man who hath any houesty 
in him. 

Verg. If you bear a child cry in the night,you 
must call to the nurse, and bid her still it. 

2 Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will 
not hear us. 

Dogb. Why then, depart in peace, and Jet the 
child wake her with crying: for the ewe that 
will not bear her Jamb when it baes, will never 
answer a calf when it bleats. 

Verg. 'Tis very true. 

* Weapons of the watchmen 
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Dcf,b. This is the end of the charge. You, 
constable, are to present the prince's own person; 
if >ou meet the prince in the night, you may 6tay 
bun. 

Verg. Nay by'r lady, that, I think, be can¬ 
not. 

JJoah. Five shillings to one on't, with any man 
that knows the statutes, he may stay him : marry, 
not without the pi nice he willing : tor, indeed, 
tin* watch ought to offend no man ; and it is au 
ottt-nce to stav a man agaiust 1ms will. 

Fete. r*>'r lad>, l think, it be so. 

L)oJ). Ha, ha, ha! Well, masters, good night: 
an time he any matter of weight chances, call 
u.» me • keep your fellows’ counsels and ) our own, 
and good night.—Come, neighbour. 

2 Hutch. Well, masters, we hear our charge: 
let us go sit here upon the church-bench till two, 
and then all to bed. 

High. one word more, honest neighbours: 1 
I*ia> yon, watch about siguior Leonato’s door ; 
lor tire wedding Iwing there to-morrow, there 
is a ciear coil to-night: Adieu, be vigilant, 1 
beseech you. 

[Exeunt Doa dersy and Verges. 

Enter Borachio and Conrads. 
flora. What! Conrade,— 

H utch. Peace, stir not. [Arid*. 

flat a. Conrade, I say ! 

Con. Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 
flora. Mass, and my elbow itched ; I thought, 
these would a scab follow. 

Con. 1 will owe thee an answer for that; and 
now forwaid with thy talc. 

flora. Maud thee close then under this pent¬ 
house, foi it drizzles ram ; and 1 will, like a true 
dnmkaid, utter all to thee. 

Watch. {Aside.} Some treason, masters ; yet 
t taint close. 

lien a. Therefore know, I have earned of Don 
John a thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villany should be 
so dear ? 

flora. Thou should’st rather ask, if it were 
possible any villany should be so rich ; for when 
tich viiluiris have need ot poor ones, poor oucs 
may make what price they will, 
i \>n. I wonder at it. 

flora. That shows thou art unconfirmed: * 
Thou knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, ora 
hat, or a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

('on Yes, it is appaiel. 

Hot,:. I mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 
flora. Tush ! I may as well say, the fool’s the 
fool. J’.ut see’st thou not what a deformed thief 
this fashion is ? 

Watcn I know that Deformed ; he has been a 
vile tlnei this seven year ; he goes up and down 
like a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Dora. Didst thou not hear somebody? 

Con. No; ’twas the vane on the house. 
flora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed 
thief this fashion is? how giddily he turns 
about ail the hot bloods, between fourteen and 
Me and thirty ? sometimes fashioning them 
like Pharaoh’s soldiers in the reechy t painting ; 
sometime, like god Bel’s priestB in the old church 
w indow; sometime, like the shaven Hercules in 
the smirched + worm-eaten tapestry,where the cod¬ 
piece seems as massy as his club ? 

Con. All this I see : and see that the fashion 
wears out more apparel than the man : But art 
not thou thvself giddy with the fashion too, that 
thou bast shifted out of thy tale into telling me 
of the fashion ? 

flora. Not so, neither: but know, that I have 
to-night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gen¬ 
tlewoman, by the name of Hero: she leans 
me out at ber mistress's chamber window, bids 
me a thousand times good mght,—l tell this 

* Unpractised in the ways of the world. 
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tale vilelyI should first tell thee, how the 
prince, Claudio, and my master, planted, and 
placed, and possessed by my master Don John 
saw afar oil m the orchard this amiable en¬ 
counter. 

Con. And thought they, Margaret was Hero? 

flora. Two ot tneni did, the pnnee and Clan - 
dio; but the devil my master knew she was 
Margaret; and partly by his oaths, which fust 
possessed them, puitly by the dark night, which 
did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, 
which did confirm auy slander that Don John 
had made, away went Claudio enraged ; swore 
he would meet her as lie was appointed, next 
momma at the temple, and there, before the 
whole congregation, shame her with what he saw 
over-night, and send her home again without a 
husband. 

1 Watch. We charge you in the prince's name, 
stand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable : 
We have beie recovered the most dangerous piece 
of lechery that evei was knowu iu tlie common¬ 
wealth. 

1 Watth. And one Deformed is one of them ; 
I know him, he wears a lock. 

Con. Masters, masters. 

2 Watch . You’ll be made bring Deformed 
forth, I warrant you. 

Con. Masters,— 

1 Watch. Never speak ; we charge you, let ua 
obey you to go with us. 

flora. We are like to prove a goodly commo¬ 
dity, being taken up of these men’s hills. 

Con. A commodity iu question, I warrant you. 
Come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IF.—A Room in Leonato’s House . 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin'Beatrice, 
and desire her to rise. 

Urs. I will, my lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Lrs. Well. [Exit Ursula. 

Marg. Troth, I think, your othei robato* vveie 
better. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, PH wear 
! this. 

Marg. By my troth, it’s not so good; and I 
warrant, your cousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin’s a fool, and thou art another ; 
I’ll wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tiret within excel- 
leutly, if the hair were a thought browner: and 
your gown’s a most lare fashion, l’faitb. I saw* 
the duchess of Milan’s gown, that they praise 
so. 

Hero. Oh ! that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my tioth, it’s but a night-gown in 
respect of your's : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and 
laced with silver; 6et with pearls, down sleeves, 
side sleeves, j and skirts round, underborue 
with a blueish tinsel: hut for a fine, quaint, 
graceful, and exctllent fashiou, your’s is worth 
ten on't. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my 
heart is exceeding heavy ! 

Marg . 'Twill be heavier soon, by the weight 
of a man. 

Hero. Fie upou tbec 1 art not ashamed ? 

Marg. Of what, lady ? of speaking honour¬ 
ably ? Is not marriage honourable iu a beggar T 
Is not your lord honourable without marriage? 

I think, you would have me say, saving your 
reverence,— a husband : an had tbinkiug do not 
wrest true speaking, I’ll offend nobody: Is 
there any harm in— the heavier for a husband ? 
None, 1 think, an it be tbe right husband, and 
tbc right wife; otherwise ’tis light, and not 
heavy: Ask iby lady Beatrice else, here she 
comes. 

* A kind of ruff. - 
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Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

Hero. Wb», how now! do you speak in the 
tick tune? 

Beat, I am out of all other tune, methmks. 

Marg. Clap us into— Light o' loic, that goes 
without burden ; do you sing it, and I’ll dance 
it. 

Beat. Yea, Light o* loie, with your heels!— 
then it' >our husband have stables enough, you’ll 
see ne shall lack no barns. 

Marg. O illegitimate construction! I scorn 
that with my heels. 

Beat. 'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin ; ’lisUmc 
you were ready. By my troth, I am exceeding 
illhey ho I 

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 

Brat. For the letter that begins them all, H.* 

Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk, no 
more sail ini: by the star. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow? 

Marg. Nothing I; but God send every one 
their heart’s desire! 

Hero. These gloves the count sent me, they 
are an excellent perfume. 

Beat. I am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell. 

Matg. A maid, and stuffed! there’s goodly 
catching of cold. 

Beat. O God help me ! God help me ! how 
long lia\e you profess’d apprehension f 

Marg. Ever since you left it : doth not my 
wit become me rarely 7 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear 
it in your cap.—By my troth, t am sick. 

Marg. Gel you some of this distilled Cardans 
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart; it is the 
only thins for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou pnek’st her with a thistle. 

Beat • Benedictus! why Benedictus? you have 
some moral t in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral I no, by my troth, 1 have no 
moral meaning ; I meant, plain holy-thistle. 
You may ihiuk, perchance, that 1 think you are 
in love : nay, by'r lady, I am not such a fool 
to think what I list; nor 1 list not to think what 
1 can ; nor, indeed, I cannot think, if I would 
think my heart out of thinking, that you are iu 
love, or that you will be iu love, or that you can 
be iu love : yet Benedick was such another, and 
now is he become a man : he swore be would 
never marry ; and yet now, in despite of his 
heart, he eats his meat without grudging : and 
how you may be converted, I know not, but me- 
thiuks, you look with your eyes as other women 
do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongne keeps ? 

Marg. Not a false gallop. 

Re-enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the 
count, signlor Benedick, Dou John, and all the 
gallants of the town, ate come to fetch you to 
church. 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursula. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—Another Room in Leonato'i 

House. 

Enter Leonato, with Docbebrv and 

Verges. 

Leon. What woold you with me, honest neigh¬ 
bour ? 

Hugh. Marry, Sir, I would have some confi¬ 
dence with you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you; for you see, *tis a 
busy time with me. 

Hugh. Marry, this it Is, Sir. 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, Sir. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends? 

Dogb. Goodmau Verges, Sir, speaks a little off 

* J. €. Yot an ache or pstn. 
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the matter : an old man, Sir, and his wit* are 
not so hluut, as, God help, I would de*ire they 
were ; but, in faith, houest, as the skin bilwecu 
his hiowt. 

Verg. Yes, l thank God, I am ns honest as 
any mail living, that is an old man, and no 
hune&ter than I. 

Dogb. Comparisons are odorous: j'alabra*, 
neighbour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dogb. It pleases your worship to s.tv so, hut 
we are the poor duke's ofticeis: but, trulv, lor 
mine own part, if I were as tedious a* a kins, I 
could Und in nty heart to bestow it all ot \oui 
worship. 

Leon. Ail tby tediousness ou me I iu ! 

Dogb . Yea, and 'twere a thousand times 
moie than 'tis; tor I hear as good exclamation 
on your worship, us of any tnau in the cuv ; 
and though 1 be but a poor man, l am glad to 
hear it. 

Verg. And so am I. 

Leon. I would fain know what you have to 
say. 

Verg . Marry, Sir, our watch to-night, except¬ 
ing your worship's presence, have ta’eu a couple 
of as arrant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb. A good old man, Sir ; he will be talk¬ 
ing; as they say. When the age is m, the wit 
is out; God help us ! it is a world to see ! •— 
Well said, iTattli, neighbour Verges —wtil, 
God’s a good man ; an two m n ride of a horv, 
one must ride behind An houest soul, I'l.utu, 
Sir; by my troth he Is, ax ever bloke lit cad : 

, but, God is to be worshipped : All uieu arc not 
alike ; alas, good neighbour f 

I^eon. indeed, neighbour, he comes too shoit 
of you. 

Dogb* Gifts that God gives. 

Leon. 1 must leave *ou. 

Dogb. One word. Sir : our watch, Sir, have, 
indeed, comprehended two auspicious persona, 
and we would have them this morning examined 
before your worship. 

Leon. Take their examination >omself, and 
bring it me ; I am now iu great haste, as it may 
appear unto you. 

Dogb. ft shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you 
well. 

Enter a Messp.ngfr. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to her husband. 

Leon. I will wait upon them ; I am ready. 

[Exeunt Llonato and Messenger. 

Dogb. Go, good partuer, go, get you to Francis 
Seacoal, hid him bring his peu and liikborn 
to the gaol; we are now to examiuauou these 
men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant 
you ; here's that [Touching his forehead.) shall 
drive sotne of them to a non com: only get the 
learned writer to set down our cxcoiiimuiucn. 
tiou, and meet me at the gaol. [Eseunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—The inside of a Church. 

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, 
Friar, Claudio, Benedick, Hero, and 
Beatrice, S^c. 

Leon. Come, friar Francis, be brief; only to 
the plain form of marriage, and you shall re¬ 
count their particular dinks aft erw aids. 

Friar . You come hither, my lord, to marry 
this lady t it 

Claud . No. 
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1 .con. To be married to her, friar; you eorne 
to marry her. 

Ft iar. Lady, jou come hither to be married 
to this count? 

Jlero. 1 do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward im¬ 
pediment why you should not be coujoiued, I 
chaige you, on your souls, to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any. Hero? 

Hero. None, my lord 
Friar. Know you auy, count ? 

Leon. 1 dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. Oh 1 what men dare do 1 whnt men 
may do 1 what men daily do 1 not knowing what 
they do • 

Bene. How now ! Interjections ? Why, theu 
some be of laughing, as ha! ha! be? 

Claud. Stand thee by, friarFather, by 
your leave I 

Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me tins maid your daughter? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her 
me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, 
whose worth 

May counterpoise this rich and precious gift. 

V. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her 
again. 

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble 
thankfulness.— 

There, Leonato, take her back again; 

Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 

She's but the sign aud semblance of her ho. 
iiour :— 

Heboid, lio.v like a maid she blushes here: 

Oh ! what authority aud show of truth 
Can cunning mu cover itself withal 1 
Comes not that blood, as modest evidence. 

To witti?™ simple virtue? Would you not swear,' 
All you that see her, that she wete a maid, 
fly these exterior shows l But she is none : 

She knows the heat of a luxurious • bed : 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modestv. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ? 
f’ laud. Not to he married. 

Not knit mv soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, i/i your own 
proof 

Have vanquish'd the resistance of her youth. 

Ami made defeat of her virgiuity,- 

Claud. I know what you would say; If I 
have known her. 

You’ll say, she did embrace me ns a husband, 
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin : 

No, I.eoi.ato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ; t 
But, as a brother to his sister, sbow’d 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And seem’d I ever otherwise to you ? 
Claud. Out on tby seeming 1 1 will write 
against It: 

You seem to me as Dian In her orb; 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 

But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals 
That rage in savaqe sensuality. 

Hero. Is mv lord well that be doth speak so 
wide ? + 

Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not y w u ? 

J). Pedro. Wliat should I speak 1 
I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 

Leon . Are these things spoken ? or do I but 
dream ? 

D. John. Sir, they are spoken, aud these 
things are true. 

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True, O God 1 
Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 

Is this the prince ? Is this the priuce’s brother ? 

Is this face Hero’s ? Are our eyes our own ? 

#• 
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Leon. All this is so; but wbat of this, my 
loid ? 

Claud. Let me but move one question to your 
daughter ; 

And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 
Leon. I chaige thee do so, as thou art my 
child. 

Hero. O God defend me! how ant I beset!— 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your 
name. 

Hero. Is it not Herat Who can blot that 
name 

With any just reproach T 
Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 

Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What man was be talk’d with yon yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. I talk’d with no man at that hour, my 
lord. 

D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden.— 
Leonato, 

I am sorry yon must hear; Upon mine honour. 
Myself, my brother aud this grieved count, 
pid see her, hear her, at that hour last night. 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 

Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal * villain. 
Confess’d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand limes in secret. 

D. John. Fie, fie l they are 
Not to be nam’d, my lord, not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language. 

Without offence, to utter them: Thus, pretty 
lady, 

I am sorry for thy much misgovernment. 

Claud.' O Herat wbat a Hero hadst thou 
been, 

! If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts, and counsels of tby heart! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair! fare¬ 
well. 

Thou pure impiety, and impious purity ! 

For thee, 1*11 lock up all the gates of love. 

And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang. 

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm. 

And never shall it more be gracious, t 

Leon. Hath no man’s dagger heie a point for 
me? [Hero suoons. 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin? wherefore 
sink you down ? 

D. John. Come, let us go: these things come 
thus to light. 

Smother her spirits up. 

IExeunt Don Pspro, Don John, and 
Claudio. 

Bene. How doth the lady? 

Beat. Dead, 1 think help, uncle 
Hero I why. Hero 1—Uncle I — Signior Bene¬ 
dick I—iriar I 

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand 1 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame. 

That may be wish’d for. 

Beat. How now, cousin Hero? 

Friar . Have comfort, lady T 
Leon. Dost thou look up ? 

Friar. Yea; Wherefore should she not ? 

Leon. Wherefore ? Why, doth not every 
earthly thing 

Cry shame upon her f Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ?— 

Do not live. Hero; do not ope tbine eyes : 

For did 1 think thou would’st not quickly die. 
Thought I tby spirits were stronger ihan thy 
shames. 

Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches. 
Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had but oue ? 

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame ? % 

O one too much by thee 1 Why had I one t 
Why ever wast thou lovely iu my eyes t 

• Too free of tongue. 1 Attractive. 

t Disposition of tillage. 
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Why had I not, with charitable band. 

Took up a beggar's issue at ray gales ; 

Who switched * thus, and mired with infamy, 

] might have said, JVo part of it is mine, 

This shame derives itself fi rstn unknown 
loins f * 

Hut mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I prais’d, 
And mine that 1 was proud on ; mine so much. 
That 1 ui) self was to myself not mine. 

Valuing of her: whv, she—Oh l she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink 1 that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean a^ain ; 

And salt too lutie, which may season give 
To her foul tainted flesh ! 

Jiene. Sir, Sir, be patient; 

For my part, 1 am so attir'd is wonder, 

1 know not what to say. 

heat. Oh ! on iny soul, my cousin is belled ! 
Bene . Lady, were you her bedtieUow last 
night ? 

Beat. No, truly, not; although, until last 
night, 

1 have this twelvemonth been ber bedfellow. 
Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d ! Oh l that is 
stronger made, 

TVhicn was before burr’d up with ribs of icon ! 
Would tbe two princes lie 1 and Claudio lie! 

" ho lov'd her so, that, speaking of her foul¬ 
ness, 

ash'd it with tears t Hence from ber; let her 
die. 

Friar. Hear me a little ; 

Tor 1 have only been silent so long, 

\nd given way unto this course of fortune, 

Hv noting of tbe lady : 1 have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ; 

Anti in her eye there hath appear’d a fire. 

To burn the errors that these piinces hold 
Against ber maiden truth :—Call me a fool; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations, 

TT oich with experiment: 1 ! seal doth warrant 
The tcnour of my book ; trust not my age. 

My revereuce, calling, nor divinity, 

H this sweet lady lie not guilde&s here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon . Friar, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath 
left, 

IS ibat she will not add to ber damnation 
A sm of perjury; she not denies it: 

Tv by seek’st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in pioper nakedness? 

Friar. Lady/-what man is be you are accus’d 
of? 

Hero. They know, that do accuse me ; I know 
If 1 know more of any man alive, [none : 

Thau that which maiden modesty doth warrant 
Let ail my sins lack mercy !—O my father. 

Prove you that any man with me convers’d 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any crea¬ 
ture, 

jRefuse me, hate me, torture me to deadi. 

Friar. There is some strange misprison t in 
the princes. 

Bene . Two of them have tbe very bent of ho¬ 
nour ; 

And their wisdoms be misled in this. 

The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of vttlanies. 

Leon, k hoow not; if they speak but tntib of 
Jfcr, 

These baqtfs shall tear ber; it they wrong her 
• honour. 

The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

I ime hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my meant. 

Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 

■'But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind, 

Both strength of limb, and policy of mind. 


Sutlied. 


t MiscftueeptltB. 


Ability in means, and choke of friends. 

To quit me of them thiougbly. 

Friar. Pause a white, 

And let my counsel swa> you in this case. 

Your daughter here the princes left lor dead : 
Let her awhile be secretly kepi iu. 

And publish it, that she i* dead ludeed : 

Maintain a mourning ostentation ; 

Aud on your family's old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all lites 
That appertain unto a buiial. 

Leon . What shall become of this? What will 
this do ? 

Friar. Marry, this, well carried, shall ou he* 
behalf 

Change slander to remorse; that is some good: 
But not for that, dream 1 on this strange course. 
But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must he so maintain'd. 

Upon tbe instant that she was accus'd. 

Shall be lamented, pitied, and exeno’d. 

Of every bearer : For it so tails out. 

That what we have we prize not to Hie worth. 
Whiles* we enjoy it; but being lack’d aud lo t. 
Why, then we rack t tbe value ; tbeu we find 
Tbe virtue, that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was oursSo will it fare with Clau¬ 
dio : 

When be shall bear she died upon J bis words. 
The idea of ber life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit. 

More moving-delicate, and lull of life, 

Into tbe eje aud prospect ol his soul, 

Thau when she liv’d indeedthen shall he 
mourn, 

(If ever love bad Interest in liis liver,) 

And wish he had not so accused her; 

No, though be thought lus accusation true. 

Let this be so, aud doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down iu likelihood. 

But if all aim buL this be levell’d false. 

The supposition of the lady’s death 
W ill quench the wonder of her mfamy : 

And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her, 
(As best befits her wounded reputation,J 
In some reclusive and religious life. 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the fnai advise you : 
Aud though, you know, mv inwardness $ wnd 
love 

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, 1 will deal in this 
As secretly and justly, as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Lion. Being that I flow in grief, 

Tbe smallest twine may lead uie. 

Friar . ’Tts well consented : presently away; 
For to strange sores strangely they strain 
tbe cure.— 

Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day. 

Perhaps, is but prolong'd: have patience, 
and endure. 

[Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leonato. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept ail this 
while ? 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 
Bene. I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, 1 do believe your lair oousln is 
wrong’d. 

Beat. Ab I how much might the man desene 
of me, that would right her 1 
Bene. Is there any way to show such friend¬ 
ship ? 

Beat . A my even way, but no such friend. 
Bene. May a man do it? 

Beat, it is a mail's office, but not your*s. 
Bene. 1 do love uolhiug m the world so well 
as you ; Is not that strange ? * 


f Orer-nta 


• While. 
I By. 


f Intiaivy. 
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Heat. As Grange as the thing 1 know not: 
It were as possible for me to say, I loved nothing 
so well as you: but believe me not; and yet 
I lie not; I confess nothing, nor 1 deny nothing : 
—I am sorry for my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou Invest me. 
Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene 1 will swear l>y it, that Jtou love me; 
and 1 will make him eat it, that says, 1 love 
not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to 
it : 1 protest, F love tbee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me ! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice f 
Beat. Yon have etaid me in a happy boor; 

I was about to protest, I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with ail thy heart. 

Beat. 1 love you with so orach of my heart, 
that noue is left to protest. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for tbee. 
Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha! not for the wide world. 

Beat . You kill me to deuy it: Farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. 1 am gone, though 1 am here ;—There 
is no love in you :—Nay, 1 pray you, let me go. 
Bene. Beatrice,— 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We’ll be friends first. 

Beat. You date easier be friends with me, 
thau tight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy 1 
Beat. Is he not approved in the height a 
villain, tint hath slandered, scorned, dishon¬ 
oured my Kinswoman t—Oh ! that I were a mail I 
—What I b.’ar her in hand • until they come to 
take hands ; aud then with public accusation, 
uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour,—O God, 
that l were a man ! I would eat tats heart iu the 
market place. 

Beni . Hear me, Beatrice ;— 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window t—a 
proper sa>ing I 
Bene. Nay but, Beatrice 
Beat. Sweet Hero!—she is wronged, she is 
slandered, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat— 

Beat. Piinces, and counties If Surely, a 
princely testimony, a goodly count-con feet; J a 
sweet gallant surely ! O that I were a man for 
ins sake! or that 1 had any friend would be a 
man for my sake ! But manbood is melted into 
courtesies, § valour into complimeut, and meu 
are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too : 
he is now as valiant as Hercules, that only tells 
a lie, und swears it:—I cannot be a man with 
wishing, therefore I will die a woman with 
grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice: By this hand, 1 
love thee. 

Bait. Use it for my love some other way than 
swearing bv it. 

Bine. Think you in your soul the count Clau¬ 
dio hath wronged Hero ? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as 1 have a thought, or a 
soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge 
him; f will kiss your hand, and so leave you : 
By this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear 
account: As you hear of me, so think of me. 
Go, comfort your cousio: 1 must say, she is 
dead ; aud so, farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IT.—A Prison. 

Enter Dogberry-, Verges, and Sexton, 

. gowns ; and the Watch, with Conrads and 
Borachio. 

J)ogb. Is otir whole dissembly appeared f 
Verg. t Oh 1 a stool and a cushion for the 
sexton I 

• Pe’aile her with hopes. t Noblemen, 

t A uoulcmsu muk out of augnr. i Ceremony, 


Sexton. Which be the malefactors ? 

Dogb. Marry-, that am I aud my partner. 
Verg. Nay, that's certain ; we have the exhi¬ 
bition to examine. 

Sextan. But which are the offenders that are 
to be ex am i ne d ? let them come before master 
constable. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before ute.- 
Wbat is your name, friend ? 

Bora. Boracbio. 

Dogb. Pray write down—Borachio.-Yonrs, 

sirrah ? 

Con. I am a gentleman. Sir, and my name is 
Conrade. 

Dogb. Write down—master gentleman Con- 
rade.—Masters, do you serve God 1 
Con. Bora. Yea, Sir, we hope. 

Dogb. Write down—that they hope they serve 
God and write God first; for God defend 
but God should go before sucb villains .'—Mas¬ 
ters, it is proved already that you are little bet¬ 
ter than false kuaves; and it will go near to be 
thought so shortly. How answer you for your¬ 
selves ? 

Con. Marry, Sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb. A marvellous witty feliow, I assure you ; 
but I will go about with him.—Come you bither, 
sirrah ; a word in your ear. Sir; I say to you, it 
is thought you are false knaves. 

Bora. Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dogb. Well, stand aside.—’Fore God, they are 
both in a tale : Have you writ dowu—that they 
are none ? 

Set ton. Master constable, you go not the way 
to examine ; you must call forth the watch that 
are their accusers. 

Dogb . Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way 
Let the watch come forth Masters, I charge 
you, iu the prince’s name, accuse these men. 

1 Watch. This man said, Sir, that Don John, 
the prince’s brother, was a villain. 

Dogb. Write down—prince John a villain 
Why ibis is flat perjury, to call a prince’s bro¬ 
ther—villain. 

Bora. Master constable,— 

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace; I do not like 
thy look, 1 promise tbee. 

Sexton. What heard you him say else ? 

2 Watch. Marry, that be had received a thou¬ 
sand ducats of Dou John, for accusiug the lady 
Hero wrongfully. 

Dogb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 
Verg. Yea, by the mass, that n is. 

Sexton. What else, fellow 1 

1 Watch. And that \ount Clan die did mean, 
upon his words, to disgrace Hero before the 
whole assembly, and not marry her. 

Dogb. O villain! tbou wilt be condemned into 
everlasting redemption for this. 

Sexton. What else t 

2 Watch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you 
can deny. Prince John is this morning secretly 
stolen away ; Hero was in this manner accused, 
in this very manner refused, and upon the grief 
of this, suddenly died.—Master constable, let 
these men be bound, and brought to Leonato's ; 

I will go before, and show him their examina¬ 
tion. [ivitf. 

Dogb. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg. Let them be in baud.® 

Con. Off, coxcomb I 

Dogb. God’s my life! where's the sextonT 
let him write down—the prince’s officer, cox¬ 
comb.—Come, bind them:-Tbou uaughty 

varlet l 

Con. Away! you are an ass, yon are an a$6. 
Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place ? 
Dost thou not suspect my years t—O that he 
were here to write me down—an ass I—but, 
masters, remember, that I am an ass; though 
it be not written down, yet forget not that I am 
an assNo, thou villain, thou art full of piety, 

* Bond. 
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as slut! he proved upon thee by good witness. 
1 ant a \\i*e itllntv; and, which is more, au of¬ 
ficer ; and, which is more, a householder; and, 
which is more, as pretty a piece of tlesh as any 
is iu Messina; and one, that knows the law, go 
to ; and a rich fellow enough, go to; and a l'i I- 
low that hath had losses; and one that hath two 
gowns, and every thing handsome about him :— 
Biiii" him away. O that I had been writ down 
—au asa. [Exeunt, 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—Before Leonato’s House, 

Enter Leonato arid Antonio. 

Ant. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself; 
And 'tis not w'^dom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Leon, I pray tbee, cease thy counsel. 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water iu a sieve : give not me counsel ; 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 

But such a one whose wroflgs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that so lov’d his child, 

Whose joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine. 

And hid him speak of patience ; 

Measure his woe the leugth and breadth of 
mine. 

And let it auswer every strairf for strain; 

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form > 

If 5uch a one will smile, and stroke his beard ; 
Cry—sorrow, wag 1 and hem, when he should 
gioan ; 

Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune 
drunk 

With candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me. 

And I or him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man: For, brother, meu 
Can counsel, aud speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it. 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would gi.e preceptial medicine to rage. 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 

Charm ach with air, and agony with words; 

No, no , ’tis all men’s office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow ; 
But no man’s virtue, nor sufficiency. 

To be so moral, when he shall endure 

The like himself: therefore give me no counsel 

My griefs cry louder than advertisemeuL. * 

Ant, Therein do meu from cbildreu nothing 
differ. 

Leon. I pray thee, peace: 1 will be flesh and 
blood; 

For there was never yet philosopher, 

That could endure the tooth-ach patiently; 
However they have writ the style of gods. 

And made a pish at chance and sufferance. 

Ant. Yet bend not all the barm upon yourself; 
Make those, that do offend >oo, suffer too. 

Leon . There thou speak’st reason : nay, I w ill 
do so: 

My soul doth tell me. Hero is belied, 

And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 
A ud^fi of them, that thus dishonour her. 

•ffi T'EfUer Don Pedro and Claudio. 

^ Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, 
hastily. 

D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords,— 
j D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 
Leon. Some haste, my lord I—well, fare you 
well, my lord :— 

Are you so hasty now t—well, all Is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do uot quarrel with us, good 
old man. 


Ant. If he could right himself with quarrt ling 
Sonic ol us would he low. 

Cluud. Who wrong6 him T 
Leon. Mairy, 

Thou, thou dost wrong me; thou dissembler, 
thou 

Nay, never lay thy hand upou tby swoid, 

1 fear tbee not. 

('laud. Marry, beshrew my band, 

If tt should give your age such cause of fear: 
in faith, iny hand meant uothing u> roy sword. 
Leon. Tush, tush, mail, never fleer aud jest 
at me: 

1 speak not like a dotard, nor a fool; 

As, under privilege of age, to brag [do, 

What I have done being young, or what would 
Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy bead, 
Thou hast so wrong’d mine innocent child and 
That I am forc’d to lay my reverence by ; [me, 
And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 

K say, thou bast belied miue innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone through and through her 
Aud she lies buried with her ancestors : [beau. 
Oh ! in a tomb where uever scandal slept. 

Save this of ber’s fram’d by tby villauy. 

Claud. My vlllany ! 

Leon. Tbme, Claudio; tblne I say. 

D. Pedro . You say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord. 

I’ll prove it on his body, if he daiet 
Despite bis nice fence, and his active practice,* 
His May of youth, and bloom of lusty hood. 
Claud. Away, 1 will not have t‘» do with you. 
Leon. Canst thou so daft me 1 Thou hast 
kill’d my child ; 

If thou kill's! me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 
But that’s no matter; let him kill oue first 
Wiu me and wear me,—let him answer me ,— 
Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me ; 
Sir boy, I’ll whip you from your foiuiug t fence ; 
Nay, as 1 am a geutleuiao, I will. 

Leon. Brother,— 

Ant. Content yourself: God knows, I lov’d 
my niece ; 

And she is dead, slander’d to death by villain* ; 
That dare as well auswer a man, indeed. 

As I dare take a serpent by the longue : 

Boys, apes, braggards. Jacks, milksops !— 

Leon. Brother Antony,— 

Ant. Hold you content: What, man l I know 
them, yea. 

And what they weigh, even to the utmost 
scruple : 

Scainbling, out-facing, fashiori-monn’rng boys. 
That lie, and cog, and flout, depiave, and 
slander 

Go antickly, and show outward bideousuess, 

And speak oft' half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their euemies if they durst, 
And this is alt. 

Leon. But, brother Antony,— 

Ant. Come, *Us uo matter; 

Do not you meddle, let ine deal in this. 

D. Pedro. Geutlemeu both, we will not wake 
your patience. 

My heart is sorry tor your daughter’s death : 

But, on my honour, she was chaip/d with no¬ 
thing 

But what was true, aud very full of proof. 

I^eon. My lord, my lord,— 

D. Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. Not 

Brother, away will be heard ;— 

Ant. And shall, 

Or some of us will smart for it. 

[Exeunt Leonato and Antoniq. 

Enter Benedick. 

D. Pedro. Sec, see; beie comes the mail we 
went to seek. 

Claud. Now, eigniur ! what news! 


* A4m*aiti»a. 


* Skill in r.uclof. 


t Thrusting, 
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JJcne. Good day, my lord. I 

JJ. Pedro . Welcome, signior : You are almost 
come to part almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two 
noses snapped off with two old men without 
teeth. 

JJ. Pedro . Lennato and his brother: What 
ihiuk’st thou 1 Had we fought, I doubt, we should 
have been too young for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true va¬ 
lour. 1 caine to seek you both. 

('laud. We have been up and down to seek 
thee ; for we are high-proof melancholy, and 
would fain have it beaten away: Wilt thou use 
thy wit] 

Bene. It is in my scabbard ; Shall I draw it ? 

JJ. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by tbyside? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many 
have been beside their wit.—1 will bid thee 
draw, as we do the minstrels; draw, to plea¬ 
sure us. 

IJ. J'cdro. As I am an honest man, be looks 
pale Art thou sick, or angry t 

Claud. What 1 courage, man! What though 
care killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough tu thee 
to kill care. 

llcue. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, 
an joii charge it against me:—1 pray you, choose 
another subject. 

Claud. Nay, then give him another staff; this 
last na« broke cross. 

IJ. Phho. By this light he changes more and 
more; 1 think, he be k angry indeed. 

Claud. It he be, he knows how to turn his 
girdle. • 

hem. Shall I speak a word in your eai T 

Claud. God bless me from a challenge! 
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lord, for your many courtesies I thank you : I 
must discontinue your company : your brother, 
the bastard, is fled from Messina: you have, 
among you, killed a sweet and innocent lady: 
For my lord Lack-beard, there, he and I shall 
meet; and till then, peace be with him. 

[Exit Benedick. 

D. Pedro . He Is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest; and. I'll 
warrant you, for the love of Beatrice. 

JJ. Pedro. And hath challenged thcef 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when 
he goes ill his doublet and hose, and leaves off 
his witj 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the Watch, 
with Conrade and Borachio. 

Claud . He is then a giant to an ape : but then 
is an ape a doctor to such a man. 

JJ. Pedro. But, Boft you, let be ; pluck up, 
my heart, and be sad 1 * Did he not say my 
brother was fled 1 

Dogb. Come, you. Sir; if justice cannot tame 
yon, she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her 
balance: nay, an you be a cursing hypocnte 
ouee, you must be looked to. 

JJ. Pedro. How now, two of tny brother’s 
men bound ! Borachio, one I 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord ! 

JJ. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these 
men done ? 

JJogb. Marry, Sir, they have committed false 
repuit; moreover, they have spoken untruths: 
secondarily, they are slanders; sixth and lastly, 
they have belied a lady; thiidly, they have 
verified unjust things: aud, to conclude, they 
aie lying knaves. 

JJ. Pedio. First, I ask thee what they have 
thirdly, 1 ask thee what's their offence ; 
>ixth and lastly, why they aie committed; and, 
io conclude, what you lay to their charge. 

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and m his own di¬ 
vision ; and, by iny troth, there's oue meaning 
well suited. 

JJ. Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters, 
that you are thus hound to your answer? this 
learned constable is too cunning to be understood : 
What’s your offeuce ? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no fuitlier to 
mine answer; do you bear me, and let this 
count kill me. I have deceived even your very 
eyes : what your wisdoms could not discover, 
these shallow fools bane brought to light; who, 
in the night, over-heard me confessing to thi» 
man, how Don John your brother incensed i me 
to slander the lady Hero: how you were brought 
into the orchard, and saw roe court Maigaret in 
Heio’s garment; how you disgraced her, when 
you should marry her : my villany they have 
upon record; which I had rather seal with my 
death, than repeat over to uiy shame : the lady 
is dead upon mine aud my master’s false accusa¬ 
tion ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but the re¬ 
ward of a villain. 

IJ. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron 
through your blood ? 

Claud , 1 have drunk poison, whiles he utter'd 
it. 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee ou to 
this ? 

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the prac¬ 
tice of it 

IJ. Pedro. He is compos’d and fiam'd of 
And fled he is upon his villttny. [treachery :— 

Claud. Sweet Hero 1 now thy image doth ap¬ 
pear 

In the rare semblance that 1 lov’d it first. 

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by 
this time our Sexton hath reformed «ignior 
Leonato of the matter: And masters, do not for¬ 
get to specify, when time and place shall serve, 
that I am an ass. 


Bt nr. \ou are a villain I jest not:—I will 
make it good how you dale, with what you dJre,| 
and whin you dare:—Do me right, or I mil > done; 
protect your cowardice. You have killed a sweet' 
lad», and her death shall fall heavy on you : Let i 
me hear from von. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have 
good cheer. 

JJ. Pedro. What, a feast? a feast? 

Claud, ruitli, I thank him ; he hath hid t me 
to j c.ilf’b-head and a capon ; the which if I do 
not carve most cmiously, sav, my knife’s naught. 

—Shall 1 not Hud a woodcock too ? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well; it goes 
easily. 

IJ. P\ dro. I’ll tell thee how Beatrice praised 
tl.v wit the other day : I s.ud, thou hadst a flue 
wit, J'i uc, says she, a Jute little one: No, 
said I, a great wit; Bight, says she, a great 
grot* one : Nay , said I, a good it it; Just , said 
she. »/ hurts nobody : Nay , said 1, the gentle¬ 
man is wise; Certain, said she, a tot sc gentle¬ 
man : \ay, said l, he hath the tongues : That 
J bel/'i e, said she, for he su ore a thing to me 
on Monday night , t thick he forswore on 
Tursaay morning ; there's a double tongue ; 
there’s luo tongues. Thus did she, an houi 
together, truusshape thy particular virtues ; yet 
at last she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the 
properrst man m Italy. 

Claud, l'or the which she wept heartily, and 
said, she cared not. 

JJ. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; hut yet, for all 
that, an if she did not hate him deadly, she 
would love him dearly : the old man’s daughter 
told us all. 

Claud. All, all ; aud moreover, Cod saw him 
when he it as hid in the garden. 

JJ. Pedro* But when shall we set the savage 
bull’s horns on the sensible Benedick’s head ? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath. Her c dwells 
Benedick the married man t 

Bene . Fare you well, boy; you kuow my 
mind; l will leave yon now to your gossip-like 
humour ; you break jests as braggarts do their 
blades, which, God be thanked, hurt not.—My 


• Io give a clmlUnpe. 
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Vers. Here, here cones muter senior Leo- 
nato, and the Sexton too. 

O 

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, with the 

Seji ton. 

Leon. Which is the villain? Let me see his 
eyes ; 

That when 1 note another man like him, 

I may avoid hnn: Which of these is he I 
Bora. if yoti would know your wronger look 
on me. 

Leon, Art thou the slave, that with thy breath 
hast kill'd 

Mine innocent child ? 

Bora. Yea, even 1 alone. 

Leon. No, not so, uliaiu ; thou beli'st thy¬ 
self ; 

Here stand n pair of honourable men, 

A third is tied, that bad a baud in it:— 

I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death ; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds; 
Tuas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. 1 kuow not how to pray your patience. 
Yet I must speak: Choose your revenge your¬ 
self ; 

Impose* me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet siuii’d I not. 

But in mistaking. 

I). Pedro. By my soul, nor I; 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

I would bend under any heavy weight 
That lie’ll enjoin me to. 

Lean. 1 cannot bid yon bid my daughter live, 
Tbat were impossible; but, I pray you both. 
Possess t the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died : and, if your love 
Can labour aurbt in sad invention, 

II an® ltct au epitaph upon her tomb. 

And sing it to her bo.ies ; sin® it lo-nicht:— 
To-morrow morning come you to ntv house; 

And since you could not be my son-in-law. 

Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daugh¬ 
ter, 

Almost the copy of my child that’s dead. 

And she alone is heir to both of its; 

Give ber the right you should have given her 
cousin. 

And so dies my revenge. 

Clavd. O noble Sir, 

Your over-hindess doth wring tears from me! 

1 do embrace your offer ; aud dispose 
Tor henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow then I will e\pect your 
comm®; 

To-nigbt I take my leave.—This naughty man 
Shall face to face he brought to Margaret, 

Who, I believe, was pack’d i in all tins wrong, 
Hir’d to it by youi brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, sbe was not; 

Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to 
me; 

But always hath been just and vjfrtnoas. 

In any thing that I do know by her. 

Vogb. Moreover, Sir, (which, indeed, is not 
uuder white and black,) this plaintiff here, ‘the 
offender, did call me ass : I beseech yon, let it 
be remembered in bis punishment. And also, 
the watch heard them talk of one Deformed : 
they say, he wears a key in his ear, and a lock 
hanging by it; and borrows money in God’s 
name; the which be bath used so long, and 
never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, 
and will lend nothing for God’s sake : Pray you, 
examine him upon that point. 

Z*Mt. I thank thee for thy care and honest 
pains. 

Dopb. Yuur worship speaks like a most tfcauk- 
ful aud reverend youth : aud I praise God for 
you. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. * 

Dogb. God save the foundation 1 


• Command. 


Act V. 

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and 
I thank thee. 

JJogb. I leave au arrant knave with vnur 
wot ship ; which, I beseech your woish.p, to 
correct yourself, lor the example ot others, 
God keep your worship: I wish youi worship 
well; God restore you to health : I humbly give 
you leave to depail; and if a ineiry meeting may 
be wished, God prohibit it.—Come, lnigiilmm. 
[dCicstii/ Docisrrt, Verges, anJ Watch. 

Leon. Until to-morrow' morning, lords, tare- 
well. 

Aut. Farewell, my lords; we look for you 
to-morrow. 

D. Pedro. We will not fail. 

CUtud. To-night I’ll mourn with Hero. 

[Exeunt Von Pedro and Claudio. 

Leon. Bring you these fellows on ; we’ll talk 
with Margaret, 

How her acquaintance grew with tins IrwJ * 
fellow. [Lucunl. 

SCEXE 7/.—Lkonato's Carden. 

Enter Benedick and Marcarli, meeting. 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, 
deserve well at my hands, by helping me lo the 
speech of Beatrice. 

Marp. Wilt you then write me a sonnet in 
praise of ray lieauty l 

Bene. In so Jut'll a style, Maigaret, that no 
man living shall come over it: lot, in most 
comely truth, thon deserves! it. 

Marp. To have no man come ovei me? why, 
shall 1 always keep below stairs? 

Jlenr. Thy wit is as quick as the gieyhonnd'.- 
mnulli, it catches. 

Marp. And. your’s as blnnt as the fencer’s 
foils, which int, but hurt not. 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will 
not hurt a woman ; and so, I pi ay thee, call 
Beatrice : I give thee the bucklers. 

Marp. Give us tbe swords, we have biicklcis 
of our own. 

Bene. If yon use them, Margaret, you ih.im 
put hi the pikes with a vice ; aud they me d.iu- 
geious weapons for maids. 

Marp. Well, 1 will call Beatnce to you, who, 

I think, hath legs. [Bat MargarlT 

Bene. Aud therefore will come. 

The pod of love, [Singing. 

That sits abate , 

And knows me, and know* vie, 

„ Ho tv pitiful 1 dcscric ,— 

I mean in singing ; but in loving,— Leamter the 
good swimmer, Troilus the flist employer of 
pandars, and a whole book full of these quon¬ 
dam cai pet-mongers, whose names yet nut 
smoothly in file even road of a blank verse, why, 
they were never so truly turned over and over as 
my poor self, in love: Marry, I cannot show if 
in thyme ; I have tried ; 1 can find out no rhyme 
to lady but baby, an innocent i hy me ; for scorn, 
horn, a bard rhyme ; lor school, fool, a bab¬ 
bling rhyme; very omnious endings: No, I 
was not born under a rhyming planet, nor l 
cannot woo in festival terms, t 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, would'st thou come when I 
called thee? 

Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid 
me. 

Bene . Oil! stay but till then 1 

Beat. Then, is 6pokeil; fare you well now 
and yet, ere l go, let me go with that 1 came 
for, which is, with knowing what hath passed 
between yon and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words ; sad tbetenpou I hrtJl 
kiss thee. 

Beat. Fob! words It bat foal wind, and foul 
wind is but foul breath, and foal breath is noi¬ 
some; therefore I will depart unkissed. 

t IWitfny pi.raves. 
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t Combined. 
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Bene . Thou hast frighted the word out of his 
right sense, so foiciblc is thy wit: But, I must 
tell thee plainly, Claudio nnrierpoes 4 my chal¬ 
lenge ; and either 1 must shortly hear from him, 
or 1 will subscube him a coward. And I, pray 
thee now, tell me, for which of my bad parts 
didst thou first fall hi love with me 1 

Beat. For them all together; which maia- 
tamed eo politic a state of evil, that they will 
not admit auy good part to intermingle with 
them. Bat foi which of my good parts did you 
hrst suffei love for me ? 

Bene. Sujfer love ; a good epithet I 1 do suffer 
love, indeed, for l love thee against my wifi. 

Beat. In spue of your heart, I think; alas I 
poor heait! If you spite It for my sake, I will 
spite it tot yonis; tor I will never love that 
winch my friend hates. 

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peace¬ 
ably. 

Brat. It appears not in this confession : there’s 
not one wise man among twenty that will praise 
liiiusHl. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that 
lived in the time of good neighbours : if a man 
do not erect in this age his own tomb ere he 
dies, he shall live no longer in monument, thau 
the bell rings, and the widow weeps. 

Beat. Ami how long is that, think you ? 

Jienr. Question?— Why, an hour iu clamour, 
and a quarter in rhemn : Therefoie it is most 
expiMlitiit for the wise, (if Don Worm his con¬ 
science, find no impediment to the contrary, 
to be the tiumpet ol Ins own virtues, as 1 am to 
myself: So much for praising myself, (who, I 
uiyself will bear witness, »s praise-worthy,) and 
now tell me, How doth your cousin? 

Beat. Yeiy ill. 

Bene. And how do yon ? 

Beat . \ eiy ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend : then 
will I leave you too, for heie comes one in 
baste. 


Enter Ursula. 

Vrs. Madam, you must come to your uncle; 
yonder's old emit at home: it is proved, my 
lady Heio hath been falsely accused, the pimee 
and Claudio mightily abused ; and Don John is 
the authoi of all, who is fled aud gone : will you 
come piesciitl) ? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, sigpior J 

Bene. I will live in thy heait, die jh thy lap, 
and be buried in thy eyes ; and, moieover, .1 will 
go with thee to thy uucle’s. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 111.—The inside of a Church. 


Eater Von Pedro, Claudio, and Atten- 
danis, nitlt Music and Tapers . 

Clu nt. Is this the monument of Leouato? 

At ten. It is, my lord. 

Claud. [Reads from a scroll.] 

Done to death by slanderous tongues 
It as the Hero that here lies : 

Death , the guerdon ; oj her tvrongs 
Gives her Janie uhich never dies : 

So the lijc, that died with shame , * 

Lives in death with glorious Jame. 

Jiang thou there upon the tomb, 

[Affixing it. 

Braising her when I am dumb .— 

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn 

hymn 

Song. 


Pardon , goddess of the night , 
Those that slew thy virgin knight; 
For the which , with songs of woe , 
Bound about her tomb they go. 
Midnight, assist our moan, 

Help us to sigh and groan,* 
Heavily, heavily: 


« Is subject to. t Stir. t Reward. 


Graves , yawn, and yield your dead, 
Till death be uttered , 

Heavily, heavily. 

Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night! 
Yearly will I do this rite. 

D. Pedi o. Good morrow, masters; put your 
torches out ; 

The wolves have prey’d; and look, the gen¬ 
tle day. 

Before the wheels of Pbrnbas, round about 

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray : 
Thanks to yon all, and leave us ; fare you well. 

Claud. Good morrow, masters; each bis se¬ 
veral way. 

H. Pedro. Come, let ns hence, and p'ut on 
other weeds; 

And theu to Leonato's w»e will go. 

Claud. And Hymen, now with luckier issue 
speeds, 

Than this, for whom we render’d up this woe! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.—A Room in Leonato’s House . 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Bea¬ 
trice, Ursula, Friar, and Hero. 

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent ? 

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who 
accus’d her, 

Upon the error that you beard debated : 

But Margaiet was in some fault for this ; 
Although against her will, as it appears 
lu the true course of all the question. 

Ant. Well, 1 am glad that all things sort so 
well. 

Bene. And so am I, being else by failh an 
forc’d 

To call youug Claudio to a leckoning for it. 

Leon . Well, daughter, aud you getitlewouun 

all. 

Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ; 

And, when 1 send for you, come hither mask’d : 
'I he prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 
To visit me:—You know your office, brother; 
You must be futliei to your brother’s daugutei. 
And give her to young Claudio. 

[Exeunt Ladies. 

Ant. Which I will do with confirm’d coun¬ 
tenance. 

Bene. Friar, I mtist entreat your pains, [ 
think. 

Friar. To do what, sigtnorf 

Bene . To bind inc, or undo me, one of 
them.— 

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good sictiior. 

Your niece legards me with au eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her ; *Tis 
most true. 

Bene. And 1 do with au eye of love requite 
her. 

Leon. The sight whereof, I think you bad 
from me, 

From Claudio aud the prince ; But what’s your 
will 1 

Bene. Your answer. Sir, is enigmatical: 

But for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with oui’s, this day to he conjoin’d 
In the estate of honourable marriage :— 

In which, cood friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 

Here comes the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, with 
Attendants. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assem¬ 
bly. 

Leon. Good-inorrow, prince; good-morrow, 
Claudio; 

We here attend you ; are you yet determin’d 
To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter? 

Claud, i’ll hold my uilud, were she an Elhiope. 
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Leot. Call her forth, brother, here** the frinr 
ready. [fait Antonio. 

D. Pedro . Good morrow. Benedick: Why, 
what’s tJie niauer, 

A That vou have such a February face, 

So full of frost, of storm aud cloudiness f 
Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage 
bull:— 

Tush, fear not, man, we*ll tip thy horns with 
Aud all Enropa shall rejoice at thee : [gold, 

As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 

Wheu he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, Sir, bad an amiable low; 
And some such strange bull leap’d your father's 
And got a calf in that same noble feat, [cow. 
Much like to you, for you have Just his bleat. 

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies masked. 

Claud. For this 1 owe you: here comes other 
reckonings. 

Which is the lady 1 must seize upon T 
Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why, then she’s mine : Sweet, let me 
see your face. 

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her 
Before this Friar and swear to marry her. [baud 
Claud. Give me your hand before this holy 
I am your husband, if you like of me. [friar; 
Hero. And when 1 liv'd, 1 was your other 
wife: [Unmasking. 

And when you loved, you were my other husband. 
Claud. Another Herof 
Hero. Nothing certatner: 

One Hero died defil’d ; but 1 do live, 

Aud, surely as I live, 1 am a maid. 

1). Pedro. The former Hero! Hero that 19 
dead 1 

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slan¬ 
der lived. 

Friar. All this amazement can 1 qualify ; 
tVneu, after that the holy rites are ended. 

I’ll tell you largely of fair Hero’s death : 

Mean time, let woudet eem familiar. 

And to- the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft aud fair, friar.—Which is Beatrice ? 
Beat. I answer to that name; [Unmasking.] 
What is your will ? 

Bene. Do not you love me 1 
Beat. No, no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, theu your uncle, and the prince, 
and Claudio, 

Have been deceived ; for they swore you did. 
Beat. Do not you love me 1 
Bene. No, no more than reason. 

Beat. Why, then my cousiu, Margaret, and 
Ursula. 

Are much deceiv’d; for they did swear you did. 
Bene. They swore that you were almost sick 
for me. 

Beal, They swore that you were well-nigh 
dead for me. 


Bene. ’Tis no such matter 'Then, you do net 

love me ? 

Beat . No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Leon. Come, cousiu, I am sure you love the 
gentleman. 

Claud. And I’ll be sworn upuu’t, that be loves 
For here’s a piper, written lu his hand, [her; 
A halting sounet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion’d to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here’s another, 

Writ m my cousin’s band, stolen from her pocket. 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle I here’s our own bauds against 
our hearts!—Come, I will have thee ; but by this 
light, I take thee for pity. 

Beat. 1 would not deny you ; but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great persuasiou ; and, partly, 
to save your life, fur 1 was told you were in a 
consumption. 

Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth.— 

[hissing her. 

D. Pedro. How dost thou. Benedick the mar¬ 
ried man ? 

Bene. I’ll tell thee what, prince; a college of 
wit-crackers cannot flout me out of my humour: 
Dost thou think, I care for a satire, or an epi¬ 
gram 1 No: if a man will be beaten with hiatus, 
he shall wear nothing handsome about bun : in 
brief, since I do propose to marry, l will Hunk 
uolhiug to any pm pose that the world van say 
against it; and therefore never flout at me fui 
what I have said against it; lor man is a gnldv 
thing, and tins 19 my conclusion.— l«u thy pail, 
Claudio, ! did think to have beaten thee : but in 
that* thou art like to lie my kinsman, live mi- 
bruised, aud love my cousin. 

Claud. 1 had well hoped, thou would<-t have 
denied Beatuee, that I might have cudgelled thee 
out of thy aing'e life, to make thee a double 
dealer; which out of question, thou wilt be, it 
my cousin do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends ;—let’s have 
a dance ere we are married, that we may liftmen 
our own hearts, aud our wives' heels. 

Leon. We’ll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene. First, o’ my word 1 therefore, plav, 
music.— 

Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, get thee a 
wife: there is no staff more reverend than one 
tipped with born. 

Enter a Messenger. 

ilftas^My lord, your brother John is ta’en in 
flight, 

And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow, i’Ik 
devise thee brave punisbtueuia for linn.—Stiike 
up, pipers. I Dunce. 

[ Ei eu nt . 
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

SHAKSPEARE was supposed to h*v« taken the two plots of tins admirable play from an Italian novel, and from 
a collection of old stories, printed by Wynkni dc Worde, under clie title of Ge*ta Komanorum ; but as a play 
comprebending the incidents of both had been exhibited long before he commenced writing lor the stage, he 
probably chow the latter as a model for his own production. It matters not. however, from whet source a 
dramatic author denies bis plot, so ftiat be plan it well, and make good use of it afterward; and Johnso'i 
sa>s, that m this play “ the union of two actions in one event is eminently happy;” excelling even 
Dry den’s skilful conjunction of the two plots in his Spanuh briar, yet the interest of the action can scarcely 
be said tn continue beyond the disgrace of Sbylock, in the fourth act; since expectation is so strongly fixed 
tipo i “ justice aud the bond,” that u ceases to exist after they are satisfied. In the defeat of cunning, and 
m the triumph of humanity, the most pnwerlul feelings oi our nature are successively appealed to: thus 
anrici|Utioii is keenly alive, so long ns Antonio's fate is dark and undecided. Hut with the development of 
that, the charm is at an end. The power ol excitement expires with the object upon which the feelings were 
centered, xud as the lesser passions are susceptible of little delight, when the greater have been subjected to 
a> v unusual stimulant, the common-plate trules of tlu* concluding act are rather eudured with patience, 
that received with gratification. '1 he character of Shvlotk is no less original, than it is finely finished : 
“ the language, allusions, ami ideas (says Ilenly) are so appropriate to a Jew, that Sby lock might be exhibited 
for hi ix«niplnr of that peculiar people , M nor are the other personages nnpleasmgly drawn or inadequately 
supported. Of detachtd passages, l'ortia’s description of the qualities and excellence of ui.rcw, may b» 
selected as one of the noblest attributes with which Genius has ever exalted the excellence of au> particular 
virtue. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Duke of Venice. 

PillNCK OF MoitOCCO, l c 

Proce or Arr.oon! \Sntors to Port , a . 

Am onio, the Merchant of Venice. 
Ha^anio, his Friend. • 


Sv: anio, -\ 

Svlari.no, Friends to Antonio and Bassanio. 
Grai UNO, ' 

Lorfnzo, in love with Jessica. 

Shylock, a Jew. 

To hal, a Jew, his Friend. 

Launcelot Gobbo, a Cloun, Servant to Shy- 


lock. 


Old Gobbo, Father to Launcelot. 

Salerjo, a Mcssengt rjrom Venice. 
Leonardo, Servant to Bassanio. 

to'™™' to Portia. 

Portia, a rich Heiress : 

Nerissa, her waiting-maid. 

Jessica, Daughter to Shy lock. 

Magnificats of Venice, Officers of the Court cf 
Justice, Jailer, Servants, and other 
Attendants. 


Scene— partly at Venice, and partly at Belmont, the Seat of Portia, on the Continent. 


ACT I. 

SCEKE I.—Venice.—A Street. 

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Salanio. 

Ant. In soolb, 1 know not why 1 Bin so sad ; 
It wearies me ; you Bay, it wearies you ; 

But bow 1 caught it, found it, or came by it. 
What stuff Tis made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn ; 

And *uch a want-wit sadness makes of me. 
That 1 have much a‘do to know myself. 

Salar. Your mind is tossing nu the ocean : 
There, where your argosies* with portly sail, 

* Ships of Urge Lurth<n, probably galleons. 


| Like seniors and rich burghers of the flood. 

Or, as il weie the pageants of the sea, 

Do overpeer the petty traflickers, 

That curt’sy to them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings- 
Salan. Believe me. Sir, had 1 such venture 
forth, 

The better pait of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. 1 should he still 
Pluckiug the grass, to know where bits the 
wind ; 

Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads ; 
And every object, that might make me tear 
Misfortune to my ventures out of doubt 
Would make me sad. 

Safer. My wind cooling my broth. 
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Would blow me to an ague when I thought 
What harm n wind too great might do at sea. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 

But I should think of shallows and of hats j 
And see rav wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand. 
Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs, 

To kiss her burial. Should 1 go to church. 

And see the holy edifice of stoue. 

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks; 
Which touching but my gtutle vessel’s side, 
Would scatter all her spices on the stieain; 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks; 

And, in a word, bat even now worth this. 

And now worth nothing f Shall 1 have the 
thought 

To think on this; and shall I lack the thought, 
That such a thiug, bechanc’d, would make me 
sad I 

Bat, tell not me: I know, Antonio 
Is sad to think upou his merchandise. 

Ant. Believe me, no : 1 thank my fortune for 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, [it, 
Nor to one place ; nor ts my whole estate 
Upou the fortune of fhis present year: 

Therefore, m> merchandise makes me not sad. 
Satan. Why then you are tu love. 

Ant. Fie, fie l 

•Satan. Not iv love neither ! Then let's say you 
are sad, 

Because you are not merry : and, 'twere as easy 
For }ou to laugh, and leap, and say, you are 
merry, (Janus, 

Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed 
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their 
eyes. 

And lau?b, like parrots, at a bagpiper; 

And otiur of such vinegar aspkit, 

That they’ll not show tlieir teeth in way of 
smile. 

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Enter Bassamo, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 
Satan. Here comes Bassamo, your most noble 
kinsman, 

Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well ; 

We leave you now with better company. 

Salar. 1 would have staid till 1 had made you 
merry. 

If worthier friends bad not prevented me. 

Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 

I take it, your own business calls on you, 

And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Salar. Good morrow, my go *d lords. 

Bass. Good signiots both, when shall we laugh f 
Say, when ? 

You grow exceeding strange : Must it be so? 
Salar. " e’l! make our leisures to attend on 
yours. 

[Exeunt Salarino and Salanio. 
Lor. My lord Bassamo, since you have found 
Antonio, 

We two will leave you : but at dinner time, 

1 pray yob, have in mind where we must meet. 
Bass. 1 will not fail you. 

Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio; 

You have too much respect upon the world : 
They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d. 

A fit. 1 bold the world but as the world, Gra¬ 
tiano, 

A stage, where every m must play a pvt. 

And mine a sad one. 

Ora. Let me play the Fool: 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles cone; 
And Jet my liver rather beat with wine. 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Wbv should a man, whose blood fs warmwitbla. 
Sit like his graudsire cut in alabaster 1 
Sleep when he wakes 1 and creep 1st* the jaon- 
dice 

By being peevish t | teH thee what, Antonio,— 

I love thee, sod It is my lore that speaks 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and man tie, tike a standing pood f 


And do a wilful stillness • entertain, 

\\ ith purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit; 

As who should say, 1 am Sir Oracle , 

And, t vhen I ope my tips, let no dog bark ! 

O my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise. 

For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure. 

If they should speak, would almost damn those 
ears, [fools. 

Which, beanug them, would oall their brothers 
I'll leH thee more *f this another time : 

But fldb not, with tiiis uielancholv bait. 

For this fool's gudgeou, this opinion.— 

Come, good Lorenzo Fair >e well, a while ; 
I’ll end my exhortation after dinner, t 
Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner¬ 
time : 

I must be one of these same dumb wise meu. 

For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Gra. Well, keep me company hut two years 
more, 

Thon shaft not know the sonnd of thine own 
tongue. 

Ant. Farewell: HI grow a talker for this 
ceaf. 

Gra. Thanks, r faith; for silence only is com¬ 
mendable (hie. 

la a Beat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendi- 
[£Ltcunt Gratiauo and Lorenzo. 
Ant. Is that any thing now t 
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal ot no. 
thing, more than any man in all Aenice: His 
reasons are as two grains of wheat hid in two 
bushels of chad*; you shall seek all day cie you 
imd them ; and when you have them they an* 
not worth the search. 

Ant. Well; tell me now, what lady is this 
same 

To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage 
That you to-day promis’d to tell me oi ? 

Bass. *Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 

How much 1 have disabled mine estate, 

By something showing a more swelling poit 
Than my faint means would giant couiinuaure : 
Nor do i now make moan to be ahuJg’d 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief tare 
Is, to come fairly oil fiom the great debt-, 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal. 

Hath left me gaged: To you, Antonio, 

I owe the most, in money, and in love; 

And from your love I have a waiianly 
To unturden all my plots and purposes, 

How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Ant. I pray you, good Bassauio, let me know 
it; 

Aud, if it stand, as you yourself still do. 

Within the eye of honour, hr asset’d. 

My purse, my person, my extremes! means, 

Lie all unlock'd to your occasions. 

Bass. In my school days, when 1 had lost one 
shaft, 

I shat his fellow of thp self-same flight 
The self-same way, with more advised watch. 

To find the other forth; and by advcnt'ring 
both, 

I oft found both: 1 urg’d this childhood pioof. 
Because vvbat follows is pure innocence 
I owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth, 

That which I owe is lost: but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt 
As I will watch the aim^ or to find both. 

Or bring your latter hazard back agaiu. 

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant. You fcaow me well; and herein spend 
but time. 

To wind about my love with circnmstaaoc; 

And, out of donbt, you do me now more wrong. 
In making gnesttou of my uttermost, 

• Obatinnte libnir. 

t Tliiali ■* altiMlon to the puritan preachers; who 
being centrally long anti tedium, were obliged to post- 
pouc that part of tbeir lernua called the exhortation, 
till after dinner. 
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Than if you had made waste of all I have : nothin? but talk of his horse; and he makes it 

Then do but say to me what I should do, a great appropriation to his good parts, that he 

That in your knowledge may by me be done, can shoe him himself; I am much afraid, my 

And I am press’d • unto it: therefore, speak, lady his mother played false with a smith. 

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left, Ner. Then, is there the county* Palatine. 

And she is fair, and, fairer than that word. Por. He doth nothing but fiown ; as who 

Of wondrous virtues; sometimes t from her eyes should say, An if you will not have me, choose: 
I dul leceive fair speechless messages: he hears merry tales, and smiles not: I tear he 

Her name i% Portia ; nothing undervalued will prove the weeping philosopher when be 

To Cato’s daughter, Bi ulus’ Portia. grows old, being so full of unmannerly sadness 

Nor is the wide world ignoi ant of her worth: in his youth. I had rather be married to a 

For the four winds blow iu from every coast death's head with a bone in his mouth, than 

Renowned suitoix: and her sunny locks to either or these. God defeud me from these 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece; two. 

Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colcbos’ Ner. How say you by the French lord, Mon- 
stiand, sieur Le Bon f 

And many Jasons come in quest of her. Por. God made him, and therefore let him 

O my Antonio, had 1 but the means pass for a man. In truth, 1 know it is a sin to 

To hold a lival place with one of them, he a mocker; But, he! why, he hath a horse 

• I have a mind presages me such thrift, better than the Neapolitan’s ; a better had habit 

That I should questionless be fortunate. of frowuing than the count Palatine : he is every' 

Ant. Thou know’st, that all my fortunes are'man in 110 man: if a lhrostle sing, he falls 

at sea ; straight a capering : he will fence with bis own 

Nor have l money, ner commodity shadow: if I should marry him, I should marry 

To raise a present sum : tbercfoie go forth, twenty husbands: If he would despise me, l 

Try what my credit can in Venice do; would forgive him ; for if he love me to mad- 

That hli.'ll he rack’d even to the uttermost, ness, I shall never requite him. 

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. Ner. W hat say you then to Faulconbridge, 

Go, piesentlv inquire, and so will !, Ibe young barou of England? 

Where money is; and I no question make, Por. You know, 1 say nothing to him ; for he 

To have U ol uiy trust, or for my sake. understands not me, nor i him : he hath neither 

[Exeunt. ; Latin, French, nor Italian ; and you will come 
] into the court and swear, that I have a poor 
SCENE II. — Belmont. — A Room in Portia’s penny-worth in the English. He is a proper 

House . I man’s picture ; But, ala'*! who can conveisc 

with a dumb show? How oddly he is suited ! 
r.nter . ortia ana Nerissa. ! j think, he bought his doublet m Italy, his round 

Por. By mv troth, Nerissa, uiy little body is hose iu France, his bonnet in Germany, and hi» 
a-weary of this great woild. behaviour every where. 

Ntr. You would be, sweet madam, if your J\er. What think you of the Scottish lord, Lis 
miseries were in the same abundance as your neighbour? 

good fortunes are: And yet for aught I see, 1 p 0 r. That he hath a neighbourly chanty m 
they are as sick, that surfeit with too much, as him ; for he borrowed a lw\ of the ear ot" the 
they that starve with nothing: It is no mean [ Englishman, and swore he would pay hi in’again, 
happiness therefore, to be seated in the mean ;) when he was able; I think the" Frenchman 
ttiipenliiitv comes sooner by white hairs, but became his surety, and sealed under for au- 
coinpetencv lives longer. other. 

Por. Good seutences, and well pronounced. Ner. How like sou the young German, the 
Ner. They would be better, if well followed. duke of Saxony’s nephew? 

Por . It to do ueie as easy as to know what Por. Very vilely m the morning, when he i 3 
were good to do, chapels had been churches, sober; and most vilely in the afternoon, wheu 
and poor men’s cottages princes’ palaces. It be is driinta: when he is best, he is little w'oise 
is ;> good divine that follows his own instrnc- than a man; and when he is worst, he is little 
iion%; I can easier teach twenty what were good better than a beast; ail the worst fallt that ever 
Jo he done, than be one of the twenty to follow fell, I hope I shall make shift to go without 
mine own teaching. The bialn may devise laws him. 

for the blood, but a hot temper leaps over a Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose 
cold (Item*: such a hare is madness the youth, the light casket, you should refuse to perform 
to skip o’er the meshes of good counsel the your father’s will, if you should refuse to accept 
cripple. Rut this reasoning is not in the fashion him. 

to choose me a husband O me, the word Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray 
choose! I may neither choose whom I would, thee set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the 
nor refuse whom 1 dislike ; so is the will of a contrary casket: for, if the devil be within, and 
living daughter curb’d by the will of a dead fa- that temptation without, 1 know he will choose 
therIs it not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot it. I will do any tbiug, Nerissa, ere I will be 
choose one, nor refuse none l married to a sponge. 

Net. Your father was ever virtuous; and Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having ar.y 
holy men, at their death, have good inspire-, of these lords; they have acquainted me with 
tions , therefore the lottery that he hath de- their determination : which is, indeed, to return 
vised in these three chests, of gold, silver, and to their home, and to trouble yon with no more 
lead, (whereof who chooses his meaning, suit; unless you may be wou by some other 
chooses you,) will, no doubt, never be chosen soit than your father’s imposition, depending on 
by any rightly, but one who you shall riehtly the caskets. 

love. But what waimth is there in your affec- Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla I will 
tion towards any of these princely suitors that die as chaste as Diana, uutess I he obtained by 
are alieady come? the manner of my father’s will: 1 am glad this 

Por. 1 pray thee overname them; and as parcel of wooers are so reasonable; for there is 
thou earnest them, I will describe them: and, not one among them but ( dote on his very 
according to my description, level at oiy affec- absence,. and i pray God grant them a fair de- 
tion. parture. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. Ner. Da yon not remember, lady, in your 
Por. Ay, that’s a coft J indeed, for be doth father’s time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a sol- 

• Ready. ♦ Formerly. ' • Count. 

t A heady, fay youugtior. f |. «. If the worn happen that rver, fee 
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dier, that came hither in compauy of the mar¬ 
quis of Montferrat! 

For. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as I think so 
was he called. 

Xer. True, madam ; he, of all the men that 
ever my foolish eyes looked upou, was the best 
desemug a fair lady. 

For. I remember him well; and I remember 
him worthy of thy praise.—How now 1 what 
news! 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. The foar strangers, seek for you, ma¬ 
dam, to take their leave: and there is a fore¬ 
runner come from a fifth, the wince of Mo¬ 
rocco ; who brings word the prince, his master, 
will be here to-night. 

For. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so 
good a heart as I can bid the other four fare¬ 
well, 1 should be glad of biB approach : if he 
have the condition * of a saint, aud the com¬ 
plexion of a devil, I had rather he should shrive 
me, than wive me. Come, Nerissa.—Sirrab, go 
before.—Whiles we shut the gate upon one 
wooer, another knocks at the door. [Exeunt. 

SCFXE 111.— Venice.-A public Place. 

Enter Bassanio and Shylock. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats,—well. 

Fuss. Ay, Sir, tor three months. 

Shu. For three months,—well. 

Fass. For the which, as i told you, Antonio 
6ha>l be bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound,—well. 

Fuss. May )ou stead met Will you pleasure 
me ? Shall I know your answer! 

Slip Three thousand ducats, for three months, 
and Antonio bound. 

Fuss. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a seed man. 

Fuss. Have you heard any imputation to the 
contrary ! 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, nomy meaning, in say¬ 
ing he is a good man, is to have you under¬ 
stand me, that he is sufficient : yet bis means 
are in supposition : die bath an argosy bound to 
Tripoli*, another to the Indies; I understand 
moreover upon the Rialto, be bath a third at 

Mexico, a fourth for England,-and other 

ventures he hath, squander’d abroad: But ships 
arc but boards, sailors but men : there he land- 
rats and water-rats, water-tbieves, aud land 
thieves ; I mean, pirates; and then, there is 
the peril of waters, winds, and rocks: The man 
is, notwithstanding, sufficient;—three thousand 
ducats ;—1 think, 1 may take bis bond. 

Fuss. Be assured you may. 

Shy. 1 will be assured I may; and, that I 
may be assured, I will betbiuk me: May I 
6peak with Antonio t 

Fuss. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habi¬ 
tation which your prophet, the Nazarite, con¬ 
jured the devil into t 1 will buy with you, sell 
with you, talk with you, walk with you, and so 
following; but 1 will not tat with you, drink 
wiiu you, nor pray with you. What news on 
the Rialto!—VIho is he comes here! 

Enter Antonio. 

Bass. This te sign I or Antonio, 

Shy. [Aside.) How like a fawning publican 
he looks ! 

I bate him, for he Is a Christian: 

But more, for that, ill low simplicity. 

He lends out money gratis, and brines down 
The rate of usance here, with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

1 will feed fat the ancient giudge I bear him. 

He hatzs our sacred nation: and be rails, 

• Temper, qualities. t febylock's illusions 

■re sll apuropn&te. 


Even there where merchants most do congre¬ 
gate. 

On me, iny bargains, and my well-won thrift, 

" Inch he calls interest: Cursed be my tribe. 

If 1 forgive him ! 

Fass. Shylock, do you bear T 

Shy. I am debating of my present store ; 

And, by the near guess of iny memory, 
i cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducats: What of that! 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe. 

Will furnish me; but soft; how many months 
Do >ou desire!—Rest >ou lair, good sigmoi ; 

[To Antonio, 

Yonr worship was the last man in our mouths. 
Ant. Shylock, albeit, I neither lend uor bor¬ 
row. 

By taking nor by giving of excess. 

Yet, to supplj the ripe wants • of my friend, 

I’ll break a custom :—Is he yet possess’d, t 
How much you would T 
Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 

Ant. Aud lor three months. 

Shy. I had forgot,—three mouths, >ou told 
me so. 

Well then, your boud ; and, let me see,-But 

bear you ; 

Methought, you said, you neither lend, nor 
Upon advantage. [boirow. 

Ant. I do never use It. 

Shy. When Jacob giaz'd his uncle Laban's 
sheep, 

This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,) 

The third possessor; ay, he was the thud. 

Ant. And what of him ? did he t,»ke mteie«t 7 
Shy. No, not take interest; uot, as you would 
say. 

Directly interest: mark what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himself were compromis’d. 
That all the eauliugs which were sneak'd aud 
pied. 

Should fall as Jacob’s hire; the ewes, being rank. 
In the end of autumn turned to the ranis ; 

And when the work of genetatioii was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 

The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wand*, 
And, in the doiug of the deed of kind,! 

He stuck them up before the luisome • we*; 
Who, then conceiving, did tti caning time 
Fall part>-colour’d lambs, and tho-c v.ne 
Jacob’s. 

This was a way to thrive, and he waa hirst; 

And thrift is blessing, if ineu steal it not. 

Ant. This was a venture. Sir, that Jacob 
serv’d for; 

A thing not in his power to bring to pn«s. 

But sway’d and fashion’d by the hand or heaven. 
Was this luserted to make interest good ( 

Or is >orir gold and silver, ewes aud rams! 

Shy. 1 caunot tell; I make it breed as 
fast:— ’ 

But note me, signior. 

Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. 

An evil soul producing holy witness. 

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart ; 

Oh ! what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 

Shy. Three thousand ducats,—’tis a good 
round sum. 

Three months from twelve, then let me see the 
rate. 

A nt. Well,Shy lock, shall we be beholden to von. 
Shy.' Signtor Antonio, many a tune, aud oft. 
In the P‘alto you have rated me 
About .ay monies and my usances: $ 

Stiil have I borne it with a patient slime ; 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 

And spit upon my Jewish cnberdine. 

And all for use of that which is mine own. 

• Wnnfs which admit no longer «M«v. 

1 Informed. I Nadirs. 

{ Interest. 
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Well then, it now appears, you need my help: 

Co to then : you come to me, and you say. 

Shy lock, tee uould have monies: You say so; 
You, that did void your rheum upon uiy heard, 
And foot in**, as yon spur.i a stranger cur 
Over your threohold ; monies is your suit. 

H hat should [ say to you? Should I not say, 
Hath a Jon money ? is it possible, 

A cur can lend three thousand ducats? or, 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key. 

With ’bated breath, and whispering humble* 
ness. 

Say this,- 

Fair Sir, you spit on me on Wednesday 
last: 

You spurn'd tnr such a day ; another time 
You call’d me—don; an( l for these courtesies 
I’ll lend you thus much monies• 

Ant. I am as like to call thee so again. 

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee loo. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend il not 
As lo thy friends; (lor when did friendship 
take) 

A breed tor barren tnetal of his friend f 
Dm lend it rather to thine enemy ; 

" bo, if he break, thou may’st with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm ! 

I would be friends with you, and have your 
love. 

Forget the shames that you have stain’d me 
with. 

Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
or usance for my monies, and you’ll not hear 

me: 

This 16 kind I offer. 

A at. This were kindness. 

Shy. This kiudness will 1 show :— 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond; aud, in a merry sport, 

If you repay me not on such a day, 

In such a place, such sum or sums as are 
F.Npiess’d in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
of your fair flesh, to he cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 

Ant. Couteut, in faith ; I’ll seal to 6ucb a 
bond, 

And say there is much kindness in the Jew. 
Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for 
me, 

I’ll lather dwell in my necessity. 

Ant. Why, fear not, man; I will not forfeit il; 
w silnn these two months, that’s a month before 
'Hus bond expires, I do expect return 
Of tin ice three tunes the value of this bond. 

Shy. O father Abraham, wbat these Christians 
are; 

Whose on 11 hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others! Pray you, tell me this ; 
If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of man’s flesh, taken from a man. 

Is not so estimable, profitable neither, 

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, i 
To buy his favour, 1 extend tins friendship ; 

If he will take it, so ; if not, adien ; 

Aud, tor my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 
Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this 
bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s; 
Give him direction fqr this merry bond. 

And 1 will go and purse the ducats straight; 

Sec to my house, left in the feaiful guard 

of an unthrifty knave ; aud presently 

I will he with you. [/Tail. 

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian; he grows 
kind. 

Bass. I like not fair terms, aad a villain’s 
mind. 

Ant. Come on: in this there can be no dis¬ 
may, 

Mv ships come home * mo- lb before the day. 

f Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE 1.—Belmont.—A Boom in Portia's 

House. 

Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Prince op 
Morocco and his Train; Portia, Nulls'- , 
and other of her Attendants. 

Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion, 

The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun, 

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward bom, 
Wfhere Phoebus* fire scarce thaws the icicles, 

And let us make incision • for your love, 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine. 

I tell thee, la£, this aspect of mine 

Hath fear’d the valiant; by my love, I swea r 

The best-regarded virgins of our clime 

Have lov’d it too : I would not change this hue, 

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Por . In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes: 

Besides the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing: 

But, if my father bad not scanted me. 

And hedg’d me by his wit, to yield myself 
His wife, who wins me by that means 1 told you. 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair. 

As any comer I have look’d on yet, 

For my affection. 

Mor. Even for that I thank you : 

Therefore, 1 pray you, lead me to the caskets. 

To try my fortune. By this scimitar,— 

That slew the Sophy, and a Peroian prince, 

That won three fields of Sultan Solyraan,— 

1 would out-stare the sternest eyes that look. 
Out-brave the heart most dating on the earth. 
Pluck the young suckling cubs from the she 
bear, 

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey. 

To win thee, lady: But, alas the while! 

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is Alcides beaten by his page; 

And so may 1, blind fortune leading me. 

Miss that which one unwortbier may attain. 

And die with grieving. 

Por. You must take jour chance; 

And either not attempt to choose at all. 

Or swear, before you choose, if you choose 
wrong, 

Never to 6peak to lady afterward 

In way of marnuge : therefore be advis’d. 

Mor. Nor will not; come, bring me uuto my 
chance. 

Por. First, forward to the temple ; after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then l [ Cornets. 

To make me bless’d, or cursed’st among men. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Venice.—A Street. 

Enter Launcelot Gobbo. 

Latin. Certainly my conscience will sene me 
to run from this Jew, my master: The fiend is 
at mine elbow: and tempts me, saying to me, 
Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo , good Launcelot , or 
good Gobbo, or good Launcelot Gobbo, use 
your legs , take the start, run auay: My con- 
science says,—wo ; take heed , honest Launcelot; 
take heed , honest Gobbo; or, as aforesaid, 
honest Launcelot Gobbo ; do not run ; scorn 
running with thy heels: Well, the most cou¬ 
rageous fiend bids me pack; via J says the fiend ; 
away ! says the fiend, for the heavens ; rouse 
up a brave tnind, says the fiend, and run • 
Well, my conscience, hanging about the neck of 
my heart, says verv wisely to me,— my honest 
friend Launcelot , being an honest man’s son, 
—or rather an honest woman’s son ;—for, indeed, 
my father did something smack, something glow 

• Red b!am! it a il*n of low 
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to, he had a kind of taste ; well, my conscience 
says, Launcclot , budge not ; budge, says the 
fiend ; budge not , says my conscience: Consci¬ 
ence, says 1, you counsel well; fiend, says I, you 
counsel well: to be ruled by my conscience, 1 
should stay with the Jew iny master, who, (God 
bless the mark !) is a kiud of devil; and to mu 
away frutn the Jew, I should be ruled by the 
fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the devil 
himself; Certainly, the Jew is the very devil 
incarnation; and, m my conscience, my con¬ 
science is but a kind of hard conscience, to offer 
to counsel me to 6tay with the Jew : The fiend 
gives the more fneudly counsel: 1 will run, 
fiend ; my heels are at your commandment, I 
will run. ” 

Enter old Go a bo, with a Basket, 

Gob. Mastei, young man, you, 1 pray you ; 
which is the way to master Jew's ? 

La it n. [Aside.] O heavens, this is my true be¬ 
gotten lather! who, be mg more than sand-blind, 
lugh-giavel blind, knows me notI will try con¬ 
clusions * with him. 

Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you, 
which is the way to master Jew's! 

Laun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next 
turning, but at the next turning of all, on your 
It ft; marry, at the very next turning, turn of uo 
hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew's 
house. 

Gob. By God’s sonties, ’twill be a hard way 
to hit. Can you tell me whether one Lauuce- 
lot, that dwells with bun,dwell with bun, or uo? 

Laun. Talk you of young master Launce- 
lot?—Mark me now; [aside.] now will I raise 
the waters:—ralk you of young master Lauuce- 
lot ? 

Glo No master, Sir, but a poor mau’s son ; 
liis father, though I say it, is an honest ex¬ 
ceeding poor mail, and, God be thanked, well to 
live. 

Loun. Well, let Ills father be what he will, we 
talk of young master Lanncelot. 

Gob. Your worship’6 triend, and Launcelot, 

Sir. 

Laun. But I piay^rou ergo, old man, ergo , I 
beseech you ; Talk yon of young master Lauuce- 
lot? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your master¬ 
ship. 

Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot; talk not of 
master Launcelot, father; for the young gentle- 
in. n (acccordmg to fates and destinies, and such 
odd saying, the sisters three, and such branches 
<»f learning,) is, indeed, deceased ; or, as you 
would say, m plain terms, gone to heaven. 

Gob. Marry, God forbid t the boy was the very 
staff of my age, iny very prop. 

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel- 
post, a staff, or a prop ?—Do you know me, fa¬ 
ther ? 

Gob. Alack the day, I know yon not, young 
gentleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, 
(God rest bis soul!) alive, or dead? 

J.aun. Do you not know me, father? 

Gob. Alack, Sir, I am sand-blind, 1 know you 
not. 

Loan. Nay, indeed, if you bad your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me : it is a wisefiitber, 
that knows hk own child. Well, old man, I will 
tell you news of your sen : Give me your bless¬ 
ing : truth will come to light; murder cannot be 
hid long, a man’s son may; bat. In the end, 
truth will oat. 

Gob. Pray you. Sir, stand up ; I am sure, yon 
are not Launcelot, my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, let's have no more footing 
al*>ut it, but give me your blessing; Jam i ran ee - 
lot, yum boy that was, your son that h, your 
child tlrat shall be. 

Gob. i cannot think, yon are my son. 

Laun. l kuow not what 1 shall think of that: 


Act II 

but 1 am Launcelot, the Jew’s man ; and, I am 
sure, Margery, your wile, is my motbei. 

Gob. Her name is Mat gen, indeed : I'll be 
sworn, if thou be Launcelot, thou air mine owu 
flesh aud blood. Lord norslupp'd might he be ! 
what a beard hast thou got! thou lust got moie 
hair on thy chin, than Dobbin iny thill-horse* 
has on his tail. 

Laun. It shoald seem then, that Dobbin’s tail 
grows backward ; 1 am sure be had moie h.nron 
his tail, than I have on my face, when 1 luu saw 
him. 

Gob. Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost 
thou and tby master agiee ? I have biought him 
a present; How 'gree you now ? 

Laun. Well, well; but, for mine own part, a. 

I have set up my rest to run away, so l will not 
rest till I have run some giouiul: inv master's a 
very Jew : Give him a pie-ent! give lmn a hal¬ 
ter: I am famish’d in his service; you may tell 
every Auger I have with my ribs. Katlm, I am 
glad you are come : give nie your present to one 
master Bassanio, who, indeed, gives rare tnvv 
liveries : if 1 serve not huu, 1 will run as tar as 
God has any ground.—O rare fortune ! beie comes 
the man ;—to him, father; for 1 am a Jew it I 
serve the Jew any longer. 

Enter Bassa.mo, tilth Leonardo, and other 

Fvilouers. 

Bass. You may do so but let it he so has tod, 
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the 
clock : See these letiers deliver’d ; put the livelier 
to making ; and desire Gratiano to cmne anon to 
my lodging. [£aif a Sen ant, 

Laun. To him, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship ! 

Jlass. Grainercy ; would'sl thou aught with 
me ? 

Gob. Here’s my eon. Sir, a poor hoy,- 

Laun. Not a poor boy. Sir, but the rich Jew’s 
man ; that would. Sir, as my father shall spe¬ 
cify,— 

Gob. lie hath a great infection. Sir, as one 
would say, to serve- 

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is l 
serve the Jew, and I have a desne, as u ly JjiIim 
shall specify- 

Gob. His master and be, (saving your woi- 
ship’s reverence,) arc scarce catei -cousins : 

Laun To be brief, the very tiuth is, that the 
Jew, having done me wrong, doth cause me, as 
my father, being l hope an old man, shall trutify 
unto you,- 

Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I 
would bestow upon your worship; and my suit 
is,- 

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to 
myself, as your worship shall kuow by this honest 
old man ; and, though I say it, though old man, 
yet, poor man, my lather. 

Bass. One speak for bothWhat would 
you 1 

Laun. Serve you, Sir. 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, Sir. 

Bass. I know thee well, thou bast obtain'd thy 
suit: 

Sbylock, tby master, spoke with me this day, 

And bath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment. 

To leave a rich Jew's service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleniau. 

Laun. The old proverb Is very well parted 
between my master Sbylock and you, Sir ; you 
have the grace of God, Sir, and be hath enough. 

Bass. Thou speak'st it well: Go, father, with 
tby son :— 

Take leave of tby old master, and inquire 
My lodging out:—Give him a livery 

[To his Followers . 

More guarded + than Ills fellows’: See it done. 

Laun. Father, in I cannot get a service, 
noI have ne'er a tongue in my bead.—Well; 
[Looking on his palm,] if any man in Italy have 
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Scene III. 

a fairer table, * wbicli doth offer to swear upon 
a book.—[ bhail have good fortune ; Go to, here’s 
a simple line of life 1 here’s a small trifle of 
wives : Alas 1 tifteen wives is nothing ; eleven 
widows, and nine maids, is a simple coming-in 
lor one m.in : and then, to ’scape drowning 
tliiice; and to be in petti of ray life with the 
edge ol a feather-bed here are Bimple ’scapes! 
Well, it fortune be a woman, she’s a good wench 
foi this gear.—Father, come; I'll take my leave 
of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

[Eaeunt Launcli.ot and old Gobro. 
Bass. 1 pray thee, good Leonardo, think on 
this ; 

These things being bought, and orderly be¬ 
stow’d, 

Return m haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best-esteem’d acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 
Lion. My best endeavours shall be done 
herein. 

Enter Gratia no. 

Cra. Where is your master? 

1a on. Yondei, Sir, he walks. 

[Exit Leonardo. 

Cra. Signior Bissau 10 ,- 

Hass. Gratiano ! 

(ita. 1 have a suit to you. 

Hass. You have obtain'd it. 

(ita. You must not deny me ; I must go with 
3 on to Belmont, 

Bass. Why, then you must;—But hear thee, 
Gratiano ; 

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice 
Fails, that become thee happily enough. 

And :u siuh eves as our’s appear not faults ; 

Lut wheic thou art not known, why, there they 

6llOW 

Sometmng too liberal —pray thee, take pains 
To alia) with some cold drops of modesty 
'Iby skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild be¬ 
haviour, 

I he misconstrued in the place I go to. 

And lose m> hopes. 

Cra. Sigmor Bassanio, hear me.* 

If I do not put on a sober habit, 

1 alk with respect, and swear but now and then. 
Wear pia>er-books in my pocket, look de- 
uunely ; 

Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine 
eyes 

Thus with my bat, and sigh, and say, amen; 

I'm* .'ll the observance of civility, 
l ike one well studied in a sad ostent J 
To please Ins grandam, never trust me more. 
lid*s. Well, we shall see your bearing. § 

Cra. Nay, but 1 bar to-night; you shall not 
gage me 

By what we do to-night. 

Bass. No, that were pity : 

I would entreat you rather to put on 

Your boldest suit of muth, for we have friends 

That purpose memment: But fare yon well, 

I have some business. 

Cra. And 1 must to Lorenzo, and the rest; 
But we will visit you at supper-time. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— The same.—A Boom in Shy- 
lock’s Bouse. 

Enter Jessica and Launcblot. 

Jes. I am sorry tbou wilt leave my father so; 
Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil. 

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness : 

But (arc thee well; there is a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shall thou see 
Loreu/o, who is thy new master’s guest: 

Give him this letter; do it secretly. 

And so farewell; I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 


• The chiromslic term for the lines at th« hand. 
+ Too gross- 

t Allow of staid or serious demeanour. 

| Deporlmeut 
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Latin. Adieu!—tears exhibit my tongue.— 
Most beau tit ul pagan, most sweet Jew 1 If a 
Christian do not play the knave, and get thee, 
I am much deceived : but, adieu ! these foolish 
drops do somewhat diovvn my manly spirit; 
adieu I [Exit* 

Jes. Farewell, good Lauucelot.— 

Alack, what heinous sin it is in me, 

To be ashain’d to be my father’s child I 
But though I am a daughter to Ins blood, 

I am not to his niauners : O Lorenzo, 

If thou keep promise, 1 shall end this strife ; 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. 

[Eut. 

SCENE IV.—The same.—A street. 

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and 

Salamo. 

Lor. Nav, we will shnk away in supper-time ; 
Disguise us at my iodgiug, and return 
All in an hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 
Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch- 
bearers. 

Salan. ’Tin vile, unless it may be quaintly 
order’d , 

And better, In my mind, not undertook. 

Lor. ’Tis now but four a-clock; we hive two 
hours 

To furnish us:— 

Enter Ladncelot, with a letter. 

Friend Lauucelot, w hat’s the news ? 

Luun. An it shall please you to break up this, 
it shall seem to sanity. 

Lor. I know the band : in faith, ’Us a fair 
hand ; 

And whiter than the paper it writ on. 

Is the lair hand that wnt. 

Gia. Love-news, in faith. 

Laun. By your leave, Sir. 

Lor. W hither goest thou ? 

Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old master the 
Jew to sup to-night with my new mastci the 
Christian. 

Lor. Hold here, take th|s:—tell gentle Jes¬ 
sica, 

I will not fail her ;—speak it privately ; go.— 
Gentlemen, [Exit Launceiot. 

Will you prepare you for this masque to-night? 

I am provided of a torch-beaier. 

Salar. Ay, marry. I’Ll be gone about it 
straight. 

Salan. And so will I. 

Lor. Meet me, aud Gratiano, 

At Gratiauo’s lodging some hour hence. 

Salar. ’Tis good we do so. 

[Exeunt Salar. and Salan. 
Gra. Was not that letter from fait Jessica? 
Lor. I must needs tell thee all: she hath 
directed, 

How I shall take her from her father's house; 
Wbat gold aud jewels she is furnish’d with ; 

What page's suit she hath In readiness. 

If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven. 

It will be for bis gentle daughter’s sake: 

And never date misfortune cross her foot. 

Unless she do it under this excuse,— 

That sbe is issue to a faithless Jew. 

Come, go with me; peruse this, as thou goest: 
Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.—The same—Before Shylock s 

House. 

Enter Shylock and Lauscelot. 

Shy. Well thou shall see, thy eyes shall be 
tbv judge, 

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanlo 
What, Jessica I—thou shall not gormandize. 

As thou hast done with me ;—What, Jessica 1— 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out 
Why, Jessica, I say 1 
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Art JI. 


Latin, Why, Jessica J 

Shy. Who bids thee call? 1 do not bid tbee 
call. 

Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, I 
could do nollnug without bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jes . Call you ? what is \our will ? 

Shy. 1 am bid • forth to 6Upper, Jessica ; 
There are my kejs But wherefore should 1 
go ? 

I am not but for love; they flatter me: 

But yet I’ll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian.—Jessica, my flrl. 

Look to my house l am right loath to go ; 
There is some ill a brewing towards iny rest, 

Foi 1 did dream of money-bags to night. 

Laun. I beseech you. Sir, go; my young roas¬ 
ter doth expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I Ins. 

Laun. And they have conspired together,— I 
will not say, you shall see a masque; but if 
you do. then it was not for nothing tbat my 
nose fell a bleeding on Ulack-Monday last, t at 
six o’clock l'thc morning, falling out tbat year 
on Ash-Wednesday was four year in the after¬ 
noon. 

Shy. What! are there masques? Hear you me, 

Jessica: 

Look up my doors; and when you bear the 
drum, 

And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck’d fife. 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

Nor thrust your head into the public street. 

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces : 
But stop roy house's ears, 1 mean my case¬ 
ments ; 

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober bouse.—By Jacob’s staff, I swear, 

I have no mind of feasting forth to-night: 

But I will go.—Go yon before me, sirrah; 
hay, 1 will come. 

Laun. I will go before. Sir.— 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ; 
Tbere^will come a Christian by. 

Will |>e worth a Jewess' eye. [Ent Laun. 
Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s off¬ 
spring, ha? 

Jes. His words were. Farewell, mistress; 
nothing else. 

Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge 
feeder. 

Snail-slow in profit, and be sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat; drones hive not with me ; 
Tberefore I part with him ; and part with bun 
To one tbat t would have him help to w'aste 
His borrow’d purse.—Well, Jessica, go in ; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately ; 

Do as I bid you. 

Shot doors after you : Fast bind, fast find ; 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exit 
Jes. Farewell; and if my fortune be not 
cross’d, 

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit. 

SCENE VI.—The same. 

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masked . 

Gra. This is the pent-house, under which 
Lorenzo 

Desir'd us to make stand. 

Salar. His hour is almost past. 

Gra . And it is marvel be out-d wells bis hour. 
For lovers ever run before tbe clock. 

Salar. Oh l ten times faster Venus* pigeons fly 
To seal love’s bonds new made, than they are 
wont. 

To keep obliged faith unforfeited! 

Gra. That ever bolds: Who rises, from a 
feast. 


. _ ... * I.trited. 

; Mnmlay i in called from Edward Iff. lounjr 

n . ir w ** part ol hi« nrmr liken b*«ieglng I'araa) by 
cc'J- -ia«. Jay wo* very dark a*t J snm^ . 


With that keen appetite tbat lie sits down ? 
Where i> the horse that doth untread .main 
His tedious measures with the imputed die 
That he did pace them first I All tlimits that aie, 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 

How like a yomiker, or a prodigal. 

The scarfed • bark puts from her native bav, 
Hugg’d and embraced by the stiumpet wind! 
How like the prodigal doth she rtturu; 

With over-weatfcer’d ribs, and ragged sails, 

Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wind 1 

Enter Lorbnzo. 

Salar. Here comes Lorcuzo -more of this 
hereafter. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
abode ; 

Not 1, but my affairs, have made you wait ; 
When you shall please to play the thieves for 
wives. 

I’ll watch as long for Jem then.—Approach ; 

Here dwells my father Jew: Ho! who’s within. 

Enter Jessica above, in boy's clothes. 

Jes. Who ire you! Tell me, for more cer¬ 
tainty, 

Albeit I’ll swear that I do know jour tongue. 
Lor. Lorenzo, aud thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, Indeed ; 
For who love I so much ? And now who kuows. 
But jou, Lorenzo, whether I am jour’*? 

Lor. Heaven, and tby thoughts, are witness 
that thou art. 

Jes. Here, catch this casket; it is worth tbe 
pains. 

I am glad ’tis night, yon do not look on ine. 

For I am much asbam’d of lm exchange : 

But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit ; 

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch, 
bearer. 

Jes. What, must I hold a caudle to my 
shames ? 

They in themselves, good sooth, are too too 
light. 

Why, ’tis an office of discovery, love ; 

And I should be obscur’d. 

Lor. So are you, sweet. 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once : 

For the clo6C night doth play the run-awny, 

And we are staid for at Bassanio’s feast. 

Jes. 1 will make fast the doors, and gild my 
self 

With souie more ducats, and be with you straight. 

[Exit from above. 
Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no 
Jew. 

Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily : 

For she is wise, if 1 can judge of her ; 

And fair she is, if that mine ejes he true; 

And true she is, as she hath proved herself; 

And tberefore, like hereelf, Rise, fair, and true ; 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica, below. 

What, art thon come ?•— On, gentlemen, away ; 
Our masking mates hy this time for us stay. 

[Exit with Jessica and Salabino. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Who’s there ? 

Gra. Signlor Antonio? 

Ant. .Fie, fle, Gratinnof where are all the 
rest? 

’Tis nine o’clock ; our friends all stay for yon 
No masque to-uigbt; tbe wind is come about, 
Bassauio presently will go aboard : 

1 have sent twenty out to seek for you. 


* D/ronted with flag*. 
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Scene VIJ. 

Cia. I nm gl.'d ou’t; 1 desire no moie de- 

Than to lie under sail, and gone to-night. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXF. VII.—Belmont*—A Room in Portia’s 

House. 

Flourish of Cornets. Enter Portia trigh the 
Prince or Morocco, and both their Trains. 

Por. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince : 

Non make join choice. 

Mor. I'lie that, of gold, who this inscription 
beais;— 

Who chooscth me, shall gain what many men 
disire. 

The second, silver, which this promise car¬ 
ries ;— 

» Who chooscth me, shall get as much as he 
deserves. 

This thud, dull lead, with warning all as 
blunt;— 

Jf ho (hooseth me, must give and hazard all 
he hath. 

How shall I know if l do choose the right? 

Por. The one ot them contains my picture, 
pi nice; 

If >ou choose that, then 1 am jour’s withal. 

A lor. Some god direct my judgment ? Let 
me see, 

I will survey the Inscriptions back again : 

What s.t).s this leaden casket? 

Jf ho chooscth vie, must give and hazard all 
he hath. 

Must pivc—lor what? for lead 7 hazard foi 
lead { 

Tlii'. casket thicalens : Men, that hazaid all, 

]><• n in hope of fair advantages: 

A golden mind stoops not to slums of dross ; 

I’ll then nor give, nor hazard, aught lor lead. 
What nu\s the silver, with hei viigm hue? 

Who chooscth me, shall get as much as he 
descries. 

As much as he deserves ? Pause there, Morocco, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand; 

If thou be’st lated by thy estimation, 

Tiioii dost deserve enough ; and vet enough 
Mav not evtend so far as to the lady: 

And vet to be aftaul of my deserving. 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve '—Why, that’s the lady : 

I do in buth deserve hei, and in fortunes. 

In giaces, and m qualities of breeding; 

Hut more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stiay’d no fuitber, but chose here 7— 
Let’s ••ce once more this saving grav’d in gold : 
Who chooscth me, shall gain what many men 
desire. 

Why, that'*- the lady; all the world desires her: 
From the tour comers of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 
The Hyrcauian deserts, and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now, 

For princes to come view fair Portia: 

The wateiy kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits la the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come. 

As o’er a brook, to 6ee fair Pottia. 

One of these thiee contains her heavenly pic¬ 
ture. 

Is’t like, that lead contains her ? ’Twere dam¬ 
nation, 

To think so base a thought; it were too gross 
To rib * her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think, in silver she’s immur’d. 

Being ten times undervalued to try’d gold ? 

O sinful thought 1 Never so rich a pern 
Was set in worse than gold. They have in 
England 

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 
Stamped in gold ; but that's insculp’d t upon; 

But here an angel m a golden bed 


Lies all within.—Deliver me the Key ; 

Here do 1 choose, and thrive I as 1 may 
Por. There, take it, prince, and if my form 
lie there, 

Then I am youi’s. 

[He unlocks the golden casket . 
Mar. O hell! what have we here ? 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll ? I’ll read the writing. 
All that glisters is not gold, 

Often have you heard that told : 
Many a man his life hath sold , 

Rut ;my outside to behold : 

Gilded tombs do worms infold. 

Had you been as ut*e as bold, 

Young in limbs, in judgment old. 
Your answer had not been inscrol’d : 
Fare you well ; your suit is cold. 
Cold, indeed ; and labour lost; 

Then, farewell, heat} and welcome, frost. 
Portia, adieu ! I have too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave; thus losers part. 

[Exit. 

Por . A gentle riddance :-Draw the cur¬ 
tains go;- 

Let all of his completion choose me so. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII.—Venice.—A Street. 

Enter Salarino and Salakio. 

Salar. Why, man, 1 saw' Bassanio under sail; 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 

\nd in their ship, I am sure, Loienzo is not. 
Satan. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd 
the duke ; 

Who went with lmn to search Bassanio’s ship. 
Salar. He came too late, the ship was under 
sail ; 

But there the duke was given to understand. 
That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica : 

Besides, Antonio certified the duke. 

They were not with Bassanio in Ins ship. 

Salan. I never heard a passion so confus’d. 

So strange, outrageous, and so variable. 

As the dog Jew did niter m the streets : 

My daughter '—O my ducats ' O—my daughter • 
Fled with a Christian ?—O my Chnstia.i 
ducats '— 

Justice! the lau I my ducats, and my daugh¬ 
ter: 

A sealed bag, tiro scaled bags of ducats, [ter ’ 
Of double ducats, stolen from me by my daugh- 
Andjeucls; two stones, tuo rich and pre¬ 
cious stones, [g*>‘l ' 

StoVn by my daughter'—Justice! find the 
She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats ' 
Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow 
him, [ducats. 

Crying,—bis stones, his daughter, and his 
Salan, Let good Antonio look be keep his 
Or he shall pay for this. [day, 

Salar. Marry, well remember’d: 

I reason’d * with a Frenchman yesterday ; 

Who told me,—in the narrow' seas, that pait 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country richly fraught: 

I thought upon Antonio, when he told me ; 

And wish’d in silence, that it were not his. 

, Salan. You were best to tell Antonio what 
you hear ; 

Yet do not suddenly, for it may giieve him. 

Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the 
[ saw Bassanio and Antonio part: [earth. 

Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return ; he answer’d— Do not so. 

Slubber not t business for my sake, Bassanio, 
But stay the very rlping of the time ; 

And for the Jew's bond , which he hath of me. 
Let it not enter in your mind of love ! 

Be merry; and employ your chiefest thoughts 
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To courtship, and such fair ostents of love 
As shut l convenient Ip become you there : 

And even lliere, Ins eye being big with tears, 

Tin 111112 Ins face, be put bis ham) behind him, 
And with affection wondrous sensible. 

He wrung Bassanio’s hand, and so they parted. 

Solan. I think, he only haves the world for 
I pray thee, let ns go and And him out, (.him. 
Aud quicken bis embraced heaviness * 

W ah some delight or other. 

Solar. Do we so. [Exeunt. 

SCENE JX. — Belmont.—A Room in Portia’s 

House . 

Enter Nerissa, tnth a Serrant. 

Xer. Quick, quick, 1 pray thee, draw the 
curtain straight; 

The prince of Arrag <u hath ta’en his oath. 

And comes to bis election presently. 

Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Prince ok 
Arr4C.on, Port14, and their 7 'rums. 

Por. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble 
prince : 

If >ou choose that wheiein 1 am contain’d, 
Miuighr shall our nuptial riles be solemniz'd ; 

B.u u Mm tail, without moie speech, ni) loid. 
You must he gone (torn hence iniinediately 
Ar. I am enjoin’d b\ oath to obscue three 
Tnst, iir\er to untold to any one [things : 

A\ Im u casket ’twas I chose , next, if I fail 
Of Me light ca-ket, never ni im life 
To woo a maid m way of marriage ; lastly. 

If 1 do tail ni foitiiue of you choice, 

Immediately to leave you and he goue. 

Por. To these injunctions every one doth 
swear, * 

That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar And so have i address’d t me : Fortune 
now [lead. 

To my heart’s hope 1—Gold, silver, and base 
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all 
he hath : 

You shall look fairer, ere 1 give, or hazard. 
l\hat says the goldeu chest i ha I lei me see: 
Who chooseth me, shall gam what many men 
desire. • [meant 

What many men desire. That many may he 
Be the tool multitude, that choose by show. 

Not learning more than the loud eye dothuach ; 
Which pries not to the anterior, but, like the 
martlet. 

Builds in the weather on the outward wall. 

Jtren in the force J and road of casual ity. 

I will not choose what many men desire. 

Because I will not jump § with common spirits, 

.a nd lank me with the barbarous multitudes. 
Why, then to thee, tbou silver treasure-house ; 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear ; 
Who ihoo'-eth me, shall get as much as he 
deserves ; 

And well said too : For who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and he honourable 
W about the shimp of merit! Let none presume 
To wear an umteverved dignify, 
oh ' that estates, degree-*, and offices, 

Were not deriv’d corruptlyi and that clear 
honour 

Were pm chas’d by the merit ot tbe wearer! 

How rnanv then, should rover that stand hare! . 
How many be commanded, that command ? 
llow much low peasantry would then be glean’d 
liom tbe true seed of bonour? and bow much 
honour 

Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the limes, 

To t>c new varnish’d? Well, but to my choice : 
Who chooseth me , shall get as much as he 

dvsen rs. 

1 v-uint desertGive rne a key for thi6. 
And .. .lantly unlock rnv fortunes litre. 

Par. loo hug a patu>e for that which you 
ftnd tin re. 

• T lie kc»* in*>«§ hr ij fond <-*f. 

\ Prcj ar»a. * IWrr fc Agree with 


Ar. What’s here? the portrait of a blinking 
idiot, 

Presenting me a schedule? I will read it. 

How much unlike ait thou to Poiiia? 

How much uuhke my hopes and my de<*erv 
mgs? 

Who chooseth me, shall have as much as he 
deserves. 

Did I deserve no more than a fool’s lit ad» 

Is that my prize? aie my deserts no heltei 7 
Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 
Aud of opposed natures. 

Ar. What is here? 

The Jire seven times tried this ; 

Seven tunes tried that judgment is, 

That did tieier choose amiss: 

Some there be, that shad on s hiss ; 

Such haie but a shadow*s bliss: 

There bt fools ulnc, I in * 

S’leer'd o’er ; and vo nas this. 

Take what wife you u ill i-> btd, 

I will tier be your lu ad : 

So begone, Sir, you ait sped. 

Still more fool I shall appeal 
By the time I linger hue : 

With one fool’s head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two — 

Sweet, adieu ! I’ll keep niv oath, 

Patiently to beat my wroth. 

[Exeunt Arr tr.o.v, and Tr i,n. 
Por. Thus hath the candle sing’d tin* mom. 

O these deliberate fools! when they do thoo e. 
They havt the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

\er. The ancient raying i- n<» heresy ,— 
Hanging and wiuug goes by desimv, 

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nenssa. 

Enter a Si- r v ant. 

Serv. Where is my lady ? 

Por. Heie; what would m> lord? 

Sere. Madam, theie is alighted at vour gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes lietoie 
To signify the appioaching of his lord . 

From whom he hmigtth ‘■en-ible regreets ; + 

To wit, besides commends, aud courteous 
breath, 

Gifts of iich value; Yet I have not seen 
So likely an embassador of love : 

\ day hi April never came so sweet 
To show bow cosily summer was at hand, 

As this fore-spurrer comes brtoie his lout. 

Por. No more, I prav time , 1 am hail afeaid. 
Thou wjlt sav anon, hi is some kin to tbe,, 
Thou spend'st 6uch high-day wit in praiung 
him.— 

Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see 
Quick CupidS post, that comes so rnuutieili. 
Acr. Bassanio, lord love, if thy will it he ! 

[£u uut. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—Venice.—A Street. 

Enter Salanio and Salarino. 

Salan. Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Solar. Why, yet it lives there uncheck'd, 
that Antomo bath a ship ot nch lading wreck’d 
on the narrow seas ; the Goodwin**, I think they 
call the place ; a very dangerous flat, aud fatal, 
where the carcases ot many a tall shin be 
biuved, as they say, if my gossip report oc an 
honest woman of her word. 

Salan. J would she were as lying a gossip in 
that, as ever knapp’d ginger, or made her 
neighbours believe she wept for the death of a 
third husband : But it is true, without tmy 
slips of prolixity, or crossing the plain highway 
of talk,—that the good Antonio, the boiie-t 

Antonio,--O that I had a title good enough 

to keep hi» name company !— 

• Know. t Salutation* 
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Salar. Come, the full stop. 

Satan. Ha,—what say'st thou?—Why the 
end is, he hath lust a ship. 

Salat. 1 wuuld it might prove the end of his 
losses » 

Satan. Let me say amen bctimes,*lest the de¬ 
vil cross in> player; for here he comes in the 
likeuess of a Jew.— 

Enter Suylock. 

How now, Shy lock? what news among the 
merchants ? 

Sin/. You knew, none so well, none so well 
as you, of my daughters flight. 

Salat That** certain ; I, for my part, knew 
the tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 

Satan. And Shylock, for Ins own part, knew 
the turd was fledg’d ; and then it is the com¬ 
plexion of them all to leave the dam. 

• Shi/. She is damn’d for it. 

Salar. That’s ceiuin, if the devil may be 
hei judge. 

Shu. Mv own flesh and blood to rebel. 

Satan Out upon it, old carrion 1 rebels it at 
these sears? 

Shy. I x,i\ in) daughter is my flesh and blood. 
Salat. 1 here la more difleicuce between thy 
flesh ami liei’s, than between jet and ivory ; 
moie between your bloods, than theie is between 
red wme ami rtieuish But tell us, do you 
heai whether Antouio have bad any loss 
at sea or no f 

Shy. There I have another bad match : a 
bankrupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show 
his bead on die Rialto a beggar, that used 
to come m» smug upon the mart let him look 
to li.s bond be was wont to call me usurer; — 
let him look to his bond * lie was wont to lend 
money for a Chiistuu courtesy let him look 
to bis bond. 

Solar. Win, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt 
Hot lake lus tl« sh . What's that good for? 

Shy In bait fish withal : it it will feed no¬ 
thing else, it will teed my revenge He haih 
di-Kiao 1 me, and hindered me of half a mil¬ 
ium , laughed at my losses, mocked at niv 
pains, scotued my nation, thwarted my bar- 
pauiv, roolrd my friends, heated mine enemies ; 
and what’s ln» leasi-n ! I am a Jew'; Hath not 
a Jew eyes l hath not a Jew bauds, organs, di- 
inen-nm-, ••ensrs, affections, passious ? fed with 
the M.ue loud, hurt with the same weapons, 
siibu i 1 t» the ‘•ame dist.tses, healed by the same 
uie«ii' warmed and cooled by the same winter 
and Mimmer as a Christian is? if you prick us, 
do we lint bleed 7 it you tickle us, do we not 
laugh { it you poison us, do we not die ? and if 
you wrot.j m, shall we not revenge ? if we arc 
like you m the rest, we will resemble you in 
that. If ? Jew wrong a Christian, what is lus 
humility ’ levcnge: If a Cluistian wrong a Jew, 
what should lus 6uffeiauce be by Christian ex¬ 
ample ? why, revenge. The villany you teach 
me, I will execute , and it shall go hard, but 1 
vuii better the uistiuction. 

Enter a Servant. 

Scrr Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at 
his bom*, and deMim to speak with you both. 
Salar. We have been up and down to seek 
him. 

Enter Tubal. 

Satan. Heie comes another of the tribe ; a 
third cannot be matched, unless the devil him¬ 
self turn J< w. 

{Exeunt Salan. Salar. and Servant. 
Shy How noyv, Tubal, what news from Ge¬ 
noa ? hast thou found iny daughter ? 

Tab. I often came where 1 did hear of her, 
but cannot find her. 

Situ. tMiv there, there, there, theie! a dia¬ 
mond gone, cost me two thousand ducats in 
Fratikhnt! The cm so never fell upon our na¬ 
tion till now; 1 never felt it till now two 
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thousand ducats in that; and other precious, pre¬ 
cious jewels.—I would my daughtei were dead 
at my loot, aud the jewels m her ear! 'would 
she were hears’d at my foot, and the ducats in 
her coffin !—No news of them {—Why, 8 o and 
F know not what’s spent in the search : W by, 
thou loss upou loss! the tLiti gone with so 
much, and so much to find the thief; and no 
satisfaction, no revenge: nor no ill-luck stilting, 
but what lights o’ my shouldeis; no sighs', 
but o’ my breathing ; no te.iis, but o’ my shed¬ 
ding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too; An¬ 
tonio, as 1 heard in Genoa,— 

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? 
Tub. —bath an argosy castaway, cuimug from 
Tripolis. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God Is it tme ? 
is it true ? 

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that 
escaped the yvreck 

Shy. I thank thee, good TuhalGood news, 
good news: ha! ha!—Wbeie? in Guioa ? 

'Tub. Your dauglitir spmt in Genoa, as I 
heard, one night, fourscore duc'its. 

Shy. Thou siick’st a duggei in me :-1 shall 

never see my gold again : Foursome ducats at a 
sitting' fourscoie ducats! 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s ciedi- 
tms in mv company to Venice, that swear lie 
cannot choose but break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it: I’ll plague him ; 
I'll torture him ; 1 am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he 
had of your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon hei 1 Thou tortured me. Tu¬ 
bal : i;*vvas my turquoise ; * 1 had it of Leah, 
when 1 was a bachelor : I would not have given 
it for a wilderness of monkies. 

Tub. Bui Antonio is ceitainly undone. 

Shu. Nay that’s true, that’s vtry uuc: Go, 
Tubal, fee mean officer, bespeak him a toitmght 
before, I will have the heait of bun, if he foiteit 
for were he out of Venice, I can make what 
merchandise 1 will; Go, go, Tnlu , and meet 
me at our synagogue; go, good Tuhal; at our 
synagogue, Tuhal. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Belmont.—A Room in Portia’s 

House. 

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Grati ano, Nerissa, 
and Attendants. The caskets ate set oat. 

Por. 1 pray you, tarry; pause a day or two, 
Before you hazaid ; for, in choosing wrong, 

I lose your company; therefore, foiheai awhile 
rheie’s something tells me, (but it is not love,) 
f would not lose you ; and you know yourself. 
Hale counsels not m such a quality : 

But lest you should not undeistand me well, 

(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,) 

I would detain you here some month or two. 
Before you venture for me. I could tc«.cli you. 
How to choose right, but then 1 am forsworn ; 

So will I never be: so may you miss me; 

But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin. 

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes. 
They have o’erlook’d me, and divided me; 

One half of nie is your’s, the other half 
y oui's, — 

Mine own, I would say, but if mine, then 
your’s, 

And so all your’s : Oh ! these naughty times 
Put bars between the owneis aud then rights ; 

And so, though your’s, not youi’s.—Prove it so. 
Let foitune go to bell for it,—nol 1. 

1 speak too long ; but *tis to pei'.e * the time ; 

To eke it, and to draw it out in length, 
lo stay you from election. 

Pass. Let me choose ; 

For as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Par. Upon the rack, Bassanio * then confess 
What treason there is mmaled v.ith your love. 
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Bass. None, but that ugly treason of uiistn.st f 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of uiv love : 
There may ;u well be amity and life 
'Tween snow and tire, as treason and my love. 
Bor. Ay, but i tear, vou speak upon the 
rack, 

Where men enforced do speak anything. 

Buss. Promise nit life, and I'll confess the 
truth. 

For. Well then, confess, and live. 

Bass. Cotifess and love. 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me auswci* for deliverance I 
But let me to my loitunc and the caskets. 

Por. An ay then: I am lock'd in one of 
them ; 

If you do love me, you will find me out.— 
XerisNi, and the rest, stand all aloof.-- 
Ltt music ?ound, while be doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lose, be makes a swanlike end, 
Fadiug in music: that the comparison 
May staud more proper, my eye shall he the 
stream, 

And wat’rv death-bed for him : He may wm; 
And what is music then I then music is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects how 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is. 

As are those dulcet sounds in break of da\, 

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom’s ear. 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes, 
With no leas presence, • but with much more 
love, 

Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute pud by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster ; 1 stand for sacrifice. 

The rest aloof are the Dardauian wives, • 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 

Live thou, i live:—With much much more dis¬ 
may 

I view the tight, than thou that mak’st the fray. 

Music , whilst Bvssanio, comments on the 
caskets to himself. 

Song. 

1. Ttll me, uhere is fancy + bred , 

Or in the hem t, or in the head ? 
How begot, how nourished f 
Reply. 2. It is engender’d in the eyes. 

With gazing fed , and fancy dies 
In the cradle it here it lies : 

Let us all ring fancy’s knell: 

I’ll begin it, - Ding , dong, bell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell. 

Bass. —So may the outward shows be least 
themselves; 

The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

But, being season’d with a gracious X voice. 
Obscures the show of evil? In religion, 

What damned error, hut some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding tbr grossness with fair ornament? 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 

Hjw many cowards, whose hearts are all as 
false 

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The heart? of Heicules and frowning Mars, 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as 
milk ? 

And these assume but valour’s excrement. 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauiy. 

And you «hall sec *t»s purchas’d by the weight; 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 

M-iking them lightest that wear most of it: 
f><» aie those crisped $ suaky golden locks, 

Whi'h uiakc such wanton gambols with the 
wind, 

Upon supposed fairness, often known 


| To be the dowry of a second head, 
j The skull that bred them, in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the gulled * shoie 
To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scaif 
Veiling an liuhau beauty ; iu a woid. 

The seeming Truth which cunning limes put on 
To eulrap the wisest. Thereto!e, thou gaudy 
gold, 

Hard food foi Midas, I will none of thee : 

Nui none oi thee, thou pale and common drudge 
Tween man and iiiau: but thou, thou mta'.ie 
lead, 

Which lather threat'uest, than dost promise 
aught. 

Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence. 
And here choose I; Joy he the consequence! 

Por. How all the other passions fleet to air. 

As doubtful thoughts, aud rash embrac’d dtv 
spait. 

And shudd’ung fear, and green ey’d jtaloucy. 

O lovo, he moderate, allay th\ evtacy. 

In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess ; 

I feel too much thy blessing, make it less. 

For tear I surfeit 1 
Bass. W hat find 1 here ? 

[Opening the leaden (asket. 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ?♦ W hut dciin-g<*t r 
Hath come so neai creation l Move these eyes 7 
Or, whether, tiding on the balls of mine, 

Seem they m motion l litre are sever’d lips 
Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
Should suudei such sweet friends: Here in her 
hairs 

The painter plays the spider ; and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs : Hut her eve**. 
How could he aee to do them ? having made 
one, 

Methinks, it should have power to steal both 
his. 

And leave itself unfurnisliM: Yet look, hov* 
far 

The substance of my praise doth wrong this 
shadow. 

In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substauce.—llert’s the 
scioli. 

The continent and summary of my fortune. 
you that choose not by the mu. 

Chance as Jair, and choose as true ' 
m Since this Jortune falls to you. 

Be contint and seek no uen. 

If you be veil pleas’d tilth this, 

And hold your Jortune for your bites. 
Turn you nhere your ludy is, 

And claim her with a lot mg kies. 

A gentle scrollFair lady, by your leave; 

. [A is mii g her. 

I come by note, to give, and to receive. 

Like one of two contending in a pure, 

That thinks he hath done well iu people's tw‘«. 
Hearing applause, and universal shout, 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be Ins or no *, 

So, thrice fair lady, stand I, even so ; 

As doubtful whether vvlut 1 see he true, 

Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by you. 

■ Por. You see ure, lord Bassamo, where 1 
stand. 

Such as I am : though for inyselt alone, 

1 would not be ambitious in my wish. 

To wiBb myself much better; yet, for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times myself; , 

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand turn s 
More rich ; 

Than only to stand high on your account, 

1 might in virtues, beauties, livings, fncnd3. 
Exceed account: hut the full sum of me 
Is sum cf something ; which, to term in gross. 

Is an unlesson’d qnl, uuscliool'd, unpractis’d : 

Happy iu this, she is not yet so old 

But she may learn ; and happier than this. 

She is not bred so dull but she can Ic.u n ; 
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Happiest of all, is, that her gpntle spirit 
Commits itself to your\ to he directed. 

As horn lirr loid, her governor, her king. 
M\st*lf, and what is mine, to you, and jour’s 
is now convened : hut now I was the lord 
of this tair mansion, mastci of my servants, 
Queen o'er myself ; and even now, hut now, 

'1 ins house, these servant;, and this same my- 
sHl, 

Arc yonr’s, my loid ; I give them with this 

»»»s, 

A\ Inch, when you part from, lose, or give away. 
Let it presage the rum ol your love. 

And he my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Buss. Madam, you have bereft me of all 
words, 

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins : 

And there is such contusion in my powers, 

As, after some oration fairly spoke 
H> a beloved prince, there doth appear 
A moil” the buzzing pleased multitude ; 

A\1htc every something, being bl.nl * together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 
Evpiess’d, and not express’d: But when this 
img 

Parti fioni this finger, then parti life from 
hence ; 

Oh ' then he hold to say, Bassani.i's dead. 

At i. My lord and lady, It is now our time, 
That luxe stood by, and seen our wishes pios- 
prr, 

To cn, good jov ; Good joy, my lord and lady ! 

Gta. My lord Hassamo, and my gentle lady, 

I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 

For 1 am sure, you can wish none from me : 
And, when your honour* mean to solemnize 
The bargain of voui faith, 1 do beseech you. 
Lien at that time I max he married too. 

Buss. With all my heart, so thou canst get a 
wite. 

Cra, I lliauk jour lordship ; you have got me 
one. 

M\ eye*, my lord, cat: look as swift as youi’s: 
You saw the mistioss, I htluld the maul ; 

ou lov’d, I lov’d; tor intermission i 
No more pertains to me, my loid, than yon. 
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; 

And so did mine too, as the matter falls : 

Lor wooing here, until I sweat again ; 

And swearing, till my very roof was dry 

Y\ ith oaths of lovt : at last,—if promise last,— 

1 got a promi'e of this fail one heie, 

To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Achiev’d her mistress. 

Par Is this true, Nerissa 7 
Acr. • Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d 
withal. 

Boss. And do you, Graliauo, mean good 
faith 7 

Gra. Yes, ’faith, my lord. 

Bo s. Our feast shall be much honour’d in 
your marriage. 

Gra. We’ll play with them, the first hoy for a 
thousand ducats> 

At r. What, and stake down 7 
Gra. No ; we shall ne’er win at that sport, 
and stake down.- 

But who conies here 7 Lorenzo, and bis iufldel 7 
What my old Venetian trieud, Salerio? 

Enter Lorf.nzo, Jessica, and Salerio. 
Boss. Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither; 
If that the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid yon welcome:—By your 
leave, 

I bid my very friends and countrymen. 

Sweet Poitia, welcome. 

Par. So do I, my lord; 

They are entirely welcome. 

Lor. I thank your honour:—For my pait, 
my lord, 

My purpose wa? not to have seen you here; 

But meeting with Salerio by the way. 


He did entreat me, past all saying nay. 

To come with him along. 

Saler. 1 di >, my lord, 

And I have leason for it. Signior Antonio 
Commends him to you. 

[Girev Bassanio a letter . 
Bass . Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 

Saler. Not sick, my lord, unless it he in mind; 
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer you' stranger; bid her 
welcome. 

Your band, Salerio; What’s the news from 
Venice 7 

How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 

I know, he will be glad of our success; 

We are thp Jasons, we have won the fleece. 
Saler . ’Would you had won the fleece that he 
hath lostl 

Por. There are some shrewd contents in von’ 
same paper, 

That steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek : 
Some dear friend dead: else nothing in the 
Could turu so much the constitution [woild 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse J 
With leave, Bassanio ; 1 am half yoot»elf. 

And I must freely have the half of auy thing 
1 hat this same paper brings you. 

Bass. O sweet Portia, 

Heie are a few of the unpleasant’st words. 

That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady, 

W’lmn I did flist impart my love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth 1 had 
Pan in my veins, 1 was a gentleman ; 

\iicl then I told you true : and yet, dear lady, 
Ratine myself at nothin?, you shall 6ce 
How much I was a braggart; when I told you 
My state was nothing, I should then have told 
you 

That I was worse than nothing; for, indeed, 

I have engag’d myself to a dear fiiend, 

Fngag’d my friend to his mere enemy. 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady ; 

The paper is the body of rny friend, 

And everv word in it a gaping wound. 

Issuing life-blood.—But i>. it true, Salerio 7 
Have all In*, ventures fail’d 7 W hat. not one hit ? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India 7 
And not one vessel ’scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks 7 
Saler. Not one, my lord. 

Resides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 

He wouid not take it: Never did I know 
A creature, that did hear the shape of man. 

So keen and greedy to confound a man : 

He plies the duke at morning and at night; 

And doth impeach the freedom of the state, 

If they deny him justice: twenty merchants. 

The duke himselt, and the magiiiflcoes • 

Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 
Rut none can drive him from the cnvloifs plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his boud. 

Jes . When I was with him I have heard 
him swear, 

To Tubal and to Chus, liis countrymen, 

That he would rather nave Antonio’s flesh. 

Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That be did owe him : and I know, my lord, 

If law, authority, and power deny not, 

It will go bard with poor Antonio. 

Por. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in 
trouble 7 

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest 
man, 

The best condition’d and unwearied spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 

Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Por. What sum owes he the Jew 7 
Bass . For me, three thousand ducats. 


* Breuded. 


* Pause, delay. 


• The chief of men. 
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Por. What, no moreT 

Pay him si\ thousa d, and deface the bond ; 
Double m\ thousand, and theu treble that. 
Before a mend of this descnptioii 
Shall lo*e .1 hair through Bassanio’* fault. 

Fir>t go with me to church, and call mo wife : 
And then away to Venice, to your friend ; 

F 01 ne\er shall you lie by Portia’s side 
\\ itb an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt tweniy tunes over ; 

When 11 is paol, brim* your tiue fuend alone: 
M\ maid and in>self, mean time, 

Will live as maids and widows. Come, awav ; 
For yon shall hence upon your weddmg-day ; 

Bid your filends welcome, show a mem cheer . * 
Since yon are deal bought. 1 will love you dear.— 
But lei me hear the lettei of your fnend. 

Pa S'. [Heads.) Sweet Has sumo, my ships 
hair ttil imsctn ried, my creditor* grow cruel, 
mo estate is icry lore, my bond to tfu Jew is 
)<rhit, and since, in paying it, it is Impos¬ 
sible 1 should hi e, all cltbls are cleared be¬ 
ta etn you and 1, il / might but see you at 
my death; notu Uhstanding, use your plea¬ 
sure i f your love do not persuade you to come, 
let not my letter. 

Pot. O love, despatch all business, and he 
pone. 

Pass. Since I have your good leave to go 
awav, 

I will make haste ; but till 1 come again. 

No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay. 

No rest be interposer ’twist us twain. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEWE III .— Venice.—A Street. 

Enter Shylock, Salamo, Antonio, and 

Jailer 

Shy. Jailer, look to him ;—Tell not me 
mercy ;— 

This is the fool that lent out money gratis 
Jailer, look to him. 

Ant. Hear me vet, good Shy lock. 

Shy. I'll have my bond; apeak not against 
my bond ; 

I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond : 
Thou call’dNt me dog, before thou badst a 

cause : 

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs ; 

The duke shall grant me justice.—! do wonder, 
Thou naughty jailer, that thou art so fond t 
To tome abroad with him at his request. 

Ant. 1 pray thee, hear me speak. 

Shy. I’ll have my bond; 1 will not bear thee 
••peak : 

I’ll have iny bond; and therefore speak no 
more. 

I’ll not he made a soft and dull-ey'd fool, 
lo shake the bead, relent, and sigh and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 

I’ll have, no speaking; I will have my bond. 

[Exit S Hr LOCK. 

Salan. It is the the most impenetrable cur. 
That ever kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone ; 

1M1 follow him no more with bootless prayers, 
lie seeks my life; his reason well I kuow ; 

I ott deliver'd from his forfeitures 

Many that have at times made moan to me; 

Therefore he bates me. 

Salan. I am sure, tbe duke 
Will never grant Ibis forfeiture to hold. 

Ant. Tbe duke cannot deny the coarse of 
For the commodity that stiangers have [law ; 
With ns in Venice, if it be denied, 

Will much impeach tbe justice of tbe state; 
•Since that the trade and profit of tbe city 
Consisted) of all nations. Therefore, go : 

1 he sc griefs and losses have so ’bated me, 

That f shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor.— 

* P_1..W 


Well, jailer, on Pr.iy God, Bassauio come 
To see me pay his debt, and then 1 cate i.ot! 

[Exeunt. 

SC EWE IV. — Belmont*—A Room in Por¬ 
tia’s House. 

Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica 
and Balthazar. 

Lor. Madam, although I speak it 111 join pre¬ 
sence. 

You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 

But, if you knew to whom you show tins 
honour, 

How true a gentlemen you send relief. 

How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 

I know, you would he prouder ut the woik. 

Than ciMomarv hountv can enforce vou. 

• # • 

For. I never did irpeut lor doiti” good, 

\or shall not now : tor in companions 
That do converse and waste the tune together, 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love. 

There must he needs a like propot turn 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit; 

Which makes me think that this Autouio, 

Being the bwom lover of my lord, 

.Must ueeds he like my lord : If it be so, 

How little i» the cost I have bestow’d. 

In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellisb cruelty f 
This conies too near the praising of iiiv^elf; 
Therefore, no more of it: hear other things.— 
Lorenzo, I commit into vour hands 
The husbandly and manage of my house. 

Until my lord’s return : for mine own part, 

1 have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord’s return : 

There is a monastery two miles off, 

And there we will abide. I do desire you. 

Not to deny this imposition ; 

The which mv love, and some necessity, 

Now lays upon vou. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart; 

I shall obey you 111 all fail commands. 

Por. My people do already know my mind. 
And will acknowledge yon and Jessica 
In place of lord Bas«>atiio and mvself. 

So fare vou well, till we shall meet arein. 

Lor. Fair thoughts, and happy hours attend 
on you. 

Je%. I wish your ladyship all heart’s content. 
Por. I thank yon for your wish, ami am well 
nleas’d 

To wish it back on you: fare yon well, Jes¬ 
sica. — [Ei cunt Jessica and Lorenzo. 
Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest, true, 

So let me find thee still : Take this same letter. 
And use thou all The endeavour of a man, 

In speed to Padua: see thou render this 
Into my oousin's hand, doctor Bellario ; 

Aud look, what notes and garments lie doth 
give thee, 

Bring them, l pray thee, with imagin'd speed 
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venicewaste, no time In- 
words, 

But get thee gone : I shall be there before thee. 
Batth. Madam, I go with all convenient 
speed. [Exit. 

Por. Come on, Nerissa ; 1 have work in hand 
That you yet know pot of: we’ll see oar hus¬ 
bands, 

Before they think of us. 

Ner. Shall they see us? 

Por. They shall, Nerissa; bnt in such a habit. 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With what we Utk. I’ll bold thee any wager. 
When we are both accouter’d like young uua. 

I’ll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

Anri «nr mv rimer with a braver trace : 


• Fim. 
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And speak, between the chance of man and boy, 
W itii a iced voice; and turn two mincing steps 
Into a inaulv stiide ; an.I speak of Irats, 
lake a hue hi.u'ging \outh . and tell quaint lies, 
How honomahle Udu s sought m> love, 

\Miicli I deii)me, they 1-11 sick and died ; 

I could not do with all , - then I'll icpent. 

And ui.-h, lor .ill that, that I had not kill’d them : 
And twenty ol these pim> lies I’ll tell. 

That men shall sue. i, I have discontinued 
m bool 

Above a tweheinonth I have within my mind 
A thousand law tucks of these (nagging Jacks, 
Which 1 will pi active. 

A'c r. \N by, shall wc turn to men ? 

Par. 1 le ! what a question’s that, 

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter? 

But come, I’ll tell thee all mv whole device 
When 1 am m mv coach, which stays for ns 
At the paik gate; and theretorc* haste away. 

For we must measure twenty miles to-day 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.— Thc same.—A Garden. 

Enter Launcf.lot and Jessica. 

Latin. Yes, truly for, look you, the sins of 
the father ate to he laid upon the children ; 
tlierefoie, I pionnse you, I fear you. I was 
alwavs plain with you, and so now I speak my 
agitation of the matter: Therefore, be ot good 
clieei , foi, Holy, l think, you are damn’d. 
There la hut one hope in it that can do you any 
good ; and that is but a kind of bastard hope 
neithei. 

./<’*. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 
Laun. M.ury, you may pailly hope that youi 
fatli* i pot you not, that you are not the Jew's 
(laiiglitci 

Ji s. That were a kind of bastard hope, in¬ 
deed , jo the sins of my mother should be v foiled 
upon me. 

I,a an. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both 
bv Iw.'liei and niothei : thus when I shun Scyiia, 

> > >i uthei, 1 tall into Charybdis, your mother: 
well, \ou aie cone both ways. 

Jis. I shall he taxed by uiy husband ; he hath 
made me a Christian. 

/■ftint. Tiulv the more to blame he: we were 
Christians enough before ; e’en as many as 
could well live, one by another: This making 
el Uiimtiaiis will rare the price of bogs ; if we 
glow all to be poik-eaters, we shall uot shoitly 
have a raslier on the coals foi money. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Jts. I’ll tell my husband, Launcelot, what 
you say •, here lie conies. 

Lor. I ohall crow jealous of you shortly, 
Launcelot, it you thus get my wife into corners. 

Je.s. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; 
Launcelot and 1 are out: he tells me flatly, there 
is no mercy for me in heaven, because 1 am a 
Jew’s dauglitei : and he says you are no good 
member ol the commonwealth ; for, in convert* 
ing^ews to Christians you taiae the price of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the com¬ 
monwealth, than you can the getting up of the 
negro's belly; the Moor is with child by you, 
Launcelot. 

Jjanu. It is much, that the Moor should be 
more than reason: but if she be less than an 
honest woman, she is, indeed, more than I took 
her for. 

Lor How every fool can play upon the word ! 

I tiiink, the best grace of wit will shortly turn 
into silence ; and discouise grow commendable 
in none only but panots.—Go in, siirah ; bid 
them prepare for dinner. 

Laun. That is done. Sir; they have all sto¬ 
machs. 

Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are 
you I then bid them prepare dinnei. 

Laun. That is done too, Sir; only, cover is 

#l> <i «* r«l 


Lor. Will \ou cover then, Sir? 

Laun. Not so, Su, neither; I know my duty. 
Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion f 
Wilt thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in 
an instant? I pray thee, understand a plain 
man in his plain meaning : go to thy fellows; 
bid them cover the table, save in the meat, 
and we will corne in to dinner. 

Laun. For the table. Sir, it shall be served 
in; for the meat, Su, it shall he covered : for 
>our coming iu to dinner, Sir, why, let it be as 
humouis and conceits shall govern. 

[Exit Launcelot. 
Lor. O dear discretion, bow his wolds are 
suitfd 1 

The fool hath planted iu his memory 
An auuy of good words ; And I do know 
A many fools, that staud in belter place, 
Garnish'd like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica ? 
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion. 

How dost thou like the lord Bassanio's wife ? 

Jet Past all expressing: It is very meet. 

The lord Bassanio live an upright life; 

For, having such a blessing in bis lady, 

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth : 

And, if on eaith he do not mean it, it 
Is leason he should never come to heaven. 

Why, if two gods should play some heavenly 
match, 

And on the wager lay two earthly women. 

And Portia one, there must be something else 
Pawn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even such a husband 
Hast thou of me, as 6he is for a wife. 

Jet. Nay, hut ask mv opinion too of that. 

Ijor. I will anou ; first, let us go to diuuer. 
Jcs. Nay, let me praise you, while 1 have a 
stomach. 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table- 
talk ; 

Then howsoe’er thou speak'st, ’moug other 
things 

I shall digest it. 

Jes. Well, 1*11 set you forth. [Eieunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE 1.—Venice.—A Court of Justice. - 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes, Antonio, 
Bassanio, Gratiano, Salarino, Salanio, 
and others . 

Duke. What, is Antonio here ? 

Ant. Ready, so please your grace. 

Duke. I am sorry for thee; thou art come 
to answei 

A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any diam of inercy. 

Ant. 1 have beard. 

Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course : but since he stands ob¬ 
durate. 

And that no lawful means can cairy roe 
Out of bis envy’s # reach, 1 do oppose 
My patieuce to his fury; and am arm'd 
To suffer with a quietness of spirit. 

The very tyranny and rage of bis. 

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew iuto the 
court. 

Salan . He’s ready at the door: he comes, my 
lord. 

Enter Shylock. 

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before 
our face.— 

Shylock, the*world thinks, and I think so too. 
That thou but lead’st thfo fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act; and then, ’Its thought. 


ft II 
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Thou'lt show tlt> metcy, ami remorse,* more 
stiange 

Than i.- thv strange apparent! cruelty : 

And ulicie ; tnou now ex.ici’st the penaUv. 
(Which is a pound of’ this poor mtichanUs 

flesh,) 

Thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture, 

But, touch’d with human gentleness aud love, 
Foi give a moiety of the piin.i|>ul , 

Glancing an eye of pity on hi- lo--es. 

That ba\e of late so huddled on hi* hack ; 
Enough to pi ess a royal mei chant down. 

And pluck commiseration of hi- stat- 
Fr»m brassy bosoms, and lough hearts of flint, 
From stubborn Turks and l.'it.iis, never train'd 
To offices of tender court****). 

Me ail expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy. 1 have possess’d )uur ^race of what I 
purpose ; 

And by our holy Sabbath hate I sworn, 

To have the due and forfeit of m> bond : 
it you deny it, let the danger light 
l pon your charter, aud >our city’s freedom, 
ton’ll ask me, why l rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, thau to receive 
Three thousand ducats: I’ll not ausuei tliat: 

But sav, it is mv humour. * Is it answer'd f 
Mhat ii im house be troubled with a rat, 

And I be pleas'd to gi\e ten thousand ducats 
To have it hailed ? Mhat, are you answer’d yet? 
Some men there are, love uo't a gaping pig ; 
Some, that are mad, it the> behold a cat, 

And others, when the bagpipe Mugs i*the nose. 
Cannot contain their urine ; Foi affection, \\ 
Mistress of p.is-iou, sways it to the mood 
Of what it likes, or loaths : Now, lor your ail 
swei : 

A* there is no liim reason to be icuder’d, 

M hv he cannot abide a gaping*" pig ; 

M h> he, a harmless necessary cat; 

M hv he, a swollen bagpipe ; but of force 
Must yield to such inevitable shame, 

As to offend, lumselt being offended ; 

So can l give no rea-ou, nor 1 will int. 

More than a lodg'd hate, aud a certain loathing, 
1 bear Antonio, that 1 follow thus 
A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d? 

Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man. 
To excuse the cuneut of thv cruelty. 

Sht. I am not bound to please thee with my 
ansu er. 

Buss. Do all men kill the things they do not 
love ? 

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not 
kill l 

Bam. Every offence is not a hate at first. 

Shy. Mhat, would’st thou have a serpent 
sting thee twice ? 

Ant. J pi ay you, think you question** with 
the Jew : 

You may as well go stand upon the beach, 

And bid the mam Aood bate his usual height; 
You may at* well use question with the wolf, 

M by he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise, 

M hen they aie fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 
as seek to soften that (than which what’s 
harder?) 

His Jewish heart Therefore, I do beseech you, 
Make no more offers, use no further means. 

But, with all brief aud plain couveniency, 

Let uie have judgment, aud the Jew bis will. 
JBuss. For thy three thousand ducats here is 
six. 

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats, 
'Were in six parts, and every pait a ducat, 

I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 
Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, reu- 
d'ring none ? 

* F lt V* ! Stemin*. J Whereat. 

* "»flu»l« faiuy. { Prejudice *f Crying. 

•• Converse 


Shy. Mhat judsmeut shall I da.ul, doing no 
wrong ! 

You have union:; you many a pm chas'd slaw. 
Which, like youi asses, «url yum uog-, and 
mules, 

You u*e m ab,«Tt aud m sl.ni-b pa i , 

Because you bought them :—Shall 1 say lo )<■«., 
Let them be tree, man* them to mm but- ? 
Why sweat tJiev under bin den-? hi Mien beds 
Be made a* soil as yonr’s. aud l*t then palates 
Be xea-on’d with such viands? 'ion will an¬ 
swer, 

The slaves ait* om*» *—So do I answei vou * 

The pound of Utah, which 1 deni uni o! him. 

Is dcurlv bought, i- mine, and I will have n : 

It you deny me, (it upon yom law ' 

1 'htre is no force in the <iiueeb m A enice ; 

I stand lor judgment : ..ii-wu , -hall l have it ’ 
Duke. I poll uiy ponei, l may disair-s tins 

COUIt, 

L’nle*> Bellai io, a learned doctor, 

"horn I have sent lot lo dtUiuimc ilu->, 

Come here to-day. 

Sulur. My Imd, lieit -tax- wabout 
A messcngei with letleis fiom the d»*i'.«i. 

New cotiie from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters; Call iho nit*., 
tenger. 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio ! Mhat, man, 
courage yet! 

The Jew snail have im ib-’i, blood, bii.e-, and 
all. 

Ere thou shah lose for me one drop oi blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wttliei ol the flock, 
Meeiest foi death ; I lie vu-axtsl kind ol nuit 
Drops earliest to the giouud, and so ht me . 
lnu cannot better be empW/d, Uu-samn, 

Ilian to live still, and wuie mint epitaph. 

Enter N't tussv, <h csscrf like a Lucy a '* i fet!,. 
Duke. Came you fiom Padua, fiom Btllaiio ’ 
aVcr. From both, my imd; lit Harm gmv, 
your grace. [Presints a later 

Buss. Why dost thou whti :by kmle to ui- 
nestly 1 

Shy. To cut the foifeituie from that bank nipt 
there. 

Gra. Not on thy sole, but ou thy soul, harsh 
Jew, 

Thou mak’st thy knife keen: but no metal ran. 
No, not the hangman's ax, bear hall the k'. ti¬ 
ll ess 

Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayeis |m ice thee? 
Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to 
make. 

Gra. Oh! be thou damn’d, inrxouble dog! 
And foi thy life let justice he jecus’d. 

Thou almost mak’st me wavei in m> faith. 

To hold opinion with Pylhagoia*, 

That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of iqen : thy cut mil spnit. 
Govern’d a wolf; who, haug'd lor human 
slaughter. 

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet. 

And, while thou lay’st in 'by m.hallow’d dam. 
Infus’d itself in thee ; for thy desiics 4 ) 

Are wolflsn, bloody, starv’d, aud ravenous. 

Shy. 'nil thou caii'st rail the seal fiom ofl' my 
bond. 

Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud : 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cuielcw* lulu.—1 stand heie lor law. 

Duke. This letter from BelSariu doth com¬ 
mend 

A young and learned doctor to our couit 
Where is he 3 

Ner. He atlendeth here hard by. 

To know your answer, whether you’ll admit him. 
Duke. With ail my hemt:—some three or 
four of you, 

Go, give him courteous conduct to this place.— 
Mean lime, the court shall licui Bellario’s letter. 

[Clerk reads.] Your grace shall under - 
stand , that, at the rrcetyt of your letter , J am 
very sick: Out in the instant that your tnes • 
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scugtr came, in loving visitation it as with Par. It mu'-t not he; there is no power in 
tar a young doc to) oj Home, his name is Pal- Can alter a decide established : [\enice. 

tlu/sar : 1 acquainted him with the cause in * Twill be recoidu] lot a piecedrnt ; 


t unti om sy bttneen the Jett and Antonio the 
tan chant: lie tumid o'm many books toge- 
tht> he is furnish’d uith my opinion ; u huh 
better'd with his nun learning, (the gicat- 
ness it hereof I ittnnot enough commend, j 
tomes uith him, at mu tmpoi lunity, to Jill try 
your grace's m/iust >n mi/ stead/ 1 insieth 
you, lit this lack of years be no unpeitinunt 
to let him lack a i cm end estimation ; Jor J 
neier knew so young a body uith old a 
laud. 1 leave him to your gracious accep¬ 
tance, it hose trial shall better publish his 
i ommendation. 

JJttke. A.mi hear the leatn’d Bellario, what he 
writes . 

And here, 1 take it, is the doctor come.— 

Jin1 1 r roini a, dressed like a Doctor of laws. 

Give me your hand : Cauie you fiom old Bel- 
lano? 

Par. I did, my lord. 

J)ukc. You are welcome: take your place. 

Ate you acquainted with the difference • 
'ili.it holds this picsent question in the court? 

Pm. 1 am miormed tliiougbly of the cause, 

\N Inch Is the merchant here ? and which the Jew ? 
J)uke. Antonio and old Shy lock both stand 
forth. 

Por. ]* your name Shylock? 

Shy. Shy lock is my name. 

Por. oi astiange nature is the suit you follow ; 
A ct tit such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do pioceed.— 

You stand uilhm his danger,* do xou not? 

[7o Antonio. 

Ant. Ay, so he says. 

Por. D>» you coutess the bond? 

Ant. I do. 

Poi. I lien must the Jew he merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must 1 ? tell me 
that. 

Por. The quality of mercy is not strain’d; 

It dioppetli, a» the gentle rain from heaven 
t pon the place beneath : it is twice bless’d ; 
it hlesHeth linn that gives, and linn that takes: 

’4is mightiest m the mightiest; it becomes 
The throned inoiiaicli betlei than his crown : 

Hi- sceptic shows the toice ot temporal power, 
'll'*- attribute to awe and majesty, 

A\ :u*itin doth sit the oread and tear of kings: 
But mercy is above tins sceptied sway, 

It h enthroned in the hearts ol kings, 

Jt is an attribute to God Inmself; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God’s, 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 

'i hough justice be thy plea, consider this,— 

That, m (he course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy; 

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy, i have spoke thus much. 
To mitigate the justice ol thy plea ; 

Ulmdi if thou follow, this stiict court of Venice 
Mp needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant 
there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my bead I I crave the 
The penalty and foifeit ot my bond. [law, 

Por. is he not able to discharge the nione} ? 
Pass. Yes, here I tender it for him iu the 
court; 

Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice, 

I will be bound to pay it teu times o’Cr, 

On forfeit of my hands,my head, myheait: 

If tins will not suflice, it must appear 
That malice bcar6 down truth. Aud I beseech 
you, 

Wrest once the law to your authority : 

To do a great right, do a little wrong; 

Aud curb this cruel devil of bis will. 


And many an cimr, by the same example. 

Will lush into the slate: it cannot he. 

Shy. A Darin! come to judgment! yea, a 
Daniel !— 

O wise young judge, how do I honour thee I 
Por. 1 pray you, let me look upon the bond. 
Shy. Heie 'tis, most reverend docioi, here it is. 
Por. Shylock, there’s thrice thy money ofler'd 
thee. 

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in 
heaven : 

Shall I lay perjury upon my soul? 

No, not toi Venice. 

Por. Why, this bond is forfeit; 

Aud lawfully, by this, the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to he by him cut off 
Neaiest the merchant's heartBe merciful ; 
lake thnee thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenor.— 
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge ; 

You kHow the law, your exposition 

Hath hem most sound : I charge yon by the law, 

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, 

Proceed to judgment: by my „oul i swear, 

I here is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me: I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heailily 1 do beseech the coml 
To give the judgment. 

Por. Why then, thus it is, 

You must piepare >om bosom for his knife : 
Shy. O noble judge ! () excellent young man ! 
Por. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. 'Tis very Uue; O wise and upright 
judge ! 

How much more elder art thou than thy looks! 
Por . Theretore, lay bare your bosom. 

Shy. Av, hts In east: 

So says the bond Doth it not, noble judge?— 
Neorest his heart, those aie the very woids. 

J 3 or. It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
lhe flesh. 

Shy. i have them ready. 

Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge,' 

To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 
Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond? 

Por. It is not so txpic-s’d ; But what of that ? 
Twere good you do 60 much fot chanty. 

Shy. I cannot find it; 'Us not in the bond. 
Par. Come, merchant, have you any thing to 
say ? 

Ant. But little; I am aim’d, and well pie- 
par’d.— 

Give me your hand, Bassanu; fare you well! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 

Tor herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is bet custom : it is still her use, 

To let the wretched mail outlive his wealth. 

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled blow, 

An age of poverty; from which lingeung pe- 
Of such a imseiy doth she cut me oft'. [uar.ee 
Commend me to your honourable wife : 

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end, 

Say, how l lov’d you, spejk me lair m death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid bn be judge. 
Whether Bassanio had not once a lo7e. 

Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt; 

For, if the Jew do but cut deep euough, 
i’ll pay it instantly, with all my heart. 

Bass. Auto mo, 1 am man led fo a wife. 

Which is as dear to me as life itself; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the uoild. 

Are not with me esteem'd above thy life: 

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Por. Yonr wife would give you little thanks 
fur that. 

If she weie b* ** v Hear you make the otter. 


* Roach «r controul. 
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Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love ; 1 
1 would she were an heaveu, so she could 
Entreat some power to change tins currish Jew. 

J\rr. 'Hs well yon offer it helniid her hack; 
The wish would make else an unquiet bouse. 

Shy. These be the Christian husbands: 1 
have a daughter— 

'Would, any of the stock of Barrabas 

Had beeu her husband, rather than a Christian ! 

[Asic/c. 

We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 
Por. A pound of that same merchant’s flesh 
is tbine ; 

The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 
Shy. Most rightful judge 1 

Por. And you must cut this flesh fiom ofl* his 
breast; 

The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shy. Most learned Judge 5—A sentence; come, 
prepare. 

Por 1 airy a little ;—there is something else.— 
This bond doth rive thee hire no jot of blood ; 
The words expressly are, a pound of flesh : 

Take then thy bond, take thou tby pound of 
fl sb ; 

But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and 
goods 

Are, by the laws or Venice, confiscate 
L uto the state of Venice. 

Gra. O upright judge!—Mark, Jew O 
learned judge 1 
Shy. Is that the law ? 

Pot. 1 Inself shall see the ait: 

For, as thou urgent justice, he assur’d, 

Thou sbalt hast justice more than thou desir’st. 
Gra. O learned judge !—Mark, Jew ;—a learn¬ 
ed judge ! 

Shy. I take this offer theupay the bond 
thrice, 

And let the Christian go. 

Pass. Here is the money. 

Pot. Soft! fha.«tc j— 

The Jew shall base all justice;—soft!—no 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O Jew l an upright judge, a learned 
judge ' 

Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off tin 
fle-h. 

Shed tbou no blood ; nor cut thou less, uor 
more. 

But just a pound of fle«h : if thou tak’st more. 

Or less, than a just pound,—be it but so much 
As u akes it light, or heavy, in the substance. 

Or the division of the twentieth part 

Of one poor scruple; nay, if the scale do turn 

But in the estimation of a hair,— 

Thou diest, and ail thv vooda are confiscate. 

Gra. A second Daniel, a Darnel, Jew 1 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por. v\ hy doth the Jew pause 1 take the for¬ 
feiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 
Bosx. 1 have it ready for thee ; here It Is. 
Por. He hath refus'd it in the open court; 

He shall have merely justice and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel l— 
1 thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Shall 1 not have barely my principal f 
Por. Thou sbalt have nothing but the forfei¬ 
ture 

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it 1 
I’ll stay no longer question. 

Por. Tarry, Jew; 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the lawB of Venice,— 

If it be prov'd against an alten, 

That by direct or indirect attempts. 

He se..k tbe«Hfe of any citizen, 

The party, 'gainst 4be Mftdf be doth contrive, 
Shall seize one half'fcis goods; the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 

And the offenders life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, ’gainst ail other voice* 


In which predicament, Isay, thou staudSt. 

1 For It appears by manifest pmiceding. 

That indircctlv, and ditcclly too, 

Thou hast rouliiv'd agjtnst the \er y life 
Of the defendant , aud thou hast iiuun’d 
The danger foimeily by me nhears’d. 

Down, therefore, aud beg merev ot the duke. 
Gra. Beg, that thou may St have Uave to hang 
thyself . 

And yet, thy wealth being foifeit to the state. 
Thou hast not left the value of a coid : 

Ihercfoie, thou must be lung'd at the •■tati • 
charge. 

Duke, fhat thou shall see the diflVteuit of 
our spirit, 

I pardon thee thy life before thou rv-k it: 

For half thv wealth, it is Antonio's; 

The other half comes to file gtneial state. 

Which humbleness may dnve unto a line. 

Por. Ay, tor the stale ; not for Antonio. 

Shy. Nay, take my life aud all, pardon mt 
that: 

You take my bouse, when you do take the pi op 
That doth sustain im Inuisc ; you take my life, 

W heu you do lake the means whereby I live. 

Por. what uiercy cau you render him, An¬ 
tonio t 

Gra . A halter gratis , nothing else ; for God's 
sake. 

Ant. So please iny lord the duke, amt ail the 

COlIlt, 

To quit the hue for one half of his goods ; 

I am content, so he will lit me have 
The other half in use,—to render it. 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter: 

Two things provided more,—That, for tins fa- 
I vour. 

He prtseutly become a Christian ; 

The other, that he do lecord a gift, 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d, 

Luto his son Lorenzo and his daugh'ei. 

Duke. He shall do this; or else i do rec ant 
J The pardon, that 1 late pionouuced lux. 

Por. Art tbou contented, Jew, wnat dost 
thou say ? 

Shy. I am content. 

Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gifL 
Shy. I pray you, jne me leave to go fiom 
hence ; 

I am not well; scud the deed after me. 

And I will sign it. 

Duke. Get thee gone, bill do it. 

Gra. In christening thou shall have two god¬ 
fathers ; 

Had I been judge, thou should’st have had ten 
more. 

To bung thee to the gallows, not the font. 

[Put SB yLOCK. 

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to 
dinner. 

Por. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon ; 
I must away this night toward Padua, 

And it is meet, 1 presently set forth. 

Duke. I am sorry, that your leisure suj'e* 
you not. 9 

Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 

For, in uiy mind, you are roti'ii bound to him. 
[Exeunt Duke, Magni/iroes, anil Train. 
Bass. Most worthy gentleman, 1 aud my 
frieud, 

Have, by your wisdom, been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; m lieu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Ant. And stand indebted, ovei aud above. 

In love and service to you evermore. 

Por. He is well paid, lhaf i* well satisfied; 
And I, deliveiiug you, am satisfied. 

And therein do account myself well paid ; 

My mind was never ytt uioie meicenary. 

I pray you, know me, when we meet again ; 

J wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

Bass. Dear Sir, of for^t i must attempt yoa 
further; 
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Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute. 

Not as a fee: grant me two tilings, I pray 
yon, 

Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You pi ess me far, and therefore I will 
yield. 

Give me your gloves. I’ll wear them for your 
sake ; 

And, for sour love, I'll take this ring from 
you •— 

Do not draw back your hand; I’ll take no 
more ; 

And you m love shall not deny me tins. 

Bass. This ring, good Sir,—alas, it is a trifle, 
1 will not shame myself to give yon this. 

Par. I will have nothing else hut only this ; 
And n >w, mcllmiks, I have a mind to it. 

Bass. There’s mor% depends on this, than on 
the value. 

, The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 

\ud find it out hy proclamation ; 

Only lor this, I piay you, pardon me. 

Por. I see, Sir, you are liberal in offers: 

You taught me first to beg ; and now, inethiuks, 
Y'oii teach me hu\v a beggar should lie answer’d. 
Buss. Good Sir, this ring was given me by 
my wife , 

And, when die put it on, she made me vow, 

That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lone it. 
Por. That 'sense serves many men to save 
their gilt*. 

And if y*.ur wile be not a mad woman, 

And know how well 1 have deserv’d this ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever, 

Foi giving it to me. Well, peace he with you! 

[Exeunt Portia and Nkkissa. 
Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the 
ring ; 

Let Ins desen mgs, and n>y love withal. 

Be valued 'gainst your wife's commandment. 

Bass. Go, Gratrano, run and overtake him, 
Give him the nug ; aud bring bun, if thou 
can’st. 

Unto Antonio’s house away, make haste. 

[Exit Gratiano. 

Come, you and I will tbitber presently ; 

And in the morning eaily will we both 
Fly towaid Belmont: Come, Antonio, v 

[Exeunt. 

SC EXE II .— The same. — A Street. 

Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

Por. Inquire the Jew's bouse out, give him 
tins deed, 

Aud let hnn sign it; we'll away to-night. 

And !)'■ .1 day before our husbands home: 

Tins dtwd will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Tair Sir, you are well overtaken : 

My lord Bassanio, upon more advice, % 

Hath sent yon here this ring, and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Pot. That cannot be : 

This ring I do accept most thankfully. 

Ami so, I pray von, tell him : Furthermore, 
l pray you, show my youth old Sbylock’s 
house. 

Gra. That will I do. 

Ner. Sir, 1 would speak with you 
Hi see If 1 can get my husband's ring, 

[7b Portia. 

Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 
Por. Thou may'6t, I warrant s We shall have 
old swearing, 

That they did give the rings away to men ; 

But we’ll outface them, aud outsueac them too. 
Away, make haste; thou know’st where I will 
tarry. 

Ner. Come, good Sir, will you show me to 
this house 1 [Exeunt. 

* Reflection. 


ACT V 

SCENE I .— Belmont. — Avenue to Forth's 

House. 

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Lor , The moon shines brightIn such a 
night as tins, 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees. 
And they did make no noise ; in such a night, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Iiojan nails. 

And sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents. 
Where Cress id lay that night. 

Jes In such a night, 

Did Tin she fearfully o’erfrip the dew ; 

And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself, 

And ran dismay’d away. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav'd her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night, 

Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old jEsou. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Did Jessica steal ftmn the wealthy Jew: 

And with an umbnft love did run from Venice 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. And in such a night, 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well; 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith. 

And ne’er a true one. 

Lor. And m such a night, 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew. 

Slander her love aud he forgave it her. 

Jes. 1 would out-night you, did no body 
come : 

But, hark, 1 hear the footing of a man. 

Enter Stf.phako. 

Lor. Who comes so fa6t iu silence of the 
night ? 

Stcph. A fiiend. 

Lor. A fi lend ? what friend ? yoni name, I 
pray you, friend ? 

Stey/t. Stephano is my name ; and I bring 
word, 

My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here .it Belmont : she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
Foi liappv wedlock hours. 

Lor. Who comes with her? 

Steph. N T one, but a holy hermit, and her 
maid. 

1 pray yon, is my master yet return’d ? 

Lor. He U not, nor we have not beard from 
him.— 

But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 

Aud ceremoniously let ns prepare 

Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 

Enter Laukcci.ot. 

I .nun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Laun. Sola! did you see master Lorenzo,and 
mistiess Lorenzo 1 sola, sola 1 
lA>r. Leave hollaing, man ; here. 

Laun. Sola I where? where? 

Lor. Here. 

Laun. Tell him, there’s a post come from my 
master, with Ins born full of good news ; my 
master will be here ere morning. [Exit. 

Lor. Sweet soul, let's in, aud there expect 
their coming. 

And yet no matter ,—Why should we go int 
My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 

Within the bouse, your mistress is at hand ; 

Aud bring your music forth into the air.— 

[Exit Stephano. 
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this 
bank ! ’ 

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night. 
Become the touches of sweet harmony* 

Sit, Jessica ; Look, how the floor of heaven 
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Is thick inKiul with parities * of blight gold ; 
There's not the smallest orb, which thou bc- 

But m his motion like an angel sings, 

Mol i|.inm» ro Uie young-cy’d cheitthims: 
fcucli li.ipuony i» in immortal souls; 

vvIni:i tins muddy vesture of decay 
Doth <;iossly close it in, we cannot luar it.— 

Enter Musicians. 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 

" ith sweettsi touches pieue your mistress* car. 
And diaw liei home with iiiumc. 

Jes. 1 am uever meiry, when I hear sweet 
music. [.Music, 

Lor. The reason i*. your spirits are attentive: 
Foi do but mde a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts. 
Fetching mad hounds, bellowing, and neighiug 
loud, 

W Inch is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they but hear perchance a tiumpet sound. 

Or urn air or m isu touch their eais, 

■\ou shall ptreuve them make a mutual stand, 
Tlinr savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze, 
lri the sweet power of music : Therefore, the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, uuJ 

floods ; 

Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 
Pul music tor the time doth change his nature : 
'lhe man that bath no music in himself, 

Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is nt tor treasons, stiatagems, and spoils ; 

The motions ot his spirit are dull as night. 

And Ins infections dark as Erebus: 

Let no s.»ch man be trusted —Mark the music. 

Enter Portia and Nlrissa at a distance. 

Per. Tlsat light we see, is burning in my hall, 
flow far that Imle candle Knows his beams ! 

So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Aer. When the moon shone, we did not sec 
the candle. 

Por. So doth the Greater glory dim the less: 

A substitute slunes biightly as a king, 
rntil a king be by; and then bis state 
Empties it.-elf, as doth an inland brook 
Into the mam of waters. Music 1 bark! 

An. It is your music, madam, of the house. 
Por. Nothing is good, 1 see, wituout lespect ; 
Mwhntks, H sounds much sweetei than by d;.y. 
AVr. Silence bestows mat \ntue on it, inadum. 
Pur. The crow doth smg as sweetly as the 
lark. 

When neither is attended ; and, I think. 

The nightingale, if she should ring by day. 

When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 

How mauy things by season season’d are 
To their right praise and true perfection I— 
Peace, Iioa ! the moon sleeps with Ewdymion, 
And would not be awak’d 1 [Music ceases. 

Lur. That is the voice. 

Or I am touch deceiv’d, of Portia. 

Por. He kuows me, as the bliod man knows 
the cuckoo. 

By the bad voice. 

Lur. Dear lady, welcome home. 

Por. We have been praying for oar husbands’ 
welfare, 

Whiflh speed, we hope, the bettor for our words. 
Are they .return’d ? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet; 

Bat there is come u messenger before. 

To siguify their coming. 

Por. Go in, Nertssa, 

Give order to my servants that they take 
No uote at all of our being absent hence ; 

Nor you, Lorenzo ;—Jessica, nor yon. 

[A tucket t sounds. 

* A imall flat dtali, n*ed in the adminlatratien of the 
F.iicbern(<'-or, Hfjcotdiug to W arburton, plate* of (told 
borne in bcraldr>. f A douriab ou a 

trumpet. 


Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear Ins 

tllllllpCT , 

We arc no leil-iales, madam ; fear you not. 

Por. This m?ht, nitrinuk?, is but the da/ 
light sick, 

It looks a little p.ilci ; ’lis a day, 

Such as the day is, when tin situ is lnd. 

Enter Bassamo, Antonio, Ghatiano, and 
their Eottuuirs. 

Bass. W'e should bold day with the Anti¬ 
podes, 

If you would walk In absence of the sun. 

Por. Let me give light, but ht me not be 
light; 

For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 

And never be Bassamo so for mo 
But God sort all !—You ;ye welcome home, my 
lord. 

Bass. 1 thank you, madam: give welcome to 
my friend.— 

This is the man, this is Antonio. 

To whom I am so infinitely bound. 

Por. You should in all sense be much bound 
to him, 

For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 
Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 
Pot. Sir, you are very welcome to our house : 
It must appear in other ways than voids. 

Flier efure I scant this breathing cmn !«•*•*. • 
[Gratiano and Nluissa seem to talk opart. 
Gra. By yonder diooii, 1 swear, you do me 
wrong; 

In faith, 1 gave it to the judge’s clerk : 

Would be were gelt that had it, tor my part, 
Since you do take it, love, so much at he.nt. 

Por . A quarrel, ho, already 1 what’s the 
matter t 

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry i ins 
That she did give me; wbose posy was 
For all the world, lute cutler’s poetry 
Upon a knife, Lore me, and leave me riot. 

Aer. What, talk you of the posy, oi the value ? 
Yoii awoie to me, when 1 did give it you. 

That you would vveai it till your bout ot de th : 
And that it should lie with you in vmn giave 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths. 
You should have been respective t aud have 
kept it. 

Gave it a judge’s clerk 1—hut well I Know, 

The clerk will ne’er wear hair on Iks lace that 
bad it. 

Gra. He will, an If he live to be a man. 

Aer. Ay, if a woman, live Co be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,— 
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy, 

No higher than thyself, tbe Judge’s clerk ; 

A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee ; 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, 1 must be plain 
with you, 

To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift; 

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your (nicer, 

And riveted so with faith unto your flesh. 

I gave my lose a ring, and made Inin swear 
Never to part with it, and here lie stands;. 

I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it. 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That tbe world masters. 'Now, in faith, Gratlano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of gnet ; 
Au ’tvvere to me, I would be mad at it. 

Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand 
And swear, I lost the ring defending it. [oir, 

[Aside. 

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’d it, and, indeed, 
Deserv’d it too; and then the boy, im cleik. 

That took some pains in writing, he beve’d mine : 
And neither man nor master, would take aught 
but the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave yon, my lend ? 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv’d of me. 

Bass. If 1 could add a lie unto a fault, 

• Verbal, complimentary form. t Regardful. 
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1 would deny it; but you see, my finger 
liatli not the ling upon it, it is gone. 

Por. liven s<* void is your false heart of tiuth. 
By lieavtn I will nc’ei come in your bed 
Until 1 sec the mu;. ♦ 

A ci. \o r I in your’s. 

Till I again see mine. 

Bus r. Sweet Portia, 

If you did Know to whom I gave the ring. 

If you did know for whom l gave the ling, 

And would conceive for what I gave the Jing, 
And how uuwilliugiy 1 left the ring, 

W hen naught would be accepted hut the ring, 
■\ou would abate the strength ot your displea¬ 
sure. 

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 
Or half her worthiness that cave the ring, 

Or your ow:i honour to contain the mig, 

You would not then have paited with the ring. 

W hat man is there so much unreasonable, 

11 you had pleas'd to have defended it 
W itli any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony I 
Neiisn.i teaches me what to believe ; 

I'll die toi’t, but some woman had the nug. 
Puss. So, by mine honour, madam, by my 
soul, 

No woman had it, but a civil doctor, 

" Inch did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 
And beeg’d the ring ; the which I did deny him, 
And suitei*d him to ro displeas’d away ; 

Lven lie that had held up the very life 
Of my dear fnend. What should 1 say, sweet 
lady ? 

I was enforc’d to send it after him ; 

I wa« beset with shame and courtesy; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it: Pardon me, good lady ; 

Fui, bv these blessed candles of the uiglit. 

Had you been (here, 1 think you would have 
begt’d 

TJir ring ot me to give the worthy doctoi. 

Por. Let not that doctor e'ei come near my 
t house ; 

Since be hath got the jewel that I lov'd. 

And that winch you did swear to keep for me, 

1 will become as liberal as you : 

I’ll not deny him any thing 1 have, 

Xo, not my body, nor my husband’s bed : 

Know him 1 shall, 1 am well sure of It: 

L'e not a night fiom home; watch me, like 
Aigus : 

If you do nut, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own, 

I'il have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

Act. And I his clerk ; therefore be well ad¬ 
vis'd. 

How you do leave me to mine own protection. 
Gra. Well, do ‘you so : let me not take him 
tlieu ; 

For, if I do, PH mar the young clerk's pen. 

Ant. I am the uuhappy subject of these 
quarrels. 

Por. Sir, grieve not you: You are welcome 
notwithstanding. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this eufoiced 
wrong ; 

And, in the hearing of these many friends, 

I swear to thee, even by thiue own fair eyes. 

Wherein I see myself,- 

Por. Mark you but that I 
In both my eyes he doubly sees himself: 

In each eye, one swear by your double self, 

Aud there’s an oath of credit. 

Juris. Nay, but hear me ; 

Paidoii this fault, and by my soul I swear, 

I uevei more will bicak an oath with thee. 


Ant. I once did lend my body foi lus wealth ;• 
Which, but for him that had you» husband’s rib", 

[7b Poutiy. 

Had quite miscarried : 1 dare be bound again, 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly, 

Por. Then you shall be lus suitty : Give him 
this; 

And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here, loid llassamu; swtai to keep tins 
ring. 

Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave tlu 
doctor I 

Por. 1 had it of him : pardon me, llassamo ; 
For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

A'er. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ; 
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor’s cl-:. 1 . 
In lieu of this, last night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high¬ 
way s 

In summet, where the wavs are fair enough ; 
What! are we cuckolds, ere we have deseivM 
it? 

Por. Speak not so grossly.—You are all 
amaz’d: 

Here is a letter, read it at your leisure; 

It comes fi oin Padua, from Belknio, 

Fhcie you shall find, that Portia was the docfoi ; 
Nenssa theic, her cleik: Lorenzo heie 
Shall witness, 1 set foith as soon as von, 

And hut even now leturn’d ; i have not y»t 
Enter’d my house.— Autonio, you aic welcome ; 
And J have better news in store for you. 

Than you expect: unseal this letter soon ; 

Ilrcie you shall hud, three of your nigosicS 
Are riclilv come to harbour suddenly . 

You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Ant. I am dumb. 

Bass. Were you the doctor, and I kucu yo.i 
not ? 

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to liiak*’ mo 
cuckold I 

A'er. Ay ; but the clerk that nevei means to 
do it, 

Unless he live until he be a man. 

Buss. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bed¬ 
fellow ; 

When I a in absent, then lie with my wife. 

Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life, and 
living; 

For here I read for certain, that my ships 
Aie safely come to load. 

Por. How now, Lorenzo ? 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

AVr. Ay, and I’ll give them linn without a 
There do I give to you, aud Jessica, [lee.— 

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift. 

After bis death, of all lie dies possess’d of. 

Lor . Fair ladies, you drop manna m the way 
Of starved people. 

Por. It is almost morning, 

And yet, I am suie, you are not satisfied 
Of these events at full: Let us go in ; , 

And charge us there upon mtergatones. 

And we will answer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be so: The first iuteigatoiy 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is, 

Whether till the next night she had rather slay, 

Or go to bed now, being two hours to-day : 

But were the day come, 1 should wish it dark, 

That I were couching with the doctor's cleik. 

Well, while I live. I’ll fear no other tlnug 
So sore, as keepiug safe Ncrissa's ling. 

[Exeunt. 


• Arl.'antRge. 



MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

THE fable of thu play fwritteu tn 1003) *»«• ukrn from the Promet and Catiandra of George Whetstone. That pro¬ 
duction described as ven mrayrt and nisi pul, though forming a complete embryo of Mfuture (or Jlfra- 
turi , and if t b ■■ gmuis of Nliakspcare enabled him to avoid the fault* of hi* modrliit, by imparting a greater 
decree of interest to hi* own drama, it did not give him strength to rmu the besetting sin ol ln« pir< < s---«u 
indulgence in obscenity, bufTuouerv, and quibble. Some portion of this would nuturall} result from tlu in_ 
diheate and improbable incident which he took for tlu ground-work of hi* plot. Nurh an ocmri < iici tould 
onlv be wrought into a t ■tnstroplie, by the liitrodiu t.on i.( whom nioraliti cundtnu.s, nnd by tlx use 

of a'lusions nt which modest} remits, llut neither the nitesviiies of the atori, nur the piirpoiM - „l eu- 
t« rtainmem.tan justify such a strange adinixturi of pathetic contingent ie» and unmeaning trifle*-—ol ennobling 
srir.ment and disgusting ribaldry at are exhibited in this piece. Still thr moral is of excellent applica¬ 
tion, sinec there are (i w situations ol lile in which delegated authnrit} is not capable of abuse, ’'at ire 
in i\ till in restraining tvrannx, and precept in correcting . ntolerance , but they teach innukiml the n«. 
cess.it> of caution in coutcrri.ig power. l>v chewing “ the fantastic tricks” wh.i h mortals are prone to plat, wh« n 
44 drec-ed in a little aui hnrittand entrusted with 44 the thunder of Jmr " T hough Shakspearc wrote to 
gratify imxiarehs, be newer descended to palliate oppression , and in the scene lit twee u Aurelo ancf Isabella, 
where the latter pleads for her brother t» lift, the reader will meet with another eloquent vindication of the 
principles of justic e and humanity—iliflering from the speech of Portia <-n a somewhat sunilur ocrninn, Ini* 
excellently opposed to that mild and dupass.ouatr appeal, by the cutting and nidigiiaut sxrrasni with winch 
it lashes “the insolence ol office.” Dr. Jolinsnn aniu.adeem upon the peculiarities of the play, and thus 
decides upon its merits: 11 i be light or comic part mm natural mid pleasing, but the grave scenes [* 
few passages excepted) have more labour tbau elegance. '1 be plot is more lutncatc than art!'ll.” 


DRAMATIS 

\ i scent io, Duke of Vienna. 

ANf.LLo, Lord Deputy in the Duke's ab¬ 
sence. 

Excslus, an ancient Lord, joined uith Ange¬ 
lo in the devutation. 

Ci.ai bio, a uoung Gentlemen. 

Li c i«i, a Fantastic 
7no other like Gentleman. 

Variuls, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke. 

PrOV OST, 

THOM.., , Tfl0 Friart , 

A Justice. 

Eleow, a simple Constable. 


PERSONA. 

Froth, a Foolish Gentleman. 

Clown, Sen ant (o Mrs. Ot ft-done. 

A it rt or son, an En cut toner. 

BAii.NAKLii.Nh, a dissolute Prisoner. 

Iraoei.la, Sister to Claudio. 

Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 

JcLitT, beloied by Claudio. 

I ksncisca, a Nun. 

Mrs. Ovlr-done, a Baud. 

Lords , Gentlemen, Guards, Officers, and 
other Attendants. 


Scene—V ienna. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.—An apartment in the Duke's 

Palace. 

Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords, and Atten¬ 
dants. 

Duke. Escalus,— 

Escal. My loid. 

Puke. Of government the properties to un¬ 
fold, 

Mould seem in me to affect speech and dis¬ 
course ; 

Sinn I am put to know, that your own science, 
Rxcuiir, in that the lists,* of all advice 
M) strength can give you; Tbeu no more re- 

QldlilB 

* Bounds, 


But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is 
able, 

And let them work. • The nature of our people. 
Our city’s institutions, and the terms 
For common justice, you are ae pregnant t in, 
As art and practice bath enriched any 
That we remember: There is our commission, 
From which we would not have >ou warp.— 
Call hither, 

I say, bid conic before us Angelo. 

[Exit an Attendant . 
What figure of us think you he will bear? 

Foi you must kuow, we have with special muI 
Elected him our absence to supply ; ™ 

Lent him our terror, drest him with our love; 

* Thu la a cout'ovcited passage ; nn«i «s unintelligible 
as ever. ? Full «f. 
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And given his deputation all the organs 
Of our own power : What think you of it? 

Etcal. If anv in \ienua be of worth 
To uiidt rgo such ample grace and honour. 

It is lord Angelo. 

Enter Angelo. 

Eonk. Look, where he comes. 

Aug. Always obedient to your grace's will, 

I come to know your pleasure. 

Duke. Angeio, 

There is a kind of character in thy life. 

That, to the olKeiver, clotli thy history 
Fully unfold : Thvself and thy belonging • 

Are not thine own proper, + as to waste 
Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee. 

Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do ; 

Not li«'ht them lor themselves: for if our vutues 
Did not go loitli of us, 'twere all alike 
As n we had them not. Spirits are not finely 
touch'd, 

I’.ut to tine issues ; t nor nature never lends 
I lie smallest scruple of her excellence, 

Hut, like a llnilly goddess, she determines 
Heisel! the glory ofacieditor, 

Until thanks and use. 9 But I do bend my speech 
To one tint can my part 111 him advertise; 

Hold tin lelore, Angelo ; 

In mu 11 move, he thou at full ourself; 

Morulilv and merev in \ leniia 

Live in ih\ tongue and heart: Old E.scalus, 

1 hough nrst in question, is thy secondary : 

Take iln commission. 

Ann.. Now, good iny lord. 

Let there he some more test made of my metal, 
Neiore so noble and so great a liguie 
He stamp’d upon it. 

Ditfxt. No more evasion : 

We have with a leavcr'd and prepared choice 
Proceeded t<* you ; thtrefoie take your honours. 
Our lia«t(* fiom hence is of so (puck condition. 
That it prefers itself, and leaves unqutsium’d 
Matin s of nee (I In I value. We shall wnte to you. 
As tune and our conceriungs ‘■hall importune. 
How it goes with ns , and do look to know 
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well: 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Ot v our commissions. 

Yet, give leave, my lord, 

Tluf wc itiav bung von something on the way. 

Duke. My haste may not admit it; 

\c r need you on mint honoui, have to do 
\'H 1 ' any scruple: your scope [1 is as mine own; 
So to enfo L., 01 qualify the laws. 

As It your soul seems good. Give me your 
hand ; 

Til ppvilv away : 1 love the people. 

Rut do not like to stage me to their eves : 
Though it do well, I do not relish well 
Then bud applause, and ares IT vehement: 

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion, 

TJi.it docs ufl'ect it. Once inoie, fare you well. 
Ang. The heavens give safety to your pur¬ 
poses f 

Escal. Lead foith, and bring you back in 
happiness. 

Duke. 1 thank you : Fare you well. [Exit. 
Esetd. I shall desire you, Sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you ; and it concerns 
To look into the bottom of my place: [me 

A powei I have , but of what stiength and na- 
1 am not yet instructed. [turc 

Ang. Mis so with me :—Let us withdraw to¬ 
gether, 

And w ; mav soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Escal. I’ll wait upon your liononr. [ Exeunt. 
^ SCEXE II.—A Street. 

Enter Luc 10 and tuo Gentlemen. 
Evcm. If the duke with the other dukes 

• ErcWnirnts. t ho much thy own property. 

1 i >i hush purposes. ^ Intercut. 

I IXt.ntol powir. \ It-ilo's*. 


come not to composition with the king of Hun¬ 
gary, why, then all the dukes fall upon the 
king. 

1 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not 
the king of Hungary’s 1 

2 Gent . Amen. 

Eucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious 
pirate, that went to sea with the ten command¬ 
ments, but scraped one out of the table. 

2 Gent. Thou shalt not steal ? 

Lucia. Ay, that he razed. 

1 Gent. Why, ’twas a commandment to com¬ 
mand the captain and all the rest from their 
functions ; they put forth to steal . There’s not 
a soldier of us all, that, in the thanksgiving 
before meat, doth relish the petition well that 
prays for peace. 

2 Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it. 
Luc to. I believe thee; for, 1 think, thou nevei 

wast where grace was said. 

2 Gent. No ? a dozen times at least. 

1 Gtnt. What? 111 metre? 

Luc to. In any proportion,* or 111 any language. 
I Gent. 1 think, or m any religion. 

Em w. Ay I why not t Grace is grace, despite 
of all controversy : As for example ; Thou thy¬ 
self art a wicked villain, despite of all glare. 

1 Gent. W ell, there 11 tut but a pair of sheets 
between us t 

I.utio. I grant; as there may between the 
lists and the velvet ; Thou art the list. 

1 Gent. And thou the velvet : thou art good 
velvet: thou art a tbree-pil’d piece, I wanaut 
thee : I had as lief he a list of an English kei - 
&ey, as be pil’d, as thou art pil’d, for a Freuu; 
velvet. I Do I speak feelingly now ? 

Eucio. 1 think thou dost; and, indeed, wiili 
most painful feeling of thy speech : 1 will, out 
of ihme own confession, learn to begin thy 
health ; but, whilst I live, forget to drink alter 
thee. 

Gent. I thiuk I have done my-elf wrong, 
have I not ? 

2 Gent. Yes., that thou hast; whether thou 
art tainted, or free. 

Eucio. Behold, behold, where madam Miti¬ 
gation comes! 1 have purchased as many dis¬ 
eases under her roof, as come to— 

2 Gent. To what, I pray ? 

1 Gent. Judge. 

2 Gent. To three thousand dollars a year. 

1 Gent. Ay, and moie 

Eucio. A French crown $ more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring diseases iu 
me : But thou art full of eiror ; l am sound. 

Eucio. Nay, not as one would say, healthv : 
hut so sound, as things that are hollow : thy 
bones are hollow; impiety has made a feast 
of thee. 

Enter Bawd. 

1 Gent . How now? Which of your hips has 
the most piofound sciatica { 

Baud. Well, well ; there’s one yonder ar¬ 
rested, and earned to prison, was worth five 
thousand of you all. 

1 Ge.it. Who’s that, l pray thee? 

'Baud. Marry, Sir, that’s Claudio, stgnior 
Claudio. 

1 Gent. Claudio to prison! ’tis not so. 

Bated. Nay, But I kuovv, ’tis so ; l saw him 

arrested ; saw him carried away ; and, which is 
more, within these three days his head's to be 
chopped off. 

Eucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not 
have it so : Ait thou sure of this ? 

* Baud. 1 am too sure of it • and it is for get¬ 
ting madam Julietta with child. 

Eucio. Believe me, this may be: he promised 
to meet me two hours since; and he was ever 
precise in promise-keeping. 

2 Gent. BesidtD, you know, it draws somc- 

• Mrnme. * A cut of the same cloth. 

1 A jest on th« loss of hair by the French disease* 

$ Corona trnmii 
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tiling near to the speech we hail to such a pur¬ 
pose. 

1 Gmt. But most of all, agreeing niih the 
proi Umalion. 

Lucio. Away ; let’s go learn the truth of it. 

Lucio and Ge.nillman. 

Hand. Thus, what with the war, what with the 
«wcat, • what with the gallows, and what with 
poverty, 1 am custom-shrunk, how now ? what's 
LLe news with >ou 9 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Yonder man is earned to piison. 

Ban di Well; what has he done ? 

Clo. A woman. 

Baud. But what’s his offence 1 

Clo. Groping for trouts m a peculiar river. 

Bau d. \\ hat, is there a inaid with child by 

linn ? 

Clo. So ; but there’s a woman with maid by 
him : Yon have not heaid of the proclamation, 
have you 1 

IIau d. U hat proclamation, man ? 

( Id. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must 
be pluck’d down. 

Bund. And what shall become of those in the 
city { i 

Clo. They shall stand for seed : tbev had gone ’ 
down too, but that a wise burgher put in tor 
them. 

Baud, But shall all our house sof resort in the 
suburbs be pull’d down ? J 

Clo. To the ground, mistress. I 

Baud. Why, here's a change, indeed, in the 
commonwealth ! What shall become of me ? 

Clo. Come ; fear not you ; good counsellors ! 
lack iio clients : though you change your place, you 1 
need not change \our trade; I’ll be you tapster; 
still. Courage ; there will be pity takeu on you : 
you that have worn your eyes almost out iu tlit 
service, you will be considered. 

Baud. Wbat’s to do here, Thomas Tapster 1 
Let's withdraw. 

Clo. Here conies signior Claudio, led by the 
provost to prison : aud there’s madam Juliet. 

[Exeunt. 

SC EXE If I.—The same. 

Enter Provost,♦ Claudio, Juliet, and 
Officers ; Lucio, and tuo Gentlemen. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thon show me thus to 
the world f 

Bear me to prison, where I am committed. 

Prov. I do it not in evil disposition. 

But from lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud. Thus can the denii god, Authority, 

Make us pay down for our offence by weight.— 
The words of heaven on whom it will, it will; 
On whom it will not, so ; yet suil ’tis just. 

Lucio. Why, bow now, Claudio 1 whence comes 
this restraint 1 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Ludo, 
liberty ; > 

As surfeit is tbe father of much fast, 

So every scope by the immoderate use 
i ui ns to restraint: Our natures do pursue, 

(Likp rats that ravin + down their proper bane,} 

A thirsty evil ; and when we drink, we die. 

Lucio. If 1 could speak so wisely under an 
arrest, 1 would send for certain of my creditors; 
And yet, to say the truth, 1 bad as lief have the 
foppery of freedom, as the morality of imprison¬ 
ment.—What’s thy offence, Claudio ? 

('laud . What, but to speak of would offend 
again. * 

Lucio. What is it? murder? 

Claud. No. 

Lucio. Lechery? 

Claud. Call it so. 

Ptoj. Away, Sir; you must go. 


t .Gaoler. 


• The •weatiue iIckncM. 




ormcional y devour. 


Claud. One word, good friend Lucio, a woid 
with you. [Takes Wim aside. 

Lucio. A hundred, if they’ll do you any good 
—Is lechery so look’d after i 
Claud. Thus stands it with me :—Upon a ti tic 
contract, 

1 got possession of Julietta’s bed ; 

You know the lady; she is fast my wife. 

Save that we do the denunciation lark 
Of outward order : this we came uot to, 

Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining In the coffer of her tnetids ; 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our 1 >vr. 
Till time had made them fur us. But it th.i:ue». 
The stealth of our most mutual eiiteiumment. 
With character too gross, is wilt uu Juliet. 
J.ucio. With child, perhaps T 
Claud. Uuhappily, even so. 

And the new deputy now for the duke,— 

Whether it be the tault and glimpse ol newness : 
Ot whether (bat (he body public be 
A horse whereon the governor doth rule. 

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it straight ft el the spur: 
Whether tbe tyranny be in Ins place, 

Ur in his eminence that tills it up, 

1 stagger in But tins new governor 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties. 

Which have, like unsroui’d armour, hung by tire 
wall 

So long, that nineteen zodiacs* have gone round, 
And none of them been worn ; aud, tor a name. 
Now puts the drowsy and neglected net 
Freshly on me :—'Us surely, for a name. 

Jntcio. I warrant, it is : and thy head stands 
so tickle t on ibv shoulders, that a imlk-maid, if 
she be in love, many sigh it oil. Send alter the 
duke, and appeal to him. 

Claud. 1 have dune so, but he’s not to be 
found. 

1 pr'ylhce, Lucio, do me this kind service ; 

This duy iny sister should the cloister enter. 

And there receive her approbation;; 

Acquaint her with the danger of inv slate ; 
Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends 
To tbe strict deputy ; bid beret If assay him ; 

1 have great hope mi that ; for in her youth 
There Is a prone $ and speechless dialect. 

Such as moves men ; besides, she hath pros* 
perous ait 

W'lien she will play with reason and discomse. 
And well she can persuade. 

Lucio. 1 pray, she may; as well f«»r the en¬ 
couragement n f the like, which else would stand 
under guevons imposition ; as for the enjowiu; 
of thy life, who 1 would be sorry should l»e 
thus foolishly lost at a game of tick-tack. I’ll to 
her. 

Claud. I thank you, good fiiend Lucio. 

Lucio. Within two hours,- 

Claud. Come, officer, away. [Eicunt 

SCEXE IF.—A Monastery. 

Enter Duke and Friar Thomas. 

Duke. No; holy father; throw away that 
thought; 

Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom : J1 why I desire 

tbee 

To give me secret harbour, bath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled than the aim* and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Frl. May your grace speak of it? 

Duke. My holy Sir, none better knows than 
you 

How 1 have ever lov’d tbe life remov’d ; If 
Aud held in idle price to haunt assemblies. 
Where youth, and cost, and witless b^’ery 
keeps. •• 


• Yearly circlet, 
t Enter on her probation. 

| Completely armed. 

•• Retidtt. 


f Ticklith. 
I Prompt. 
i Kclired. 
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•I have delivered to lord Angelo 
(A man of stricture, • and firm abstinence,) 

My absolute power and place here in Vieuna, 

And he supposes me travelled to Poland ; 

For so I have strevv’d it in the common ear. 

And so it is receiv'd : Now, pious Sir, 

You will demand of me, why I do tbisT 
Fri. Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting 
laws, 

(The needful bits and curbs for headstrong 
steeds) 

Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep ; 
"Even like an o'ergrown lion in a cave. 

That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond fathers 
"Having bound up the tlireat'niiig twigs of bircb. 
Only to stick it in their children’s si 2 ht. 

For terroi, not to use: in time the rod 
"Becomes more mock'd than fear'd: so our de¬ 
crees. 

Dead to iufiirtinn, to themselves are dead ; 

And liberty plucks justice by the nose; 

The bahy heats the nurse, and quite atbwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It rested in your grace 
To unloose this tied-up Justice, when you pleas'd ; 
And it m you moie dreadful would have seem'd, 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful: 

Sith t 'twas my fault to give the people scope, 
Mwould he my tytauny to strike, and gall them 
Tor what I hid them do : For we bid this be 
done, 

When evil deeds have their permissive pass. 

And not tbe punishment. Therefore, indeed, my 
fat her, 

t have on Angelo impos'd the office ; 

Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike 
home, 

And yet my natuie never in the sight, 

Te do it slander : And to behold his sway, 
i will, as 'twere a brother of your older. 

Visit both pi nice and people : therefore, I pr’y- 
tbee, 

BnpjMv tpe with the ^uihit, and instruct me 
How I piay fortn.ifly in person bear me 
Like a true friar. More reasons for this ac¬ 
tion. 

At our moic leisure shall 1 render yon ; 

Only, this one :—Loid Angelo is precise ; 

Siam’s at a guaid 5 with envy ; scarce confesses 
That Ins blood flows, or that Ins appetite 
Is moie to t.ie.id than vlone : Hence -shall we see, 
Jr power change purpose, what our scemeis be. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V.-A Nunnery. 

Enter Isabella and Francisca. 

Isab And have you nuns uo further privi¬ 
lege ? 

Fran. Are not these large enough? 

Isab. Yes, tiuly : i speak not as desiring 
more ; 

But rather wishing a more strlrt restraint 
Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of saint Clare. 
Lucio. Ho! Ptace be in this place 1 [Within.] 
Jsab. Who's that winch calls? 

Fran. It is a mail's voice: Gentle Isabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his husiuess of him ; 
You uiay, I may uot ; you are yet unsworn: 
When you bave vow'd, you must not speak with 
men, 

But in the presence of the prioress: 

Then, if you speak, you must not show your 
face ; 

Or, if you show your face, you must not speak* 
He calls again; 1 pray you, answer him. 

[Ecit Francisca. 
Isab. Peace and prosperity! Who is’t that 
calls? 


* StrictMM- 

1 On his defeat*. 


t Sine*. 


Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be; as those cheek- 
roses 

Proclaim you are no less! Can you so stead me 
As bring me to ih 2 sight of Isabella, 

A novice of this place, and the fair sister 
To ber unhappy brother, Claudio ? 

Isab. Why ber unhappy brother? let me ask 
Tbe rather, for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella, and bis sister. 

Lucio. Geutle and fair, your brother kindly 
greets you : 

Not to be weary with you, he's in prisou. 

Isab. Woe me I For what ? 

Lucio. For that, which, if myself might be 
bis judge, 

He should receive his punishment in thanks: 

He hath got bis friend with child. 

Isab. Sir. make me not your story. • 

Lucio . It is true. 

I would not—though *tis my familiar sin 
With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest, 
Tongue lar from heart,—play with all virgins no; 

I hold you R9 a thing enskied and sainted ; 

By your renouncement, an immortal spirit; 

And to be talk’d with tu sincerity. 

As with a saint. 

Isab. You do blaspheme tbe good, in mock¬ 
in': me. 

Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth,t 
'tis thus : 

Your brother and his lover have embrac'd : 

As those that feed grow full ; as blossoming time. 
That from the seeduess the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison ; \ even so her plenteous womb 
Evpresseth his full tilth ^ and husbandry. 

Isab. Some one with child by buu?-My 

cousin Juliet ? 

Lucio. Is 6he your cousin ? 

Jsab. Adoptedly ; as school-maids change tbeir 
names. 

By vain though apt afleftion. 

Lucio. She. it is. - 

Isab. Qh 1 let him marry ber! 

Lucio. This is tbe point. 

The duke is very strangely gone from hence: 
Bore many gentbmep, myself being one, 

I 11 hand, and hope of action : hut we do leara 
By those that know tbe veiy nerves of state. 

His givings out were of an infinite distance 
Fiorn Ins true-meant design. Upon his place. 
And with full line || of bis authority, 

Governs lord Angelo ; a man, whose blood 
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 
Tbe wanton stings and motions of the sense; 

But doth rebate and blunt bis natural edge 
With profits of tbe mind, study and fast. 

He (to give fear to use and liberty. 

Which bave, for long, run by the hideous law, * 
As mice by lions,) hath pick’d out an act, 

Under whose heavy Bcuse your brother’s life 
Falls into forfeit: he arrests him on it; 

And follows close tbe rigour of the statute. 

To make hun an example: all hope is gone, 
Unless you have the grace U by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo : And that’s my pith 
Of business ’tvmt you and your poor brother- 
Isab. Doth be so seek bis life? 

Lucio. Has censur’d •• him 
Already; and, as I bear, the provost bath 
A warrant for bis execution. 

Isab. Alas 1 what poor ability’s ill me 
To do him good ? 

Lucio. Assay tbe power you* have. 

Isab. My power! Alas! I doubt. 

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors, 

And make us lose the good we oft might win, 

By fearing to attempt: Go to lord Angelo, 

And let him learn to know, when maidens sue. 


* Do not make a jest of me. 
t la few and true words. j Breeding plenty. 

_ „ * Tilling. | Extent. 

T Power of gaming favour. •• Stmt* nerd. 

It Have. 
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Men give like gods ; but when they weep aud 
kneel, 

All their petitions arc as freely then's 
As they themselves would owe • them. 

Jsub. Pll see what 1 can do. 

Lncio. But speedily. 

Isab. 1 will about it straight; 

No longer staying but to give the mother t 
Notice of my aftair. I humbly thank you : 
Comiueud me to my brother : soon at night 
I’ll send him certain word of my success. 
Lucio. 1 take iny leave of you. 

Isab. Good bir, adieu. ' [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCEXE I.—A Hall in Anoslo’s House. 

Enter Angelo, Escalis, a Justice, Provost, 
Officers, and other Attendants . 

Ang. We must Dot make a scare-crow of the 
law, 

Setting it up to fear* •• the birds of prev, 
tud let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their tenor. 

Esc at. Ay, but vet 
Let us be keeu, and rather cut a little, 

Ilian tall, and bruise to death : Alas! this gcu- 
tlt. man, 

W horn I would save, had a most noble father. 
Lit bin your honotu know, § 

{Whom I believe to be most strait its virtue,) 

I hat, in the working of youi own affections, 

Had tune coher’d j, with place, or place with 
wishing. 

Or tnat the resolute acting of yo*»r blood 
Could have attain’d the effect of yonr own 
purpose, 

Whether you had not sometime in yonr life 
En’d in this poi:.‘ which now you censure him. 
And pull’d the law upon you. 

Ang. Mis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny, 

Ihr jury, passing on the prisoner’s life, 

Mav, iu the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guilttei than him they try : What's opeu made 
to justice. 

That justice seizes. What know the laws, 

I hat thieves do pass ou thieves 7 'Tin very 
pregnant, ^ 

Tin jewel that we find, we stoop and take it, 
because we see it; but what we do not see, 

Me tread upon, and never tlnnk of it. 
fou may not so extenuate his offence. 

For *• I have had 6 uch faults : but rather tell me, 
.When 1 , that censure +♦ him, do so offend. 

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 
And iioth:ug come iu partial. Sir, he must die. 
Escal. Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang . W here is the provost l 
Prop. Here, if it like your houour. 

Ang. See that Claudio 
Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 

Bring him bis confessor, let him be prepared; 
Tor that’s the utmost of his pilgrimage. 

[Exit Provost 
Escal . Well, heaven forgive him ; and forgive 
ns all! 

S> me rise by tin, and some by virtue fall : 
home run from brakes of vice, and answer 
none ; 

And some condemned for a fault alone. 

Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers , 4^* 

Elb. Come, briug them away: if these he 
«'wvl people in a common-weal,^ that do no¬ 
thing but use their abuses in commou houses, I 
know no law ; bring them away. 

• Have. 4 Abbeaa. 

2 Rear*. 4 Examine. 

» Sailed. T Plata. 

•• because. 4+ Sentence. 

Zl Thickest, thorny paths of vies. || M calth. 


Ang. How now, Sir 1 What's your name t and 
what's the matter t 

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor 
duke's constable, aud inv uame is Elbow; l do 
lean upon justice, Sir, aud do bring in here 
before your good houour two tiotoiious bene¬ 
factors. 

Ang. Benefactors? Well; what benefactors are 
they ? arc they not malefactor f 

Elb. If it please your honour, 1 know not 
well what they aie: but preen* villains they 
are, that 1 am sme of; und void of all prolaua- 
lion hi the world, that good Chitatiaiia ought to 
have. 

fiscal. This conies off well;* heie’» a wise 
officer. 

Ang. Goto: What quality are they of? El¬ 
bow is your uaine l Why dost thou not speak, 
El how ? 

Clc. He cannot. Sir ; he’s out at elbow. 

Ang. What are you, Sir ? 

Elb. He, Sir? a tapster, Sir; parcel t-bawd ; 
one that serves a bad woman ; who* house. Sir, 
was, as tbev say, pluck’d down in the subuib^; 
and now bhe professep; a hot-house, which, i 
Hi.nk, is a very ill house too. 

Escal. How know you that ? 

Elb. Mv wife. Sir, whom I detest) before 
heaven and your honour,— 

E'rat. How! tiiv wile ? 

Elb. Ay, Sir? whom, 1 thank heaven, is an 
honest woman,— 

Escal. Dost thou detest her tbeition* ' 

Elb. 1 pay. Sir, i will detest uivselt als.v, a* 
well as she, that this Iioum*, it it be not a bawd’s 
house, it is pny of hei hie, for it is a naughty 
house 

Esial. How dost thou know that, i unstable? 

Elb. Many, Sir, bv mv wile ; wb«, il sin* had 
been a woman cuidmall) given, 11114111 have been 
accused iu fornication, adultuy, and all u licit au- 
ness theie. 

Escal. By the woman’s means ? 

Elb. Ay, Sir, by mistress OvchIou'*'* mean*: 
but as she spit 111 his face, so she deiied him. 

Clo, Sii, if it please your houom, this ip not 

so 

Elb. Prove it he foie these varlcts here, thou 
honourable man, prove it. 

Escal. Do you beat bow he misplaces? 

«7t> Angei o. 

Clo. Sir, she came in great with child ; and 
longing (saving your bououi’s levemice,) for 
stew’d primes ; Sir, we bad but two hi (be bouse, 
which at that very distant time stood, as it were, 
111 a fruit dish, a dish of some three-pence ; your 
honours have seen such dishes; they aie not 
China dishes, but very good dishes. 

Escal. Go to, go to : no mutter for the dish. 
Sir. 

Clo. No, iudeed, S 11 , not of a piu ; you are 
Iheie'n 111 the right : but, to the point. As 1 say, 
this unstress Elbow, being, as 1 say, with child, 
aud being great belly’d, and longing, as I said, 
for prunes , and having but two m the dish, as 
I said, master Froth here, this veiy man, hav¬ 
ing eaten the rest, as 1 said, aud, as I say, pay¬ 
ing for them very honestly ;—for, as you know, 
master Froth, 1 cou’d uol give you three-pence 
again. 

froth. No, indeed. 

Clo. Very well : you being then, if you be 
remember'd, cracking the stones of the foiesaid 
prunes. 

f roth. Ay, so I did, Indeed. 

Clo. Why, very well : 1 telling yon then, if you 
be remember'd, that such a one, aud such a one, 
were past cure of the thing you wot of, unless 
they kept very good diet, as 1 told you. 

Froth. AI1 (Ins is true. 

Clo. Why, very well then. 

Escal. Come, you are a tedious fool : to the 
purpose.—What was done to Elbow’s wife, that 

• Well told. ♦ r»rtif. 

I Kecpa a bagnio. ) Tor promts. 



Scene 1. 

he hath cause to complain' of? Come me to 
what was done to her. 

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 
fiscal. No, Sir, nor I mean it not. 
do . Sir, but yon thall come to it, by your 
honour’s leave: And, I beseech yon, look into 
master Froth here, Sir; a man of fourscore 
pound a year ; whose father died at Hallowmas : 
—Was’t not at Hallowmas, master Froth ? 

Froth. All-hollond * eve. 

(’In. Why, very well; 1 hope here be truths : 
He, Sir, sitlm*:, as I say, in a lower t chair. 
Sir 'twas in the Bunch of Grapes, where, 
indeed, you have a delight to Eit : Have you 
not l 

Froth I have so ; because it is an open room, 
and good for winter. 

< Lo. W by, very well then ;—I hope here be 
truths. 

• Ang. Tins will last out a night iu Russia, 

When nights aie longest there: i’ll take my 
leave, 

And leave you to the hearing of the cause; 
Hoping, you’ll tlnd good cause to whip them all. 
Escal. I think no less: Good morrow to your 
lordship. Angelo. 

Now, Sir, come on ; What was done to Elbow’s 
wife, once more ? 

Clo. Once, Sir? there was nothing done to her 
once. 

Lib. I beseech you, Sn, ask him what this man 
did io my wife. 

Clo. 1 beseech your honour, ask me. 
fiscal. Well, Sir: What did this gentleman to 
her? 

('lo. I beseech vou. Sir, look in this gentle¬ 
man’s face —Good mastci Froth, look upon his, 
honour; 'us for a good purpose: Doth your' 
honour mark his face f 
fiscal. Ay, Sir, very well. 

Clo. Nay, l beseech you, mark it well. 
fiscal Well, I do so. 

Clo. Doth your honour see any harm in hie 
fa*'* ? 

fiscal. Why, no. 

Clo. I’ll be supposed* upon a book, his face 
is the worst thing about him : Good then ; if his 
face he the worst thing about him, how could 
master Froth do the constat)le’s wife any barm ? 
I would know that of your honour. 

fiscal. He’s m the right: Constable, what say 
yon i. it? 

Fib Fust, an it like you, the house is a re¬ 
spected house , next, this is a respected fellow ; 
and Ins unstress is a respected woman. 

(lo. By this hand, Sir, his wife is a more re¬ 
spected person than any of us all. 

filb. Varlet, thou liest; thou best, wicked var- 
let the time is yet to come, that she was ever 
respected with man, woman, or child. 

Clo. Sir, she was respected with ban before he 
married with her. 

fiscal Winch is the wiser here ? Justice or 
Iniquity ? $ Is this true ? 

filb. O thou camft t O thou varlet! O thou 
wicked Hannibal! |J I respected with her, before 
I was married to her ? If ever I was respected 
with her, or she with me, let not yonr worship 
think me the poor duke’s officerProve this, 
tbou wicked Hannibal, or I’ll have mine action of 
battery on thee. 

Escal. If he took von a box o’ ear, you might 
have your action of slander too. 

filb. Marry, I thank your good worship for it: 
What i?*t your worship’s pleasure I should do 
with this wicked caitiff? 

fiscal. Truly, officer, because he bath some 
offences In him, 'that thou would9t discover if 
thou couldst, let him continue in his courses, till 
tbou know’st what they are. 

Elb. Marry, 1 thauk your worship for it :— 

• Ere of All Saints day. + Ease. 

% Deposed, sworn. ♦ Constable or down* 

| For cannibal. 
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Thou seest, thou wicked varlet now, what’s come 
upon thee ; thou art to continue now, thou var¬ 
let ; thou art to continue. 

Escal. Where were you born, friend ? 

[To Froth. 

Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 

Escal. Are you of fourscore pounds a year? 

Froth. Yes, au’t please you. Sir. 

Escal. So.—What Hade are you of, Sir? 

[To the Clown. 

Clo. A tapster; a poor widow’s tapster. 

Escal. Your mistress’s name? 

Clo. Mistress Over-done. 

Escal. Hath she had any more than one hus¬ 
band. 

Clo. Nine, Sir; Over-done by the last. 

Escal Nine!—Come hither to me, master 
Troth. Master Froth, I would not have you ac¬ 
quainted with taprters : they will draw you, master 
1 roth, and you will hang them : Get you gone, 
and let me bear no inure of you. 

Froth. I thank your worship : For mine own 
part, ! never come into any room m a taphouse, 
but 1 am drawn in. 

Escal. Well; no more of it, master Froth : 
farewell, [fiiit Froth. ]—Come you hither to 
me, master tapster: what’s your name, master 
tapster ? 

Clo. Pompey. 

Est al. What else ? 

Clo. Bum, Sir. 

fiscal. ’Troth, and your bum is the greatest 
thing about you , so that, m the beastliest seuse, 
you are Pompey the gieat. Pompey, you are 
partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever you colour it 
iti being a tapster. Are you not ? come, tell me 
true ; it shall be the better for you. 

Clo. Truly, Sir, I am a poor fellow, that would 
live. 

Escal. How would you live Pompey ? by being 
a bawd? What do you think of the trade, Pom- 
pey ? is it a lawful trade 7 

Clo. If the law would allow it, Sir. 

Escal. But the law will not allow it, Pompey; 
uor it shall not be allowed m Vienna. 

Clo. Does your worship meau to geld and 
spay all the youth in the city? 

fiscal. No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truly, Sir, in my poor opinion, they will 
to’t then : If your worship will take order* for 
the drabs and the kna\es, you need not to fear 
the bawds. 

Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I 
can tell you : ft is but beadiug and hanging. 

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend 
that way but for ten year together, you’ll be 
glad to give out a commission for more beads. 
If this law bold m Vienna ten year, I’ll rent the • 
fairest house in it, after threepence a bay : If you 
live to see this couie to pass, say, Pompey told 
I you so. 

Escal. Thank you, good Pompey: and, in 
requital of your prophecy, hark you,—I advise 
you, let me not find you before me again upon 
anv complaint whatsoever, no, not for dwelling 
where yon do : if I do, Pompey 1 shall beat 
you to your tent, and prove a shrewd Caesar to 
you; in plain dealing, Pompey, I shall have 
you whipt: so for this time, Pompey, fare you 
well. 

Clo. I thank your worship for yonr good coun¬ 
sel ; hut I shall follow it, as the flesh and for¬ 
tune shall better determine. 

Whip me ? No, no ; let carman whip his jade ; 
The valiant heart’s not wbipt out his trade. 

[Exit. 

Escal. Come hither to me, master Elbow; 
come hither, master Constable. How lpng have 
you been m this place of constable ? 

Elb. Seven year and a half. Sir. 

Escal. I thought, by your readiness in the 
office, you bad continued in it some time; Yon 
say, seven years together ? 

* Measures. 
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Elb. And a half. Sir. 

Escal. Alas I it bath been (treat pains to you I 
They do >ou wrong to put you so oft upon’t: 
Are there not men in your ward sufficient to 
serve it! 

Elb. Faith, Sir, few of any wit in such mat¬ 
ters : as they are chosen, they are glad to choose 
me for them ; I do it for scute piece of money, 
and go through with all. 

Escal. Look yon, bring me in the names of 
some six or seven, the most sufficient of your 
parish. 

Elb. To your worship’s bouse. Sir t 
Escal. To my bouse: Fare you well. [£rif. 
Elbow.] What’s o’clock, think you t 
Just. Eleven, Sir. 

Escal. I pray ton home to dinner with me. 
Just. I humbly thank yon. 

Escal. It grieves me tor the death of Claudio; 
But there’s no remedy. 

Ju<t. Lord Angelo is severe. 

Escal. It is but needful: 

Mercy is nut itself, that oft looks so ; 

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe : 

But yet,—Poor Claudio !—There's no remedy. 
Come, Sir. [Exeunt. 

SCESE IT.—Another Room in the same. 

Enter Provost and a Servant. 

Serf. He’s hearing of a cause ; he will come 
straight. 

I’ll tell bun of you. 

Prov. Pray you, do. [Exit Scrv.] I’ll know 
His pleasure ; tuav be, he will relent : Alas, 

He hath but as offeuded m a dream ! 

All sects, all ages smack of this vice ; and be 
To die for it l— 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Now, what’s the matter, provost? 

Prov. is it ; aur Hill Claudio shall die to¬ 
morrow ? 

Ang. Did I not tell thee, yea ? hadst thou not 
order ? 

\\ hy dost tlmu ask again f 
Prov. Lest 1 might be too rash : 

Under your good correction, I have seen, 

When, after execution, judgment hath 
Kepeuted o’er bis doom. 

Ang. Go to ; let that be mine : 

Do you your office, or give up yoor place. 

And you shall nell be spar'd. 

Prov. I crave your honour’s pardon.— 

W hat shall be done, Sir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She’s very near her hour. 

Ang. Dispose of her 

To some more Otter place ; and that with speed. 
Re-enter Servant. 

Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemn’d. 
Desires access to you. 

Ang. Hath he a sister? 

Prov. Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous 
maid, 

And to he shortly of a sisterhood. 

If not already. 

Ang. Well let her he admitted. [Exit Sear. 
See you, the fornicatress be remov’d ; 

Let her have needful, but not lavish, means; 
There shall be order for it. 

Enter Lucio and Isabella. 

Prov. Save yoor honour I 

[Offering to retire. 
Ang. Stay a little while.— [To Isas.j .You 
are welcome : What’s your will T 
J'.ab. 1 am a woeful suitor to yoor honour. 
Please bnt your honour bear me. 

Ang. Well; what’s your suit? 

Jsab. There is a vice, that most f do abhor. 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice; 
For which I would not plead, but that 1 must; 
For which 1 must not plead, hut that I a to 
At war ’iwiKt will and will not. 


Act 11. 

Ang. Well; the matter? 

Isub. I have a brother is condemn'd to die: 

1 do beseech you, let it be bis fault, 

And uot my brother. 

Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces! 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of 
it! 

Why, every fault’s condemn’d, ere it be done: 
Mine were the veiy cipher ol a function, 

To find the laulls, whose fine stands In retord. 
And let go by the actor. 

Jsab. O just, but severe law I 
1 had a brother then.—Heaveu keep yonr honour I 

[Retiring. 

Lucie. [To Isab ] Give’t not o’er so : to him 
again, entreat him; 

Kneel down before him, bang upon his gown ; 
You are too cold : if foa should need a pin, 

You could not with more tame a tongue desire 
it: 

To him, I say. 

Jsab. Must he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 

Isab. Yes; I do think that you might pardou 
him. 

And neither heaven nor man grieve at the mercy. 
Ang. 1 will not do’t. 

Jsab. But can you, if sou would ? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that ( cannot do. 
Jsab. But might you do’t, and do the world 
no wrong. 

If so your heart were touch’d with that remorse* 
As mine is to him ? 

Ang. He’s sentenc’d ; *lis too late. 

Jjucto. You aic too cold. (7b Isabri.i \. 
Isab. Too late i why, no; I, that do speak a 
word, 

May call it back again : Well believe + tins, 

No cereincny that to great ones ’longs. 

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword. 
The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe, 
Become them with one half so good a grace. 

As mercy does. If he had been as you, 

And you as he, you would have slipp’d like him ; 
But he, like you, would not have been so stern. 
Ang. Pray you, begone. 

Jsab. I would to heaven I had your potpnc>, 
And you 1 were Isabel I should it then be thus? 
No; i would tell what ’twere to be a judge. 

And what a prisoner. 

Lucio. Ay, touch him : there’s the vein. 

[Aside. 

Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 

And you but waste your words. 

Isab. Alas I alas I 

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit onre ; 
And He that might the vantage best have took. 
Found out the remedy : How would you be, 

If He, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are? Oh i think on that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, fair maid ; 

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother: 
Were be my kinsman, brother, or my son. 

It should be thus with him he must die to¬ 
morrow. 

Isab. To-morrow ? Ob I that’s sudden! Spare 
him, spare him: 

He’s not prepar’d for death I Even for our 
kitchens 

We kill the fowl of seasonshall we seive 
heaven 

With less reepcct than we do minister 
To our gross selves ? Good, good my lord, be¬ 
think you; 

Who is it that hath died for this offence ?* 
There’s many have committed it. 

Lucio. Ay, well said. 

Ang* The law hath not been dead, though it 
hath slept: 

Those many had not dar’d to do that evil. 

If the first man that did the edirt infringe. 
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Scene II. 

Had answer’d for Ills deed : now, ’tis awake; 
Takes uote of wbat Is done; and, like a pro¬ 
phet* 

Looks In a glass, that shows what future evils, 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv'd. 
And so in progress to be hatch'd and born,) 

Arc now to have no successive degrees. 

But, where they live, to end. 

Jsab. Yet show some pity. 

Ang. I show it most of all, when I show 
justice; 

For then I pity those I do not know, 

Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall ; 

And do him right, that answering one foul 
wronz, 

Lives not to act another. B* satisfied ; 

Your brother dies to-inoitow ; he content. 

Jsab. So, you must be the first that gives this 
sentence ; 

And he, that suffers: Oh I it Is excellent 
To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 

Lurio. That’s well said. 

I sub. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet, 
For every pelting, • petty officer. 

Would use his heavcu for thunder ; nothing but 
thunder.—- 
Merciful heaveu I 

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous 
bolt, 

Split’st the unwcdgeahle and gnarled t oak. 

Than the soft myrtle : Oh ! but man, proud man 1 
Drest in a little brief authority; 

Most ignorant of what lie’s most assur’d— 

His glassy essence,—like an angry ape, 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven, 
As make the angels weep: n ho, with our spUeus, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 

Lucio. Oh ! to him, to bun, wench : he will 
relent; 

He’s coming, I perceive’t. 

Prov. Pray heaven, she win him I 
Jsab. We cannot weigh our brother with our¬ 
self : 

Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 

ijticio. Thou’rt iu the right, girl ; more o'that. 
Jsab. That in the captain’s but a choleric 
word, 

Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 

Jjticio. Art advis'd o' that T more on't. 

Anp. Why do you put these sayings upon ine? 
I tab. Because authority, though it err like 
others. 

Hath vet a kind of medicine in itself. 

That skins the vice o’ the top: Go to your 
boaoin ; 

Knock thire; and ask your heart, what it doth 
know 

That’s like my brother's fault: if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his. 

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother's life. 

Ang. She speaks, and Mis 
Such seii-.e, that my sense breeds with it.— 
Fare you well. 

Itab. Gentle my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I will bethink meCome again to¬ 
morrow. 

Jsab. Hark, bow I'll bribe you : Good my 
lord, turn back. 

Anp. How 1 bribe me 

Jsab. Ay, with such gifts, that heaven shall 
share with you. 

Lurio. You bad marr’d all, else. 

Jsab . Not with fond shekels of the tested J 
gold. 

Or stones, whose rates are either rich, or poor. 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
That shall be up at heaven, and enter there, 

Ere sunrise ; prayers from preserved $ souls, 

• l'attry. 4 Knotted. 

t Atte«teil, ■tamped. 
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From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well: come to me 
To-morrow. 

Lucio. Go to; it is well; away. 

[Aside to Isabella. 
Jsab. Heaven keep your houour safe! 

A ng . Amen : for I 

Am that way going to temptation, [Aside. 
Where prayers cross. 

Jsab. At wbat hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordship ? 

Ang. At any time 'fore noou. 

Jsab. Save yonr honour! 

[Exeunt Lucio, Isabella, and Provost. 
Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue !— 
What’s this ? what's this t Is Ibis her fault, or 
mine f 

The tempter, or the tempted, who sins mostf 
Hal 

Not she; nor doth she tempt: but it is f. 

That lying by the violet in the sun. 

Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower. 
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it he. 

That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman's lightness t Having waste ground 
enough. 

Shall we desiie to raze the sanctuary, 

And pitch our evils there f • O fie, tie, fie ! 

Wbat dost thou 7 or what art thou, Angelo? 

Dost thou desire her foully, for those things 
That make her good ! Oh ! let her brother live: 
Thieves for their robbery have authority. 

When judges steal themselves. What? do 1 
love her. 

That I desire to hear her speak again, 

And feast upon her eyes? What is’t I dream on? 
O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint. 

With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 
i’o sin iu losing virtue; never could the strura- 
pet, • 

With all her double vigour, art, and nature. 

Once stir my temper ; but this vntuous maid 
Subdues me quiteEver, till now. 

When men were fond, 1 smil’d, and wonder’d 
bow. [Ent. 

SCENE JIJ.—A Room In a Prison. 

Enter Duke habited like a J^riar, and 
Provost. 

Duke. Hail to you, prosost! so, I think yoa 
are. 

Prov . I am the provost: What's your will, 
good friar ? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my blcss'd 
order, 

I come to visit the afflicted spirits 
Here in the prison: do me the common right 
To let me see them; and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly. 

Prov. 1 would do more than that, if more 
were needful. 

Enter Joliet. 

Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine, 
who falling in the flames of her own youth. 

Hath blister'd her report: She is with child. 

And he that got it, sentenc’d : a young man 
More fit to do another such offence. 

Than die for this. 

Duke. When must he die? 

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow.— . 

I have provided for >ou ; slay a while, 

[lb Jo LILT. 

And you shall he conducted. 

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you 
carrj 7 

Juliet. I do; and bear the shame most pa¬ 
tiently. 

* See S Kiuge x. 27. 
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Duke. I'll teach you how you shall arraign 
your conscience. 

And try youi penitence, if it be sound. 

Or hollowly put on. 

Juliet. I’ll gladly learn. 

Duke. Love yon the man that wrong'd you ? 
Juliet. Yes, as 1 love the woman that wroug’d 
him. 

Duke. So then, it seems, your most offence¬ 
ful act 

Was mutually committed ! 

Juliet. Mutually. 

Duke . Then was jour sin of heavier kind 
than his. 

Juliet. I do confess it, ami repent it, father. 
Duke . *Tis meet 60 , daughter : But lest jou 
do repent, 

As that the sin hath brought you to this shame,— 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, uot 
heaven ; 

Showing, we’d not spare 0 heaven, as we lo\e it. 
But as we stand iu tear,— 

Juliet . I do repent me, as it is an evil; 

And take the shame with joy. 

Duke. There rest. 

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow. 
And 1 am eoinp with instruction to him.— 

Grace go with you ! Bcnedicitc ' [Erit. 

Juliet. Must die to-morrow ! o injurious 
love. 

That respites me a life, whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror! 

Prov . ’Tis pit) of him. [ Ereunt 

SCENE IV — A Hoorn in Angelo’s House. 
Enter Angelo. 

Ang. When I would pray and think, I think 
and pray 

To several subjects: heaven hath my empty 
words; 

Whilst my invention, hiring not my tongne. 
Anchors on Isabel: Heaven iu my mouth, 

As if I did but only chew bis name; 

And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception : The state, whereon I 
studied, 

Is like a good thing, being often read, 

Growu fear’d and tedious; yea, my gravity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 
Could I, with boot, f change for an idle plume, 
Which the air beats for vain. O place ! O form 1 
How often dost thou with thy case,; thy habit. 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To tby false seeming i Blood, tbou still ait 
blood : 

Let’s write good angel on the devil's born, 

’Tis not the devil’s crest. 

Enter Servant. 

How now, who's there ? 

Serf. One Isabel, a sister. 

Desires access to >ou. 

Ang. Teach her the way. [ Exit Seuv. 

O heavens 1 

\\ l»y does my blood thus muster to my heart; 
Making both It unable for Itself, 

And dispossessing all the other parts 
Of necessary fitness f • 

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons, 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
By which be should revive: and even 60 
The general, $ subject to a well-wish’d king, 

Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Crowd to Ins presence, where their untaught 
love 

Must needs appear offence. 

Enter Isabella. 

How now, fair maid ? 

Isaif. I am come to know your pleasure. 

_ • Spue to offend bwen. 

T Profit. i Outside, 

i People. 


Act 11 

Ang. That you might know it, would much 
better please uie, 

Than to demand what 'Us. Your brother caunot 
live. 

Isab. Even so •—Heaven keep your Inmour l 

{Retiring. 

Ang . Yet may he live a while ; and, it uiaj be. 

As long as you or I: Yet he must die. 

Isab. Under your sentence? 

Ang. Yea. 

Isab. when, I beseech you ? that in his re¬ 
prieve, 

Longer, or shorter, he may so be fitted. 

That bis soul sicken nut. 

Ang. Ha! Fie, these filthy vices 1 It were as 
good 

To pardon him, that hhth from nature stolen 
A niau already made, ns to remit 
Their saucy sweetness, that do com heaven’s • 
image 

In stamps that are forbid : 'tis all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made. 

As to put mettle iu lestrained mean*. 

To make a false one. 

Isab. 'Tis set down so in hcaveu, but uot ill 
earth. 

Ang. Say you so T then I shall pose jou 
quickiy. 

Which had you rather. That the most just law, 
N’ow took your biothei's life ; or, lo redeem him, 
Give up your body to such sweet uivcleanmss. 

As she that he bath stain’d? 

Isab. Sir, believe this, 

I had rather give mr body than inv soul. 

Ang. 1 talk not of your soul: Our uiuipeHM 
sms 

Stand more for number than accompt. 

Jsab. How sav you ? 

Ang. Nay, I’ll not warraut that , for I enn 
speak 

Against the thing I say. Answer to ibis ;— 

I, now the voice ot the recorded law. 

Pronounce a sentence on your hi other’s life : 
Might Ibeie not be chanty in siu. 

To save this brother's life? 

Isab. Please you to do’t, 
i’ll take it as a peril to my soul. 

It is no sin at all, but chanty. 
i Ang. Pleas'd you to do't, at pciil of your soul. 
Were equal poise of mu and chanty. 

Dab. That ! do beg his life, it it be sin, 
Heaven, let me bear it 1 you granting ot my 
suit, 

If that be sin, I’ll make it my morn prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine. 

And nothing of youi answer. 

Ang. Nay, but hear me: 

Your sense pursues not mine: either you are 
ignorant, 

Or seem so, craftily; and that's not good. 

Isab . Let me be ignorant, and in ucthiug 
good, 

But graciously to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most 
bright, 

When it doth tax itscif: as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield * beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could displayed.—But mark me; 

To be received plain. I’ll speak more gross: 

Your brother is to die. 

Jsab. So. 

Ang. And his offence Is so, as ft appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain, t 
Jsab. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to save his life, 

(As I subscribe * not that, nor any other, 

But in the loss of question, §) that you, bis sister 
Finding yourself desir’d of such a person, 

Whose credit with the judge, or own great 
place, 

Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-binding law ; and that there were 

* EnahUlded, covered. 4 Ponalfy. 

1 Agree to. I CouverMtfon. 
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No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasure's of your bady 
To this supposed, or else let bun suffer ; 

What would you do? 

Jsab. As much for m> poor brother, as myself: 
That is, Were I under the terms of death, 

The impression of keen whips I'd wear as rubies. 
And slup myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing I have been sick for, ere fd yield 
My body up to shame. 

Ang. Then must your brother die. 

Jsab. And ’twere the cheaper way: 

Better it were, a brother die at once. 

Than that a sister, by redeeming him. 

Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not you then as crnel as the sen- 
That you have slander'd so? [tence 

Jsab Ignomy * in ransom, and free pardon. 
Ate of two houses: lawful mercy is 
Nothing akiu to foul redemption. 

An;. Yon seem’d of late to make the law a 
tyrant; 

And rather prov’d the sliding of your brother 
A mein merit than a vice. 

Jsab. 0 pardon inc, my lord ; it oft falls out, 
To have what we’d have, we speak not what 
we mean : 

I something do excuse the thing I hate. 

Tor his advantage that I dearly love. 

Ang. We are all frail. 

Jsab Else let my brother die, 

If not a teodary, f but only he, 

Owe, i and succeed by weakness. 

Nay, women are frail too. 

Isub. Ay, as the glasses where they view 


By yielding up thy body to my will; 

Or else he must not only die the death. 

But thy onkuuiness shall bis death draw out 
To lingering sufferance : answer me to-morrow. 
Or, by the affection that now guides me most. 

I'll prove a tyrant to him: As for you. 

Say what you can, my false o’erweighs your 
tine. [Ei it. 

Jsab . To whom shall I complain ? Did 1 tell 
this, 

Who would believe me T O perilous mouths. 

That bear in them one and the self-same tougue. 
Either of condemnation or approof! 

Bidding the law make court’sv to their will; 
Hooking both right and wroug to the appetite 
To follow as it draws ! I’ll to my brother: 
Though be bath fallen by prompture of the 
blood, 

Yet hath he in hint such a mind of honour. 

That had be twenty heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up. 
Before bis sister should her body stoop 
To suoh abhorr’d pollution. 

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die : 

I More than our brother is our chastity. 

I'll tell him yet of Angelo’s request, 

And fit his mind to death, for hi: soul’s rest. 

[Exit. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—A Room in the Prison. 


themselves : 

Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Women 1 —Help heaveu I men their creation 
mar 

In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times 
Fur we are soft as our complexions are, [frail 
Ami credulous to false prints. $ 

Ang. I think well . 

Anri from this testimony of your own sex, 
fSince, I suppose, we are made to.be no stronger 
Tb-w faults may shake cur frames,) let me be 
hold ;— 

I do arrest your words; Be that you are, 

1 hat is, a woman ; If you be more, you’re none: 
If you be one, (as you are well express’d 
By all external warrants,) show it now. 

By putting on the destined livery. 

/sab. I have no tongue but one : gentle my lord. 
Lei me entreat you speak the former language. 
Ang. Plainly conceive, 1 love you. 
l\ab. My brother did love Juliet; and y.vu tell ' 
That he shall die for it. [me, 1 

Aug. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me 
love. 

Jsab I know, your virtue bath a licence in’t, ■ 
Whim semis a little fouler than it is. 

To pluck on others. 

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 

My words express my purpose. 

Jsab. Ha' little honour to be much believ’d, 
And most pernicious purpose !—Seeming, seem¬ 
ing i H 

I will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for’t: 

Sign me a piesent pardon for my brother. 

Or, with an outstretch’d throat, I’ll tell the 
Aloud, what man thou art. [world 

A tig. Who will believe thee, Isabel! 

My unsoil’d name, the auslereness of my life. 

My vouch IT against you, and my place i’the 
Will so your accusation over weigh, [state, 

That you shall stifle in your own report, 

And smell of calumny. 1 have begun ; 

And now I give my sensual race the rein: 

Fit tby consent to my sharp appetite: 

Lay by all nicety, and prolixious •• blushes. 
That banish what they sue tor; redeem thy 
brother 


Enter Dues, Claudio, and Provost. 

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from lord 
Angelo 1 

Claud. The miserable have no other medicine, 
But only hope : 

1 have hope to live, and am prepar'd to die. 
Duke. Be absolute * for death ; either death, 
or life, 

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with 
life :— 

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou 
(Servile to all the skiey influences,) [art. 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st. 
Hourly afflict: merely, thou art death’s lool; 

For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun. 

And yet lun’st toward him still: Thou art not 
noble; 

For all the accommodations that thou bear’st, 

Are uurs’d by baseness. Thou art by no means 
valiant; 

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm: Thy best of re6t is sleep, 

And that thou oft provok’st; yet grossly tear’st 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not 
thyself; 

For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust: Happy thou art not; 

For what thou hast not, still thou striv’st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forgel’st: Thou are not 
certain ; 

For tby complexion shifts to strange effects, t 
After the moon : if thou ait rich, thou art poor ; 
For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows. 
Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloads thee : Ft lend bast thou none ; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire. 
The mere effusion of thy proper loins. 

Do curse the gout, serpigo, J and the rheum. 

For ending thee no sooner : Thou hast nor yootb, 
nor age; 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep* 

Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld ; $ aud when thou art old, and 
rich, 


• Irnominv. f Associate. J Own. $ Impressions. | • Determin'd t Affects, affcctionc. 

| Hjpocrisy. T Attestation. •• Reluctant. 1 J Leperous eruptions. f Old age. 
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Thou hut neither beat, affection, limb, nor 
beauty, 

To mate thy riches pleasant. What’s yet iu this. 
That bears the name of life t yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths; yet death we 
Taat makes these odds all eveu. [fear, 

Claud. I humbly thauk you. 

To sue to live, I fiud, I seek to die: 

Aud, seeking death, find life: let it come on. 

Enter Isabella. 

I sab. What, ho I Peace here; grace aud good 
company ! 

Prov. Who’s thereT come in; the wish de¬ 
serves a welcome. 

Duke. Dear Sir, ere long I'll visit you agaiu. 
Claud. Most holy Sir, 1 thank you. 

Jsab. My business is a word or two with 
Claudio. 

Prov. Aud very welcome. Look, signior, 
here’s your sister. 

Duke. Provost, a word with you. 

Prov. As many as you please. 

Duke. Bring them to speak, where 1 uiay be 
conceal’d. 

Yet hear them. [Exeunt Dlkk and Provost. 
Claud. Now, sister, what’s the cumfoit t 
Jsab. Why, as ail comforts are; most good 
in deed : 

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 

Intends you for a swift ambassador, 

Where you shall be an everlasting leiger: * 
Therefore your best appomtiueiU i make with 
To-morrow you set on. [speed ; 

Claud. Is there no remedy T 
Jsab. Noue, but such remedy, as to save a 
bead. 

To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any 1 
Jsab. Yes, brother, you may live; 

There is a devilish mercy m the judge. 

If you’ll implore it, that wilt free your life, 

But fetter you nil death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance f 
Jsab. Ay, just, perpetual durance ; a restraint. 
Though all the world’s vaslidity; you had, 

To a determin’d scope. 

Claud. But in what nature T 
J\ab. In such a one as (you consenting to’t) 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you 
And leave you naked. [I*ar, 

Claud. Let me know the point. 

Jsab. Ob I I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake 
Lest thou a fev’rous life should’st entertain. 

And six or seveu winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die Y 
The sense of death Is most in apprehension; 

And the poor beetle, that we tread upou. 

In corporal sufferance Buds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame 1 
Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness 1 If I must die, 

I wilt encounter darkness as a bride, 

AbI bug in it mine arms. 

I,tab . There spake my brother; there mjr 
father’s grave 

Did wtter forth a voice I Yes, thou must die : 
Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted de¬ 
puty*— 

Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i’the head, aud follies doth enmew, j 
As fakou doth the fowl,—is yet a devil; 

His fllth within lieing cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as bell. 

(Haud. The princely Angelo 1 

Isub. Oh I tin the cunning livery of bell. 

The dauined’st, body to invest and cover 
In princely guards !(| Dost thou think, Claudio, 
If I would yield him my virginity, 

*1 hou inight’st be freed. 

• Bsstilrni. 4 Preparation. t Vsttneas of client, 
i Blmi up. | Laced takes. 


Claud. O heavens I it cannot be. 

Jsab. Yes, he would give it thee, from thia 
rank offence. 

So to offend (mu still: This night's the time 
Tb.it I should do what I aldior to uaiue. 

Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

Claud. Thou shall not do’t. 

Jsab. Oil I were it but my life. 

I’d throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly * as a pm. 

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel. 

Jsab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to- 
morrow. 

Claud. Yes.—Has be affections in linn, 

That thus can make him bite tbe law by the nose. 
When he would force Ilf Sure U is no sin ; 

Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 

Jsab. Which Is the least t 
Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so wUe. 
Why, would he for the im.metifnry trick 
Be perdorably t fin’d t—O Isabel! 

Jsab. What says my brother Y 
Claud. Death is a fearful thiug. 

Jsab. And shamed life a hatelul. 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot: [where ; 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and tile delighted spirit 
To bathe in tlery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ; 

To lie imprison’d in (he viewless fl winds, 

And blown with leslleis violence round about 
Tbe pendent world ; or to be nurse than worst 
Of those, that law less ami inortam thoughts 
Imagine howling !—Us too horrible ! 

The weanest and most loathed wordty life 
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay oil nature, is a paradise 
To wbat we fear of death. 

Jsab. Alas ! alas 1 

Claud. Sweet sister let me live: 

What sin you do to save a brother’s life, 

Nature dispenses with the deed so far. 

That it becomes a virtue. 

Jsab. O you .beast! 

O faithless coward ! O dishonest wretch ! 

Wilt thou he made a inau out of my vice 1 
Is’t not a kind of nicest, to lake lile 
From thine own sistei’s shame f Mb.it should l 
ill ink T 

Heaven shield, my mother play ’d my father fair I 
For such a warped slip of wilderness ) 

Ne’er issu’d from his blood. Take my defiance : H 
Die; perrisb I might but iny bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed: 

I pray a thousand prayeis for tliy death. 

No word to save thee. 

Claud. Nay, bear me, Isabel. 
hub. O fle, fie, fie! 

Thy tin's not accidental, but a trade : f 
Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd ; 

*Ti$ best that th«»n diest quickly. [Going. 

Claud. O bear uic, Isabella. 

He-enter Duke . 

Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, hut 
one word. 

Jsab. What Is your wHI t 
Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, 
I would by and by have some speech wnli you : 
the satisfaction I would require, is likewise your 
own benefit. 

Jsab. I have no superfluous leisure; my stay 
must be stolen out of other affairs; but I will 
attend yon a while. 

Duke. [7b Claudio, aside.] Son, I have over¬ 
beard what hath past between you and your 
sister. Augelo had never the purpose to cor¬ 
rupt her; only he hath made an essay of her 
virtue, to practise Ins judgment with the dis- 
posltiou of natures: she, having the truth of 
honour in her, hath made him that gracious de- 

• Freely. 4 Lastingly. t liir'nibfn. 

t Wildue**. I Refusal. V An rfsi»ld»li«d lisUiL 
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Dial which be is most glad to receive: I am ition in this life, that it will let this man live I— 
confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be trne; I But how out of this can she avail ? 
therefore prepare yourseJf to death : Do not I Duke. It is a rupture that yon tnay easily 
satisfy your resolution with hopes that are fal- heal: and the cure of it not only saves your 
lihle: to morrow you must die ; go to your knees, brother, but keeps yon from dishonour in doing 
and make ready. it. 

Claud. Lei me ask my sister pardon. I am Isab. Show me how, good father, 
so out of love with life, that 1 will sue to beaid Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her 
of It. the continuance of her first affection; his un- 

Duke. Hold * you there : Farewell. just nnkindness, that in all reason should have 

[Exit Claudio, quenched her love, bath, like an impediment in 
the current, made it more violent and unruly. 

Re-enter Provost. Go you to Angelo; answer his requiring uith 

a plausible obedience ; agree with Inn demands 
Provost, a word with you. ^ l 0 ( be point: only refer* yourself to this ad- 

Prov. What's your will, father f vantage,—first, that your 6tay with him may not 

Duke. That now you are come, you will be ^ | 0 ng. that the time may have all shadow and 
gone : Leave me a while with the maid : my 9 || e nce in It; and the place answer to conveni- 
inind promises with my habit, no loss shall touch ence : this being granted in course, now follows 
* my company. all. we shall advise this wronged maid to stead 

/*rou. In good tune. [Exit Provost. U p your appointment, go in your place : if the 

Duke. The hand that bath made your fair, encounter acknowledge itself hereafter, it may 
hath made you good : the goodness, that is compel him to her recompense : and here, by 
cheap in beauty, makes beauty brief in g' od- ihj 9p j 9 your brother saved, >our honour un- 
ness; but grace, beiug the soul of your com- tainted, the poor Manana advantaged, and the 
plexiou, should keep the body of it ever fair, corrupt deputy scaled, t The ir.atd will I frame. 
The assault, that Angelo bath made to yon, an *d make fit for bis attempt. If yon think well 
fortune bath convey'd to my understanding ; to carry thi9 as you ma „ lhe douhfeuess of the 
and, but that frailty hath example* for his fall- benefit defends the deceit from reproof. What 
ing, 1 should wonder at Angelo. How would think you of it ? 

you do to content this substitute, aud to save lsab. The image of it eives me content al- 
your brother! ready ; and, 1 trust, it will grow to a most pioa- 

Isab. 1 am now going to resolve him : 1 had perous perfection, 
rather my brother die by tbe law, than iny son Duke. It lies much in your holding up : 
should be unlawfully born. But oh I how much H aste you speedily to Angelo ; if for this night 

is the good duke deceived in Angelo I If ever be entreat you to his bed, give him piumise of 

he return, and I can speak to him, I will open satisfaction. I will presently to St. Luke's; 

my lips in vain, or discover his government. ihere, at the moated grange, J resides this ile- 

Duke. That shall not be much amiss: Yet, as jected Mariana: At that place call upon ine 
the matter now stands, he will avoid your ac- a „d despatch with Angelo, that it may be 
eusation; be made trial of you only.—There- quickly. 

fore, fasten your ear ou my advisings; to the j sa b. i (bank you for this comfort: Fare,ton 
love I have in doing good, a remedy presents well, good father. f Exeunt seieratly. 

itself. I do make myself believe, that you may 

mobt upnghteously do a poor wronged lady a SCENE JI.—The Street before the Prison. 
merited benefit; redeem your brother from the 

angry law ; do no stain to your own gracious Enter Duke, as a Friar; to him Elbow, 
person ; aud much please the absent duke, if. Clown, and Officers . 

peradventure, he shall ever return to have hear- Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but 
lug of tins business. (hat vou will needs buy and sell men and women 

Dab. Let me hear yon speak further; I have like beasts, we shall have all the world drink 
spirit to do any thing that appears not foul in biown aud white bastard. $ 
ibr truth of my spirit. Duke. O heavens I what stuff is here t 

Duke. Virtue is bold, aud goodness never cio . 'Twas never merry world, since, of two 
feartul. Have you not heard speak of Mariana usuries, the merriest was put down, and the 

the sister of Frederick, the great soldier, who worser allow'd by order of law a furr'd gown to 

unseamed at sea ? keep liilu warm ; and furr’d with fox and lamb. 

Dab. 1 have heard of the lady, and good skins too, to signify, that craft, being richer 
words went with her name. (ban innocency, stands for the lacing. 

Duke Her should this Angelo have married ; Elb. Come your way, Sir :-B»ess you, good 
was affianced to her by oath, aud the nuptial fathei fiiar. 

appointed : between which time of the contract, Duke. And you, good brother father: What 
and limit of the solemnity, her brother Frede- offence hath this mail made you. Sir! 
rick was wrecked at sea, having in that perish’d Elb. Marry, Sir, be hath offended the law; 
vessel the dowry ot bis siBter But mark, how and, Sir, we take him to he a thief too. Sir; 

heavily this befel to the poor gentlewoman : f or we have found upou him. Sir, a strange 

there she lost a noble and renowned brother, pick-lock, (| which we have sent to the deputy, 
in lus love toward her ever most kind and na- Duke. Fie, sirrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd I 
tural; with him tbe portion and sinew of her The evil that thou causest to be done, 
fortune, her marriage-dowry ; with both, her That it thy means to live : Do thou hut think 
comhinate t husband, this well-seeming Angelo, what 'tis to cram a maw, or clothe a hack, 

Isab. Can this be so ! Did Angelo so leave From such a filthy vice : say to thyself,— 
f From their abominable and beastly touches 

Duke. Left her in her tears, and dry’d not | d rm k, I eat, array myself, and live, 
one of them with his comfort; swallowed bis caust tbou believe tby living is a life, 
vows whole, pretending, in her, discoveries iof So stiukmgly depending I Go, uieud go, mend, 
dishonour : ill few, bestowed % her on her own r/o. Indeed, it does stink in some sort. Sir; 

lamentation, which she yet wears for his sake ; but yet, Sir, I would prove- 

and he, a marble to her tears, is washed with Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs 
them, but relents not. for UB , 

Dab. What a met it were it in death, to take Thou wilt prove his. Take him to orison, officer: 
this poor maid from the world 1 What corrup- 

• H*te recourse to Over-reached. 

• Continue in tbit resolution. t A solitary fnrna house p l A iwect wiasi 

t Betrothed. ; Guvo her up io her sorrows* 1 ForaSpunisn padlock. 
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Correction and iu&truotloii must both work, 

Ere this rode beast will profit. 

Elb. He must before the deputy, Sir ; he has 
given hiui warning: the deputy cannot abide a 
vrboremaster: if he be a whoremonger, and 
comes before him, he were as good go a mile on 
his errand. 

Duke. That we were all, as some would seem 
to be. 

Free from our faults, as faults from seeming, 
free 1 

Enter Lucio. 

Elb. His neck will come to ^our waist, a 
cord,* Sir. 

Clo. I spy comfort; I cry bail: Here’s a gen¬ 
tleman, and a friend of mine. 

Lucio. How now, uoUle Pompey ? What, at 
the heels of Cxsar? Art thou led in triumph T 
What, is there none of Pygmalion's images, 
newly made woman, to be had uow, for puttiug 
the baud in the pocket and extracting it clutch’d 1 
What replyt Hat What say'&t thou to this 
tune, matter, and method ? Is’t not drowu’d 
l’the last rain ? Ha l What say’st thou, trot ? is 
the world as it was, man ? Which is the way ? 
Is it sad, and few words I Or how f The trick 
of it ? 

Duke. Still tbu6, and thus! still worse! 

JLucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mis¬ 
tress ? Procures she still 1 Ha? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, she hath eaten up all her 
beef, and she is herself in the tub. t 

Lucio. \N by, ’lis good ; it is the right of it ; 
it must lie so: Ever your fresh whore, and your 
powder’d bawd : Au unshann’d consequence ; it 
must be so : Art goiug to pnsou, Pompey I 

Clo. Yes, faith, Sir. 

Lucio. Why Mis not amisi, Pompey: rare- 
well : Go; say, 1 sent thee thither. For debt, 
Pompey 1 Or how ? 

Elb. For beiug a bawd, for being a haw'd. 

Lucio. Well, then imprison him : If imprison¬ 
ment lie the due of a bawd, win. Mis his right ; 
li.iwd is he, doubtless, and of antiquity loo ; 
bawd-bom. Farewell, good Pompey : Com¬ 
mend me to the pn»oii, Pompey : You will turn 
good husband uow, Pompey ; you will keep the 
house. ; 

Clo. I hope, Sir, your good woiship will he 
roy bail. 

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is 
not the wear.$ I will pray, Pouipey, to lucrease 
your bondage : if you take it uci patiently, why, 1 
your mettle is the more: Adieu, trusty Pompey. j 
—Bless you, friar. 

Duke. And you. 

Lucio. Doefr Bridget paint still, Pompey f 
Hat 

Elb. Come yonr ways, Sir; come. 

Clo. You will not bail me, then. Sir? 

Lucio. Then, Pompey ? nor uow.—What news 
abroad, friar? What uews f 

Elb. Come your ways. Sir ; come. 

Lucio. Go, —to kennel, Pompey, go: 

[Ereunt Elbow, Clow n, and Officers. 
What news, friar, of the doke ? 

Duke. I know noue : Can you tell me of any ? 

Lucio. Sonic say, he is with the emperor of 
Russia; other some, he is In Rome: But where 
is lie, think you ? 

Duke. I know not where : But wheresoever, I 
wish him well. 

Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him, 
to steal from the state, and usurp the beggary 
he was never bom to. Lord Angelo dukes it 
well in his absence ; he puts transgression toM. 

Duke. He does well in't. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would 
do uo harm in him: something loo crabbed that 
way, friar. 


Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity 
roust cure It. 

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice it of a 
great kindred ; it Is well allied : hut it is im¬ 
possible to extirp it quite, friar, till eating aud 
drinking he put down. They say, this Angelo 
was not made by man aud woman, aftei the 
downright way of creation: Is it tine, thiuk 
yof t 

Duke. How should he be made then ? 

Lucio. Some report, a sea-maid spawn’d him : 
—Some, that he was begot between two stock¬ 
fishesBut it is certain, that vvluii he makes 
water, his urine is congeal’d ice; that I know 
to be true; and he is a motion* uugeueralive, 
that’s infallible. 

Duke. You are pleasant, Sir; aud speak 
apace. 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthless thing Is this in 
him, for the rebellion of a cod-piece, to take 
away the life of a man ? Would the duke, that 
is absent, have done this ? Ere he would have 
bang'd a man for the getting a hundred hazards, 
he would have paid for the musing a thousand : 
He had some feeling of the sport; lie knew the 
service, and that instructed him to tueicv. 

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much 
detected y for women ; he was not inclined that 
way. 

Lucio. O Sir, yon are deceived. 

Duke. Tis not possible. 

Lucio. Who? not the duke? yes, your beg¬ 
gar ot fifty and his use was, to put a dur.it m 
her clack-dish: the duke had crochets m him : 
He would be druuk too; that id me inform 
you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 

J.ucio. Sir, I was an tnwaid of lm * A shv 
fellow was the duke : and, I believe, I know the 
cause of his withdrawing. 

Duke. What, I pi’ytbee, might tie the cause T 

Lucio. No,—paidou ;—Mis a secret must be 
lock’d within the teeth and the lips : but tin 4 - 1 
can let yon understand,—The creater file ; «it the 
subject held the duke to tie wise. 

Duke. Wise? why, no question but he was. 

Lucio. A very superficial, iguoiant, unucigh- 
ing $ fellow. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, oi 
mistaking; the verv stream of his life, and the 
business lie hath helmed, || must, upou a w.li¬ 
ra nted need, give him a better proclamation. 
Let Inin he hut testmionied m his own bunging* 
forth, aud he shall appear to the envious, a 
scholar, a statesman, aud a soldier: Therefore, 
you speak unskilfully ; or, if your knowledge he 
more, it is much daiken’d in your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know Inin, amt 1 love him. 

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, aud 
knowledge with dearer love. 

Lucio. Come, Sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you 
know nut what you speak. But, if e\er the duke 
return, (as our prayers are lie may,) let medesue 
you to make your answer before linn : If it be 
honest yon have spoke, you have courage to main¬ 
tain it: lam bound to call upou you ; aud, I 
pray you, your name ? 

Lucio. Sir, iny name is Lncio ; well kuown to 
the duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better. Sir, if I may 
live to report you. 

Lucio. 1 fear you not. 

Duke. Oh! yon hope the duke will return no 
more ; or you imagine me too unhurtful an op¬ 
posite. 5 But, indeed, I can do you liuie harm.; 
you'll forswear this again. 

Lucio. I'll be bang’d first: thou art deceived 
in me, friar. But no more of this; Caujt thou 
tell, if Claudio die to-morrow, or no I 

Duke. Why should he die, Sir f 



your waist with a rope. 

I Star at borne. 

i Fash low 


• Puppr*. t bitapectea 

t The majority of bis subject. I liiioiitiuerafc. 
| Guided. *8 Opponent.. 



Scene 11. 

Lucio. Why? foi filling a bottle with a tundish. 

1 would, the duke, we talk of, were return'd 
again : till6 uugemtur'd agent will unpeople the 
province with coutiuency ; sparrows must not 
build in lus house-eaves, because they are lecher¬ 
ous. The duke yet would have dark deeds darkly 
auiwei'd ; he would uever bring them to light: 
would he were return’d ! Marry, this Claudio is 
condemn’d for unirut Mug. Farewell, good friar; 

I pr’ytbee, pray for me. The duke, l say to thee 
again, would eat muttou * 011 Fridays. He’s now 
past it; yet, and 1 say to thee, he would mouth 
with a beggar, though she smelt brown bread 
and garlic: say, that 1 said so. Farewell. 

’* [Exit. 

Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality 
Can censure 'scape; back-wounding calumny 
The whitest virtue strikes: What king so strong. 
Can tie the gall up m the slanderous tongue 1 
But who comes here 1 

Enter Escalus, Provost, Bawd, and Officers. 

Escal. Go, away with her to prison. 

ISuwd. Good my lord, be good to me; your 
honour is accounted a metciful inau : good my 
lord. 

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and still 
forfeit t in the same kind 1 This would make 
mercy swear, mid play the tyrant. 

Prov. A bawd of eleven years’ continuance, may 
»t please your honour. 

Baud. My lord, this is one Lucio’s informa¬ 
tion against me: unstress Kate Keep-dowu was 
with child by him m the duke’s time, he pro¬ 
mised her marriage ; his child is a year and a 
quarter old, come Philip and Jacob : I have kept 
it my sell , and see how he goes about to abuse 
me. 

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much li¬ 
cence :—let him be called before us.—Away 
with her to prison: Go to; no more words. 
[Exeunt Raw d and Officers ] Provost, my bio- 
thrr Angelo will not he alter'd, Claudio must die 
to-monow : let bun be furnished with divines, 
a:.«! have all charitable preparation : if my bro¬ 
ther wiought by mv pity, it should not be so with 
Lu:i. 

Prot . So please you, this friar hath been with 
hi in, and advised U.m for the eatei taiument of 
death. 

Escal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you ! 

Dual. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance 
is now 

To use it for my time : I am a brother 
Of < n iacious order, late come from the see. 

In special business from bis holiness. 

Escal. What news abroad I’Uie world ? 

Dm re. None, hut that there is so great a fever 
on goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure 
it: novelty is only tu request; and it is as dan¬ 
gerous to be aged in any kind of course, as it 
is virtuous to be constant in any undertaking. 
Tlicie is scarce tiuth enough alive, to make so¬ 
cieties secure ; but secuiity enough, to make fel¬ 
lowships accurs’d: much upon this riddle runs 
the wisdom of the world.* This news is old 
euough, yet it is every day's news. I pray you. 
Sir, of what disposition was the duke ? 

Escal. One, that, above all other strifes, con¬ 
tended especially to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to? 

Escal. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, 
than merry at any thing which profess’d to make 
him icjoice: a gentleman of all temperance. 
But leave we him to his events, with a prayer 
they may prove prosperous; aud Jet me desne 
to know how you find Claudio prepared. 1 aui 
made to understand, that you have lent him visi¬ 
tation. 

Duke. He professes to have received no si¬ 
nister measure from his judge, but most wil- 

t Tranagreu. 
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lmgly humbles himself to the determination of 
justice: yet had be framed to himself, hy the 
instruction of bis frailty, many deceiving pro¬ 
mises of life; which I, by my good leisure, have 
discredited to him, and now he is resolved * to 
die. 

Escal . You have paid the heavens your func¬ 
tion, and the prisoner the very debt of your call¬ 
ing. I have labour'd for the poor gentleman, 
to the extremes! shore of my modeaty ; hut my 
brother justice have ! found so seveie, that he 
hath forced me to tell him, he is indeed—jus¬ 
tice. 

Duke. If his own life answer the btraitness 
of his proceeding, it shall become him well; 
wherein, if be chance to fail, he liatb sentenced 
himself. 

Escal. I am going to visit the prisoner : Fare 
you well. 

Duke. Peace be with you! 

[Exeunt Escai.us and Provost. 
He, who the sword of heaven will be 2 r. 

Should be as holy as severe ; 

Pattern in himself to know, 

Grace to stand, and virtue go ; 

More nor less to others payiug, 

Than by self-offences weighing. 

Shame to him, whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking! 

Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow ’ 

Oh ! what may man within him hide. 

Though augel on the outward side ! 

How may likeness,f made? in cuuies. 

Making practice on the times, 

Draw with idle spiders' strings 
Most pond’rous and substantial things! 

Craft against vice I must apply: 

With Angelo to-night shall he 
His old betrothed, but despis'd ; 

So disguise shall, b> the disguis’d. 

Pay with falsehood false exacting. 

And perform an old contiacting. [Eiic. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—A Boom in Mar i aka’s House. 
Mariana discovered sitting ; a Boy singing . 

Song. 

Take, oh take those lips away , 

That so sweetly were Jorsworn ; 

And those eyes , the break of day , 

Lights that do mislead the morn : 

But my kisses bring'again, 

bring again , 

Seals of love , but seaVd itt vain , 

seal*d in vain . 

Mari. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick 
away: 

Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 
Hath often still'd my brawling discontent.— 

[Exit Boy. 

Enter Dukk. 

I cry you mercy, Sir; aud well could whb 
You bad not found me bere so musical: 

Let me excuse me, and believe me so,— 

My mu lb it much displeas’d, but pleas’d my 
woe. 

Duke. 'Tis good: though music oft hath such 
a charm. 

To make bad good, and good piovoke to harm. 

I pray you, tell me, hath any body inquired for 
me here to-day ? much upou this time have l pro¬ 
mis’d here to meet. 

* Mari. You have not been inquired after; I 
bave sat bere all day. 

• Satisfied. _ t Appearance. 
t Trained. 
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Enter Isabella. 

Duke. I do constantly believe yonThe time 
Is come, even now. I shall crave yoar forbear¬ 
ance a little: may be, 1 will call upou yoa anon, 
for some advantage to yoartelf. 

Mari, I am always bound to yon. [Exit, 
Duke. Very well met, and welcome. 

What is the news from this good deputy f 
Isab. He bath a garden circummur’d • with 
brick. 

Whose western side is with a vineyard back'd ; 
And to that vineyard is a planchedt gate, 

That makes his opening with this bigger key: 
This other doth command a little door. 

Which from the vineyard to the garden leads; 
There have 1 made iny promise to call on him, 
Upon (he heavy middle of the night. 

Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find 
this wayt 

Isab. I have ta’en a due and wary note 
upon’t; 

With whispering and most guilty diligence. 

In action all of precept, be did show me 
The way twice o’er. 

Duke, Are there no other tokens 
Between you ’greed, concerning ber observance f 
Dab. No, none, but only a repair I’ (be dark; 
And that I have possess'd ; him, my most stay 
Can be but brief: for I have made him know, 

I have a servant comes with me along. 

That stays $ npon me; w hose persuasion is, 

1 come about my brother. 

Duke. *Tis well borne up. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of thisWbat, hoi within! come 
forth 1 

Re-enter Mini ska. 

I pray yoo, be acquainted wltb this maid; 

She comes to do you good. 

Dab. I do desire the like. 

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I respect 
you Y 

Mari. Good friar, I know you do ; and have 
found It. 

Duke, Take then this your companion by the 
baud, 

Who bath a story ready for your ear : 

I shall attend your leisare; but make baste; 

The vaporous night approaches. 

Muri, Will’t please you walk aside Y 

[Exeunt Mari aw a and Isabella. 
Duke. O place and greatness, millions of false 
eyes 

Are struck upon tbee! volumes of report 
Run with these false aud most contrarions 
quests H 

Upon tby doings! thousand ’scapesT of wit 
Make thee tbe father of their idle dream. 

And rack thee in their fancies 1—Welcome I How 
agreed Y 

Re-enter Maeiara and Isabslla. 

Dab. She'll take the enterprise u(M>n her, fa¬ 
ther. 

If you advise it. 

Duke. It is not my consent, 

Lut rny entreaty too. 

Isab. Little have you to say. 

When you depart from him, hut, soft and low. 
Remember vow my brother . 

Mari. Fear me not. 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear yon not at 
all: 

He Is your husband on a pre-contract: 

To bring you thus together, 'lis no sin ; 

Sub •• that tbe justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish tt the deceit. Come, let us go ; 
Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tithe’s to sow. 

IExeunt . 

• Walled rOBkil. 

♦ Planked, HootlcB. t Informed. 

I VVaiit. I InnmUitioii*, inquiries. 

Y tallies. •• Oiucc. 

tt Gild, or varntab over. 


SCENE II.—A Room in the Prison. 
Enter Provost and Clown. 

Prov. Come hither, sirrah : Can you cut off 
a man’s head ! 

Clo. If the man be a bachelor. Sir, I can: 
bot If be be a married man, he is his wife’s 
bead, and I can never cut off a woman’s head. 

Prov. Conte, Sir, leave me your snatches, and 
yield me a direct answer. To-morrow morning 
are to die Claudio and Barnardine: Here is lo 
our prison a common executioner, who in bis 
office heks a helper: If you will take it on you 
to assist him, U shall redeem you from your 
gyves; • If not, you shall have your full time of 
imprisonment, and your deliverance with an un- 
pitied whipping; for you have been a notorious 
bawd. 

Clo. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time 
out of mind : but yet I will be content to he a 
lawful hangman. 1 would be glad to receive 
some instruction from my fellow-partner. 

Prov. What bo, Abhorson I Where’s Abhor- 
sou, there Y 

Enter Abhorson. 

Abhor. Do you call, Sir Y 

Prov. Sirrab, here's a fellow will help yon 
to-morrow In your execution: If you think it 
meet, compound with him by the year, and let 
him abide here with you ; if not, use linn for 
tbe present, and disnrns bim : He cannot plead 
his estimation with you ; he bath been a bawd. 

Abhor. A bawd. Sir? Fie upon him, hi will 
discredit our mystery, t 

Prov. Co to. Sir; you weigh equally ; a 
feather will turn the scale. [/.‘j it . 

Clo. Pray, Sir. by your good favour, (for, 
surely. Sir, a good favour! you have, but ih.it 
you have a banging look,) do you call, Sir, your 
occupation a mystery Y 

Abhor. Ay, Sir; a mystery. 

Clo . Painting, Sir, I have heard sav, is a 
mystery; and your whores. Sir, being ineiniM rs 
of my occupation, nsiiig painliug, do prove my 
occupation a mystery: but what mystery there 
should be hi hanging, if I should lie hing’d, 1 
cannot imagine. 

Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery. 

Clo. Proof. 

Abhor. Every true $ man’s apparel flt9 your 
thief: If it be too little for your thief, your true 
man thinks it big enough; if it he too big lor 
your thief, your thief thinks it little enough : so 
every true man’s appaicl fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. Are you agreed f 

Clo. Sir, I will serve him; for 1 do And your 
hangman is a more penitent trade than your 
bawd ; he doth oftener ask forgiveness. 

Prov. Yon, sirrah, provide your block and 
your are, to-morrow four o’clock. 

Abhor. Come on, bawd ; 1 will instruct tbee 
in my trade; follow. 

Clo. I do desire to learn. Sir; and, 1 hope, if 
you have occasion to use me fur your own turn, 
you shall And me yare: (| for, truly Sir, fur 
your kindness, I owe you a good turn. 

Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: 

[Exeunt Clown and Abhorson. 
Oue has my pity; not a Jot the other, 

Being a murderer, (bough he were my brother. 

Enter Claudio. 

Look, here’s tbe warrant, Claudio, for thy death : 
Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made iu.mortil. Where's Bar¬ 
nardine Y 

Claud. As fast lock'd up in sleep, as guiltless 
labour 

• Fetter*. \ f 

t CouulcDsnce. 1 Hour.*. 

| Ready. 
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When it lies starkly • In the traveller*! bone* : 
He will not wake. 

Prov. Who can do good on him ? 

Well, go, prepare yourself. But bark, what 
noise? [Knocking within* 

Heaven give your spirits comfort! 

[Exit Claudio. 

By and by :— 

I hope it ts »ome pardon, or reprieve. 

For the most gentle Claudio.—Welcome, father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. The best and wbolesomest spirits of 
the night 

Envelope you, good Provost I Who call'd hereof 
late ? 

Prov . None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke, Not Isabel ? 

Prov. No. 

Duke. They will then, ere't he long. 

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio? 

Duke. 1 here’s some in hope. 

Proi . It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not so, not so ; his life is parallcl’d 
Even with the stroke and line of bis great 
justice ; 

He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That m hunselt, which he spurs on his power 
To quality t in others : were he meal’d J 
\\ ith that which he corrects, then were he ty¬ 
rannous ; [coine.— 

But this being so, he’s just.—Now are they 
[ Knocking within —Provost goes out. 
This is a gentle provost: Seldom, when 
'1 he steeled gaoler is the friend of men.— 

How now ? What noise?- That spirit’s possess’d 
with haste. 

That wounds the unsistlng postern with these 
strokes. 

Provost returns, speaking to one at the 

door. 

Proi . There he must stay, until the officer 
Arise to let him in ; he is call’d up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio 
But lit mii^t »tie to-morrow? [vet, 

Proi . None, Sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning, Provost, as it is, 
'ion shall hear mure ere morning. 

Ptor. Happily,$ 

ou something know ; yet, I believe, there comes 
No comitfimand ; no such example have we: 
Besides, upon the very siege \| of justice, 

Loid Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d the coutraiy. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Puke. This is his lordship’s man. 

Prcv. And here comes Claudio’s pardon. 

AliS.s. My lord hath sent you this note; and 
b> me this further chaige, that you swerve not 
from the smallest article of it, neither in time, 
matter, or other circumstance. Good morrow ; 
tor, as 1 take it, it is almost day. 

Prov. I shall obey him. [Exit Messenger. 
Duke. Tins ia Ins pardon ; purchas’d by 6uch 
sin, [Aside. 

For which the pardoner himself is in: 

Hence hath offence his quick celerity. 

When it is borne in high authoiity : 

When vice makes mercy, mercy’s so extended, 
Th3t for the fault's love, is the offender fneod- 
Now, Sir, what news ? [ed.— 

Prov. I told you: Lord Angelo, be-like, 
thin&ing me remiss in mine office, awakens me 
with this unwonted putting ou: IT niethiuks, 
strangely ; for he hath not used it before. 
puke. Pray you, let’s hear. 

Prov. [Heads.] Whatsoever you man hear 
to the contrary, let Claudio be executed, by 
four of the clock; and , in the afternoon , 


Barnardine • for my better satisfaction , let 
me have Claudio’s head sent me by Jive. Let 
this be duly performed ; with a thought , that 
more depends on it than tve must yet deliver. 
Thus Jail not to do your office, as you wilt 
answer it at your peril. 

What say you to this, Sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be 
executed in the afternoon 1 

Prov. A Bohemian born; but here nnrsed up 
and bred: oue that is a prisoner nine years old.* 

Duke. How came it, iliat tbe absent duke 
had not either deliver’d bun to his libtrty, oi 
executed him? I have heard, it was ever his 
manner to do so. 

Prov. His friends still wrought repueves for 
him : And, indeed, his fact, till now m the 
government of lord Angelo, came not to an uu- 
doubtful proof. 

Duke. Is it now apparent ? 

Prov. Most mauifest, and not denied by him¬ 
self. 

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in 
prison ? How seems be to be touch’d ? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more 
dreadfully, hot as a orunkcii sleep; caicless, 
reckless, and tearless of what's past, present, or 
to come; insensible of mortality, and desperately 
mortal. 

Duke . He wants advice. 

Prov. He will hear none: he bath evermore 
had the liberty of the prisou; give hnn leave 
to escape hence, he would not : drunk manv 
times a day, if not many days entirely drunk. 
We have very often awaked him, as if to carry 
him to execution, and show’d him a seeming 
warrant for it: it hath not moved him at all. 

Duke. More of Inin anon. There is written 
in your blow, Provost, honesty and constancy : 
if I read ii not truly, my ancient skill beguiles 
me ; hut in the boldness of my cunning, 1 will lay 
uiyself m hazard. Claudio, whom here you have 
a warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit to the 
law than Angelo who hath sentenced bun : To 
make you understand this in a inauilesied effect, 
1 crave but four days respite; for the which 
you are to do me both a present and a danger¬ 
ous courtesy. 

Prov. Pray, Sir, in what ? 

Duke. fn the delaying death. 

Prov. Alack I how m^y I do it? having the 
hour limited ; and an express command, under 
penalty, to deliver his head in view of Angelo ? 

1 may make my case as Claudio’s, to cross this 
in the smallest. 

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant 
you, if my instructions may be your guide. Let 
this Barnardine be this morning executed, aud 
his head borne to Angelo. 

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will 
discover the favour, t 

Duke. O, death’s a great disguiser: and you 
may add to it. Shave the head, and tie the 
heard ; and say, it was the desire of Ike peni¬ 
tent to be so bared before his death : You know, 
the course is common. If any thing fall to you 
upon this, more than thanks and good fortune, 
by the saint whom 1 profess, I will plead against 
it with my lite. 

Prov. Pardon me, good father; it is against 
my oath. 

Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to the 
deputy ? 

Prov. To him, and to his substitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no of¬ 
fence, if the duke avouch the justice of your 
dealing f 

Prov • But what likelihood is in that ? 

Duke. Not a resemblauce, but a certainty. 
Yet since 1 see you fearful, that neither my 
coat, integrity, nor my persuasion, can with 
ease attempt you, 1 will go further than I 
meant, to pluck all fears out of you. Look 


• Snfilr. 

I Defiled 
| Seat. 


4 Moderate. 

\ Perhaps, 
f Spur, tucitcmeut 


* Nina years ir prison 


t Countenance. 
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yon, Sir, here is the band and seal of the duke. 
You knovr the character, 1 doubt not; and the 
signet is not strange to >oa. 

Pror. I know them both. 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of 
the duke ; you shall anon over-read it at your 
pleasure; where you shall flud, within these 
two days he will be here. This is a thing, 
that Augelo knows not: for he this very day 
receives letters of strange tenor; perchance, of 
the duke’s death ; perchance, entering into tome 
mouastery : but, by chance, nothing of what is 
writ. Look, the unfolding star calls up the 
shepherd; Put not vourself into amazement, 
how these things should be: all difficulties are 
but easy when they are known. Call your 
executioner, and otf with Baruardine’s head : 

1 will give him a present shrift, and advise bun 
for a better place. Yet you are amazed ; but 
this shall absolutely resolve you. Come away ; 
it is almost clear dawn. [Exeunt. 

SCE.XE III. — Another Room in the same. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. I am as well acquainted here, as I was 
in our bouse of profession: one would think, it 
were mistress Over-done’s own house, for here I 
be main of her old customers. First, here’s 1 
young uiastei Hash ; he’s in for a commodity of; 
brown paper and old ginger, mnescore and 1 
seventeen pounds ; of which he made five marks , 1 
ready mouey : marry, then, pneer was not much 1 


Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hear¬ 
ing how hastily you are to depart, I ain come to 
advise you, comloit you, and pray with you. 

Barnar. Friar, not 1; 1 have been drinking 
hard all night, and 1 will have more time to 
pitpare me, or they shall beat out iny brains 
with billets: I will not couseut to die this day, 
that’s certain. 

Duke. 0 Sir, you must: and therefore, 1 
beseech you. 

Look forward on the journey yon shall go. 

Barnar. I swear 1 will uot die to-day for any 
man’s persuasion. 

Duke. But bear you,- 

Barnar. Not a woid ; if von have any thing 
to say to me, couie to my ward ; for theure will 
uot I to-day. [But. 

Enter Provost. 

Duke. Unfit to live or die. O gravel heart!— 
Alter luii), fellows ; bring bun to the block. 

[Exeunt Abhokson and Clown. 

Prov. Now, Sir, how do you bud the pn- 
soner f 

Duke. A creature unprepai'd, unmeet for 
death : 

And, to transport bun in the mind he is, 

Were damnable 

Rroi . Here m the prison, father, 

There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 

A man of Claudio’s year-*. his beard and head. 
Just ot his odour: " hat if we do omit 


in request, for the old women were all dead.! This reprobate, till he were well inclin'd ; 

Then is there here one master Caper, at the And satisfy the deputy with the visage 
suit of master Three-pile the mercer, for some Oi Ragozine, more like to Claudio I 
four suita of peach-culour’rf satin, which now Duke Oh ! 'us an accident that heaven pro¬ 
peaches him a beggar. Then have we here vides; 


young Di 7 v, and young master Deep-vow, J Despatch it presently ; the hour draws on 
and master Copper-spur, and master Starve. j Prefix’d by Angelo* See ihi-> be dune, 
lackey the rapier and dagger-man, and young And sent according to command ; while I 
Drop-heir that kill’d lusty Pudding, and master Peistiade this rude wretch willingly to die. 
Forthright the tilter, and brave master Shoe-tie Piov. This shall be done, good father, pre- 
the great traveller, and wild Half can tlut sently. 


stabb’d Pots, and, I think, forty more; all; But Bnrnardme must die this afternoon: 


great doers m our trade, and are now for the And how shall we continue Claudio, 

Lord’s sake. To save him from the danger that might come. 

If he were known alive I 

Enter Abhorson. Duke. Let this he done;—Put them in secret 

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. Both Barnardine and Claudio ; Ere twice (hold?. 


Clo. Master Barnardine! vou must rise and 
be bang’d, master Barnardine ! 

Abhor. What, ho, Barnardine! 

Barnar. [ WtthtnJ] A pox o’ your throats ! 
W bo makes that noise there 1 W hat are you ? 

Clo. Your friends, Sir ; the hangman: You 
must be so good, Sir, to rise and be put to 
death. 

Barnar. [ Within.] Away, you rogue, away; 
I am sleepy. 

Abhor. Tell him, he most awake, and that 
quickly too 

Clo. Pray, master Barnardine, awake till you 
are executed, and sleep afterwards. 

Abhor. Go in to bun, and fetch him oat. 

Clo. He is coming, Sir, he is coming; 1 hear 
his straw rustle. 

Enter Bahhakdine. 

Abhor . Is the axe upon the block, sirrah? 

Clo. Very ready, Sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorson? what’s the 
?ews with you ? 

Abhor. Truly, Sir, I would desire you to clap 
mto your prayers; for, look yon, the warrant’s 
tome. 

Barnar. You rogue, I have beea drinking all 
Tight, I mb not fitted for’t. 

Clo. Oh! the better, Sir ; for be that drinks 
all uigbt, and is bang’d betimes in the moroiac, 
may sleep the sounder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor. Look yon, 8lr here comet yoar ghostly 
father; Do we jest now think yon 1 


The suu hath made In* journal greeting to 
The uuder generation, • yon shall flud 
Your satety manifested. 

Proi. I am your free dependant. 

Duke. Quick, despatch. 

And send the head to Angelo. [Exit Provost. 
i Now will 1 write letters to Angelo,— 

The provost, he shall bear them, whose con¬ 
tents 

Shall witness to him, I am near at home; 

And that, by great injunctions, 1 am bound 
To enter publicly : him, I'll desire 
To ineel me at the consecrated fount, 

A league below the city ; and from thence. 

By cold gradation and weal-balanced form. 

We shall proceed with Angelo. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. Here is the head ; I’ll carry it myself. 
Duke. Convenient is it : Make a swift return; 
For l would commune with you of such tilings 
That want no ear hut yours. 

Prov. I’ll make all speed. [Exit 

Jxab . [Within.] Peace, ho, be herd 
Duke. The tougue of Isabel i—She's come to 
know, 

If vet her brother’s pardon be come hither: 

But I will keep her ignorant of ber good. 

To make her heavenly comforts of despair. 

When it is least expected. 

Enter Isabella- 
Isab. Ho, by your leave. 


• The antipodes. 



Scene VI 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 831 


Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gra¬ 
cious daughter. 

I mb. The better given me by so holy a man. 
HAth yet the deputy sent my brother’s pardon ? 
Duke. He hath released him, Isabel, from the 

world; 

His head is off, and sent to Angela 
hub. Kay, but it is not so. 

Duke. It is no other; 

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your dose 
patience. 

Dab. Oh f I will to him, and pluck out his 
eyes. 

Duke. You shall not be admitted to his sight. 
Iuib. Unhappy Claudio! Wretched Isabel 1 
Injurious world! Most damned Angelo! 

Duke. This nor harts him, nor profits you a 
jot : 

Forbear it therefore ; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what I say ; which you shall find 
By every syllable, a faithful verity : 

The duke comes home to-morrow nay, dry 
your eyes ; 

One of our convent, and his confessor. 

Gives me tins instance : Already he bath carried 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo ; 

W ho do prepare to meet him at the gates. 

There to give up their power. If you cau, pace 
your wisdom 

In that good path that I would wish it go ; 

And uni shall have your bosom * on this wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart. 

And general honour. 

Jsab. I ain directed by you. 

Duke. This letter then to friar Peter give; 

' that he sent me of the duke’s return : 

Say, by this token, 1 desire his company 
A i Manana’s house to night. Her cause, and 
yours, 

I’ll perfect him withal; and he shall bring you 
Brloie the duke; and to Ibe bead of Aneelo 
Accuse him home, and home. For uiy poor self, 

1 mi combined by a sacred vow, 

Amt shall be absent. Wendt yon with this 
letter : 

Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
AN ub a light heart, trust not mine holy order. 

If J pel vert your course.—Who’s here! 

Enter Locio. 

I me io. Good even 1 
Inar, where is the provost? 

Duke. Not within, Sir. 

1 hcio O pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine 
heart, to see thine eyes so red : thou must be 
patient. 1 am fain to dine and sup with water 
and itrail; I dare not for my head fill my belly ; 
one 11 iiitful meal would set me to’t: But they say 
the du-vt will he here to-morrow. By my troth, 
Isabel, I lov’d thy brother: if the old fantastical 
duke of dark coruers had been at home, be bad 
lived. f Exit Isabella. 

Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous little be¬ 
holden to your reports ; but the best is, he lives 
not in them. 

Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so 
well as I do : he's a better woodman tbau thou 
take*!, him for. 

Duke. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare 
ye well. 

Lucio. Nay, tarry ; I'll go along with thee ; I 
can tell thee pretty tales of the duke. 

Duke. You have told me too many of him al¬ 
ready, Sir, if they be true; if not true, none were 
enough. 

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a 
wench with child. 

Duke. Did yon such a thing ? 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I: but was fain to for¬ 
swear it: they would else have married me to 
the rotten medler. 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest; 
Best you well. 

• lour heart’s desire. t Go. 


Lucio. By my troth. I'll go with thee to the 
lane's end : If bawdy talk offend you, we'll have 
very little of it: Nay, friar, 1 am a kind of burr, 
I shall stick. [Exeunt- 

SCENE JV.—A Room in Angelo’s House. 
Enter Angelo and Escalus. 

Escal. Every letter he bath writ bath dis* 
vouch’d * other. 

Aug. In most uneven and distracted manner. 
His actions show much like to madness : pray 
heaven, his wisdom be not tainted ! And why 
meet him at the gates, and re-deliver our autho¬ 
rities there ? 

Escal. I guess not. 

Ang. And why should we proclaim it iu an 
houi before bis entering, that if any crave re¬ 
dress of injustice, they should exhibit their pe¬ 
titions in the street ? 

Escal. He shows his reason for that: to have 
a despatch of complaints ; and to deliver us from 
devices hereafter, which shall then have no power 
to stand against us. 

Ang. Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaim'd : 
Betimes l'tbe morn. I’ll call you at your house; 
Give notice to such men of sort and suit, t 
As are to meet him. 

Esial. I shall. Sir, fare you well. [Exit. 
Ang. Good night.— 

This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpreg- 
naut, 

And dull to ail proceedings. A deflower’d maid ! 
And by an eminent body, that enforc'd 
The law against it!—But that her tender shame 
Will not piodaun against her maiden loss, 

How might she tongue me ? Yet reason dares ; 
her f—no; 

For my authority bears a credent j bulk. 

That no particular scandal once can touch, 
but it confounds the breather. \\ He should have 
liv'd. 

Save that bis riotous youth, with dangerous 
sense. 

Miglit, in the times to come, have ta’eu revenge 
By so receiving a dishonour'd life, 

With ransom of such shame. 'Would yet be bad 
liv’d ! 

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot. 
Nothing goes right; we would, and we would 
not. [Exit. 

SCENE F .—Fields without the Town. 

Enter Duke in his oten habit , and Friar 

Petek. 

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me. 

[Giving letters. 

The provost knows our purpose, aud our plot. 

The matter being afoot, keep your instnictiou. 

And hold you ever to our special drift; 

Though sometimes you do blench ^ from this to 
that. 

As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius* 
bouse. 

And tell him where I stay: give the like notice. 

To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crass us. 

And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate; 

But send me Flavius first. 

F. Peter. It shall be speeded well. 

[Exit Friar. 

Enter Varrics. 

Duke. I thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast made 
good haste: 

Come, we will walk : There's other of our friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE YI.—Street near the City Gate . 

Enter Isabella and Mariana.. 

Jsab . To speak so indirectly, 1 am loath; 

• Contradicted. f Figure and rank. 

1 Challenges hrr to do it. $ Credit nnqio 

tiouable. | Utterer. Start off 
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I would 6ay the truth; but to accuse him so, 
That is your part; )et I'm advis'd to do it; 

He says, to veil tull * purpose. 

Mttri. Be rul’d hy him. 

Isab. Resides, be tells me, that, if paradven- 
ture 

He speak against me on the adverse side, 

I should not think it strange ; for 'tis a physic, 
That’s bitter to sweet end. 

Atari. l would, friar Peter— 

Isab, O peace; the friar is come. 

Enter Friar Peter. 

F. Peter. Come, I have found yon out a stand 
most tit. 

Where you may have such vantage on the duke, 
He shall not pass you : Twice have the trumpets 
sounded ; 

The generous ♦ and gravest citizens 

Have bent! the gates, and very near upon 

The duke is entering; therefore hence, away. 

{Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—A public Place near the City 

Gate . 

Mariana, ('idled,) Isabella, and Peter, at 
a distance. Enter at opposite doors , Duke, 
Varrius, Lords: Angelo, Escalus, Llcio, 
Provost, Officers, and Citizens. 

Duke. My \er\ worthy cousin, fairly met;— 
Our old and faithiul friend, we are glad to tee 
you 

Ang. and Escal. Happy return be to your 
royal grace' 

Duke. Many aud hearty thankiugs to you 
both. 

We have made i.iomry of you ; and we bear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thauks. 
Forerunning more requital. 

Anz* You make my bonds still greater. 

Duke. Oh! your desert speaks loud; and I 
should wrong it. 

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 

W hen it deserves with characters of brass 
A forted residence, 'gainst the tooth of time. 

And razure of oblivion : Give me your hand, 

And let the subjects see, to make them know 
That outward couite-ies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within.—Come, F.scaliis ; 

Yon must walk by us on our other baud ;— 

Aud food supporters are you. 

Peter and Isabella come forward. 

F. Peter. Now is your tune ; speak loud, and 
kneel before him. 

Jsab. Justice, O royal duke I Vail $ your 
regard 

Upon a wrong’d, I’d fain have said, a maid 1 
O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
Bv throwing it on any other object, 

Titl you have beard me iu my true complaint 
And give me justice, justice, justice, justice 1 
Duke. Relate your wroues: la wbatT By 
whom 1 Be brief; 

Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice; 
Reveal yourself to him. 

Jsab. O worthy duke. 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil: 

Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak 
Must gitber punish me, not beiug believ'd. 

Or wring redress from you : bear me, O bear 
roe, here. 

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, arc not 
firm : 

She bath been a suitor to me for ber brother, 

Cut oft by course of justice. 

Lab. By course of justice I 


Ang. And she will speak most hitteily, acd 
stiange. 

Itab. Most strange, but yet most truly, will 
I speak: 

That Angelo’s forsworn ; is it not strange ? 

That Angelo’s a murderer; is’l not strange ? 

That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 

An hypocrite, a virgin violator; 

Is It not strange, aud strange T 
Duke. Nay, ten times strange. 

Isab. It is not truer he is Angelo, 

Than this is all as true as it is strange ; 

Nay, it is ten tunes true; for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 

Duke. Away with herPoor soul. 

She speaks this in the mfirmltv of sense. 

Isab. O prince, l conjure thee, as thou be. 
liev'st 

There is another comfort than this world. 

That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch’d with roaduess: make not 
impossible 

That which but seeins unlike: 'tis not impossi. 
bie, 

But one, the wicked’st caitifY on the giound. 

May seem as shy, as giave, as just, as absolute. 
As Angelo; even so may Angelo, 

In all Ins dressings,* characts, titles, forms, 

Re mi aicb-villain : believe it, royal prince. 

If he be less, he's nothing ; but he’s inoie, 

; Had I more name lor badness. 

I Duke. By mine honesty, 

‘ If she be mad, (as I believe no other J 
| Her madness bath the oddest frame of sense, 
Such a dependency of thin® on thing, 

As e'er I beard in tnaduess. 

Isab. O gracious duke, 

■ Harp not on that; nor do not banish reason 
I Foi inequality : but let your reason serve 
’ To make the tmth appear, where it seems hiJ ; 
j And bide the false, seems true. 

Dufu. Many that are not u ad, 

Have, sure, more lack of leason.—What would 
you say ? 

Isab. I am the sister of one Claudio. 
Condemn’d upon the act of forimatiou 
To lore his head : condemn’d by Angelo : 

I, in probation of a sisterhood. 

Was sent to by tny brother ; Cue Lucto 
As then the messenger 
Luc to. That’s I, an’t like your grace : 

I come to her from Claudio, and desir’d her 
In try her gracious fortune with lord Augtlo, 
For her poor brother’s pardon. 

Jsab. That's he. indeed. 

Duke. You were uot bid to speak. 

IjUcio. No, my good lord ; 

Nor wish’d to hold my peace. 

Duke. 1 wish you now then ; 

Pray you, take note of it; and when yon have 
A business for yourself, pray heaveii, you then 
Be perfect. 

Luclo. I warrant youV honour. 

Duke. The warraul’s ioi yourself; take heed 
to it. 

Isab. This gentleman told somewhat of my 
tale. 

iMcio. Right. 

Duke. U may be right; but you are in the 
To speak before your time.—Proceed. [wrong 

Lab. I went 

To this pernicious caitiff deputy. 

Duke. 1 hat's somewhat madly spoken. 

Lab. Pardon it; 

The phrase Is to the matter. 

Duke. Mended again : tlie matter Proceed. 
Isab. Ill brief,—to set the needless process by 
How I persuaded, bow 1 pray'd, and kiieel'd. 
How be refell'd + me, and bow I reply’d ; 

(For this was of much length,) the vile con¬ 
clusion 

I now hegiu with grief and shame to utter; 

He would not, hut, by gift of my chaste body 


• Avsilfal. 
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To his concupisciblc intemperate lust, [ment, 
Keleabe my brother ; and, after much riebate- 
My sisterly remorse‘confutes mine honour. 

And did yield to him : But the next morning 
betimes. 

His purpose surfeiting, he 6 ends a warrant 
For my poor brother's head. 

Duke . This is most likely 1 
Dab. Ob ! Unit it were a 9 like, as it is true I 
Duke. Bv heaven, fond t wietch, thou kuow’st 
not what thou speak’st: 

Or else thou ait suborn’d against his honour. 

In hateful practice: J First, his integrity 
Stands without blemish:—next it imports no 
reason. 

That with such vehemency he should pursue 
Faults proper to himself: if be had so offended. 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself. 
And not have cut him olT: Some one hath set 
, you on ; 

Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cam’st bcie to complain. 

Dab. And is thi 9 all ? 

Then, O you blessed ministers above. 

Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time. 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance!—Heaven shield your grace 
from woe, 

As 1, thus wrong’d, hence unheUexed po l 
Duke. I know-, you’d fain lie goneAn 
officer f 

To prison with her :—Shall wc thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous hreatb to fall 
On him so near us ? This needs must- be a 
practice. 

—Who knew ot your intent, and coming hither ! 
Dab. one that l would were beie, fnar Lo- 
do\VICk. 

Duke. A vhostly father belike:—Who knows 
that Lodowick 1 

Lucw. My lord, I know him ; 'tie a medling 
fiiar; [lord, 

I do not like the man : had he been lay, my 
For certain words he *pake against your grace 
In \o.ir letireinent, I bad swing’d? him soundly. 
Duke. Words against me ? Tins' a good friar, 
belike 1 

And to set on this wretched woman here 
Against our substitute1—Let this triar be found. 
Due to. But yesternight, my lord, she and that 
friar 

I saw them at the prnon : a saucy friar, 

A very scurvy fellow. 

F. Peter. Blessed be your royal grace I 
I have stood by, my lord, and I bate heard 
Your royal ear abus'd ; First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accus’d your substitute : 

Who is as free from touch or soil with her. 

As she from one ungot. 

Duke We did believe no less. 

Know you that friar Lodowick, that she speaks of? 
F. Peter . 1 know him tor a man divine and 
holy; 

Not scurvy, nor a temporary medler, 

As he’s reported by this gentleman ; 

And, on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, inisrcport your grace. 

Due in. My lord, most Mllauously ; believe it. 

F. Peter. Well, he in lime may come to clear 
himself: 

Bnt at this instant he is sick, my lord, 

Of a strange fever: Upon bis mere {| request, 
(Being come to knowledge that there was com¬ 
plaint 

Intended 'gainst loid Angelo',) came I hither. 

To speak as from bis mouth, what he doth 
know 

Is tine, and false; and what be with his oath. 
And all piobation, will make up full clear. 
Whensoever he’s couvcuted. V First, for this 
woman ; 

• Pity. + roolUh. t Conspiracy. I 
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(To justify this worthy nobleman, 

So vulgarly • and personally accus'd,) 

Her shall you bear disproved to her eyes 
Till she herself confess it. 

Duke. Good friar, let's hear it. 

[Isabella is carried ojf t guarded ; and 
Mariana, comes J or ward. 

Do yon not smile at this lord Angelo?— 

O heaven I the vanity of wretched fools !— 

Give us some seats.—Come, cousin Augelo 
In this I'll be impartial ; be you judge 
Of your own cause.—is this the wituess, fiiar? 
First, let her show her face ; and, after spedk. 

Mari. Pardon, my lord ; 1 will not show my 
Until my husband bid me. [lace, 

Duke. What, are you married 1 
Mari. \o, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a rnaid ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. A widow, iben ? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. Wby, you [wife. 

Arc nothing then :—Neither maid, widow, nor 
Lucio. My lord, 6be may be a punk ; lor many 
of them are neither rnaid, widow, nor wite. 
Duke. Silence that fellow : I would, lie had 
some cause 

To prattle for himself. 

Dario. Well, my lord. 

Man. My lord, I do confess, I ne’er was 
man led ; 

And, I confess, besides, 1 am no maid : 

I have known my husband *, yet my bus'.and 
knows not, 

That ever he knew me. 

Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord ; it can 
be no better. 

Duke. For the benefit of silence, 'would U.ou 
wert so too. 

Ducio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is iio witness for lord Angelo. 
Mari. Now 1 come to’t, my lord : 

She, that accuses bun of fornication, 

In 6elf-same manner doth accuse my husband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with such a time, 
When I’ll depoce I had him in mine arms, 

With all the effect ot love. 

A fig. Chatgcs she more than me T 
Mari. Not that 1 know. 

Duke . No? you say, your husband. 

Mari. Wby, just, my lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who tbinks, be knows, that he ne'er kucw my 
body. 

But knows he thinks, that he knows Isabel’s. 

Aug. This is a strange abuse: t—Lets see 
thy face. 

Mari. My husband bids me ; now I will un¬ 
mask. [Unit thug. 

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, [on : 

Winch once thou 6wor’st, was worth the lookiug 
This is the hand, which, with a tow’d Conti act. 
Was fast belock'd iu thine: this is the bod> 

That took away the match from Isabel, 

And did supply thee at thy garden-house, 

Iu her imagin’d person. 

Duke. Know you this woman ? 

Lucio. Carnally, she sa\s. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more. 

Ducio. Enough, my lord. 

Ang. My lord, 1 must confess, I know this, 
woman ; [mai i uge 

And, five years since, there was some speech of 
Betwixt myself and her; which was broke off*. 
Partly, for that her promised proportions. 

Came short of composition ;t but, in chief, - 
For that her reputation was dlsialued 
In levity: since which time of five years, 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor beard front 
Upon my faith and honour. [her, 

Mari. Noble prince. 

As there conies light from heaven, aud words 
from breath, 

* Publicly f Deception. 1 H«r fortune f»11 short. 
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As there is sense In truth, and truth in virtue, 

1 am affianc’d ibis man's wife, as strongly 
As words could make up vows : aud, my good 
lord, 

Cut Tuesday night last goue, in his garden-house, 
He knew me as a wife: As this is true 
Let ine in safety raise me from my knees; 

Or else for ever be confixed heie, 

A marble monument 1 
Ang. 1 did but smile till now ; 

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice ; 
My patience here is touch’d : I do perceive. 

These poor informal * women are no more 
But instruments of some more mightier member. 
That sets them on : Let me have way, my lord. 
To find this practice t out. 

Duke. A\, with nn heart; 

And pum>b them onto)our height of pleasure.— 
Thou fooli?li friar ; and, thou pernicious woman, 1 
Compact with hei that’s goue I tbmk’st thou, th> 
oaths, [saint, 

Though tbe> would swear down each particular 
Were testimonies against his worth and ciedit, 
That's seal’d in approbation 1—You, lord E&calus, 
Sit with my cousin ; lt-nd bun sour kiud pains 
To find out tins abuse, whence ’lit derived.— 
There is another friar that set them ou ; 

Let him be sent for. 

Peter. Would he were here, my lord ; for 
he, indeed, 

Hath set the women on to this complaint: 

Your piovost knows the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go, do it instantly.— [Exit Provost. 
And you, in) noble aud well-warranted cousin. 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth,; 

Do with your lupines as seems you best. 

In any chastisement: 1 for a while 
Will leave you : hut stir not you, till you have 
Determined upon these slanderers. [well 

E^cat. My lord, we’ll do it thoroughly. —[Exit 
Dut.] Signtor Lucio, did not you say, you knew 
that friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person 1 
Ducio Lucutlus non fucit monachum : honest 
m nothing, but iu his clothes ; undone that hath 
spoke most villanous speeches of the duke. 

Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here till 
he come, and enforce them against him : we shall 
had this friar a notable fellow*. 

Due to. As any in Vienna, on my word. 

Escal. Call that same Isabel here once again ; 
[To an Attendant .] I would speak with her: 
Pray you, ray loid, give me leave to question; 
you shall see how I’ll handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report. 
Escal. Say you ? 

Lucio. Marry, Sir, ( think, if you bandied her 
privately, she would sooner confess; perchance, 
publicly sbe’il be ashamed. 

Re-enter Officers, with Isabella, the Duke, 
in the Friar’s habit, and Provost. 

Escal. I will go darkly to work with her. 
Lucio. That’s the way ; for women are light 
at midnight. 

Escal. Come on, mistress: [To Isabella.] 
here’s a gentlewoman denies all that you have 
said. 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke 
ot ; here with the provost. 

Escal. Iu very good time : speak not you to 
him, till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

Escal. Come, Sir: Did yon set these women 
on to slander lord Angelo ? they have confess’d 
you did. 

Duke. ’Tis false. 

Escal. How 1 know you where yon are 1 
Duke. Respect to your great place 1 aud let the 
devil 

Be sometime honour’d for bis burning throne :— 
Where is the duke? 'tis be should bear me 
speak: 

• Crazy. ? Conspiracy. X To the end. 


Escal. The duke’s in us ; and we will bear you. 
Look, you speak justly. 

Duke. Boldly, at leastBut, O poor souls. 
Come you to seek ’he lamb heie ot the fox ? 
Good night to yoiu 'edress. Is the duke gone? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke’s uujust. 
Thus to retort* your uiauitest appeal, 

Aud put your trial m the villain’s mouth, 

W hich here you come to accuse. 

Lucio. This is the rascal: this is he I spoke of. 
Escal. W hy, thou uurevercud and unhallow'd 
fnar! 

Is’t not enough, thou hast suborn’d these women 
To accnse this worthy man ; Init, in toul mouth, 
Aud in the wituess oi' his proper car, 

To call him villain 1 [self; 

Aud then to glance from him to the duke him* 
To tax him with injustice?—fake him hence ; 

To the nick with bun s—\\ e’ll louze you joint by 
joint. 

But we will know this purpose What 1 unjust? 

Duke. Be not so hot; the duke 
Dare no more stretch this huger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own ; his subject am 1 not, 

Nor heie provincial : + My business in this slate 
Made me a lookei-ou here in Vienna, 

Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble. 
Till it o’er-iun the slew : laws, loi all fault-*: 
But faults so countenanc'd, anil the strong sta¬ 
tutes 

Stand like the forfeits in a barber's shop. 

As much in mock as mark. 

Lscal. Slander to the state ! Away with him 
to prison. 

Ang. What can you vouch against him, tigmor 
Lucio ? 

Is Ibis the man that von did tell us of? 

Lucio. ’Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good- 
man bald-pate : Do you know me ? 

Duke. 1 remember you, Sir, by the sound of 
your voice: 1 inet you at the pnsou, m the ab¬ 
sence ot the duke. 

Lucio. Oh ’ did you so ? Aud do you remember 
what you said ot the duke ? 

Duke. Most notedly. Sir. 

Lucio. Do you so, Sir? And was the duke a 
flesh-monger, a fool, and a coward, as you ibeu 
repoi led him to be 7 

Duke. You must. Sir, change persons with me, 
ere you make that my report: you, indeed, spoke 
so of hnn ; and much mote, much woise. 

Lucio. O tbou damnable fellow ! Did not I 
pluck tbee by the nose, for thy speeches 1 

Duke. I protest, I love the duke, as 1 love 
my self. 

Ang. Hark! how the villain would close now 
after bis treasonable abuses. 

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talk’d withal : 
—Away with him to pnson :—Wheie is the pro¬ 
vost ?—Away with him to prison ; lay bolt* enough 
upon him : let him speak no more :—Away with 
those giglots; too, and with the other cunledemit* 
companion. 

[The Provost lays hands on the Duke 
Duke. Stay, Sir; stay a while. 

Ang. Wbat 1 resists he ? Help him, Lncio. 
Lucio. Come, Sir; come. Sir; come. Sir ; 
fob, Sir: Why, yon bald-pated, lying rascal! you 
must be hooded, must you ? Show your knave’s 
visage, with a pox to you ! show your sheep- 
biting face, aud be haug’d an hour 1 Will’t not 
off? 

[Pulls off the Friar’s hood, and discovers 
the Duke. 

Duke. Thou art the first knave that e’er made 
a duke.- 

First, Provost, let me rail these gentle three 
Sneak not away, Sir; [To Lucio.] for the friar 
and you 

Mast have a word anon :—lay hold on him. 
Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging. 
Duke. What you have spoke, 1 pardon; sit yon 
down. —— 17b Escalus. 

* Refer bock. f AcconuUole. t Wantons 
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We'll borrow place of him Sir, by yonr leave : 

[To Anqelo. 

Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can do thee office ? * It thou hast, 

Kely upon it till iny talc be heard. 

And hold no longer out. 

Ang. O my dread lord, 

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 

To think l can be undis-ernible, 

When I perceive, your giace, like power divine. 
Hath look’d upon my passes: t Then, good 
prince, 

No longer session bold upon my shame. 

But let my tnal be mine own confession ; 
Immediate sentence then, and sequent± death, 

Is all the eiace I beg. 

Duke. Come lather, Mariana :— 

Say, uast thou e'er contracted to this woman? 
Ang. 1 was, my lord. 

• Duke. Go take bei hence, and marry ber in- 
stantlv.— 

Do you the office, friar; which consummate, 
Keturn him lieu* again Go with linn, Provost. 

[Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, 
and Provost. 

E\eal. My lord, I ain more amaz’d at Ins dis- 
Than at the strangeness of it. [honour. 

Duke. Come hither, Isabel : 

Yonr Inar i* now your punce : As I was then 
Adieitising, $ and holy to your business, 

Not changing heart with habit, I am still 
Attorney’d at your service. 

Isab. Oh ! give me pardon, 

That I, vour vassal, have employ'd and pain'd 
Tom unknown soveicigntv. 

JJukr. You aic pardon’d, Isabel: 

And now, deal maid, he you as fiee to us. 

Your brother’s death, 1 know, sits at your heart; 
And von may marvel, why I obscui'd myself. 
Labouring to save bis hie ; and would not 
lather 

Make rash iemo»s‘rance of my hidden power, 
Than let Inm m» be hM ; O most kind maid. 

It was the swift cell nty of Ins death, 

V. Inch 1 did think with slower foot came on, 
'iiut hiam’d my purpose : Cut, peace be with 
linn ! 

That life i 3 belter life, past fearing death, 

'i ban that which lives to Icai ; make it your com- 
So happy is your biothei. [fort, 

Jie - ii>tcr Angelo, Mcrivna, Peter, and 
Provost. 

Dab. T do, my lord. 

Duke For tins iiew-mai ned man, approaching 
here, 

Whose rah imagination yet hath wlong’d 
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon 
lor Mariana’s sake: but as be adjudg’d your 
(Being criminal, in double violation [brother. 
Of sacred chastity, and of piomise-breach, 
Theieon dependent, for your brother’s life.) 

The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even fiom lhs proper \\ tongue. 

An Angelo for Vluurtw, death Jor death. 

Haste still pays haste, and leisure auswers leisure ; 
Like doth quit like, and Measure still for Mea¬ 
sure. 

Then, Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifested ; 

Which though thou would’st deny, denies thee 
vantage : 

We do condemn thee to the very block 
YYbere Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like 
Away with him. [baste ;— 

Mari. O my most gracious lord, 

I hope you wiii not mock me with a husband 1 
Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with a 
husband : 

Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 

I thought your marriage fit; else imputation. 

For that he knew you, might reproach yonr life. 
And choke youi good to come : lor his possessions, 

• Service. t Devices. t Following. 
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Although by confiscation they are ou/i. 

We do instate and widow you withal. 

To buy you a better husband. 

Marl. O my dear lord, 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him ; we are definitive. 
Mari. Gentle, my liege,— [Kneeling 

Duke. You do but lose your labour; 

Away with him to death.—Now, Sir, to you. 

[To Lucio> 

Mari. O my good lord 1—Sweet Isabel, tala* 
my parr: 

Lend me your kuees, and all my life to come 
I'll lend you, all iny life to do you service. 
Duke. Against all sense • you do importune 
her : 

Should she kneel down, in mercy of this fact. 
Her brother’s ghost his paved bed would break. 
And take her hence in horroi. 

Mart. Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me ; 

Hold up your hands, say nothing, I'll speak alL 
They say, best men are moulded out of faults ; 
And, for the most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad : so may my husband. 

O Isabel 1 will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke. He dies for Claudio’s death. 
lsab. Most bounteous Sir, [Kneeling 

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d. 
As if my brother liv’d : I partly think, 

A due sincerity govern’d his deeds. 

Till he did look on me ; since it is so, 

Let him not die : My brother had but justice. 

In that lie did the thin; for which be died : 

For Angelo, 

His act did not o’ertjke his bad intent; 

And must be bulled but as an intent 
That peush’d by the way : thoughts are no sub- 
1 utents bid meiely thoughts. fjects ; 

Mari. Meiely, m\ loid. 

Duke. Your suit’s unprofitable ; stand up, E 
say.— 

I have bethought me of another fault: 

Provost, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour ? 

Prov. It was commanded so. 

J)uke. Iiad you a special wan ant for the deed ? 
Prov. No, my good loid; it was by piuale 
message. 

Duke. For which I do dischaige you of your 
Give up your keys. [olhee : 

Prov. Pardon me, nobles loid : 

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not; 

Y'et did repent me, alter more advice : t 
For testimony whereof, one in the prison 
That should by private order else have died, 

I have reserv’d alive." 

Duke. \\ hat’s he ? 

Prov. His name is Barnardme. 

Duke. 1 would thou had’st done so by Claudio. 
Go, fetch him hither; let me look upon him. 

[Exit Provost. 
Escal. I am sorry, one so learned, and so wise 
As you, lord Angelo, have still appear’d. 

Should slip so grossly, both m the heat of blood. 
And lack of temper’d judgment attciward. 

Ang . I am soiry that such sorrow I procure : 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart. 

That I crave death more willingly than mercy; 
'Tis my deserving, and I do lutrcat it. 

Re-enter Provost, Barnardine, Claudio, 
mid Juliet. 

Duke. Which is that Barnardine? 

Prov. This, my I 'id. 

Duke. There wua a friar told me of this 
mail:— 

Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul 
That apprehends no further than this world, 

Aud squar’st thy life according. Tliou’rt con¬ 
demn’d ; 

But, foi those earthly faults, I quit them all ; 

And pray thee, take this mercy to provide 

* Reason and affection. f Conaidanslaft* 
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For better times to come :-Frier, advise him ; 

Heave him to your hand.—What muffled fellow’s 
that I 

Prov . This Is another prisoner, that 1 sav’d. 
That should have died when Claudio lost his bead ; 
As like almost to Claudio, as himself. 

[Unmuffles Claudio. 
Duke. If he be like your brother, for his sake 

[To ISAbfiLLA. 

Is he pardon’d : And, for yonr lovejy sake. 

Give me your hand, and say you will he mine, 
He is my brother too : But fitter time for that. 

By this, lord Angelo perceives he’s safe; 
Methinks, I see a quicx’ning in bis eye:— 

Well, Angelo, vour evil quits • you well: 

Look that you love your wife; her worth, worth 
I find ati apt remission in myself: [your’s. 

And yet here’s one in place 1 cannot pardon 
You, sirrah, [7to Lucio.] that knew me for a 
fool, a coward, 

One all of luxury,'! an ass, a madman; 

W herein have I so deserved of you, 

That you extol me thus T 
Luc to. 'Faith, my lord, I spoke it but accord¬ 
ing to the trick: J If you will hang ine for It, 
you may, but 1 bad rather it would please you, 1 
might be whipp’d. 

Duke. Whipp’d first. Sir, and bang’d after.— 
Proclaim it, Provost, round ahout the city ; 

If any woman’s wrong’d by this lewd fellow, 

(As I ha\e beard him swear himself, there’s one 
\\ bom he begot with child,) let her appear, 

* Ucquitct. \ Incontinence. 
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And be shall marry her: the nuptial finish'd. 

Let him be whipp’d and bang'd. 

Lucio. I beseech your highness, do not many 
me to a whore; Your highness said even now, f 
made you a duke: good my lord, do not recoin* 
pense me, in making me a cuckold. 

Duke . Upon mine honour, thou sbalt marry 
her. 

Thy slanders I forgive; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits : •—Take him to prison r 
And see our pleasure bereiu executed. 

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing 
to death, whipping, and hanging. 

Duke. Sland’nng a prince deserves it.— 

She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you re¬ 
store.— 

Joy to you, Mariana!—love her, Angelo : 

I have confess’d her, and I know her virtue.— 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much good- 
ness : 

There’s more behind, that is more gralulate.t 
Thanks, Provost, for thy care and secrecy ; 

We shall employ thee In a worthier place 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozmc for Claudio’s : 

The offence pardons itself.—Dear Isabel, 

1 have a motion much imports your gnoc ; 
Whereto if you’ll a willing ear incline, 

What’s mine is your’s, and what is your’s is 
mine 

So, bring us to our palace; where we’ll show 
What’s yet behind, that’s meet you all should 
kuovv. [Exeunt. 

* PonUbmcuU. * To reward. 





WINTER’S TALE. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

TO the story-book, or Pleaiant History (at it is called) of Dornlut and Fawma, written by Robert Greene, M.A 
we are indebted for Shakspcaro’s Wmter’a Talc. The parti of Antigonua, Paulina, and Autolycui, are of the 
poet’s own invention { and many cirrumitanrei of the novel are omitted in the drama. Mr. Walpole ran Vs 
It among the hiitonr playa of Sbakepeare, and aaya it waa certainly preaented, (in compliment to Queen 
Elizabrth) ai an indirect apology for her mother, Anne Boleyn j the unreasonable jealouay and violent con¬ 
duct of Leontea, forming a true portrait of Henry VIII. who generally made the law the engine of bia paa- 
aiona. Several passages, it must be confessed, strongly favour this plausible conjecture, and seem to apply 
to ihe real history much closer than to the fable. But Ma one and Sir William Blarksione refer to other 
passages, which would streugtheu a contrary opinion ; to one, in particular, which could scarcely be in. 
tended for the ear of her, who had put the Queen of Scota to death. It waa, however, probablv wnttan 
immediately upon Elizabeth'* death j nor could it fail of being very agreeable to James her successor. An 
inattention to dramatic rules, so common with Shakspeare, is perhaps more glaringly appaitnt in this than 
id any other of his productions; and Pods and Drvden have made it the aubject of some ill-advised ceusure. 
But baJ Shakspeare been acquainted with these rules, (which he certainly was not,) the exquisite talent 
displayed iu hie writings, la a sufficient apology for the freedom with which he has set them aside. His 
inexhaustible genius was not to be restrained, nor the reatlesa disposition of an English audience to be 
gratified, by a close and reverent adherence to the classical unities of the stage. Hence auch a breach in time 
• nd probability, as producing, at a rustic festival, a lovely woman, St to be married, who but a few minutes 
before, had breu deposited on the sea-shore, an infant in swaddling clothes. Hencs the celerity with which 
•*** ■ re crossed, counir es traversed, battles fought, and marriages accomplished. The W'isfer’i Talc, how¬ 
ever, with mil its contradictions—with a mean fable, extravagantly conducted—is scarcely inferior to any of 
Ssliakspcarc’s play s. It contains much excellent aeunment, several strongly-marked characters, and a tissue 
of cieuts fulli justifying the title for a jumble of improbable incidents, some merry and some sad, is the 
legitimate feature of a Christmas story. Still it must be observed, that though the origin and progress of 
jcaluuty arc always unaccountable, the Hidden transition of Leontes from a state of perfect friendship and 
affection to that of hatred and vindictive rage, it not accompanied by any apparent circumstances to render 
it probable or natural. Paulina’s character it novel, and very pleasingly imagined ; and Hermioae't defence 
it not lets beautiful ai\d pathetic than its prototype iu Henry VIII. Autolycus, the king of beggars and at 
pedlars, is one of the most arih and amusing aconudrels ever designed by our poet. Hit aongs are all ex¬ 
ceedingly spirited. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAL 


Leontes, King of Sicilia. 

Ma mu, Lius, his Son. 

CAMILLA), 

Ani icon us, 

Cleomknes, 

Dion, 

Another Sicil ia n Lord. 
lloattRO, a'Si ci lian Gentleman. 

An Attendant on the youtig Prince Mamlllius. 
Officers of a Court of Judicature • 
Polixbms, King of Bohemia . 

FLOhiit kl, his Son. 

Archidamus, a Bohemian Lord. 

A Mariner. 

Jailer. 

An tfd Shepherd, reputed j other of Perdita. 
Clown, his Son. 


Servant to the old Shepherd . 

Autolycus, a Rogue. 

Time, as Chorus . 

Hermione, Queen to Leontes. 

Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione. 
Paulina, Wife to Antigonus . 

Tu'o^otktr Ladies, }'*“«'<""« ,he «“*»■ 
Dorcas, ] Shephtrde,,,,. 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants ; Satyrs for 

a dance . 

Shepherds, Shepherdesses , Guards , %c. 


1 


Sicilian Lords • 


Scene— sometimes in Sicilia ; sometimes iu Bohemia. 


ACT r. 

SCENE Sicilia.—An Antechamber in 

Leontes* Palace. 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 

Arch. If you shall chance, Camillo, to Tisit 
Bohemia, on the like occasion wherein my 
services ire now on foot, you shall see as I 


have said, great difference betwixt our Bohemia, 
and your Sicilia. 

Cum. I think, this coining summer, the king 
of Sicilia means to pay Bonemia the visitation 
which be justly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment shall shame 
ns, we will be justified in our loves s for, in¬ 
deed,— 

Cam. 'Beseech you —— 
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Arch . Aciilv, I «peak it in the freedom o t my 
knottiest': we cannot with such magnificence— 

in so rare—I know not what to say.-We will 

pive you sleepy drinks ; that your senses, un¬ 
intelligent of our instiflkience, may, though they 
cannot praise us, as little accuse us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for what’s 
given freely. 

Arch . Believe me, I speak as my understand¬ 
ing instructs me, aud as mine honesty puls it to 
utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind 
to Bohemia. They were trained together in 
their childhoods; and time rooted betwixt them 
then such an affection, which cannot choose but 
branch now. Since their more mature dignities, 
and royal necessities, made separation of the:r 
society, their encounters, though not personal, 
have been royally atturined, • with interchange 
of gifts, letters, loung embassies ; that they have 
seemed to be together, though absent ; shook 
hands, as over a vast ;t an<l emhiaced, as it we:e, 
from the cuds of opposed winds. The heavens 
continue their loves l 

Arch. I think, there is not in the world either 
malice, or matter, to alter it. You have an un¬ 
speakable comfort of your young prince Mamil- 
lius; it is a gentleman of the greatest promise, 
that ever came into my note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes 
of him : it is a eallant child ; one that, indeed, 
physics the subject, j makes old hearts fresh : 
they, that went on crutches ere be was born, 
desire yet their life, to see him a man. 

A ) ch . \\ oulcl they else be content to die? 

Cum. Yes ; if there were no other excuse why 
they should desire to live. 

Arch , if the kmc had no son, they would de¬ 
sire to live on crutches till he had one. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same.—A Room of state in 
the Palace. 

m 

Enter Leontes, Polixenjls, Hermionb. Mi- 
millils, Camillo, and Attendants . 

Pol. Nine changes of the wat’ry star have 
been [throne 

The shepherd’s note, since we have left our 
Without a burden : time as long again 
Would be fill’d up, my brother,with our thanks; 
Aud yet we should, for perpetuity. 

Go hence mi debt: Aud therefore, like a cipher, 
Yet standing m rich place, I multiply, 

With one we-thank-you, many tbousauds more 
That go before it. 

Leon . Stay your thanks awhile ; 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that’s to morrow. 

1 am question’d by 07 fears, of what may 
chance, 

Or breed upon onr absence: That may blow 
No sneaping 5 winds at home, to make us say, 
Tin* is put forth too truly! Besides, I have 
To tire your royalty. [stay’d 

Leon. We are tougher, brother, 

Thau you can put us to*t. 

Pol. No longer stay. 

Leon. One seven-night longer. 

Pol.. Very sooth, to-morrow. 

Leon. We’ll part the time between’s then : 
and in that 
I’ll no gain-saying. 

Pol. Press me not, ’beseech you, so; 

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i’the 
world, [now. 

So soon as your’s, could win me : so it should 
W’ere there necessity in your request, although 
’Twere needful I denied it. My affairs 
Do even drug me homeward : which to hinder, 
Weie, in your love, a whip to me ; my stay, 

• Nobly supplied by substitution of embassies. • 
t Wide waste of country. 

t Affords a cordial to tbc state. \ Nipping 


To you a charge and trouble : to save both. 
Farewell, our biotlier. 

Leon. Tongue-tied, our queen? speak you. 
Her. 1 had thought, bn, io have held my 
peace, until 

You had diawu oaths from him, not to stay. 
You, Sir, 

Charge him too coldly : Tell him, you aie suit. 
All 111 Bohemia’s well, thi-> satiMaclton 
The by-gone day pioclaitn’d ; say this to bun. 
He’s beat from bis br-t waul. 

Leon. Well said, Heiu.ioue. 
lltr. To tell, he longs to see In* son, wert 
strong : 

But let him say so then, and let him go ; 

But let him sivear so, and he shall not stay. 
We’ll thwack him hence will) distaffs.— 

Yet of your royal presence [To Polixfnls.] 
I’ll adventure 

The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, i’ll give him ms commis¬ 
sion, 

To let bun there a month, behind ihe eest • 
Prefix’d for bis parting: yet, good deed,* Li 
ontes, 

I love thee not a jar + o’the clock behind 
What Judy she her lord.—You’ll stay? 

Pol . No, madam. 

Her. Nay, but you will? 

Pol. 1 inay not, verily. 

Her. Verily ! 

You put me off with limber § vows: But I, 
Though you would seek to uu^pbeie the stars 
with oaths. 

Should yet say. Sir, vo going. Verily, 

You shall not go ; a lady's verily is 
As potent as a lord’s. Will you go yet? 

Foret uie to keep you as a prisoner, 

Not like a guest ; so you shall pay your fees, 
When you depart, and save your thanks. How 
say you { [veniy, 

My prisoner? or my guest? by your duail 
One of them you shall be. 

Pol. Your guest then, madam : 

To be your prisoner, should import offending; 

W Inch is for me less easy to commit, 

Than you to punish. 

Her. Not your jailer then, 

But your kind hostess. Come, I’ll question vo.i 
Of my lord's tucks, and your’s, when you »e:e 
boys ; 

You were pretty lordings H then. 

Pol. We were, fair queen. 

Two lads, that thought there was no more be¬ 
hind. 

But such a day to-morrow as to dav. 

And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my lord the verier wag o’tlie 
two? 

Pol. We were as twiun’d lambs, that did fnsk 
l'the sun. 

And bleat the one at the other : what we chang’d. 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream’d 
That any did : Had we pm sued that life, 

And our weak spirits ne’er been higher real d 
With stronger blood, we should have answer’d 
heaven 

Boldly, Not guilty ; the imposition clear’d. 
Hereditary our's. f 
Her. By this we gather. 

You have tripp’d since. 

Pol. O my most sacred lady. 

Temptations have since then been born to u»; 
In those undedg’d days was my wife a girl; 

Your precious self had then not cross'd the eves 
Of my young playfellow. 

Her. Grace to boot I 

Of this make no conclusion ; lest you say. 

Your queen and 1 are devils : Yet, go on; 

• Gests were the namei of the stage* where the hni£ 
appoiuted ta he, during a royal progress, 
f Indeed. 1 Tim. I Fhimy. 

| A diminutive of lord*. 

T betting aatdc original no. 
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The offences we have made you do, we'll an¬ 
swer ; 

If yon first sinnM with ns, and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you slipp’d not 
With any but. with u a . 

Leon. Is he won yet? 

Her. He’ll stay, my lord. 

Leoti. At my request, he would not. 

Herinionc, my denes?. thou never spok’st 
'lo better purpose. 

Iin Never? 

Leon. Nevei, but once, 

Jler. What? have 1 twice said well? when 
was’t before ? 

I pr’ythee, tell me: Cram us with praise, and 
make us 

As fat as tame things : One good deed, dying 
tonguele*s. 

Slaughters a thousand, waiting upon that. 

Our praises are our wages : You may ride us. 
With one soil kiss, a thousand furlongs, ere 
W ith spur we heat an acre. Hut to the jail:— 

My last good was, to entreat his stay; 

Wh.it was my first? it has an elder sister, 

Oi 1 mistake you: Oh I would her name were 
Grace ! 

Tint once before I spoke to the purpose: When ? 
Nay, let me liave’t; 1 long. 

Leon. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed months had sour'd themselves to 
deafb, 

Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 

And clap tin self my love; then didst thou utter, 

1 am four's for ear. 

Her. It is Grace, indeed.— [twice : 

Why, lo you no*v, l have spoke to the purpose 
The one foi evei earn’d a royal husbaud; 

The other, for some while a friend. 

[ Ginns , her hand to Pouxenes. 
Leon . Too hot, too hot : [ Aside . 

To mingle friendship fat, is mingling bloods. t 
I have tremor earths * on me :—mv heart dances; 
But not Air jov,—nut jnv. — fins entertainment 
May a tiee f.te put on ; derive a liberty 
1 n»ni heartiness, from boui.lv, fertile bosom. 

And well become the agent; it may, I grant : 

Hu to he paddling pahns, and pinching lingers, 
A- n«»n tli*y are ; and making practis’d smiles. 

As in a looking-glass j—and then to sigh, as 

'tu ere 


Th j inort o'tlu de**r, t Oh l that is entertain¬ 
ment 

My bosom likes not, nor my brows.—Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy ? 

Mini. Av, my good lord. 

Lion. 1’fecks ? 

Why that’s my bawcock. J What, hast smutch'd 
thy nose?— 

They say, it’s a copy out of mine. Come, cap- 
taiu, 

We must be neat; not neat,but cleanly,captain : 
And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf. 

Are all call’d, near.—Still virplnalling j 

[Observing Polixbne.-* and Heruione. 
Upon his palm ?—How now, jow wanton calf I 
Art Cum my calf ? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leon. Thou waut’st a rough pash, and the 
shoots that 1 have, || 

To be fall like meyet, they 6 ay, we are 
Almost as like as eggs ; women say so, 

That will say any thing : But were they false 
As o’er-died blacks, as wind, as waters; false 
As dice are to be wish’d, by oue that fixes 
No bi urn Y twist his and mine; yet were it 
true 

To 6 ay this boy were like me.—Come, Sir page. 
Look on me with yonr uelkin** eye: Sweet 
villain I 

• Trembling of the heart. 

♦ The tune played at the death of tbt deer. 

X Hearty fello*. 

| /. t. Playing with her fingers as if on a spinnet. 

| Thou wautekt a rough bead, and the buddtug horse 
that I hare. 

Y Boundary. -• Blue. 


Most dear’st 1 my collop !—Can thy dam ?— 
may’t he ? 

Affection ! thy intention stabs the centre: 

Thou dost make posaihle, things not so held 
Communicat’st with dreams(How can this 
be ?)— 

With what’s unreal thou cnactive art. 

And fellow’st nothing : Then, ’tis very credent,* 
Tbon may’st co-joni with something ; and thoc 
dost; 

(And that beyond commission; and I find it,} 
And that to the infection of my brains, 

And hardening of my brows. 

Pol . What means Sicilia ? 

Her. He something seems unsettled. 

Pol. How, my lord ? 

What cheer? how ls’t with you, best brother? 
Her. You look, 

As if you held a brow of much distraction: 

Are you mov’d, m> lord ? 

I jeon. No, m good earnest.— 

How sometimes nature will betray its folly 
Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms ! Looking on the lines 
Of my boy’s face, methought, I did recoil 
Twenty-three years ; and saw m>»elf uubreech’d. 
In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled, 
Lest it should bite its master, and so prove, 

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous. 

How like, methought, 1 then was to this kernel. 
This quash, t this gentleman:— Mine honest 
friend, 

Will you take eggs for money ? I 
Mam. No, my lord, I’ll fight. 

Leon. Yon will? why, happy man be Lis 
dole ! 5 —My brother, 

Are you so fond of yoin young prince, as we 
Do seem to be of our’s ? 

Pol. It' at home, Sir, 

He’s all my exercise, my mirth, my mnttei: 
Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy; 
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all: 

He makes a July’s day short as Decemlier; 

And with his varying childness, cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

Jjfon. So stands this squire 
Offic’d with me: We two will walk, mv lord, 

And leave you to your graver steps.—Hennione, 
How thou lov’st us, show in our brothers wel¬ 
come ; 

Let what is dear in Sicily, be cheap: 

Next to thyself, and my young rover, he s 
Appaient || to my heart. 

Her. Il‘ you would seek us. 

We aie your’s l’llie garden : Shall’s attend you 
there ? 

Leon. To jour own bents dispose you : jou’II 
be found, 

Be you beneath the sky 1 am angling now 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 

Go lo, go to 1 

[Aside. Observing Polixknes and Her- 

UIONE. 

How she bolds up the neb, IF the bill to him ! 
And arms her with the boldness of a wife 
To her allowing •• husband ! Gone already ; 
Inch-thick, knee-deep ; o’er head and cars a 
fork’d one. ft- 

[Exeunt Polixenes, Hermione, and 
Attendants. 

Go, play, boy, play;—thy mother plays, and I 
Play too; but so disgrac’d a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my giave; contempt and cla¬ 
mour 

Will be my knell.—Go, play, boy, playThere 
have been. 

Or I am much deceiv’d, cuckolds ere now; 

And many a man there is, even at this present. 
Now, while I speak this, holds bis wife by the 
arm, 


• Credible. _ 4 Teacod. t Will you be cajoled. 

§ May bin there of life be a happy one. 

1 Heir apparent, next claimant. Y Mouth. 

••Approving. f t A horned one. 
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That little tbluks she has been slue’ll in bis ab¬ 
sence. 

And his pood fish'd by bis next neighbour, by 
Sir Smile, his neighbour; nay, there’s cuiniort 
w't, [open’d, 

Whiles other men have gates; and those gates 
As mine, against their will: Should ail despair. 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would bang themselves. Physic for’t taere Is 
none; 

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 
Where ’tis predominant; and ’tis powerful, think 
it, [eluded, 

From east, west, north, and south : Be it con- 
No barricado for a belly ; know it; 

It will let in and out the enemy. 

With bag and baggage: many a thousand of us 
Have the disease, and fcel't not.—How now, 
boy ? 

Mam. I am like yon, they say. 

Leon. Why that’s some com tort.— 

What \ Camillo there ? 

Cam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leon. Go play, Mamillius ; thou'rt an honest 
man.— [Exit Mamillils. 

Camillo, this great Sir will yet stay louver. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor 
bold ; 

When you cast ont, it still came home. 

Leon. Didst note it f 

Cum. He would not stay at your petitions ; 
His basiness more material. [made 

Leon . Didst perceive it T— 

They’re here with me already; whispering, 
rounding, * 

Sicilia tr a so-forth .• ’Tis far gone. 

When I shall gustt it last.—How came’t, Camillo, 
That be did stay ? 

Cam. At the good queen’s entreaty. 

Leon. At the queen’s, be’t: good, should be 
pertinent; 

But so it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any understanding pate but thiue f 
For thy conceit is soaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks:—Not noted, is’t. 
But of the finer natures f by some several*. 

Of bead-piece extraordinary f lower messes, \ 
Perchance, are to this business purhliud: say. 
Cam. Business, my lord T 1 think, most un¬ 
derstand 

Bohemia stays here longer. 

Leon. Hal 

Cam, Stays here louger. 

Leon. Ay, bnt why ?~ 

Cam . To satisfy your highness, and the en¬ 
treaties 

Of our most gracious mistress. 

Leon. Satisfy 

The entreaties of your mistress t-satisfy t— 

Let that suffice. I have trusted tbee, Camillo, 
With ail the nearest things to my heart, as well 
My chamber-councils: wherein, priest-Uke, tbou 
Hast cleans’d my bosom ; I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform’d : but we have been 
Deceiv’d in tby integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which seems so. 

Cam. Be it forbid, iny lord I 
Leon. To bide upon’tThou art not honest: 
or, 

If thou inclin’st that way, tbon art a coward; 
Which boxes $ bouesty behiud, restraining 
From course requir’d: Or else thou must be 
counted 

A servant, grafted in my serious trust, 

And therein negligent; or else a fool, 

That seest a game play’d home, the rieh Make 
drawn. 

And tak’st it all for jest. 

Cam. My gracious lord, 

I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful; 
in every one of these no man is free, 

But that nts negligence, bis folly, fear, 

• To round in the ur«i> to tall secrolly. 
i Tnuc. 1 Inferiors ta rank. 

§ To bos U to hamstring. 


Amongst the infinite doings of the world. 
Sometime puts loitii: In your allairs, my lord, 
If ever 1 were wilful-negligent, 

It was my folly ; if industriously 
I play’d the foul, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end ; if evet fearful 
To do a thing, where X Die issue doubled. 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Against the non performance, 'twas a fear 
Which oit affects the wisest: these, my lord ; 
Are such allow’d infirmities, that bouesty 
Is never free of. But, ’beseech your grace. 

Be plainer with me ; let uie know my trespass 
By its own visage: if 1 then deny it, 

’Us none of mine. 

Leon. Have not you seen, Camillo, 

(But that’s past doubt: you have ; or your eye¬ 
glass 

Is thicker than a cuckold's horn :) or heard, 
(For, to a vision so appaient, rumour 
Cannot be mute,) or thought, (for cogitation 
Resides not in that man, that does not think it,) 
My wife is slippery f If thou will confess, 

(Or else be impudently negative. 

To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought,) then 
say, 

My wife’s a hobby-horse : deserves a name 
As rank as any flax-weneb, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight: say it, and justify it. 

Cam. I would not be a stander-by, to hear 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken : ’Shrew my heart 
You never spoke what did become you less 
Than this ; which to reiterate, were siu 
As deep as that, though true. 

Leon . Is whispering nothing t 
Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting noses! 
Kissing with inside lip? stoppiug the career 
Of laughter with a sigh ? (a note lulallihle 
Of breaking honesty :) horsing foot on f«»ot T 
Skulking in corners ? wishing clocks moie swift? 
Hours, minutes? noon, imdui&bl? and all eyes 
blind 

With the pin and web, * but tbeir’s, tbcir’s ouly, 
That would unseen be wicked ? Is this nothing ? 
Why, then the world, and all that’s in’t, is no¬ 
thing ; 

The covering sky is nothing: Bohemia nothing; 
My wife is uotbutg ; nor nothing have these no¬ 
things 

if this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my lord, be cur’d 
Of this diseas'd opinion, and betimes; 

For ’Us most dangerous. 

Leon. Say, it be ; ’tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my lord. 

Leon. It is ; you lie, you lie : 

I say tbou Rest, Camillo, and I hate thee : 
Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave ; 
Or else a hovering temporizer, that 
Canst with tbiue eyes at once see good and evil. 
Inclining to them both: Were my wife’* liver 
Infected as her life, she would not live 
Tbe running of oue glass, t 
Cam. Wbo does infect ber ? 

Leon.- Why he, that wears ber like her medal, 
banging 

About his neck, Bohemia: Who—if I 
Had servants trne about me : that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits. 

Their own particular thrifts,—they would do 
that 

Which should undo more doing: Ay, and thoo, 
HU cup-bearer,—whom 1 from meaner form 
Have beuch'd, and rear'd to worship; who 
may's! see [heaven. 

Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth see* 
How 1 am galled,—might'* bespice a cup, 

To give mine ebemy a lasting wink ; 

Which diaught to uie were cordial 
Cam . Sir, my loid, , „ „ 

I could do this; and that with no Tasbt potion, 

• Dbofdenef lb* _ * Howr-glu* 

t msty. 
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Scene IT. 

Hut wall a ling’ring dram, that should not work 
Malu.ioii.sl> * like poison : but 1 cannot 
Believe llm cr.uk to he in iny dread unstress 
So sovereignly being honourable, 

1 have lov’d I bee,- 

Leon . Make't thy question, and go rot I 
Dost think 1 am so muddy, so unsettled, 

To appoint myself in this vexatiouf sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets, 

Which to preserve, is sleep; which being 
spotted, 

Is goads, thoius, nettles, tails of wasps f 
Give scandal to the blood o’llie prince my son, 
Who, I do think is miue, and love a6 mine; 
Without ripe moving to’ll Would 1 do this I 
Could man so blench : t 
Cam. I must believe you, Sir; 

I do; and will fetch oil' Bohemia for’t: 

Provided, that when he’s remov'd,your highness 
Will take again jour queen, as join’s at first; 
Even lor jour sou’s sake ; and, thereby, for 
sealing 

The injury ot tongues, in courts and kiugdoms 
Knowii .tiid allied to your’s. 

Lson. Thou dost advise me. 

Even so as I mine own course have set down : 
I’ll give no blemish to her honour, none. 

Cam. My lord. 

Go then : and with a countenance ns clear 
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bo¬ 
hemia, 

And with jour queen : I am his cupbearer ; 

If from me he have wholesome beverage, 
Account me not jour servant. 

Leon. This is ail : 

Do’i, and thou nasi one half of my heart; 

Do’t not, thou split’st thine own. 

Cum. Til do’t, my lord. 

Leon. I will seem friendly, as thou hast ad¬ 
vis’d me. [£uf. 

Cam. o misciable lady I—-But, for me, 

What case stand I m T I must he the poisoner 
Of good Polivenes: and my ground to do’t 
Is the obedience to a master ; one, 

Who, in rebellion with himself, will have 
All that are his, so too.—To do this deed. 
Promotion follows: If I could find example 
Of thousands, that had struck anointed kings. 
And nourish’d after, I’d not do’t : but since 
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parcbineui, bears not 
one, 

Let villany itself forswear*!. I must 
Forsake the court: to do’t, or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy star, reigu now I 
Here comes Bohemia. 

Enter Pou semis. 

Pol. This is strange I methinks. 

My favour here begins to warp. Not speak T— 
Good-day, Cainillo. 

('am. Hail, most royal Sir! 

Pol. What Is the news i*lhe court f 
Cum. None rare, my lord. 

Pol . The king hath on him such a counte¬ 
nance, 

A6 he had lost some province, and a region, 
Lov’d as he loves himself; even now 1 met him 
With customary compliment; when he, 

Wafting Ins eyes to the contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds from me; and 
So leaves me, to consider what is breediug, 

That changes thus his manners. 

Cam. 1 dare not know*, iny lord. 

Pol. How I dare not T do not. Do you know, 
and dare not 

Be intelligent to me I 'Tis thereabouts ; 

For, to yourself, what yon do know, you must; 
And cannot say, >ou dare not. Good Cnuiillo, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror. 
Which shows me mine chang'd to : for I must be 
A party in t|iis alteration, finding 
Myself thus alter’d with it. 

• Malirtoutly, with effort* openly hurtful. 

4 J.e. Clivid tnjr niau M cun on from propriety ? 


Cam. There is a sickness 
Which puis borne of us m distemper; but 
I cannot name the disease; aud it is caught 
Of you that jet are well. 

Pol. How ! caught ot me ? 

Make me not sighted like the basilisk: 

1 have look’d on thousands, who have sped the 
heller 

By my regard, blit kill’d none so. Cainillo,- 

As you are certainly a gentleman ; thereto 
Clerk-like, experienc’d, which no less adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents’ noble names, 
lu whose success* we are gentle,t—i beseech 
>ou, 

If you know aught which does behove my kuow- 
ledge 

Thereof to be inform'd, imprisou it not 
Iu ignorant concealment. 

Cam . I may not answer. 

Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I 
well l 

I must he answer’d.—Dost thou hear, Cainillo, 

I conjure thee, by all the parts of man. 

Which honour does acknowledge,—whereof Uie 
least 

Is not this suit of mine,—that thou declaie 
What mudeiicy thou dost guess of liaim 
Is deeping toward me ; how far ofi, how near; 
Which way to he prevented, if to he; 

If not, how best to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I’ll tell you ; 

Since I am charg’d in honour, aud by him 
That I think honourable ; Tbeieioie mark my 
counsel; 

Which must he even as swiftly follow’d as 
1 mean to utter it; or both yourself and me 
Ciy, lost, and so good-night. 

Pol. Oil, good Cainillo. 

Cam. I alii appointed Him to murder you.* 
Pol. By whom, Cainillo ! 

Cam. By the king. 

Pol. For what ? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he 
swears, 

As be had seeu’t, or been an instrument 
To vice? you to’t,—that you have touch’d hit 
queen 

Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh I then my best blood turn 
To an infected jelly ; and my name 
Be yok’d with his, that did betray the best! 

Turn tlieu my freshest reputation to 
A savour, that may stnke the dullest nostril 
Where I arrive ; aud my appioach he shunu’d, 
Nay, bated too, worse than the greal’st infection 
'that e’er was heard, or read 1 
Cam. Swear Ins thought over 
By each pat ticular star in heaven, and 
By all theii influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea lor to obey the moon, 

As or, hy oath, remove, or counsel, shake 
The fabric of Ins folly; whose foundation 
Is pil’d upon his faith, || aud will continue 
The standing of his body. 

Pol. How should this grow T 
Cam. I know not: hut, 1 am sure, ’(is safer to 
Avoid what’s grown, than question how *ns 
born. 

If therefore you dare trust my honesty,— 

That lies iuclnsed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn’d,—away to-night. 

Your followers 1 will whisper to the business; 
And will, hy twos and threes, at seveial pos¬ 
terns. 

Clear them o’tbe city : For myself, I’ll put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 
By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain ; 

For, by the honour of my parents, I 

Have utter'd noth ; which if you seek to prove. 

I dare not stand hy; nor shall you be safer 


* For succession. 

t Gentle opposed to simple i well born. 

I. e. I am the person appointed Ac 
Draw. U belt led belief. 
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Than one condemn'd by the king's own mouth, 
thereon 

His e\eeutiou sworn. 

Pol . I do believe thee: 

I saw his heart in his face. Give me thy hand; 

Be pilot to me, and thy places shall 

Still neighbour mine ; My ships are ready, and 

Mj people did expect my lienee departure 

Two days ago.—This jealousy 

Is for a precious creature: as she’s rare. 

Must it be great; and, as his person’s mighty. 
Must it be violent; and as he does conceive 
He is dishonour’d by a man which ever 
Profess’d to hnn, why, his revenges must 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o’ershades 
me : 

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but no¬ 
thing 

Of his ill-ta’en suspicion ! Come, Camillo ; 

I will respect thee as a father, if 

Thou bear’st my life off hence : Let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of all the posterns : Please yonr high¬ 
ness 

To take the urgent hour: come. Sir, away. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE /.—The same. 

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies. 

Jhr. Take the boy to you: be so (roubles me, 
*T.3 past euduitng. 

1 Ladu. Come, inv gracious lord. 

Shall I be jour plavfellow? 

1Ja:n. No, I’ll none of von. 

1 Lady. Why, mv sweet lord ? 

Mam. You’ll kiss me hard; and speak to me 
as if 

I were a baby still.—I love you better. 

2 Lady. And why so, my good lord f 
Mam. Sot for because 

Your brows are blacker; vet black brows, they 
say. 

Become some women best; so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a sum circle. 

Or half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 

Mam. I learn’d it out of women's faces.— 
Pray now 

What colour are your eye-brons? 

1 Lady, blue, my lord. 

Mam. Nay, that’s a mock: I have seen a 
lady's nose 

That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 

2 Lady. Hark ye : 

The queen, your mother, rounds apace ; we shall 
Present our services to a fine new prince. 

One of these days; and then you’d wanton with 
If we would have you. [us, 

1 Lady. She is spread of late 
Into a goodly bulk: Good time encounter her! 
Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come, 
Sir, now 

am for you again: Pray you, sit by us, 

And tel I'd a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or sad, shall't be ? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A sad tale’s best for winter: 

I have one of sprites and goblins. 

Her. Let’s have that. Sir. 

Come on, sit down Come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites: you’re powerful 
at it. 

Mam. There was a man,- 

Her. Nay, come, sit down ; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard I will tell it 
softly; 

Ton crickets shall not bear it. 

Her. Come on tbtn. 

And give’t me in mine eat* 


Act IL 

Enter Leontks, AvriooNt’S, Lords, and 

others. 

Leon. Was he met there? Jus tram? Camillo 
with him ? 

1 Lord. Behind the tuft of pines 1 met them ; 
never 

Saw I men sconr so on their way : I cj’d them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon. How bles>s’d am I 
In ray just censure I in my true opinion !— 
Alack, for lesser knowledge ! • How accurs’d. 

In being so blest!—There may be in the cup 
A spider 1 steep’d, and one nuy dunk ; depart. 
And yet paitake no venom ; lor ins knowledge 
Is not infected : but it one present 
The abboir’d ingredient to bis eye, make known 
How he bath drank, he cracks bis goige, bis 
tides, 

With violent hefts: i—1 have drank, and seen 
the spider. 

Camillo was bis help m this, his pander :— 
There is a plot against my luc, my crown ; 

All’s true that is nnMilisted :—that false villain. 
Whom I employ’d, was pre-employM by him : 

He has discover’d my disign, and I 
Remain a pinch’d thing ; $ yea, a very trick 
For them to play at willHow came ihc posterns 
So easily open 1 

1 Lord. By his great authority ; 

Which of ten bath no less pi evad’d than so, 

On your command. 

Leoti. I know’t too well.- 

Give me the boy ; 1 am glad you did not nurse 
him : 

Though he does bear some sigus of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in bim. 

Her. What is this? sport ? 

Leon. Bear the hoy hence, lie shall not come 
about hei ; 

Away mtli him and let her spoil herself 
With that she’s big with ; for 'lis PolixeneH 
Has made thee swell thus. 

Her . But I’d say, he had not, 

And, I’ll be sworn, you would believe my saji.ig. 
Howe’er you lean to the nay ward. 

Leon. Yon, mv lords— 

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 

To sav, she a.t a goodly lady, and 

'I he justice of your hearts will thereto add, 

’T/s pity, she’s not honest, honourable ; 

Praise hei but for this her withoiil-door form, 
(Which, 011 my faith, deserves high speech,) and 
straight 

The shrug, the hum, or ha ; these pretty brands. 
That calumny doth use:—Oh! I am out, 

That mercy does ; for calumny will seal || 

\ irtue itself ‘.—these shrugs, these hums, and 
ha’s, 

When you have said she’s goodly, come between. 
Ere you can say she’s honest: but be it known, 
1 -rom him that has most cause to gueve it 
should be. 

She’s an adultress. 

Her. Should a villain say so, 

The most replenish'd villain in the world, 

He were as much moie villain : you, my lord. 
Do but mistake. 

Leon. You have mistook, my lady, 

Polixenes for Leoutes : O thou thing. 

Which I’ll not call a creature of (by place, 

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent. 

Should a like language u»e to all degiees, 

And mannerly distinguishment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar!—I bave said. 
She’s an adultress; I have said with whom 
More, she’s a traitor; and Cauntlo is 
A federary with her; and one tlmt knows 
Wbat she would shame to know herself, 

But with her most vile principal that she’s 
A bed-swerver, even as bad as those 

• Oh ! that my knowledge were le»». 

V Spiders were eateamed poiaonnn* in our auttao? ■ 
time. t Heaving*. 

t A thine pinched out of clout*, e puppet. 

| Brand ee tufemou*. 
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Scene 1. 

That vnlgais give bold titles ; ay, and pnvy 
To this their late escape. 

Her. No, by my lite. 

Privy to none of this : How will tins erieve >nn. 
When >on shall come to cleaici knowledge, that 
Yon thus have publish'd me ? Gentle my lord. 
You scarce can light me throughly then, to say 
You did mistake. 

Leon . No, no ; if i mistake 
In tho^e foundations which 1 build upon, 

I he centre is not big euoiiL’li to bear 
A school-hot's top.—Away with her to prison : 
lie, who shall speak fur her, is afar otf guilty,* 
but that he speaks, t 
Her. Tlieie’s some ill planet reigns : 

1 must be patient, till the heavens look 

With an aspect more favourable.—Good my lords, 

1 am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly ;ue ; the want of winch vain dew, 
l'eichance, shall dry your pities : but I have 
That honourable grief lodg’d here, which burns 
Worse than tears drown : 'Beseech you all, my 
lords. 

With thoughts 60 qualified as your charities 
Shall best instinct you, measure me :—and so 
The king's will be perlonn'd ! 

Lvov. Shall I be heard ? [To the Guards. 
Jlir. Who »s’t, that goes with met—'Beseech 
your highness, 

Mv women may be with me ; for, you sec. 

My plight requires it. Do not weep, good tools ; 
'iiieie is no cause: when you shall know youi 
mistress 

Has deserv’d prison, then abound in teais. 

As I come out : this action, I now go on. 

Is lor mv better grace.—Adieu, my lord : 

1 never wish'd to see you soiry ; now, 

I trust, I shall.-My women, come ; you have 

leave. 

Leon. Go, do our bidding; lienee. 

[ h'vctint Queen and Ladies. 
1 Lord. 'Beseech your highness, call the queen 
again. 

Avt. Be certain what you do. Sir; lest your 
justice 

Piovc violence ; in the which three great oues 
softer, 

A ourself, youi queen, your son. 

1 Lot d Foi her, my lord,— 

I d.ue my life lay down, and will do’t, Sir, 
Phase you to accept it, that the queen is spot¬ 
less 

I’tno eyes of heaven, and to you; I mean. 

Hi this which you accuse her. 

Ant. It it prove 

She’s otherwise, I’ll keep my stablest where 
I lodge my wife; I’ll go in couples with her ; 
Than when 1 feel, and see her, no further trust 
Tor every inch of woman in the world, [her ; 
Ay, every dram of woman’s flesh, is false. 

It she be. 

Leon. Hold your peaces. 

1 Lord. Good my lord,— 

Ant. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves : 
You are abus’d, and by some putter-ou, $ 

That will be damn’d for’t; ’would 1 knew the 
villain, 

I would land-damn him : Be she bonour-flaw’d,— 
1 have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven ; 

• The second, and’the third, nine, and some five ; 
If this prove true, they’ll pay for’t: by miue 
honour. 

I’ll geld them all; fourteen they shall not see. 
To bring false generations: they are co-heirs ^ 
And i nad rather glib myself, than they 
Should not produce fair issue. 

Leon. Cease ; no more. 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man’s nose: 1 see’t, and feel’t. 

As you feel doing thus; aud see withal 
The instruments that feel. 

• Remotely guilty- 

t la merely soeakiug. X Take my station. 

) Instigator. 


Ant. If it be so. 

We need no grave to bury honesty; 

Thcie’s not a gram of it,’the lace to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy eaith. 

Leon. What 1 lack I credit ? 

1 Lord. I had rather you did lack, than I my 
lord, [nie 

Upon this ground : and more it would content 
To have her honour true, than your suspiciun ; 

Be blam’d for’t how you might. 

Leon. Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful instigation 1 Our preiogative 
Calls not your cuunstls : but our natural good¬ 
ness 

Imparts this: which,—if you (or stupified, 

Oi seeming so in skill,) cannot, or will not. 

Relish as truth, like us ; inform yourselves. 

We need no more of your advice : the matter, 

Tne loss, the gam, the ordering ou't, is all 
Propel I) our's. 

Ant. And I wish, my liege, 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it, 
Without more overture. 

Leon. How could Unit be ! 

Eitliei thou ait most ignorant by 3»e, 

Oi thou wort born a fool. CamiUo’s flight. 

Added to their famihanty, 

(Which was as gross as ever touch’d conjecture. 
That lack’d sight only, nought for appiobatioii, * 
But only seeing, all other circumstances 
Made up to the deed,) doth push on this pro¬ 
ceeding : 

Yet, for a greater confirmation, 

(For, in an act of this importance, ’twere 
Most piteous to be wild, i have despatch’d in 
post. 

To sacied Delphos, to Apollo’s temple, 
Cleomciies ami Dion, whom you know' 

Of stuff’d sufficiency : t Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all; whose spmtual counsel had, 
Shall stop, or spur ine. Have I done well i 
1 Lord. Well done, my lord. 

Leon. Though ! am satisfied, and need no 
more 

Thau what I know, yet shall the oracle 
Gne rest to the minds of others ; such as he 
\Miose ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to the tiuth: So have we thought it 
good, 

From our free person she should be confin’d; 
Lest that the treacheiy of the two, tied hence. 

Be left her to perform. Come, follow us ; 

We are to speak in public: for this business 
V. ill raise us all. 

Ant. [A.s*rff.] To laughter, as I take it. 

If the good truth were known. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—The same.—The outer Room oj 

a Prison. 

Enter Paulina and Attendants. 

Paul. The keeper of the prison,—call to him; 

[Exit an Attendant. 
Let him have knowledge who I am.—Good 
lady ! 

No court m Europe is too good for thee, 

What dost thou then m prison ?—Now, good 
Sir, 

Re-enter Attendant , with the Keeper. 

You know me, do you not? 

Keep. For a worthy lady. 

And one whom much I honour. 

Paul . Pray you, then. 

Conduct me to the queen. 

Keep. I may not, madam; to the contrary 
I have express commandment. 

Paul. Here’s ado, 

To lock up honesty and honour from 

The access of gentle visitors 1 -Is it lawful. 

Pray you, to see her women 1 any of them ? 
Emilia 1 

* Proof. t Of abilities more than eufticient. 



m 

Keep . So please you, madam, to put 
Apart these jour attendants, I shall bring 
Emilia turtli. 

Paul. 1 pray now, call her. 

Withdraw yourselves. [Exeunt Attend. 

Keep. And, madam, 

I must be present at your conference. 

Paul. Well, be it so, pr'jthee. 

[Frit Keefer. 

Here’s such ado to make no sum a stain. 

As passes colouring. 

Re-enter Keeper, uith Emilia. 

Dear gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady ! 
Emil. As well as one so great, and so for* 
lorn. 

May hold together: On her frights, and griefs, 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,) 
She is, something before her time, delivei’d. 
Paul . A boy t 

Emil. A daughter; and a goodly babe. 

Lusty, and like to live : the queeu receives 
Much comfort in’t: says, Aly poor prisoner , 

I am innocent as you. 

Paul. 1 dare be sworn.— 

These dangerous unsafe luues * o’tbe king ! he- 
shrew them ! 

He must be told ou’t, and he shall: the office 
Becomes a woman best; I’ll take’t upon me: 

If 1 prove boney-moulb’d, let my tongue blister ; 
And utter to my red-look’d auger be 
The trumpet any more Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend ray beat obedience to the queeu ; 

If she dares trust me witn her little babe, 

I’ll sbow't the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to tli* loudest • We do not know 
How he may soften at the sight o’the child ; 

The silence olteii of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 

Emil. Most worthy madam, 

Your honour, and your goodness, Is so evident, 
That your free unnei taking cannot miss 
A thriving issue; there is no lady living, 

So meet for this great errand ; Please your lady¬ 
ship 

To visit the next room, I’ll presently 
Acquaiut the queen of your most noble ofTer; 
Who, but to-day, hammer’d of this design ; 

But durst not tempt a minister of honour. 

Lest she should be denied 
Paul. Tell her, Emilia, 

I’ll use that tongue I Irave : if wit flow from it. 
As boldness from my bosom, let it not be doubt- 
1 shall do good. [ed 

Emil. Now be you bless’d for it 1 
I’ll to the queen: Please you, come something 
nearer. 

Keep. Madam, if’t please the queen to send 
the babe, 

I know not what I shall incur, to pass it. 

Having uo warrant. 

Paul. You need not fear it, Sir: 

The child was prisoner to the womb ; and is, 

By law and process of great nature, thence 
Freed and enfranchis'd : uot a party to 
The auger of the king; nor guilty of. 

If any be, the trespass of the queen. 

Keep. I do believe it. 

Paul. Do not you fear: upon 
Mine honour, 1 will stand ’twixt you and danger. 

• [Exeunt. 

SCENE UJ.—The same.—A Room in the 
Palace . 

Enter Lro.ntss, Antioonus, Lords, and other 
Aitrndants. 

Leon. Nor night, nor day, uo rest: It Is but 
weakness 

To bear the matter thus: mere weakness, If 
The cause were not id being;—part o’the 
cause. 

She, the adultressfor the harlot king 


Act II. 

Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
And level * of my hiaio, plot-proof, but she 
| can hook to me : Say, that she wnc guile. 
Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest 

Might coine to me again.-Who’s there T 

1 Atten My lord ? [Advancing 

Leon. How does the boy ? 

1 Attend. He took good rest to-nighl, 

’Tts hop’d, his sickuess is discharg’d. 

Leon . To see. 

His nobleness 1 

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother, 

He straight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply ; 
Fasten’d and fix'd the shame on’l hi himself; 
Threw off his spit it, Ins appetite, bis sleep. 

And downright languish’d.—Leave uie solely : ♦ 
—f°. 

See how be fares. [Exit Attend.]— Fie, fie ! iio 
thought of him ;— 

The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me : in himself too mighty ; 

And in bis parties, his alliance,—Let him be, 
Until a time may serve : for present vengeance. 
Take it ou her. Camillo and Polixeucs 
Laugh at me ; make their pastime at my sorrow : 
They should uot laugh, if 1 could re jcIi them ; 
nor 

Shall she, within my power. 

Enter Pa u lima, tvith a Child. 

1 Lord. You must not enter. 

Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second 
to me : 

Fear you this tyrannous passion more, alas! 

Than the queen’s life? a giacious luuoceut soul; 
More free, than he is jealous. 

Ant. That’* enough. 

1 Atten. Madam, he hath not slept to-night; 
commanded 

None should come at him. 

Paul . Not so hot, good Sir; 

I come to bring him sleep. Tis such as you,— 
That creep like shadows hy him, and do sigh 
At each his needless heaving*,—such ai* you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking : 1 
Do come with words as nied’cmai as true ; 
Honest, as either: to purge him of that humour. 
That presses him from sleep. 

Leon. What noise there, ho? 

Paul. No noise, my lord ; but needful con¬ 
ference, 

About tome gossips for your highness. 

Leon. How 1- 

Away with that audacious lady : Antigonus, 

I charg'd thee that she should uot come about uie ; 

I knew she would. 

Ant. I told ber so, my lord, 

On your displeasure’s peril, and on mine, 

She should not visit you. 

Leon. What, canst not rule her? 

Paul. From all dishonesty, he can : In this, 
(Unless he take the course that you have done. 
Commit me, for committing lionoui,) trust it, 

He shall not rule me. 

Ant. I A) you now ; you hear I 
When she will take the rein, I let her run ; 

But she’ll not 6tunible. 

Paul. Good my liege, I come,— 

And, I beseech you, hear me, who profess 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician. 

Your moil obedient counsellor ; yet that dare 
Less appear so, in comforting your evils, J 
Than such as most seems your’s I say, I come 
From your gWd queen. 

Leon. Good queen t 

Paul. Good queen, my lord, good queen: I 
say, good queeu; 

And would by combat make ber good, so were I 
A man, the worst $ about you. 

Leon. Force her hence. 

Paul. Let him, that makes but trifles of bis 
eyes. 
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First hand me : on mine own accord. I’ll off ; 
But, llrsl. I'll do uiy errand.—-The good queen 
For she is good, hath brought you forth a 
daughter; 

Here ’tis; commends it to your blessing. 

[Laying down the Child. 

Leon. Out! 

A mankind * witch ! Hence with her, out o’ 
A most inielligtncmg band 1 [door : 

Paul. Not so : 

I am as ignorant in that, as you 
In so entitling dip : and no less honest 
Than you are mad ; which is enough. Til war¬ 
rant. 

As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Leon. Traitors ! 

Will you not push her out? Give ter the bas- 
taid 

Thou, dotard, [To Antigonus.] thou art woman- 
tir'd, t unroosted 

By thy dame Panlet here,—take up the bastard ; 
Take’t up, I say ; give’t to thy crone. J 
Paul. For ever 

Unvencrahle he thy hands, if thou 

Ts'k’st up the princess, by that foiced$ baseness 

Winch he has put upoii't ? 

Leon. He dreads his wife. 

Paul, So, I would, you did; then, ’twere past 
all doubt. 

You’d call your children your’s. 

Leon. A nest of traitors ! 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 

Paul. Nor I ; nor any, 

But one, that’s heie ; and that’s himself: for he 
The snued honour of himself, his queen’s. 

His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander 
Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s; and 
will not 

(For, as the case now stands, it is a enrse 
He cannot be compelt’d to’t,) once remove 
The rout of his opinion, which is rotten. 

As e\er oak, or stone, was sound. 

Leon. A callal, H 

Of boundless tongue; who late hath beat her 
husband. 

And now baits me 1—This hiat is none of mine; 
it is the issue of Polixpnes : 

Hence with it; and, together with the dam. 
Commit them to the lire. 

Paul. It is youi’s ; 

And, might we lay the old proverb to your 
charee, 

So like you, ’tis the worse.—Behold, my lords. 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father: eye, nose, lip. 

The trick of bis frown, his forehead; nay, the 
valley, [smiles; 

The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek : Ins 
The very mould and frame ot hand, nail, finger 
And thou, good goddess nature which hast 
made it 

So like to him that got it, if thou hast 
The ordering of the mind too, ’mongst all 
colours 

No yellow V in’t; lest she suspect, as he does. 
Her children not her husband’s I 
Leon. A gross hag !— 

And, lozel,** thou art worthy to be hang’d, 

Tiiat wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant. Hang all the husbands, 

That canuot do that feat, you’ll leave yourself 
Hardly one subject. 

Leon. Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon. I’ll have tliee burn’d. 

Paul. I care not: 

It is a heretic that makes the Are, • 

Not she, which burns in’t. I’ll not call you 
tyrant; 


t 


S 


t 


* Masculine. t Hen-pecked. 

Worn-out old women. 

Forced ia false » uttered with violence to truth. 
I TruU. U The colour of jeslousj, 

•• Worthies# fellow. 


But this most cruel usage of your queen 
(Not able to produce more accusation 
Than your own weak-hing’d fancy,) something 
savours 

Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you. 

Yea, scandalous to the world. 

Leon. Ou your allegiance, 

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a ty¬ 
rant. 

Where were her life? she durst not call me so. 

If she did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you, do not push me ; i’ll be 
gone. 

Look to your babe, my lord ; ’tis youi’s : Jove 
send her 

A better guiding spirit!—What need these 
bands ?— 

You, that are thus so tender o’er his follies, 

Will never do him good, not one ot you. 

So, so Farewell ; we are gone. [Eu.it, 

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wile to 
this.— 

My child ? away with’t 1—even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o'er it, take it hence. 

And see it instantly cousumM with fire ; 

Even thou, and none hut thou. Take it up 
straight: 

Within thi* hour briug me word *tis done, 

(And by good testimony,) or I’ll seize I by life. 
With what thou else cali’st thiue: It thou ic- 
fusc. 

And wi!t encounter with my wrath, say so; 

The bastard’s brains with these my proper 
hands 

Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire; 

Foi thou 6ett*6l on thy wife. 

Ant. I did not, Su : 

These lords, mv noble fellows, if they please. 
Can clear me in’t. 

1 Lord. We can ; my royal liege, 

He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leon. You are liars all. 

1 Lord. ’Beseech your highness, give us bet¬ 
ter credit: 

We have always truly serv’d you ; and besiccfi 
So to esteem of us : And on cur knees we be", 
(As recompense of our dear servicts, 

Past, and to come,) that you do change this 
purpose; 

Which, being 60 horrible, so bloody, must 
Lead on to some foul issue: We all kneel. 

Leon. I am a feather for each wind that 
blows 

Shall I live on, to see this bastard kneel 
And call me father l Better burn it now, 

'Ilian curse it then. But, be it; let it live : 

It shall not neither. You,-Sir, come you 
hither; [7'o Anticokcs. 

You that have been so tenderly officious 
With lady Margery, your midwife, there, 

To save this bastnid’s life—for ’tis a bastard. 

So such as this beard’s grey,—what will you 
adventure 

To save this brat's life f 
Ant. Any thing, my lord. 

That my ability may undeigo, 

And nobleness impose: at least, thus much ; 

I’ll pawn the little blood which 1 have left. 

To save the innocent: any thing possible. 

Leon. It shall be possible : Swear by this 
sword • 

Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my lord. 

Leon . Mark, and perform it; (seest thou?) 
for the fail 

Of any paint in’t shall not only be 
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu’d wife; 
Whom, for this time, we pardon. We enjoin 
tliee. 

As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry 
This female bastaid hence ; and that thou bear 
it 


• , Tt T 8 .* V ,ricntl r • practice to swear by the rmt 
at the hilt of the sword. 3 
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To some remote and desert place, quite out 
Of our dominions; and that there thou leave it. 
Without more meicy, to its own protection, 

And fa\oiir of the climate. As by strange for¬ 
tune 

It came to us, 1 do in justice charge thre,— 

On tbv soul's peril, and thy body's torture,— 
That thou commend it strangely to some place,* 
W here cbauce may nurse, or end it: Take it 
up. 

Ant. 1 swear to do this, though a present 
death 

Had beeu moie merciful.—Come ou, poor babe: 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and 
ra\ens, 

To he tb> muses! Wolves, and bears, they say, 
Caslni!! their savageness aside, have doue 
Like offices of pity.—Sir, be prosperous 
lu more rhau this deed doth require I and bless¬ 
ing. 

Against this cruelty, light on thy side. 

Pool thing, condemn'd to loss ' 

[Exit, uit/i the Child. 
Leon. No, i’ll not rear 
Another’s issue. 

1 Atten. Please your highness, posts, 

From those you sent to the oiactc, aie come 
An hour since: Cleomenes and Dion, 

Being well arriv’d from Ddphos, are both 
landed 

Hasting to the court. 

1 Lord. So please you, Sir, their speed 
Hath been beyond account. 

Leon. Twenty-tinee days 
They have been absent: Tis good speed ; foretels, 
The pieat Apollo suddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you lords ; 
Summon a session, that we may arraign 
Our most disloyal lady : for, as she hath 
Been publicly accus’d, so shall she have 
A just and open t;i«n. While she lives, 

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me ; 
And think upon my biddiug. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

SCESE I.—The same.—A Street in some 

Toun. 

Enter Cleomenes and Dion. 

Cleo. The climate’s delicate; the air most 
sweet; 

Fertile the isle ; the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

Dion. I shall report. 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits, 
(Metlnnks, 1 so should term them,) and the 
reverence 

Of the grave wearers. Oh ! the sacrifice ! 

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was l'the offering ! 

Clio. But, of all, the burst 
And the ear-deafening voice o’the oracle, 

Km to Jove’s thunder, so surpris’d my sense. 
That I was nothing. 

Dion. If the event o’lbe journey, 

Prove as successful to the queen,—Oh I be’t 
60 !— 

As it hath been to us, rare, pleasant, speedy, 
The time is worth the use on’t. t 
Cleo. Great Apollo, . 

Turn all to the best! These proclamations. 

So forcing faults upon Hermione, 

I little like. 

Dion. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end, the business: When the 
oracle, 

(Thus by Apollo’s great divine seal'd up,) 

Shall the contents discover, something rare, 

* I *• Commit it to come place as a atranger. * 
t l.e. Our journey hat recompensed a» the time ws 
tperi tv 


Even • then will tush to Lnowledge.-—Go,— 
fresh horses ;— 

And gracious be the issue I [Exeunt. 

SCESE If.—The same. — A Court of Justice. 

Llo.ntes, Lords, and Osticfrs, appear pro. 
peril/ seated. 

Leon. This sessions (to our great grief, we 
pronounce,) 

Even pushca 'gainst our heart: The party tried. 
The daughter of a king ; our wile , and one 
Of iis too much belov’d.—Let us be clear’d 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openlv 
Pioceed in justice , which shall hate due com sc, 

Even to the guilt, or the purgation- 

Produce the prisoner. 

OJh. It is in* highness.’ pleasuie, that the 
queen 

Appear iu person here in court.—Silence ' 

Hermione i* brought r/i, guarded ; Pavlina 
and Ladii.s, attending. 

Leon. Head the indictment. 

Offi. Hermione, i/uei n to the northv Leontes, 
king of Sicilia, thou art here art it *ed and m- 
taigned oj high treason, in committing adul- 
tiry nith Polixrnes, King of Bohemia, and 
conspiring nith Caimllo to take anno tin hie 
of our soicreipn lord the king, thy moat hus¬ 
band . the pretence t uhereof bang trt t n • 
cumstuna v partly laid open, thou, Hermione, 
contrary to the faith and allcpianct of a true 
subject, didst counsel and aid than, jor their 
better safety , to tty a nay by night. 

Her. Since what I am to say, must he but 
that 

Which contradicts my accusation ; and 
The testimony on my part, no othe» 
but what comes from myself; it Ehall scarce 
boot me 

To say, Sot guilty • mine integrity, 

Being counted falsehood, * shall, as I express it y 
Be so receiv’d. But thus,— If powers divine 
Behold our human actions, (as they do,) 

I doubt not then, hut innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyiauuy 
Tremble at patience.—You, inv loid, best know, 
(Who least will seem to do so,) nn pa-t life 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as tiue, 

As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Thau history can paitern, thorn.’h devis’d, 

And play’d, to take spectators: For behold 
me,— 

A fellow of the royal bed, which owe $ 

A moiety of the throne, a great king’s daughter, 
The mother to a hopeful prince,—here standing 
To prate and talk for life and honour, ’fore 
Who please to come and bear. For life, I prize 
it [nonr. 

As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for ho- 
'Tis a derivative from me to mine, 

And only that 1 stand for. I appeal 
To yonr own conscience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how 1 was in your grace. 
How' merited to be so ; since he came, 

With what encounter so unenrrent I 
Have strain’d, to appear thus: if one jot be¬ 
yond 

The bound of honour; or, in act, or will. 

That way inclining ; harden’d be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near’st of kin 
Cry, Fie upon my grave I 
Leon. I ne’er heard yet, 

That any of these bolder vices wanted 
Less impudence to gainsay what they did. 

Than to perform it first. 

Her. That’s true enough ; 

Though ’tis a saying, Sir, not due to me. 

Leon. You will not own it. 

Her. More than mistress of, 

• Equal. _ . 

t fchtlM laid. t Ttatcbety. 

i Own, pMiwi 
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Which cornea to me in name of fault, I must 
Hot 

At all acknowledge. For Pohxenes, 

(With whom I am accus'd,) I do confess 
1 lov'd him, as in honour be requir'd ; 

Willi such a kind of love, a 9 might become 
A lady like me; with a love, even such, 

So, aiul no other, as yourself commanded : 
Which not to have mine, 1 tbiuk, had been in 
iue 

Both disobedience and ingratitude, 

'lo you, and toward your frieud; whose love 
had spoke. 

Even «jme it could speak, from an infant, 
liedy. 

That it was tour’s. Now, for conspiracy, 
l know not how it taste"; though it be dish'd 
For mt to u v how : all I know of it, 

Is, that Caiiullo was an honest man ; 

And, why he lell your court, the gods them* 
selves, • 

Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

J.con. Vou knew of his departure, as you 
know 

What you have undeita'en to do in his absence. 
Ih r. Sn, 

You -peak a language that I understand not : 

hie -laud- in the level * of your dreams, 

W hr h I’ll lay down. 

Leon. Youi j(lions are my dreams; 

You Iriil a bastard by Pohxenes, 

And 1 hut ('.nam’d it .—As you were past all 
-hauie, 

n'ho'e ot your fact* are so,) so past all truth: 
"Inch to deny, concerns more than avails : 

1 oi «ii 

Tin lirat hath heen cast out, like to thyself. 

No lather owning it, (which is, indeed, 

Moi- criminal in thee, than it,) so thou 
Shalt i(d our justice , in whose easiest passage. 
Look for no lt»i than death. 

Ut'r. Sir, spare yoni threats ; 

The bug, which you would fright me with, I 
seek. 

I o me can life be no commodity: 

The crown and comfort of my li.’e, your favour, 

I do give lost; for I do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went: My second joy. 

And lir»t fruits of my body, from his presence, 

1 am bail’d, like one infectious: My third com- 
hnt, 

Stor’d most unluckily,J is from my breast 
r i In innocent milk, in its most iuuocent mouth. 
Haled out to murder : Myself ou eveiy post 
Proclaim'd a strumpet: With immodest hatred. 
The cluld-t>e(l privilege denied, which 'long* 

To women of all fashiou Lastly, hurried' 

Here to this place, 1 ’the open air, before 
I have i 't strength of limit. $ Now, my liege, 
Tell me vvliat blessings I have here alive, 

That I should fear to die 1 Therefore, proceed. 

But yet hear this; mistake me not;-No 1 

life, 

T piize it not a straw; but for mine honour, 
(Which l would free,) if l shall he condemn’d 
I'poi. surmises, (all proofs sleeping else, 

But what your jealousies awake) 1 tell you, 

’ Hi ngoui and not law.—Your bouours all, 

1 do refer me to the oracle ; 

Apollo be my judge. 

i Lor it. This your request 
Is altogethei just; therefore, bring forth, 

And in Apollo’s name his oracle. 

[Exeunt certain Officers. 
Hn . The emperor of Russia was my father: 
Oh ! that be were alive, aud here beholding 
His daughter’s trial I that be did but see 
Tire flatness of my misery { yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge ; 

• Ii within the reach, 
f They who have done like you. 

S Ill-starred*, born under an ii.auipiciont planet. 

{ I.f. The degree ef strength which it is customary 
to acquire before women ere suffered to go abroad after 
child-bearing 


Re-enter Officers, with Clbohenbs and 

Dion. 

OJJi. You here shall 6wear upon this sword 
of justice, 

That you, Cleomeiies and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos ; and from thence have 
brought 

This seal’d-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo’s priest; and that, since then, 
You have not d.ir’d to break the holy seal, 

Nor read the secrets in't. 

Cleo. JJion. All this we swear. 

Leon . Break up the seals, and read. 

Ojfi. [Reads.] Hermione is chaste, Folixenes, 
blameless, Camillo a true subject , Leoutes a 
jealous tyrant, his innocent babe truly be¬ 
gotten ; and the king shall live without an 
heir, if that, which is lost, be not Jound. 
Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo i 
Her. Praised J 
Leon. Hast thou read truth? 

Offi. Ay, my lo d ; even so 
As it is here set down. 

Leon. There is no truth at all i'the oracle: 
The sessions shall proceed ; ih>s is mere false¬ 
hood. 

Enter a Servant hastily. 

Serv. My lord the king, the king ! 

Leon. What is the business? 

Serv. 0 Sir, I shall be bated to leport it: 

The prince your son, with mere conceit aud fear 
Of the queen’s speed * is gone. 

Leon. How ! gone ? 

Serv. Is dead. 

Leon. Apollo's angry ; and the heaven’s them¬ 
selves 

Do strike at my injustice. [Hersiionb faints.] 
How now there T 

Paul. This news is mortal to the queen 
Look down 

And see what death is doing* 

Leon. Take her hence : 

Her heart is but overcharg'd ; she will recover.— 
I have too much believ’d mine own suspicion :— 
'Beseech yon, -.enderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life.—Apollo, pardon 
[Exeunt Paulina and Lauies, uith Herh. 
My great profaneness 'gainst thine oracle I— 

I’ll reconcile me to Polixenes; 

New woo iny queen ; recall the good Camillo ; 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy : 
For, being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose 
Camillo for tbe minister, to poison 
My friend Pohxeues : which had been done. 

But that the good lmud of Camillo tardicd 
My swift command, though I, with death and 
with 

Reward, did threaten and encouiage him, 

Not doing it, aud being done : be, most hu¬ 
mane, 

And fill'd with honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasp'd my practice; quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great; and to tbe certain 
hazard 

Of all incertuinties himself commended, + 

No richer than his honour:—How he glisters 
Thorough my ru9t! and how his piety 
Docs my deeds make tbe blacker! 

Re-enter Paulina. 

Paul. Woe the while I 
0 cut my lace ; lest my heart, cracking it. 

Break too f 

1 Lord. What fit is this, good lady ? • 

Paul. What stndied torments, tyrant, hut 
for me ? 

What wheels? racks? fires? What flaying! 
boiling. 

In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer torture 

* Of the emit of tha Qnoen’a trial. 

4 Committed. 
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Must I receive; whose every word deserves 
To taste ot thy most worst 7 Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealousies,— 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of ume l—O think, what tbey have 
done, 

And then run mad, indeed; stark mad! for all 
Thy by gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

That thou betray’dst Polixenes, ’twas nothing ; 
Tnat did but show thee, of a fool, inconstaut. 
And damnable ungrateful: nor was’t much. 
Thou would’st have poison'd good Camilla's 
honour, 

To have him kill a king; poor trespasses. 

More moustioiis«taudiug by; whereof I reckon 
The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter. 

To be or uonc, or little ; thoush a devil 
Would have shed water out of fire, • ere don't; 
Nor i 6 ’t directly laid to thee, the death 
Of the voun» prince ; whose honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one so tender,) clctt the 
heart 

That could conceive, a gross and foolish sire 
Blemi'h'd his gracious dam : this is not, no. 
Laid to thy answer: But the last—O lords, 

When I have said, cry, woe!—the queen, the 
queen. 

The sweetest, dearest, creature's dead; and 
vengeance for't 
Not dropp’d down jet. 

1 Lord The higher powers forbid' 

Paul. I say, she’s dead ; I’ll swear t; if word, 
nor oath. 

Prevail not, go and see ; if you can bring 
Tincture, or lustre, in ber lip, her eye, 

Heat outwardly, or breath within. I’ll serve 
you 

As I would do the gods.—But, 0 thou tyrant! 

Do not reoent these things ; for they are hea¬ 
vier 

Than all tby woes can stir: therefore betake 
thee 

To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting. 
Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 

Leon. Go on, go on: 

Thou canst not speak too mueb ; I have deserv’d 
All tongues to talk their bitterest. 

1 Lord. Say no more ; 

Howe’er the business goes, yon have made fault 
1 ’the boldness of your speech. 

Paul. I am sorry for’t; 

All faulis I make; when I shall come to know them 
I do repent: Alas! I have show’d too much 
The rashness of a woman : he is touch’d 
To the noble heart.—What’s gone, aiul what's 
past help 

Should he past grief: Do not receive affliction 
then. 

At my petition, I beseech yoa ; rather 
Let me be punish'd, that have minded yon 
Of wbat ycu should forget. Now, good my 
liege. 

Sir, royal Sir, forgive a foolish woman ; 

The love I bore your queen,—lo, fool again 1— 
I’ll speak of her no more, nor of your children ; 
I’ll rut remember you of my own lord. 

Who is lost too: Take your patience to yoa. 

And I’ll say uothing. 

Leon. Thou didst 6 peak bat well, [better 
When most the truth ; Which I receive much 
Thau to be pitied of tbee. Pr’ylhee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen and son : 

One grave shall be for both ; upon them shall 
The causes of their death appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual : Once o’ day I’ll visit 
The chapel where they lie; and tears, shed there, 
Shall be my lecrcation ; So long as 
Nature will bear up with this excercise, 

So long i daily vow to use tt. Come, 

And lead me to these sorrows. [ Exeunt . 

• / «. A deni would have shed tears of pity arc he 
Would li»ve perpetrated such an action. 


Act 11. 

SCENE III.—Bohemia.—A desert 
Country near the Sea . 

Enter Anti'zonus, ti lth the Child ; and a 
Mariner. 

Ant. Thou art perfect • theu, our ship hath 
touch’d upou 

The deserts of Bohemia 1 1 
Mar. Ay, my lord ; and fear [grimly. 

We have lauded in ill time; the skiea look 
And threaten present blusters. In my con¬ 
science. 

The heavens with that we have ;a hand are 
And frown upon us. [jngrv. 

Ant. Their sacred wills be done !—Go, get 
aboard ; 

Look to tby bark; I’ll not be long, before 
1 call upon tbee. 

Mar. Make your beat haste; and go not 
Too far i’th laud : ’Its like to be loud weather ; 
besides, this place is famous foi the creatures 
Of prey that keep upou’t. 

Ant. Go thou away : 

I’ll follow inslaiitlv. 

Mar. I am glad at heart 
To he so rid o’the business. [Exit. 

Ant. Come, poor babe:- 

I have heuid, (but not believ’d,) the spirits of 
the dead. 

May wglk again ; if such thing be, tin moth/r 
Appear’d to me last night; for ne’er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creatine. 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another ; 

1 never saw a vessel of like soriow. 

So fill’d, and so becoming . in pure white robes, 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where 1 lay : thrice bow’d before me. 
And, gasping to begin some speech, hei eyes 
Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her : Good Aiiligoitiis, 
Since fate, against thy better disposition , 
Hath made thy person Jor the thiouir-out 
Of my pour babe, according to thine oath ,— 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There v eep, and leave it crying ; and jor the 
babe 

Is counted lost for ever: Perdita 
I pr’ythee , calt’t ; for this ungentle business , 
Put on thee by my lord, thou ne’er shutt sec 
Thy wife Paulina more and so, with shucks. 
She inetted into air. Affrighted much, 

1 did in tune collect myself; and thought 
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys: 
Yet, for ibis once, yea, superstitiously, 

I will be squar’d by this. I do believe, 

Hermione hath suffered death; and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of king Polixenes, it should here be laid. 

Either for life, or death, upon the earth 

Of its right father.—blossom, speed thee well 1 

[Laying doun the Child. 
There lie; and there thy character: + there 
these; [Laying down a Bundle . 
Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee, 
pretty. 

And still rest thine.-The storm begins 

Poor wretch,- 

That, for thy mother’s fault, art thus expos’d 
To loss, and what may follow I—Weep I can* 
not. 

But my heart bleeds: and most accnrs’d am I, 
To be by oath enjoin’d to this.—Farewell 1 
The day frowns more and more; thou art like 
to have 

A lullaby too lough t I never saw [mour 7— 
The heavens so dim by day. A savage cla- 
Well may I get aboard 1—This is the-chase; 

I am gone for ever. .[Ecit, pursued by a Bear 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

Shep. I would there were no age between 

• Well-assured. 

t An oversight of the poet'*; Bohemia being an in 
land country. , .... , 

| Thu writing afterward* discovered with l’etdito. 
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ten anil three-and-twenty ; or that youth would 
sleep out Hie rest: toi there is no hing in the 
between but pelt 1114 wenches with child, 
wioiigiiig the ancientry, stealing:, lighting.— 

Hark you now!-Would any but these boiled 

brains of nineteen, and two-ami-twenty, hunt 
this weather ? They have scared away two ot 
iny best sheep ; which, 1 fear, the wolf will 
sooner find, Ilian the master : if any where 1 
have them, ’tis by th« sea side, browzing on 
ivy. Good luck, an’t b- tliv will ! what have 
we here? [Tatung up the Child.} Mercy oil’s, a 
barne ; • a veiy pielty harne! A hoy, ora child,+ 

I uoudei ? a pretty one ; a very pretty one : 
Sine, some scape: though 1 am not bookish, 
yet 1 can read waiting gentlewoman in the 
scape. Ibis has been some stair-work, some 
trunk-work, some behind door-work : the} 
were wanner that got tins, than the poor thing 
it- beie. i’ll take it up for pity : yc*t I’ll tarry 

•nil my son come; he hallacd but even uotv. 
Whoa, ho hoa I 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Klilloa, lo.i » 

Shrp. What, ait so near? if tbou’lt see a 
thing to talk on when thin .111 dead and rotuu, 
cm me hither. What aileat thou, man ? 

( to. I have seen two such sights, by sea, and 
bv land ; but 1 am not to say, it is a sea, foi 

II is now the sky ; betwixt the armament and 
it, von cannot tin 11 st a bodkin’s point. 

Shep. Wbv, boy, how is it? 

(to. I would, you did hut see , how it chases, 
lion it races, bow it takes up the shore! but 
that’s not to the point O the most piteous cry 
ot the poor souls! sometimes to see ’em, and 
not to >ee ’em : now the ship holing the moon 
with he« mam-mast; and anon swallowed with 
>e«t and froth, as you'd thrust a cork into a 
hogshead. And then lor the land service,—To 
see how the bear tore out his shoulder-bone ; 
how he cued to me foi help, and said, his uame 
was AiUurouus, a nobleman But to make an 
end of the shipto see bow the sea flap- 
diagnned; it :—but, first, how the poor souls 
and the sea mocked them ami how, 
the poor cciMleinai) loaied, and the bear 
mocK'-d him, both mating louder than the sea 
ot weather. 

Shep ’Name of meiry, when was this, boy? 

Clo. Now, now ; 1 have not winked since f 
«nw these sights: the men aie not yet cold 
undei water, nor the bear half dined on the 
gentleman ; he's at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by, to have helped 
the old man ! 

Clo. 1 would you had been by the ship side, 
to have helped her ; There your chanty would 
have lacked footing. [Aside. 

Shrp. Heavy matters! heavy matters I but 
look thee here, hoy. Now bless thyself; thou 
met’st with things dying, I with things new 
hoi 11 . Here’s a sight tor thee: look thee, a 
benung-cloth $ for a squire’s child I Look thee 
livie ; take up, take up, boy ; open’t. So, let's 
set* ; It was told me, I should be rich by the 
fames : this is some changchug : ||—opeu’t: 
What’s within boy? 

• Clo. You’re a made old man ; if the sins of 
your youth are forgiven you, you’re well to live. 
Gold 1 all cold ! 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and ’twill prove 
so : up with it, keep it close ; home, home, tbe 
next IT wav. We are lucky, boy; aud to be so 
still, requires nothing but secrecy.—Let my 
sheep go :—Come, good boy, tbe next way home. 

CM. Go you the next way with your findings; 
I'll go see if the bear be gone from tbe gentle¬ 
man, and bow much he hath eaten : they are 

• Child. t Female Infant. J Swallowed. 

$ The mantle In which a child was carried to be 
baptised. II Some child left behind by tbe fairies. 
In the room of ono which thev had stolen. 

U Nearest. 


never curst* hut when they are hungry : if there 
be any of him left, I’ll bury it. 

Shep. That’s a good deed : If thou mny'st dis¬ 
cern by that which is left of him, what he is, 
fetch me to the sight of him. 

Clo. Mairy, will I; and you shall help to put 
him i’the ground. 

Shep. '1 is a lucky day, boy; and we'll do 
good deeds ou’t. [. Exeunt . 


ACT IV. 

Enter Time, a r Chords. 

Time. I,—that please some, try all; both joy 
aud terror, 

Of good and bad ; that make, and unfold error,— 
Now take upon me, 111 tbe name of Time, 

To use my wings. Impute it not a crime. 

To ine,or my swift passage, that 1 slide 
O’er sixteen ycais, and leave tbe gtowlh untried 
Of that wide gap ; t since it is 111 my power 
lo o’erthrow law, and in one self-horn hour 
To plant and o’erwhelm custom : Let me pj3s 
The same 1 am, eie aucicnt’st order was. 

Or what !■> now received : 1 witness to 
Hie times that brought them in ; so shall I do 
To the freshest things now reigning; and make 
The glistering of this present, as my tale [stale 
Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing, 

1 turn my glass ; and give my scene such glowing 
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving 
The effects of his fond jealousies ; so grieving 
That he shuts up biniselt ; imagine me,; 

Gentle spectator, that I now may be 
In fair Bohemia ; aud remember well, 

I mentioned a son o'the king’s, which Florizel 
I now uame to you ; aud with speed so pace 
To speak of Perdita, now glow 11 111 giace 
Equal with vvoud’iing ; What oi hei ensues, 

I list not prophecy ; but let Tune’s news 
Be known, when ’tisbrought foitlia shepherd’s 
daughter. 

And what to'lic! adheres, which follows aftci. 

Is the argument} of time: Of tins allow, || 

If ever you have spent time worse ere now ; 

If never, yet, that Time himself doth say. 

He wishes earnestly, you never may. [Exit. 

SCENE I.—The same.—A Room in the Pa¬ 
lace Of POLXXENES. 

Eli ter Pouxenes and Camillo. 

Pol . I pray thee, good Camilla, be no mo**? 
importunate : 'tis a sickness, deuymg thee any 
thing ; a death, to grant Ibis. 

Cam. It is fitteeu yeais, since I saw my coun¬ 
try : though 1 have for the most part, been nned 
abroad, 1 desire to lay my boues there. Besides, 
the penitent king, my master, hath sent for me: 
to whose feeling sorrows 1 might be some allay, 
or i o’eiwcenH to think so; which is auothe* 
spur to my departure.' 

Pol. As thou lovest me, C3inillo, wipe not 
out tbe rest of thy services, by leaving me now; 
the need I have of thee, thine own goodness 
hath made ; better not to have bad thee, than 
thus to want thee; thou, having made me 
businesses, which none, without thee, can suf¬ 
ficiently manage, must either stay to execute 
them thyself, or take away with thee the ver; 
services thou bast doue: which, if I have not 
enough considered, (as too much I cannot,) to 
be more thankful to thee, shall be my study ; 
and my profit therein, the neaping friendships.** 
Of that fatal country Sicilia, pr’ythee speak no 
more : whose very namiug punishes me with the 
remembrance of that penitent, as thou rall’st 
him, and reconciled king, my brother; whose 

* Muchievona. 

t I.e. Lear# nnexamined the progreaa of the inter 
mediate time which filled up the pap in Rerdita’a atorr. 

1 Imagine for me. § Subject. | Approve*. 

^ Think too highly. •• Friendly offices. 

3 1 
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loss of bis most precious queen, and children, 
are even notv to be afresh lamented. Say to me, 
when saw’st thou the prince Florizel iny son ? 
Kings are no less unhappy, their issue not being 
gracious, than they are in losing them, when 
they have appioved their virtues. 

Cum. Sir, it is three days since I saw the 
prince : What his happier affairs may be, are to 
me unknown: but l have, niissmglv, noted, * •* he 
is of late much retired from court; and is less 
frequent to his princely exercises, than formerly 
he hath appeared. 

Pol. I have considered so much, Cauutlo; 
and with some caie ; so far, that 1 have eyes ! 
under my service, which look upon his removed¬ 
ness : from whom 1 have this intelligence ; That 
he is seldom from the house of a most homely 
shepheid ; a man, they say, that from very no¬ 
thing, and heyond the imagination of Ins neigh¬ 
bours, is grown into an unspeakable estate. 

Cam. 1 have heard, Sir, of such a mail, who 
liafh a daughter of most rare note : the report 
of her is extended inoie, than can be thought to 
begin fro'ii such a cottage. 

Pol. That’s likewise part of my intelligence. 
But 1 fear the angle that plucks our son thither. 
Thou shalt accompany u» to the place : where 
we vuil, not appearing what we aie, have some 
question t with the shepherd; from whose sim¬ 
plicity 1 think it not uneasv, to get the cause of 
my son’s resort thither. Pr’ythee, be my pre¬ 
sent partner in this business, and lay aside the 
thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

Pol. My best Cainillo 1—We must disguise 
ourselves. [Exeunt 


Enter Clown 

Clo. Let me sec:—Every 'leven weather— 
tods;* every tod yields—pound and odd shil¬ 
ling : fifteen bundled shorn,—What comes the 
wool to ? 

Aut. If the springe hold, the cock’s mine. 

[Aside. 

Clo. 1 cannot do’t without counters, t—Let 
me see ; what 1 am to buy lor oui sheep shear 
nig feast ? Tin ee pound of sugar; Jive pound 

oj currants ; rue -What will this sister of 

mine do with ncc ? But my lather hath made 
her mistress of the least, and she lavs it on. She 
hath made me four-aud-twenty uo&egavs lui 
the siieaiers: three-man sont,-inen ; ail, and 
very good ones; hut they aie most <>t them 
means j and bases: hut one Puuini amongst 
them, and he sings psalms to hornpipes. 1 
must have sajjron, to colour the vvaiden pies ; J| 
mace ,— dates, —none , that’s out ol mv note : 
nulmecs seven; a luce, or tuo, of ginger; 
but that i may beg ; —Jour pou'nt of prunes, 
and as many of raisins o’the sun. 

Aut. Oh i that evei 1 wav bom ! 

[Groitiling on the mound. 

Clo. I*ihe name of me,- 

Aut. Oh I help me, help me ! pluck but olf 
these rags ; and then, death, death ! 

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! lliou hast need of 
more lags to lay on thee, rather than have these 
oil'. 

Aut. O Sir, the loathsomeness of them offends 
me motethan the stupes I have nieivid , wlmh 
are mighty ones and millions. 

Clo. Alas! poor man a million of beating 
may come to a great matter. 


SCEyE II.—The same —A Road near the 
Shepherd's Cottage. 

Enter Autolycus, singing. 

When daffodils begin to peer, - 

With, heigh J the dory over the dale,— 
Why then comes in the sweet o*the year ; 

For the red blood reigns in the winter's 
pale, t 

The white sheet bleaching on the hedge ,— 
With, hey! the sweet birds , O hotv they 
sing! 

Doth set my pugging § tooth on edge ; 

For a quart oj' ale is a dish J'or a king. 
The lark , tirra-lirra, chants ,— 

With, hey ! with, hey ! the thrush and the 

jay : 

Are summer songs for me and my aunts, |j 
While we lie tumbling in the hay . 

1 have served prince Florizel, and, in my time, 
wore three-pile but now 1 am out of service : 

But shall I go mourn for that , my dear t 
The pale moon shines by night : 

And when 1 wander here and there , 

I then do most go right. 

If tinkers may have leave, to five. 

And bear the sou-skin budget; 

Then my account I well may give , 

And in the stocks avouch it. 

Ky traffic is sheets : when the kite builds, look 
to lesser linen. My father named me, Autolycus ; 
who, being, as 1 am, littered under Mercury, 
was likewise a suapper-up of uuconsidered trifles ; 
With die, and drab, I purchased this caparison ; 
and my revenue is the silly cheat: •* Gallows, 
and knock, are too powerful on the highway : 
healing, and banging, are tenors to me ; for the 
fife to come, I sleep out the thought of it.—A 
prize ! a prize 1 

* Observed at intervals. ♦ Talk. 

* L 'Hie spring blood reigns over the part* lately 
vuder the dominion of uniter. 

I Thicvwh 1 l>o*ies. ^ Rich velvet. 

•* Ticking pockets. 


Aut. 1 am lobbed, Su, uud beaten, my money 
and apparel t.i’en fiom me, uud these detestable 
things put upon me. 

Clo. \\ hat, by a horse-uian, cr a foot-uian 1 

Aut. A fool-man, sweet Su, a toot man. 

Clo. ludeed, he should be a foot-man, bv the 
garments lie hath left with thee ; it this he a 
borse-inau’s coal, it hath seen very hot seivice. 
Lend me thy hand. I'll help thee: come, ieud 
me thy hand. [Helping him up. 

Aut. Oh ! good Sir, tenderly, oh ! 

Clo. Alas, poor soul. 

Aut. Oh I good Sir, softly, good Sir: I fear. 
Sir, my shoulder-blade is out. 

Clo. How now 1 canst stand 1 

Aut. Softly, dear Sir ; [Picks his pocket .J 
good Sir, softly : you ha* done me a charitable 
office. 

Clo. Dost lack any money 1 I have a little 
money for thee. 

Aut. No, good sweet Sir ; no, I beseech you. 
Sir: I have a kmsman not past three quaiteis 
of a mile hence, unto whom f was going ; 1 
shall there have money, or any thing 1 want: 
Offer me no money, [ pray you ; that kills my 
heart. 

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that iob- 
bed you 1 

Aut. A fellow. Sir, that I have known to go 
about with trol-mv-daines : If I knew hnn once a 
servant of the prince ; 1 cannot tell, good Sir* 
for which of his virtues it was, but he was cei- 
tainly whipped out of the couit. 

Clo. His vices, you would say ; there's no 
virtue whipped out of the court: they cherish 
it, to make it stay there; and yet H will no 
more but abide. •* 

Aut. Vices I would say. Sir. I know this 
man well : he hath been since an ape-bearer; 
then a process server, a bailin'; then he com¬ 
passed a motion H of the prodigal son, and mar¬ 
ried a tinker’s wife within a nule where uiy laud 

* Every eleven sheep will produce a toil or 28 pound* 
of wool. 

1 Circular pieces of base metal anciently used by the 
illiterate to adjust their reckoning* 
t Singers of catches hi three part* 

Tenors. * | A species of prnrs. 

'I lie machine used in the game nl nigeun-holet 
•• Sojourn, tt l’nppet-show. 
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and living lies ; and, having flown over many 
knavish professions, he settled only m rogue: 
some call him Autolycus. 

do. Out upon him ! Prig, * for my life, prig : 
he haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

Aut. Very true, Sir; he, Sir, he; that’s the 
rogue, that put me into this apparel. 

do. Not a more cowardly rogue ill all Bo¬ 
hemia ; if you had but looked big, and spit at 
him, b’d have run. 

Aut. 1 must confess to you. Sir, I am no 
fightei : 1 am false ot heart that way ; and that 
he knew, I warrant him. 
do. How do you now? 

Aut Sweet Sir, much better than I was ; I 
can stand and walk : [ will even take my 
leave ot you, and pjce softly towards my kins¬ 
man'-. 

(Vo. Shall I hung thee on the way? 

Aut. No, good-faced Sir ; no, sweet Sn. 
do. 'Ihen lase thee well; I must go buy 
spue- loi oni sheep-sheaiing. 

.1/'/. I’io-pcr you, sweet Sir !— [Eut Clown ] 
^o.u pm se i- not hoi enough to pmcha-c yum 
spu • I’ll he with you at your sheep-shearing 
too . It | make nor this cheat bring out an- 
‘•thu, and the sheuiers prove sheep, let me be 
nmoiled, and my name put m the book of 
Mrtue ! 

Jog on, jo* on, the foot-'path nay. 

Anti rut illy heat + the \tile-a: 

A uii try he at t **<>< v all the day , 

lour sad tins in a mile-a. {Exit. 

SC EXE HI.—The same.—A Shepherd's 
Cottage. 

Enter Tlorizll and Ferdita. 

77a. These yoar unusual weeds to each part 
of you 

I)o give a lite : no shepherdess, but Flora, 
Peering in A pill's fioiit. This yonr sheep-shear- 
1112 

Is as a meeting of the petty gods. 

And vou the queen on’t. 

Per. bit, my giacious loid. 

To (hide at your extremes, £ it not becomes me; 
O pardon, that I name them : your high self, 

Tin giacious mark $ o’tbe laud, you have ob¬ 
scur’d 

\\ ith a swain’s wealing ; and me, poor lowly 
maid. 

Most goddess-like prank’d [] up : But that our 
feasts 

In every mess have folly, and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To sec you so attned ; sworu, I think, 

To show myself a glass. 

Elo. I bless the tune, 

When mv cood falcon made her flight across 
Thy lather’s ground. 

Per. Now Jove afford you cause ! 

To ine, the dilfeiencelF forges dread; yomr great¬ 
ness 

Hath not been us’d to fear. Even now 1 tremble 
To think, your father, by some accident. 

Should pass this way, as you did : O the fates ! 
How would he look, to see bis work, so noble. 
Vilely hound up ? What would he say 1 Or 
liow 

Should I, in these my borrow’d flaunts, behold 
The sternness of lus presence. 

Flo Apprehend 

Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves. 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd; the green Nep¬ 
tune 

A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob’d god. 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain. 

As i seem now : Their transformations 

• Tliiff. + Take hold cr",. 

t Exie&se*. $ Object of nil men's notire. 

H Drestsd with ostentation. T l «• Ol station. 
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Were never for a piece of beauty rarer ; 

Nor in a way so chasLe : since my desires 
Run not betore mine honour; nor my lusts 
Burn hotter than my faith. 

Per. O but, dear Sir, 

Your resolution cannot hold, when ’tis 
Oppos’d, as it must be, by ibe power o’the 
king : 

One of these two must be necessities. 

Winch then will speak; that you must change 
this purpose. 

Or I my life. 

bio. Thou dearest Perdita, 

With these forc’d thoughts, I pr’ythee, daikeu 
not 

The rnirth o’the feast: Or I’ll be thine, my fair, 
Or not my father’s : for i cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I he not thine: to this 1 am most constant. 
Though destiny say, no. lie meriy, gentle; 
Strangle such ihoughls as these, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guests are 
coming : 

Lift up your countename; as it were the day 
Of cclebiatioii ol that nuptial, which 
We two have sworn shall come. 

Per. O lady foitune, 

Stand you auspicious i 

Enter Shej'Herd, with Polixenes and Ca- 
.’uillo, disguised ; Clows, Mupsa, Dorcas, 
and others. 

Flo. See, your guests approach : 

Address youiseu to entutatu them sprightly, 

And lei’s be led with ninth. 

Skep. Fie, dauglitei 1 when my old wife liv’d, 
upon 

This day, she was both pantler, butler, cook ; 
Botli dame and servant, welcom’d all; seiv’rt 
all: ^here. 

Would sing her song, and dance her turn ; now 
At upper end o’the table, liow, l’the middle, 

On bis shoulder, and his : her face o’lne 
WHh (about ; and the tiling, she took to quench 
She would to each one sip: You are letu’d, [it. 
As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting: Pray you, bid 
These unknown friends to us welcome : for it is 
A way to make us better ft lends, more known. 
Come, quench your blushes ; and present your¬ 
self [on. 

That which you are, mistress o’the feast: Come 
And bid us welcome to your sbeep-sheanng, 

As your good flock shall piosper. 

Per. Welcome, Sir 1 [To Pol. 

It is my father’s will, 1 should tnke on me 
The hostesship o’the day :—You’re welcome, Sn ! 

[To Camillo. 

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas.—Reverend 
Sirs, 

For you theie’s rosemary, and rue : these keep 
Seeming, and savour,* all the winter long; 
Grace, and lemeiubrauce, be to you both,. 

And welcome to oik shearing 1 
Pol. Shepherdess, 

(A fair one are you,) well yon fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Per. Sn, the year glowing ancient,— 

Not yet on summer’s death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling wiuter,—the fairest rtoweis o’the 
season 

Are our carnations, and streak’d gillyflowers. 
Which some call nature’s basiaids: of that kind 
Our rustic garden’s barren ; and I raie not 
To get slips of them. 

Pol. Wherefoie, gentle maiden. 

Do you neglect them ? 

Per. Foi t I have heard it said, 

Theie is an art, which, m their pieduess, shares 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say, there be ; 

Yet iiatme is made better by no mean, 

But nature makes that mean : so, o’er that art, 

• Likeness and gmel . f Because that. 
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Which, >011 say, adds to nature, is an art 
That iiatute makes. You see, sweet maid, we 
many 

A gentler scion to the wildest stock ; 

And muke conceive a baik of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race ; This is an art 
Which doe 1 ? mend liatme,—chauge it rather: but 
'lbe ait itself is nature. 

Per. So u is. 

Pol, Then make your garden rich in gilly¬ 
flowers, 

And do not call them bastaids. 

Per. I'll not put 

The dibble * in eaith to set one slip of them : 

No more than, were I painted, 1 would wish 
This youth should &.•>, ’twere well; and only 
tbcrefoie 

Desire to bleed by me.—Here’s flowers for you ; 
Hot lavender, mints savory, marjoiam ; 

The mangold, that goes to bed with the sun. 

And with him Uses weeping; these are flowers 
01 middle suumiei, and, I think, they arc 
given 

To men of middle age; You are very welcome. 
Cam. I should leave glazing, weie 1 of your 
flock. 

And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alas ! 

You’d be so lean, that blasts of January 
Mould blow you through and through,—Now, my 
fairest friend, [might 

I would, I had some flowers o’the spring, that 
Become your tune of day ; and yours, and yours ; 
That wear upon your vngin branches yet 
Your maidenheads crowing:—O Proserpina, 

Toi the flowers now, that, frighted, thou it fat 
tall 

Fiom Dis’ f waggon ! daffodils, 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, diui, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes, 

Oi Cvtlierea’s breath; pale primroses, 

Tint die immariled, ere they can behold 
Hi.gilt Phoebus in lus strength, a malady 
Most incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and 
The crowii-nnperial ; lilies of all kinds. 

The flower-de-luce being one ! Oh l these I lack, 
T« make you gailauds of; and, my sweet tneud, 
'io strew him o’er and o’er. 

Flo. What? like a corse? 

Per. No, like a bank, tor love to lie and play 
ou ; 

Not like a corse: or if,—not to be buried, 

But quick ; and iii mine arms. Come, take your 
flowers : 

Methmks, I play as I have seen them do 
In Whitsun’ pastorals: sure, this robe of mine 
Does change my disposition. 

Flo. What you do. 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, 
6 weet, 

I'd have you do it ever: when you sin®, 

I’d have you buy and sell so; so give alms ; 

Pray so; and, for the ordering your affairs, 

To siug them too: When you do dance, 1 wish 
you 

A wave o'the 6 ea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that; move still, still so, and owu 
v No other function: Each your doing. 

So singular m each particular, 

Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds. 
That all your acts are queens. 

Per. O Doricles, 

Your praises are too large : but that your youth, 
And the true blood, which fairly peeps through 

~ lt * 

Do plainly give you oat an unstain’d shepherd; 
With wisdom 1 might fear, iny Doricles, 

You woo’d me the false way. 

Flo. I think, you have 
As little skill to fear, as I have purpose 
To put you to’t.—But, come ; our dance, 1 pray : 

* A tool to set plant*. t Pluto. 

t Living. 


Act IV. 

j Your hand, my Pcidita : so turtles pan. 

That never mean to pait. 

Fer. I’ll swear loi ’em. 

Pol. This is the pieuiesl low-boin Ijss, that 
ever 

Kan on the green-sward : • nothing she does, or 
seems, 

! But smacks ot something greater than lieiself; 
1*00 rtoble fur this place. 

Cam. He tells her something. 

That makes bei blood look out: Good booth, 
sbe is 

The queen of curds and cicain. 

Clo. Come on, sluke up. 

Dor. Mop‘.a iiiu*>t be your mistress: many, 
gallic. 

To mend liei kissing with.— 

Mop. Now, in good time ! 

Clo. Not a woid, a wuid , wc stand upon our 
manners.— 

Come, stnke up. [J/msic 

Here a dance of Shi menus and Ship- 
UEflUESSla. 

Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what 
Fair swam is this, which dances with your 
daughtei ? 

Shep. They call him Do:icles, and he boasts 
himself 

To have a worthy feed in jr: + bin 1 have it 
Upon his own reoort, and 1 believe it , 

He looks like sooth : ; He says, he loves tuy 
daughter : 

I think so loo ; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he’ll slauu, and lead, 

As 'twere, my daughter's eyes : and, to he 
plain, 

I think, there is not half a kiss to choose. 

Who loves anoihei best. 

Pol. Sbe dances leully.§ 

Shcp. So she does auy thing; though I iex¬ 
port it. 

That should be silent: if young Doricles 
Do light upon liei, she shall bring him tunt 
Which he not dreams of. 

Enter a Servant. 

Scrv. O master, if you did but bear the pedlar 
at the door, you would never dance again alter 
a tabor and pipe; no, the bagpipe could not 
move you: he 6ings several tunes, fustei than 
you’ll tell money; he utiets them as he had 
eateu ballads, and all men’s cais grew to their 
tunes. 

Clo. He could never come better: lie shall 
come in : 1 love a ballad but even too well ; if 
it be doleful matter, uiernly set down, or a 
very pleasant thing indeed, and sung lamen¬ 
tably. 

Serv. He bath songs, for man, or woman, of 
all sizes; no milliner can so fit his customers 
with gloves : lie has the prettiest love-songs for 
maids; so without bawdry, which is strange; 
with such delicate burdeus of dildos and J a dings; 
jump her and thump her ; and where some 
stretcli-mouth’d rascal would, as it were, ineau 
mischief, and break a foul gap into the matter, 
he makes the maid to answer. Whoop , do me 
no harm , good man ; puts him off, slights him, 
with Whoop , do me no harm , good man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo . Believe me, thou talkest of an admir¬ 
able conceited fellow. Has he any uubraided 
wares 1 j| 

Serv. He bath ribands of all the colours i’tbe 
rainbow; points, more than ail the lawyers in 
Bohemia can learnedly handle, though they 
come to him by the gross ; inkles, caddisses, •• 
cambrics, lawns: why, be sings them over, as 
they were gods or goddesses ; you would think, 

• Green tnrf. t A valuable trmet of paaturage. 

t Truth. • ♦ Neatly. 

| Plain goods. Worsted galloon. 

•• A kind of tape. 
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n smock wnc a shc-aogel: lie so chants to the , hearts of maids : It was thought she was a woman, 
bleoc-iiaml, * and the work about the square j and was turned into a cod fish, for she would not 
ou’l. t j exchange llesli with one tint loved her: The 

('to. IVythee, bring him in ; and Jet him ap- : ballad is very pitilul, and as tine, 
pioach singing. Dor, Is it true too, think yon { 

Pir. Forewarn him, that he use no scurrilous Aut, Five justices* hands at it; and \vitnesse% 
winds in hi9 tunes. more than my pack will bold. 


('to. You have of these pedlars, that have more 
in ’em than you’d Hunk, sister. 

Per, Ay, good brothei, or go about to think. ; 

Enter Altulycl's, singing. ! 

Jjftint, as it lute as driirn snort ; 

(■i/prn v, black a s e’er a as crorr ; 

Clot cs, a v Meed as damask roses ; 

Masks for faces, and for noses, 

Jingle hr acetet , nceklai e-omber. 

Perfume joy a ladi/’s chamber : t 
Golden r/noifs, and stomachers, 

For my tads to gne my dears ; 

Pins and pokmg-stuks of steel, 

II hat maids lack from head to heel : 

Come, bay of me, come; come bay, conic 
I'll v , 

Dint, lads, cr else your lasses cy y ; 

Come, bay, c. 

(’to. If I uc-e not in love with Mopsa, thou 
shoulri’-t take no money of me ; but being en¬ 
thrall'd as | am, it will also be the bondage of 
ceituiu iihauris and gloves. 

Mop I was promised them against the feast; 
but tliev conn* not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promised you more than that, 
or there b* luis. 

Mov. lie hath paid you all he promised you ; 
mav be, he lias paid you mole ; which will shame 
you to gt\c him again. 

Clo. Is there no manners left among maid* ? j 
w-ill tliev we.u their plackets, vvlieie they should 
heat tlit-ii tacos I lb time not milking-lmie, 
when you aie going to bed, or kiin-hole,* to 
w-hi'tle oil' the*e s'ciets . hut you nui"t be tittle- 
tattling betore all our guests ? ’Tis well they aie 
whispering: Clamour youi tongm s, !| and not a 
word moie. 

Mop. I have done. Come, you promised me 
a tawdty lace,I 1 and a pair of sweet gloves. 

Clo. Ha»e l told thee, how I was cozened by 
the wav, and lost all my money? 

\nt. And, indeed, .Sir, there are rozcneis 
abroad; tlieiefoie it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou slralt lose no¬ 
thing here. 

Aut. I hope so. Sir ; for I have about me 
many parcels <>f charge. 

Clo. What hast here ? ballads ? 

Piav now, buy some : I love a ballad 
in print, a’-life; for then we are sure they are 
true. 

Aut. Here’s one to a very doleful time, How a 
usurer's wile was brought to bed of twenty money 
hags at a Inn den ; and how she longed to cat 
adders’ heads, and toads carbonadoed. 

Mop. Is it tine, think you 1 

Auf. Vei> tine; and but a month old. 

Dor. Bless me fiom marrying a usurer! 

Aut. Here's the midwife’s name to’r, one 
misticss Talepoiter; and five or six honest 
wives that were piesent: Why should I carry 
lies abroad 1 

Mop. ’Pray you now, buy it. 

Clo. Come on, lay it bv: And let’s first sec 
more ballads ; we’ll buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here’s another ballad, of a fish, that 
appeared upon the coast, dn Wednesday the 
fouiscore of April, forty thousand fathom above 
water, and sung this ballad against the hard 

• The cuffs. + The work about the ho»om. 

t Amber of which necklace# cere made fit to perfume 

Jailt ’# chamber 

1 ) Fire-place for driiuginnlt; Mill# noted pom ping 
niece. * Kmc a dumb peal. 

A lace to wear about the bead or wmtt. 


('to. Lav it by too : Another. 

Aut. This is a meiry ballad ; but a very putty 
one. 

Mop. Let’s have some merry ones. 

Aut Why this is a passing merry one; and 
goes to the tune of, Two maids wooing a man : 
there’s scaice a maid vvestwaid, but she sings it : 
’us in request, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both sing it ; if thoii’lt bear a 
pait, thou shall hear; ’tis m thiee parts. 

Dor. We had the time «>n’t a month ago. 

Aut. I can bear my part; you must know, ’Us 
my occupation : have at it with you. 

So.xc. 

A. Get you hence, Jar 1 must go ; 

Where, it fits not you to Anon. 

1). If Ini her ? M. O uliifvcr t D. Whither l 

M. It becomes thy oath Jull well, 

Thou to tnc thy secrets tell: 

I). Me too , let me go thither 

M. Or thou go'st to the grange , or mill : 

D. JJ to either, thou dost ill. 

A. Neither. D. Whut, neither ? 4. Neither. 

D. Thou had suorn my love to be , 

M. Thou hast suorn it more to me. 

Then , n hither go’st ! say , u hither ? 

Clo. We’ll have this song out anon by our¬ 
selves ; My lather and the gentleman aie m sad* 
talk, and we’ll not trouble them ; Come, Ft mg 
away ttiy pack alter me. W cm lies. I’ll buy lor 
you both Pedlar, let's have the lust choice.— 
Follow me, gills. 

Aut. And you shall pay well for 'em. [.1 sale. 

Will you buy any tape. 

Or laic J or your cape. 

My dainty duck, t/.y deal -a ? 

Any sil/c, any thi cad. 

Any toys for your head, 

OJ the neu’st, and jin’st, Jin’st ucur-a T 

Come to the peritai ; 

Money’s a mealer. 

That doth utter + all men's warc-a. 

{Exeunt Clown, Autolycus, Doiccas, 
and Mors a. 

Enter a Serv ant. 

Serv. Mastei, thcie is thiee caifers, thiee 
shepherds, thiee neat-luuls, thiee swme-heids, 
that have made themselves all men of luu ; j 
they call themselves sallieis:$ and they have ; 
dance which the wenches say is gallimautiy || 
of gambols, because they are not m’t; but tliev 
themselves ate o’themitid, (if it he not too rough 
for some, that know little but bowling,) it will 
please plentifully. 

Shep. Away I we’ll none on’t; here has been 
too much humble toolery alieady 1 know, Su, 
we weary yon: 

Pol. You weary those that refresh us: Pi ay, 
let’s see these four threes of herdsmen. 

Serv. One three of them, by their own repoit. 
Sir, hath danced before the king; and not the 
winst of the three, but jumps twelve foot and a 
half by the squire. V 

Sliep. Leave your prating ; since these good 
men are pleased', let them come in ; but quickly 
now. 

Serv. Why, they stay at door. Sir. [Exit* 

• Seri on#. 4 Vend. 

2 DrcsMrd thcmscUe# in habit# imitating hair. 

4 Satyr#. | Medic#* 

■J> Fowl rule. 
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Act IV. 


Re-enter Servant, with tu'elve Rustics ha¬ 
bited like Satyrs . They dance , and then 
exeunt. 

Pol. O father, you’ll know more of that 
hereafter.— 

Is it not too far Roue ?—’Tis time to part them.— 
tie’s simple, and tells much. [Aside.]— How 
now, fair shepherd t 

If our heart is full of something, that does take 
four mind from feasting. Sooth, wheu 1 was 
young, 

knd handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks: I would have 
ransack’d 

The pedlar’s silken treasury, and have pour’d it 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go, 

And nothing uiarted * with him : if your lass 
Interpretation should abuse ; and call this 
four lack of Jove, or bounty : you were straited t 
For a reply, at least, if you make a care 
)f happy holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I know 
>be prizes not such trirtes as these are: 

The gifts, she looks from me, are pack’d and 
lock'd 

Jp in my heart; which I have given already, 
tut not deliver’d.—Oh I hear my breath my life 
Jelore tins ancient Sir, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometime lov'd : £ take thy hand; this 
hand, 

is soft as dove’s down, and as white as it; 

Jr Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow. 

That’s bolted X by the northern blasts twice o’er. 

Pol. What follows this ?— 

How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand, was fair helore !—I have put you 
But to your protestation ; let me hear [out;— 

What you profess. 

Flo. Do, and be witness to't. 

Pol. And this my neighbour tool 
Flo. And he, ar.d nt^re 

Than he, and men ; the earth, the heavens, and 
all: [uarcli. 

That,-were I crown'd the most impeuai tno- 

riiereof most woithy ; were I the fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve : had force, and 
knon ledge, [them, 

More than was ever man’s,—1 would not prize 
v\ ithont her love : for her, employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to hei ser- 
Jr to their own perdition. [vice, 

Pol. Fairly offer’d. 

Cam. This shows a sound affection. 

Shep. But, my daughter, 

5ay you the like to him 1 
Per. I cannot speak 

>o well, nothing so well; no, nor mean better: 
!)y the pattern of mine own thoughts 1 cut out 
The parity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain ;- [to’t: 

Anri, friends unknown, you shall bear witness 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo. Oh I that tnust be 
I’the virtue of your daughter: one being dead, 
l shall have more than you can dream of yet; 
Enough tbcp for your wonder : But, come on. 
Contract dP’fore these witnesses. 

Shep. Come, your hand ;- 

And, daughter, your’s. 

Pol . Soft, swain, awhile, ’beseech you; 

Have you a father ? 

Fh; 1 have : But what of him ? 

Pol. Knows be of this ? 

Flo. He neither does, nor shall. 

Pol. Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray you* once 
Is not your father grown incapable [more ; 
Of reasonable affairs ? Is lie not stupid 
JVitli age, and altering rheums? Can be speak 1 
hear 1 

pRoogltt, trafficked. 1 Pitt to diffirnltie*. 

gXhe aierc umiI toaepanue flour from brau i» cal Tod 
■ting cloth. 


Know man from man? dispute his own estate ?• 
Lies he not lied-rid 1 and again does nothing, 
lint what he did being childish ? 

Flo. No, good Sir ; 

He has his health, and ampler strength, iudecd. 
Than most have of Ins age*. 

Pol. By my white heard, 

You offer him, if this be so, a wrong 
Something untilial: Reason, my son, [son. 
Should choose himself a wile; but as good lea- 
Tbe father, (all whose joy Is nothing else 
But fair posterity,) should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 

Flo. I yield all this ; 

But, for some other reasons, my grave Sit, 

Which ’tis not fit you know, 1 not acquaint 
My lather of tins business. 

Pol. Let him know’t. 

Flo. He shall not. 

Pol. Pi’ytbee, let him. 

Flo. No, be must not. 

Shep. Let him, my son ; lie shall not need to 
At knowing of thy choice. [gmve 

Flo. Come, come he must not:— 

Mark oui contiact. 

Pol Maik your divorce, young Sir, 

[ Discovermc. himself. 
Whom sou 1 dare not call ; thou ait too base 
To be acknowledg’d : Thou a sceptre’s loir. 

That thus alfect’st a sheep-hook! l hou old trai- 
toi, 

I am sorry, that, bv hanging thee, 1 can but 
Shorten thy life one week.—Aud thou, irefli 
piece 

Of excellent witchcraft ; who, of foice, mint 

The royal fool thou cup’al with ;- [know 

Shep. O m> heart' 

Pol. I’ll have thy beauty scratch’d with linets, 
aud made 

More homely than ib> state.—For thee, fond boy — 
if 1 may ever know, thou dost but sigh. 

That thou no more shall see this kuatk, (as never 
1 mean lliou strait,) we’ll bar thee fiom succes¬ 
sion ; 

Not hold thee of our blood, no not our kin. 

Fai t than Deucalion off*—Mark thou my words ; 
Follow us to the couil.— 1'hou cnuil, for this 
time, 

Though full of our displeasure, yet we free the c 
From the dead blow of it.—Aud you, enchant¬ 
ment,— 

Worthy enough a herdsman ; yea, him too. 

That makes himself, but for our honour therein, 
l/nworthy thee,—If ever, henceforth, thou 
These rural latches * to his enhance open, 

Or hoop his body more with thy embiaces, 

I will devise a death as cruel for thee. 

As thou art tender to’t. [Exit. 

Per. Eveu here undone ! 

I was not much afeard : for once, or twice, 

I was about to speak ; aud tell him plainly, 

The selfsame sun, that shines upon his court. 
Hides not his visage from oui collage, but 
Looks on alike.—WiM’t please you, Sir, be gone T 

[7b Florizel. 

I told you what would come of this: ’Beseech 
you, 

Of your own state take care: this d ream of 
mine,— 

Being now awake, I’ll queen it no Inch further. 
But milk tny ewes, and weep. 

Cam. Why, how now, father? 

Speak, ere thou diest. 

Shep. I cannot speak, nor think, 

Nor dare to know that which 1 know.—O Sir, 

[To Florizel. 

You have undone a man of fourscore three, 

That thought to All his grave in quiet; yea. 

To die upon the bed my father died, 

To lie close by his honest bones: but no w 
Some hangman must put on my shroud, ami 
* lay me 


t Farther. 
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Where no priest shovels in dust.—O cursed 
wretch I [7b Perdita. 

That kneiv’st this was the prince, and would’at 
adventure 

To mingle faith with him.—Undone ! undone I 
if I might die within this hour, 1 have liv’d 
To die when 1 desire. [Exit. 

Flo. Why look you so npon met 
i am hut sorry, not afeard ; delay’d, 

Hut nothing alter’d : What I was, I am; 

More stiaiuiiig on, for plucking back; not fol- 
lowing 

My leash * unwillingly. 

Cam. Gracious ray lord, 

You Know join lather’s temper: at this time 
He will allow no speech,—which, 1 do guess. 

You do not purpose to himand as hardly 
Will he eiidme joui sijrht as yet, I fear : 

Then, till the fury of his highness settle, 

Come not hr fore him. 

Flo. 1 not purpose it. 

I think, Carnillo. 

Cam. Even he, my ford. 

Per. How ofteu have I told you, ’twould be 
thus ? 

How often said, tny dignity would last 
Hut till 'twere known 1 
Flo. It cannot fail, hut by 
The violation of my taiih ; And then 
Let natuie cru*>h the sides o’the earth together,* 
And mar the seeds within I—Lift up thy Iook6 :— 
From my succession wipe ine, father! I 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam. Be advis’d. 

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy : t if my reason 
Will thereto he obedient, 1 have reason ; 

It not, my senses, belter pleased with madness, 
Do hid it welcome. 

Cam. Tlii'» is desperate. Sir. 

Flo. So call it: but it does fulfil my vow ; 

I need*- mu-t think it honesty. Camillo, 

Not tor Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d ; for all the suu sees, or 
Tne close carih wombs, or the piofound seas 
hide 

in unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 
To tin* my fair helov’d ; Therefore, I pray you, 
As yuu have e'ei been my father’s honour’d 
ft tend. 

When he shall miss me, (as, in faith, I mean not 
To see him any more,) cast your good counsels 
Upon his passion ; Let myself and fortune. 

Tug for the tune to come. This you may know, 
And so deliver,—I am put to sea 
With her, whom here 1 cannot hold on shore; 
And, most opportune to our need, I have 
A vessel rules fast by, but not prepar’d 
For this design. What course i mean to hold. 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. O my lord, 

I would your spirit were easier for advice, 

Or stronger for your need. 

Flo. Hark, Peidita.- [Take* her aside. 

I’ll hear you by and by. [7b Camillo. 

Cam. He’s uremovable. 

Resolv’d for flight: Now were 1 happy, if 
His going l could frame to strve my turn ; 
nave him from danger, do him love and honour; 
Purchase the light aguin of deal Sicilia, 

And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see. 

Flo. Now, good Camillo, 

I am so fraught with carious business, that 
I leave out ceremony. [Going. 

Cam. Sir, I think. 

Yon have heard of my poor services, i’the love 
That I have borne your father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Have you deserv’d: it is my father’s music. 

To speak your deeds; not little of his care 
To have them recompens’d as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my lord, 

/ 
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If you may please to think I love the king; 

And, through him, what is nearest to him* 
which is 

Year gracious self ; embrace but my direction, 
(If your more ponderous and settled project 
May suffer alteration.) on mine honour 
I’ll point you where you shall have such re* 
ceiving 

As shall become your highness; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress ; (ftotn the whom, 1 see. 
There’s no disjunction to be made, but by. 

As heavens forefend l your ruin :) marry i»er ; 
And (with my best endeavours, in your ab¬ 
sence,) 

Your discontenting * father strive to qualify. 

And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 

That I may rail thee something more than man. 
And, after that, trust to thee. 

Cam. Have you thought on 
A place, whereto you’ll go f 
Flo. Not any yet; 

But as the unthought-on accident + is guilty 
To what we wildly do; so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chauce, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam. Then list to me : [pose. 

This follows,—if you will net' change your pur- 
But undergo this flightMake for Sicilia ; 

And there preseut yourself, and your fair prin¬ 
cess, 

(For so,I see, she must be,) ’fore Leontes ; 

She shall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Melbiuks, I see 
Leontes, opening bis free arms, and weeping 
His welcomes forth : asks thee, the sou, forgive¬ 
ness, 

As ’twere l’the father’s pet son : kisses the hands 
Of youi fresh princess: o’er and o’er divides him 
Twixt hi 9 unkindness and his kindness ; the one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow. 

Faster than thought, oi time. 

Flo. Worthy Camillo, 

What colour for my visitatiou shall I 
Hold up befotc him 1 
Cam. Sent by the king your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
Tbe manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, shall deliver. 
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you 
down : 

The which shall point you forth at every sitting,^ 
What you must say ; that he shall not perceive 
But that you have your father’s bosom theie. 

And speak his very heart. 

Flo. 1 am bound to you; 

There is some sap in this. 

Cam. A course more promising 
Than a wild dedication of youi selves 
To unpath’d waters, undream’d shores; most 
certain, 

To miseries enough : no hope to help you ; 

But, as you shake off one, to take another: 
Nothing so certain as your anchors; who 
Do their best office, if they can but stay you 
Where you’ll be loath to be : Besides, you know. 
Prosperity’s the very bond of love; 

Whose fresh complexion and whose beait to- 
Affliction alters. • (gether 

Per. One of these is true: 

I think, affliction may subdue the cheek. 

But uot take in $ tbe mind. 

Cam. Yea, say yon so f 

There shall not, at your father’s house, these 
seven years. 

Be born another such. 

Flo. My good Camillo, 

Sbe is as forward of her breeding, as 
l’tbe real of birth. 

• For discontented. 

t Thisuntbongbt-on accident is the unexpected dl*- 
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Cam. I cannot say, tis pity 
She lacks instructions; for she seems a imstiess 
To most that teach. 

Per. Your pardon. Sir, for this ; 

I’ll blush > on thanks. 

Flo. Mv prettiest Perdita.- 

But, oh ! the thorns we staud upon l—Cannllo,— 
Preserver of my fattier, now of me ; 

The medicine of our house !—how shall we do ? 
We are not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son ; 

Nor shall appear in Sicily- 

Cam. My loid. 

Fear none of this : I think, you know my fortunes 
Do all lie there: it shall he so iny care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The scene you play, were mine. For instance. 
Sir, 

That you may know you shall not want,—-one 
word. [They talk aside. 

Enter Autolycus. 

Aut. Ha, lia! what a fool honesty is! and 
trust, his sworn brother, a very simple gentle¬ 
man » I have sold all my trumpery; not a 
counterfeit stone, not a riband, glass, poman¬ 
der,* brooch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, shoe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my 
pack from fasting : they throng who should buy 
first; as if my trinkets had been hallowed, and 
brought a benediction to the buyer: by which 
means, 1 saw whose purse was best in picture ; 
and, what I saw, to my good use, 1 remembered. 
My clown (who wants but something to be a 
reasonable man,) grew so in love with the 
wenches’ song, that he would not stir his petti¬ 
toes, till lie bad both tune and words ; which so 
drew the rest of the herd to me, that all their 
other senses stuck in ears: you might have 
pinched a placket, it was senseless ; ’twas no¬ 
thing, to geld a codpiece of a purse ; 1 would 
have filed keys oft', that hung in chains: no 
hearing, no feeling, hut my Sir’s song, and ad¬ 
miring the nothing of it. So that, in this tune 
of lethargy, I picked and cut most of their fes¬ 
tival purses ; and had not the old mail come in 
with a whoobtib against his daughter and the 
king’s son, and scaled my choughs t fioin the 
chaff, I bad not left a purse alive m the whole 
army. 

[C a in Li. o, Florizel, and Perdita, 
come foi u ard. 

Cam. Nay, bat my letters by this meaus being 
there 

So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And those that you’ll procure from king 
Leontes,- 

Cam. Shall satisfy your father. 

Per. Happy be you ! 

All, that you speak, shows fair. 

Cam. Who have we here t 

[Seeing Altolycus. 
We’ll make an instrnment of this ; omit 
Nothing, may give us aid. 

Aut. If they have overheard me r.mv,—why 
hanging. [Aside. 

Cam. How now, good fellow? Why shake6t 
thou so? Fear not, inau ; here’s no barm intended 
to thee. 

Aut. i am a poor fellow, Sir. 

Cam. Why, be so still : here’s nobody will 
steal that from thee : Yet, for the outside of thy 
poverty, we must make an exchange : therefore, 
disease thee instantly, (thou must think, there’s 
necessity ill’’,) and change garments with this 
gentleman: Though the penny-worth, on his 
side, be the worst, yet hold Ibee, there’s some 
hoot, t 

Aut. I am a poor fellow. SirI know ye well 
enough. [Aside. 

Cam. Nay, pr’ythee, despatch : the gentleman 
Is half flayed § already. 

* A little b»U mnde of perfumes, and worn to provent 

Infoulou uptimes of plague. 

t EiMh ■*. t SnipcUiing over and above. 

•'' -■ I Stripped. 


Aut. Are you in earnest, Sir7—I smell the 
trick oi it.— [Aside. 

Flo. Despatch, I pr’ythee. 

Aut. Indeed, 1 liav* had earnest; hut I can¬ 
not with conscience take it. 

Catn. Unbuckle, unbuckle.— 

[Flo. and Auiol. exchange gaimcnts. 
Fortunate unstiess,—let my prophecy 
Come home to you 1 —you must mire yourself 
Into some coven : take youi sweetheart’s hat 
And pluck it o'er join brows ; inutile your 
face ; 

Dismantle you : and as you can, disliketi 
The truth of your own seeming; that you may, 
(For I do fear eyes over you,) to sbipboaid 
Get tindescncd. 

Per. I see, the play 60 lies, 

That I must bear a part. 

Cum. No remedy.— 

Have you done there 7 

Flo. Should 1 now meet my father. 

He would not call me son. 

Cam. Nay, you shall have 
No bat:—Come, lady, come.—Farewell, my 
friend. 

Aut . Adieu, Sir. 

Flo. o Perdua, vvbat have we twain forgot? 
Pray you, a word. [They converse apart. 

Cum. What 1 do next, shall he, to tell the 
• Ling ( Aside. 

Of this escape, and whither they are bound ; 
Wherein, inv hope is, I shall so prevail. 

To force him after : m whose company 
1 shall review Sicilia; for whose sight 
1 have a woman's longing. 

Flo. Fortune speed us 1 — 

Thus we set on, Cannllo, lo the sen-side. 

Cam. The swifter spied, the better. 

[Exeunt Flokizil, Psrdita, and 
Cauillu. 

Aut. 1 utideistand the business, 1 hear it: lo 
have an open ear, a quick eve, and a nimble 
hand, is necessary for a rut-pinse ; a good nose 
is requisite also to smell out work for the other 
senses. 1 see, this is the time that the unjust 
man doth tluive, What an cxchangi* had tins 
been, without hoot 7 What a hoot is heir, with 
this exchange? Suie, the gods do this yeai con¬ 
nive at us, and we may do any thing r i tem¬ 
pore. The prince himself is about .i piece of 
iniquity; stealing away fiom his fathei, with 
Ins clog at his heels: If 1 thought it weie not a 
piece of honesty to acquaint the king withal, k 
would do’t? 1 hold it the more knavery to con¬ 
ceal it: aud therein aui 1 constant to my pro¬ 
fession. 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Aside, aside :—here is more matter for a hot 
brain : Every laue’s end, every shop, church, ses¬ 
sion, hanging, yields a careful mini woik. 

Clo. See, see ; what a man you are now ! there 
is no other way, hut to tell the Ling she’s a 
changeling, and none of your flesh aud blood., 

Shep. Nay, but bear me. 

Clo. Nay, but bear me. 

Shep. Go to then. 

Clo. She beiug none of your flesh and blood 
your flesh and blood has not offended the king : 
aud, so, your flesh aud blood is not to be pun¬ 
ished by him. Show those things you found 
about her; those sacred things, all but wliat she 
has with her: This being done, let the law go 
whistle; 1 warrant you. 

Shey. I will tell the king all, every word, 
yea, and his son’s pranks too; who, 1 may say, 
is no honest man neither to his father, nor to 
me, to go about to make me the kiug’s bi other- 
in-law. 

Clo. ludeed, brother-in-law was the furthest 
off you could have been to linn ; aud then your 
blood had been the dearer, by 1 know how much 
an ounce. 

> Aut. Very wisely ; puppies I {Aside. 

Shep. Well; let us to the king; there is that 
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phea- 


In this fardel, * will make hun scratch ins 
heard. 

Aut. I know not what impediment this com¬ 
plaint may he to the flight of my master. 

Clo. ’Pray heartily he he at palace. 

Aut. Though i am not naturally honest, I a in 
so sometimes by chance Let me pocket up 
my pedlar’s c\ueme»t. l-~[Takes ojf his Jalse 
beard.)' How now, rustics? whither are you hound? 

Shep. To the p.ilace, an it like your worship. 

Aut. Your aflairs there? what? with whom? 
the condition oi that fardel, the place of your 
dwelluur, your names, your ages, of what hav¬ 
ing,; breeding, and any thing'that is titling to 
he known, ditcover. 

('to. Up aic but plain fellows, Sir. 

Aut. A lie; you are rough and hairy: Let 
me ha\e no lying ; it becomes none but trades¬ 
men, and they often give us soldiers the lie : but 
we pay them for it with stamped coin, not slab 
bum steel; tlieiefoie they do not give us the lie. 

('In. Your worship had like to have given ns 
one, if you had not taken youiself with the 
manner. $ 

Step. Are you a courtier, an’t like you, Sir? 

Aut. Whether it like me, or no, 1 am a cour¬ 
tier. See’st thou not the air of the court, in 
these piifoldings ? hath not my gait in it, the 
measure of the couit?|| receives not thy nose 
couit-odonr from me? reflect I not on thy base¬ 
ness, court-contempt? Tbink’st thou, for that 
] insinuate, or toze f from thee thy business, 11 
am thnefore no courtier? lam courtier, enp- 
n-pe ; and one that will either push on, or pluck 
hack thv business there: whereupon 1 command 
thee to open thy aflair. 

Shep. My business, Sir, is to the king. 

Aut. What advocate hast thou to him? 

Shep. 1 know not, an’t like you. 

do. Advocate’s the court-woid for a 
•ant; say, you have none. 

Shep. None, Sir ? 1 have no pheasant, cock 
nor hen. 

Aut. How bless'd are we, that are not simple 
men 1 

Yet iiatuie might have made me as these are. 
Therefore I’ll not disdain. 

i'lo. This cannot be but a gieat courtier. 

Shep. His garments are rich, but lie wears 
them not handsomely. 

do. He 9 eems to be the more noble in being 
fantastical; a great man, I’ll warrant; 1 know, 
by ihe picking on’s leelh. a 

Aut. The fardel there? what’s i’theWardel? 
Wherefore that box ? 

Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this far¬ 
del, and box, which none must know but the 
king ; and which he shall know within this hour, 
if 1 may come to the speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Shep. Why, Sir? 

Aut. The king is not at the palace; he Is 
gone aboard a new ship to purge melancholy, 
and air himself; For, if thou be’st capable of 
things serious, thou must know, the king is full 
of grief. 

Shep. So His said. Sir; about his con, that 
should have married a shepherd’s daughter. 

Aut, If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let 
him fly; the curses he shall have, the tortures 
he bliull feel, will break the back of mau, the 
heart of monster. 

do. Think you so. Sir ? 

Aut. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can 
make heavy, and vengeance bitter; but those 
that are germane •• to him, though removed fifty 
tunes, shall all come under the hangman : which 
though it be great pity, yet it is necessary. An 
old sheep-whistling rogue, u ram-tender, to offer 
to have his daughter come into grace! Some 
say, lie shall be stoned; but that death is too 

• Bundle, parcel + Ilia fair* beat J. 

| Imitate, property- b li» the fuel, 

t The stateh' tread of courtiers. 

_ - . r . - n _ l-.-J 
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soft for him, say I: Draw our throne into a 
sheep-cole 1 all di.tihs are too few, the sliaipest 
too easy. 

Clo. Has the old man e’er a sou, Su, do vou 
hear, an’t like you, Sir ? 

Aut. He has a son, who shall he flayed alive ; 
then, ’nointed over with honey, set on the head 
of a wasp’s neat; then stand, till he be three 
quarteis and a dram dead : then recovered again 
with aqua-vitie, or some other hot infusion : 
then, raw as he is, and m the hottest day prog¬ 
nostication proclaims, * shall he he set against a 
brick-wall, the sun looking with *a southward eye 
upon him ; where he is to behold him, with flies 
blown to death. But what talk we ui these trai- 
torly rascals, whose miseries are to be smiled at, 
their offences being so capital ? Tell me, (lor you 
se< in to be holiest plain men,) what you have to 
the king: being something gently considered, t 
I’ll bring you wbere he is aboard,'tender your 
persons to his presence, whisper him in your 
behalfs* and, if it be in man, besides the king 
to effect your suits, here is man shall do it. 

Clo. He seems to be of great authority : close 
with him, give him gold ; and .though authority 
be a stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose 
with gold : show the inside of your purse to the 
outside of his hand, and no more ado: Remem¬ 
ber stoned, and flayed alive. 

Shep . An’t please you, Sir, to undertake the 
business for us, here is that gold 1 have: I’ll 
make it as much more and leave this young man 
in pawn, till 1 bring it you. 

Aut. After I have done what 1 piomised ? 

Shep. Ay, Sir. 

Aut. Well give me the moiety:—Ire you a 
party in tins business? 

Clo. In some sort, Sir : but though my case 
be a pitiful one, 1 hope 1 shall not be flayed out 
of it. 

Aut. O that’s the casp of the shepherd’s sou: 
—Hang him, he'll lie made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort: we must to the 
king, and show our strange sights, he must 
know. His none of your daughter nor my sister; 
we aie gone else. Sir, I will give you as much 
as this old man does when the business is per¬ 
formed ; and lcmaiii, as he says, youi pawn, till 
it be brought you. 

Aut. / will trust you. Walk befoie toward 
the sea side; go on l : he right hand ; 1 will look 
upoii the hedge, and follow you. 

Clo. We are blessed m this man, as l may 
say, even blessed. 

Shep. Let’s before, as he bids us: he was pro¬ 
vided to do us good. 

[Eieuut Shepherd and Clown. 

Aut. If I had a mind to be holiest, I see 
fortune would not suffer me; she drops booties 
in my mouth. I am courted now with a double 
occasion; cold, and a means to do the pi nice 
my master good ; which, who knows how that 
may turn back to my advancement ? 1 will tiling 
these two moles, these blind ones, ahoaid him; 
if he think it ht to shore them again, and that 
the complaint they have to the King concerns 
him nothing, let him call me, rogue, for being 
so far oflicious; for I am pi oof against that 
title, and what shame else belongs to't: To linn 
will I piesent them, tbeie may be matter in it. 

i&Lit. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—Sicilia.—A Room in the Palace 
of Leontes. 

Enter Leontes, Cleomfne*, Dion, Paulina, 
and others, 

Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have 
perform'd 

• TTie hottent day forrlobl in tlic H'maiiark. 

A 1 anflaAHiali I.Ril — I 
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A saint-like sorrow : no fault could yon make. 
Which you have not redeem’d; Indeed, paid 
down 

More penitence, than done trespass : At the last. 
Do, as the heavens have done ; forget your evil; 
With them, forgive yourself. 

Leon. \Vhil>t i lemeniber 
Her, and her virtues, 1 cannot forget 
My blemishes in them; and so still think of 
The wrong 1 did myself: which w.is so much. 
That heirless it hath made tin kingdom; and 
Destioy’d the sweci’st companion, that e'er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True, too true, mv lord : 

If, one by one, you wedded all the world, 

Or, from the all that are, look something good. 

To make a perfect woman ; she, you kill’d. 

Would be uuparallel'd. 

L^on. I think so. Kill’d ! 

She 1 kill’d i 1 did so: but thou strike me 
Sorely, to say l did ; it is as Inner 
Upon tn> Mutfue, as iu my thought: Nojr, good 
Say so luit seldom. [now, 

Clco. Nol at all, good lady : 

You might have spoken a ihousaud things that 
would 

Have done the time more benefit, and grac’d 
Y’our kindness better. ^ 

Paul. You are one of those. 

Would have him wed attain. 

Dion. If you would not so. 

You pity not the stale, nor the remembrance 
Of bis most soveieign dame ; consider little. 
What dangers, bv ms Highness’ fail of issue, 

May diop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Inctilam lookers-on. What vveie more holy. 
Than to r»joice, the former queen is well 1 • 
What holier, than,—lor royalty’s tepair. 

For piesent comfort and for tiitme good,— 

To btess the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to’t 'l 
Paul. Theie is none worthy, 

Respecting her that’s gone. Besides, the gods 
Will have fulfill’d their secret purposes; 

For has not the divine Apollo said 
Is’t not the tenour of his oracle, 

That king Leoutes shall not have an heir. 

Till bis lost child be found ? which, that it 
shall, 

Vs all as monstrous to our human reason. 

As my Autigonus to break lus gravi. 

And come again to me ; who, on my life. 

Did perish with the infant. *Tis your connsel. 
My lord should to the heavens he contrary, 
Oppose against their wills.—Care not for issue; 

[To Lkontes. 

The crown will find au heir : Great Alexander 
Left Ins to the worthiest; so his successor 
Was like to he the best. 

Leon - Good Paulina,— 

Who hast the memory of Hermione, 

I know, in honour,—Oh ! that ever I [now. 
Had squar’d me to thy counsel!—then, even 
I might have look’d upon rny queen’s full eyes; 

Have taken treasure from her lips,- 

Paul. And left them 
More rich, for what they vielded. 

Leon. Thou speak’st truth. 

No more such wives; therefore, no wife: one, 
worse, 

And better us’d, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corps; and, on this stage, 
[Where we offenders now appear,) soul-vex'd. 
Begin, And ivhy to me f 
Paul. Had she such power, 

She had just cause. 

Leon. She had ; and would Incense me 
To murder her I married. 

Paul. I should so ; - 

Were l the ghost that walk’d, I’d bid you mark 
Her eye; and tell roe, for what dull part in’t 
You chose her: then VC shriek, that even your 
ears 


Shou’d rift * to bear roe; and the words that 
Should be. Remember mine. [follow'd 

Leon. Stars, very stars, 

And all eyes else dead coals I—fear thou no wife 
1’il have no wile, Paulina. ’ 

Paul. Will you swear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave ? 

Lean. Never, Paulina; so be biess’d my 
spirit! 

Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witness to 
his oath. 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unless another. 

As like Herimone as is her picture. 

Affront t his eye. 

Cleo. Good madam,— 

Paul. I have done. 

Yet, if my lord will marry ,—If you will. Sir, 

No remedy, but you will; give roe the oihce 
To choose you a queen : but she shall not be so 
youug 

As was your former : but she shall be such. 

As, walk’d your first queen's ghost, it should lake 
To see her in your arms, [joy 

Leon. My true Paulina, 

We shall not tn.irry, till thou bldd’st us. 

Paul. That 

Shall be, when vour first queen’s again iu breath ; 
Never till then. 

Enter a Gentleman, 

Gent. One that gives out himself prince Flo- 
rizel. 

Son of Polixenes, with his princess, (she 
The fairest I have yet beheld,; desires access 
To your high presence. 

Ja‘ou. What with him ? lie comes not 
Like to his lather’s greatness : Ins approach, 

So oiiL of circumstance, and sudden, tells us. 

Mis not a visitation train’d, but forc’d 
By need and accident. What tram i 
Gent. But few. 

And those but mean. 

Leon. Hi» pnneess, say you, with him T 
Gent. Ay ; the roost peerless piece ot izrib, [ 
think. 

That e'er the sun shone bright on. 

Paul. O Hermione, 

As every present time doth boast itself 
Above a better, gone: so must thy grave 
Give way to what’s seen now. Sii, you yourself 
Have said, and writ so, (but )om wiiimr mnv 
Is coifer than that theme,;) She had not been. 
Nor not to be equulVd thus your vcise 
Flow’d^with her beauty once ; 'tis shrewdly ebb’d. 
To say, you have seen a better. 

Gent. Pardon, madam : 

The one 1 have almost forgot; (your pardon,) 
The other when she has obtain’d your eye, 

Will have your tongue too. This is such a crea¬ 
ture, 

Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 
Of all professors else : make proselytes 
Of who she but bid follow. 

Paul . How 1 not women ? 

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a wo¬ 
man 

More worth than any man ; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 

Jjean. Go, Cleomenes; 

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends, 
Bring them to our euibracoment.—Still 'ti» 
strange, 

[Exeunt Cleoxeues, Loads, and Gen- 
TLEVKN. 

He thus should steal jnpon vs* 

Paul* Had oar prince, 

(Jewelof children,) seen this boor, be bad pair d 
Well with this lord ; there was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leo*. Pr’ythee, so more: tboo ksow’at, 

• Split. t Meet, 

t Lt, Than the corte of Htrarieae the *ubj«ct of 
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He «lie» to me again, when talk'd of: sure. 
When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
"ill bung me to mushier that, which may 
CJufurutbh me of rea^ou.— They are come.- 

Re-enter Clfomenes, with Florizel, Per¬ 
du a, and Attendants . 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince ; 
For she did print your royal father off. 
Conceiving you : Weie I but twenty-one. 

Your lather’s image h so hit iu you, 

Hus very an, that I should call you brother. 

As I did him ; and speak of something, wildly 
Hv us perloiinM before. Most dearly welcome ! 
And you lair pnucess, goddess ! —Oh ! alu? I 
I lost a couple, that 'twixt beaven aud earth 
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as 
Vmi, gracious couple, do! and then i lost 
('ll mine own folly,) the society, 

Aunty too, of your brave father; whom, 

'i hough be.mug misery, I desire ray life 
Oikl* inoie to look upon. 

/Vo. By his command 
Have I here touch'd Siciha: and from him 
<i»ve you all greetings, that a king, a friend, 

Can send ins hiotlier: and, hut infirmity 
("Inch waits upon worn tunes,) hath something 
seiz’d 

His wish'd ability, he had himself 
'J he lands and waters 'twixt your throne and his 
Measur’d, to look upon you ; whom he loves 
Hie bade me say so,) moie than all the sceptres, 
And those that bear them, living. 

Leon. o my brother, 

(Good gentleman !) the wrongs I have done thee, 
stir 

Afresh within me ; and these thy offices. 

So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Ol my behind hand slackness !—Welcome hither, 
As is the spiiug to the earth. And hath he too 
Expos’d this pat agon to the fearful usage 
(At least, ungentle,) of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man, not worth her pains; much less 
*2 lit; adventure of her person 1 
Flo. Good liiv lord. 

She came fiom Libya. 

Leon. \\ here the warlike SmaTiis, 

That noble honour'd lord, is fear’d and lov'd ? 

7 Vo. Must loyal Sir, liom thence ; trom him, 
whose daughter 

His tears proclaim’d his, parting with her: thence 
(4 piospeious south-wind friendly,) we have 
cioss'd. 

To execute the chaise my father gave n#, 

For visiting your highness : My best train 
I have from your Sicilian shoies dismiss’d ; 

Wh.* for Bohemia bend, to siguify 
Not only my success in Libya, Sir, 

But my arrival, aud my wife’s, in safety 
Here, where we are. 

Leon. The blessed gods 
Purge all infection from our air, whilst you 
Do climate here I You have a holy father, 

A graceful * gentleman ; against whose person, 

So sacred as it is, I have done sin ; 

For which the heavens, taking angry note 
Have left me issueless ; and >our father’s bless’d, 
(As he from beaven merits it,) with you. 

Worthy his goodness. What might I have been. 
Might I a sou aud daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 


Lord. Here in the city ; I now came from 
him. 

f speak amazed I y ; and it becomes 
My marvel, and my message. To yoor court 
Whiles he was hast’mng, (in the chase, it seems, 
Of this fair couple,) meets be on the way 
The father of this seumng lady, aud 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this youtig prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray’d me ; 

Whose houour, aud whose honesty, till now. 
Endur’d all weathers.. 

Lord . Lay't so, to his charge ; 

He’s with the king your father. 

Leon. Who \ Camillo ? 

Lord. Camillo, Sir; 1 spake with him ; who 
now 

Has these poor men iu question. • Never saw I 
Wretches so quake : they kneel, they kiss the 
earth; 

Forswear themselves as often as they speak : 
Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths iu death. 

Per. O my poor father'— 

I The heaven sets spies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celehiated. 
j Leon. You are married ? 
j Flo. We are not, Sir, nor are wc like to be; 

J The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first:— 

'The odds for high and low’s alike, f 
| Leon. My lord, 

Is tins the daughter of a King ? 

Flo. She is, 

When once she is my wife. 

Leon. That once, I see, by your good father’s 
speed, 

Will come on very slowly. I am sorry, 

Most sorry, you have broken ftom his liking, 
"here you were tied m duty: and ab sorry, 

Your choice Is not so rich in worth j as bcautv, 
That yon might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up : 

Though fortune, visible an enemy 
Should chase us, with my father? power no jot 
Hath she, to change our loves.—’Beseech you. 
Sir, 

Remember since you ow'd no more to time 
Than I do now : with thought of such affections 
Step forth mine advocate ; it your request, 

My father will grant piecious things, as trifles. 
Leon. Would he do so. I’d beg your precious 
mistress. 

Which he counts hut a trifle. 

Paul. Sir, my liege, 

Your eye hath too much youth in't: not a month 
'Fore your queen died, she was more worth such 
gazes 

Than what you look on now. 

Leon. I thought of her, 

Even iu these looks I made.—But your petition 

[7b Florizel. 

Is yet uuanswer’d ; I will to your fjthei ; 

Your honour not o'erthrown by your desires, 

I am a friend to them, and you: upon which 
errand 

I now go toward him ; therefore, follow me, 

And mark what way I make: Come, good my 
lord. [ Exeunt . - 

SCENE II.—The same.—Before the Palace . 
Enter Autolycus and a Gentleman. 


Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Most noble Sir, 

That, which I shall report, will bear no credit, 
Weie not the proof so nigh. Please yon, great 
Sir, 

Bohemia greets yon from himself, by me : 
Desires you to attach t his son ; who has 
(His dignity and duty both cast off,) 

Fled from his father, from his hopeB, and with 
A shepherd's daughter. 

Leon. Where's Bohemia? speak. 

• Full of grace and virtue. t Sciao, arre«t. 


Avt. 'Beseech you, Sir, were you present at 
this relation 1 

1 Gent. 1 was by at the opening of the fardel, 
heard the old shepherd deliver the manner how 
he found it: whereupon, after a little amazed¬ 
ness, we were' all commanded out of the cham¬ 
ber ; only this, met bought 1 heard the shepherd 
say, he found the child. 

Ant, I would most gladly know the issue of 
it. 

• Conversation. 

4 A quibble on the false dice so called. 

J Descent or wealth. 







1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the bust-! and so locks her in embracin'*, as if .she \\,*u!<f 
nt'as:—But the cluuges I peiccived in the king,! pm her to her heait, that she might no m.,ie 
ami Caimllo, were very notes of admiration : be m danger of losing. 

they seemed almost, with starin* at one -no- l Gent. The dignity of this art w.'s woith Use 
ther, to tear the cases of tbeir eyes; time was audicmc ot kings and piuucs ; loi ey smh was 
speech in the»r dumbness, language in their it acieil. 

veiy gesture; they looked, as tbe> had heard! 3 Gent. One of the pietlic«t tom he-of nil, 
of a world ransom'd, or one destroyed: A no- > and that winch angled for mine i\*s 
table passion of wonder appeared in them : but the w.itei, though not the w.i«, 'dun ,-t 

the wisest beholder, that knew no more but *ee-! the relation of the queen's death, with the 
iug, could not say, if the importance • weie jov,! manner how she came to it, (bravely imitt —rd. 
or sorrow : hut lit the extremity of the one, it .iiid lamented by the kin**,) how sitlriimt i.e*«t 

must needs be. wounded his daughter: till, irom one sum of 

_ dolour (o another, she did, with .in alas ' I 

a/i/fr flWd/Afr Gr.NTLCtux. would fain say, bleed tears; loi, 1 am sure. 

Here comes a gentleman, that, happily, knows mv heart wept blood. Who was most marble 

Tbe news, Rogero ? [nmre : 1 llicie,* changed colour; some swooned, all 

2 Gent. Nothing but bonflres: The oracle is 1 sorrowed ; if all the world could haw seen it, 
fulfilled; the king's daughter is found: such a the woe had been univeis.il. 

deal of wouder is broken out within this hour, 1 Gent. Are they returned to the court 1 

that ballad-makers cannot be able to express it. .3 Gent No : the pimce*s licaimg ot her mo 

ther’s statue, which is in the ketpiug of l»an« 
Enter a third Gentlem kk. Iiii.i,— a piece manv years in doing, and now 


Here comes the lady Paulina’s steward ; he can 
deliver you more.—How goes it now, Sir T this 
news, which is called true, is so like an old tale, 
that the verity of it is in strong suspicion : Has ! 
the king found his heir t Jk ! 

3 Gent. Most true; if ever truth were preg¬ 
nant by circumstance: that, which you hear, 
you’ll swear you see, there is such unity in the 
proofs. The mantle of queeu Hernuone her 
jewel about the neck ot it the letters of An- 
lisomis found with it, which thev know to tie I 
his character the majesty of the creature, in 
n semblance of the mother ;—the afle»-tion 1 of 
nobleness, which naime shows above hir breed¬ 
ing,—and many other evidences, proclaim htr, 
with all ceitamty, to oe the king’s daughter. 
Did vou see the meeting of the two kings'? 

2 Gent. No. 

3 Gent. Then have yon lost a sight, which 
was to he seen, cannot he spoken ot. There 
might you have beheld one joy crown another ; 
so, and in such manner, that, it seemed, son-un¬ 
wept to take leave of them , for their joy waded 
in tears. There was catting tip of eyes, hold- 
mg up of hands ; with countenance of such 
dial! action, that they were to be knowu by 
garment, not by t.uour. J Our kmc, being 
ready to leap out of himself for joy of his found 
daughter; as if that joy were now become a 
lo?s, cries, O thu mother , thy mother! then 
asks Bohemia forgiveness; then embraces his 
sou-in-law; then again worries he bis daughter, 
with clipping 5 her ; now be thanks the old 
shepherd, which stands by, like a weatlier- 
bittcn conduit of many kings' reigns. I never 
heard of such another encounter, which lames 
report to follow it, and undoes description to 
do it. 

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonui, 
that carried hence the child 1 

3 Gent. Like an old tale still; which will 
have matter to rehearse, though credit he 
asleep, and not an ear open : be was tom to 
pieces with a bear; this avouches the shep¬ 
herd's son; who has not only his innocence 
(which seems much,) to justify him, hut a ban* 
kerchief and rings of his, that Paulina knows. 

1 Gent. What became of bis bark and bis 
followers ? 

3 Gent. Wrecked, the same instant of their 
master's death; and in the view of the shep- 
lerd: so that all the instruments, which aided 
to expose the child, were even then lost, when 
it was found, but O the nohtl combat that, 
’twixt joy and sorrow, was fought iu Paulina! 
She had one eye declined for the loss of her 
husband ; another elevated that the oracle was 
fulfilled ; She lifted the princess fiom the earth ; 


newly performed by that rare Italian master, 
Julio Romano ; who, had he hiin*iif iteinuv, 
and cou.d put bteath into Ins woik, would !*•■- 
ruile nature of her cu-toin, so peitcctly hr is 
her ape: he so near to licimiotic hath rone 
Hernuone, that, tiny sav, one would speak to 
her, ami stand in hope oi answer . loiihei, with 
all greediness of atUclmn, are they gone, and 
there they intend to sup. 

2 Gent. I thought she had some great mat* 
ter tbeie in baud , i«>r she hath pnvatelv, twice 
or thrice a dav, evet suite Hie death of Iler- 
mione, vj-itul that removed ♦ hou*e. Shall we 
thither, and with our company puce tuc le- 
joiciti? T 

1 Gent. Who would he thence, that has the 
benefit of access'? eveiy wink ol an t v«, mhiic 
new aiace wnl be hoiu : our ab-euce iiiako us 
unthrifty to our knowledge. Let’s along. 

[Ei cunt Gk.nti.iu i n. 

Aut. Now, had I not the dash ot my in* r 
life in me, would preferment diop on mv toad. 
I brought the old man and his sou at.oaid me 
pimce; told him I heard him talk ot a t.ud.l, 
and I know not what: but he at that ’inn, 
over-tond of the shepherd's danghiei, (*•• la 
then took her to hej who began to lie ninth 
sea sick, and biuisdtj little belli r, euirmiv i.f 
weather cnntimnug, tins nivstriy himimH 
undiscovered. But ’us all one to me : fur bad 
I been the flnder-out of tins secret, it would 
not have relished among my other disc it (Jilt. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here comes those I have done good to against 
my will, and already appealing tu the blowouts 
of their fortune. 

Shep. Come, boy ; I am pn<t more children ; 
hut thy sons and daughters will he all gentle¬ 
men born. 

L’lo. You are well met, Sir: You denied to 
tight with me this other day, htcatiM- I was no 
gentleman horn; See you theve clothesT say, 
you see them not, and think me still no gen¬ 
tleman born; you were best ray, these lobes 
are not gentleman bom. Give me the lie : do ; 
and try whether I am Pot now a gentleman 
burn. 

Aut. 1 know you are now, Sir, a gentleman 
born. 

Clu. Ay, and have been so any time these 
four hours. 

Shep. And so have I, hoy. 

( to. So you have but I was a gentleman 
born before my father; for the king's son took 
me by the hand, and called me, brother; anil 
then the two kings called my father, (Mother: 
and then the prince, n»y brother, and the pimce 
ccis, my sister, called my lather, fathei ; atr4 


• T he ili i n z Import**!. 4 Diapnonen or quality. 

♦ / H 4Ui(f a .«u. r m mamm A 




♦ Rrir.rO. 




Seme TIT. WINTER’S TALE. 861 


f M we wept; and there was the first gentleman- 
like tears that tv< r we shed. 

Si'ifp We may livt, ton, to shed many more. 
('to. Ay , 01 the 'twue haid luck, being in 
ro |>iipo-'U-ious Citato a*> we arc.' 

Ant. 1 humbly beset*ill you, Sir, to pardon 
lm* all the taulf> I have cotninitted to join wor¬ 
ship, and to give me your good r.poit to the 
pi nice my mastri. 

Shvp. 'Pi’ythei, son, do; for we must be 
Cenlle, now \\e an cemlemeu. 

Clo. I bon wilt amend thy life ? 

Ant. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand : I will swear to the 
prince, thou ail as honest a true It How as any 
ia hi bohemia. 

Stop. You may say it, but not swear it. 

Clu. Not swear it, now I am a Leiitlcman ? 
Let boors and franklins * say it, I'll swear it. 
Sn,y. How tl u be false, son l 
Clo. It it be ne’er so tahe, a true gentleman 
nu, swear it, m the behalf of his friend And 
I’ll sweat to the prince, thou aita tall + fellow 
«>f thy hands, and that thou wilt not be dnmk; 
but 1 know, thou ait no tall fellow ot Ihv 
hands, and that thou wilt be drunk ; but I’ll 
swear it : and I would, thou would'st he a tall 
tellow of ihv hands. 

Aut. I will prove so. Sir, to my power. 

Clo. Ay, by any means piove a tall fellow: 
If I do not wonder, bow thou d.ireal ventuie 
to be dtuuk, not being a tall fellow, trust me 
not—llaik! the kings and the (unices, our 
kindred, are going to see the queen’s picture. 
Come, follow us : we’ll be thy good masters. 

[Exeunt. 

SCFXLIII .— The same.—A Room in Paul¬ 
ina’s Horse. 

Enter Lkontks, Polixekls, Florutl, Per- 
uita, Cauillu, Paulina, Lords, and At¬ 
tendants. 

[.eon. O grave and good Paulina, the great 
7 hat ! have had of thee ! [comfort 

Paul. What, soveieign Sir, 

1 did not well, 1 meant well ; All my services, 
Toil have paid home : but that you have voucli- 
sat’d [contracted 

A\ith your crown’d brother, and these your 
Heirs ol your kingdoms, my poor bouse to 
If is a surplus of your grace, which never [visit, 
M‘ life may last to answer. 

Leon O Paulina, 

W< honour you with tiouble : but we came 
To see the statue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without mucl) 
content 

In many "insularities ; but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 

'1 he statue of lict mother. 

Paul. As she liv'd peerless, 

So her dead likeness, 1 do well believe. 

Excel'* whatever vet you looked upon, 

Or hand «l man hath done : therefore I keep it 
Lonely apart: But here it is : prepare 
To see the life as lively mock’d, as ever [well. 
Still sleep mock’d death: behold . and say, ’tis 
[Paulina undraus a Curtain , and dis¬ 
colors a statue . 

I like your silence, it the more shows oflf 
Your wondtr: But yet speak;—first, you, my 
Coin**s it not something near T [liege 

/.eon. Her natural posture 1 
Chide me, deal stone; that I may say, Indeed, 

7 bun art Hermione: or, rather, thou art she. 

In thy not eluding ; for she was as tender. 

As infancy and grace.—But yet, Paulina, 
llennione was not so much wrinkled ; uothing 
bo aged, as this seems. 

Pot. Oh ! not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver'* excel¬ 
lence : 


Which lets eo by some sixteen years, and 
makes her 
As she liv’d imw. 

Lean. As now she might have done. 

So much to m> good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my soul, oh ? thus she stood, 
Kvcn Hiih such lit, of majesty, (waim file. 

As now it coldly stands,; when hi at 1 woo’d 
her! 

I am asham’d : Does not the stone rebuke me, 
For being more 6tone than it ?—o royal piece. 
There's magic in thy majesty ; which has 
My evils conjur’d to reimnibiance ; and 
From thy admiiing daughter took the spirits. 
Standing like stone with thee ! 

Per. And give me leave ; 

And do not say, ’Us superstition, that 
i kneel, and then implore hei nlesstug.—Lady, 
Dear queen, that ended when I but began. 

Give me that hand ot jour’s, to kiss. 

Paul. O patience. 

The statue is but newly fix'd, the colour’s 
Not diy. 

Cam. My lord, your soirow was too sore laid 
on ; 

Which sixteen uniters cannot blow away, 

So niauy summeis, diy : scaice any joy 
Did ever so long ligpp ; no soiiuv. 

But kill’d nself much soonei. 

Pol. Dear my brother, 

Let him that was the tause of tins, have power 
To take off so much grief trom you as he 
Mill piece up in himself. 

Paul, indeed, my lord. 

If I had thought the sight of my poor intake 
Would thus have wrought* yoa, ^lur the stone 
is mine,) 

I’d not have shovv’J it. 

1.eon . Do uot diaw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer shall you g.ue ou’t ; lest 
your fanry 

May th.uk anon, it moves. 

Leon. Let be, let be, 

Woula I weie dead, but that melhinks al¬ 
ready—• [b>id, 

What was he, that did make it?—See, my 
Would you not deem, it breath’d * and that 
those veins 

Did verily hear blood ? 

Pol. Masterly done .* 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

Leon. The fixure of her eye has motion in’i t 
As t we are mock’d with ait. 

Paul. I’ll draw the curtain ; 

My lord’s almost so far transported, that 
He’ll think anon, it lives. 

Leon. O sweet Paulina, 

Make me to think so twenty yeais together ; 

No settled senses of the woild can match 
The pleasure of that madness. Left alone. 
Paul. 1 am soiry. Sir, 1 have thus lar stirr’d 
you : but 

I could afflict you further. 

Leon. Do, Paulina; 

Foi this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any coidial comfort.—Still, methinks. 

There is an air comes from bei : What fine 
chisel [me. 

Could ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock 
For I will kiss her. 

Paul. Good my lord, forbear: 

The ruddiness upon her lip is wet: 

You’ll mar it, if you kiss it; stain yonr own 
With oily painting;: Shall I draw the curtain t 
Leon. No, not these twenty yeais 
Per. So long could 1 
Stand by,a looker on. 

Paul. Either forbear, 

Quit presently the chapel; or resolve yon 
For moie amazement: If you can behold it. 

I’ll make the statue move indeed; descend, 

• Worked, icititcd. 

♦ 1. 1 . Though her tyo bo fined it teems to Bore mo¬ 
tion in it. $ At if. 
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And take you by the band: but then you’ll think, 
(Which 1 protest against,) I am assisted 
By wicked powers. 

Leon. What you can make her do, 

I am content to look on ; what to speak, 

I am content to hear; for 'tis as easy 
To make her speak, as move. 

Paul. It is requir’d 

You do awake your ftitb : Then, all stand still; 
Or those, that think )t is unlawful business 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leon. Proceed ; 

No foot shall stir, 

Paul. Music; awake her: strike.— [3/wfc. 
'Tis time; descend; be stone no more: ap¬ 
proach ; 

Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come; 
I'il fill your crave up : stir; nay, comc away ; 
Bequeath to death jonr numbness, for from him 
I>e.ir life ledeeuis you.—You perceive, she stirs: 

^Hikwione comes doun jrom the Pedestal. 
Start nut : her actions shall be holy, as, 

Tou hear, im spell is lawful: do not slum her, 
Until you see her die again ; for then 
Tou kill her double : Nay, present your hand : 
When she was young, you woo'd her; now, in 
age, 

h she become the suitor. £ 

Leon, oh ! she’s warm ! [Embracing her. 
If ihi« be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful a? eating. 

Pol She embraces him. 

<\>m. She hangs about his neck; 

If *l«e pertain to life, let her speak too. 

Pol. A \, and make'l manifest where she has 
liv’d 

Or, how siol’n from the dead ? 

Paul. That she is living, 

Were it but told you, should be hooted at 
Like an old tale ; hut it appears, she lives, 
Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while. 
Please you to interpose, fair madam; kneel, 

And pray your mother’s blessing.—Turn, good 
Our Perdita is found. {lady ; 

[Presenting Perdita, who kneels to 
Hkiviojii. 


Her . Yon gods, look down, 

.And from your secret vials pour yoorgraces 
Upon my daughter’s head 1—Tell me, mine own, 
WTiere hast thou been preserv'd I where liv’d 1 
how found 

Thy father's court T for tftou shalt hear, that I,— 
Knowing by Paulina, that the oracle 
Gave hope thou wait In being,—have preserv’d 
Myself, to see the issue. 

Paul. There’s time enough for that ; 

Lent they desire, upon this push to trouble 
Your joys with like relation.—Go together. 

You precious winners • all; your exultation 
Partaket to every one. I, an old tuitie, 

Mill wing ine to some wither’d bough; and there 
My mate, that’s never to be found again, 

Lament ml 1 am lost. 

Leon. O peace, Paulina; 

Thou sbouki’al a husband take by my consent, 

As I by thine, a wife: this is a match, 

And made betweeu’s by vows. Thou hast found 
mine ; 

But how, is to he question’d * for I saw her. 

As I thought,dead ; and have, in vain, said many 
A praver upou her crave : I'll not seek tar 
(For him, I partly know his nuudj to find tiice 
An honourable husnaud Come, Caniulo, 

And take her by the hand : whose worth, and 
hone«tv. 

Is richly noted ; and here justified 
By us, a pair of kings.—Let's from this place — 
IV hall— Look upon my hi other !—both your 
pardons, 

That e’er I put between your holv looks 
My ill suspicion.—This your Miu in-law, 

And son unto the king, (whom heavens dneci- 
iiig,) [Ima, 

Is troth-plight to your daughter — Good Pau- 
Lead us from hence ; wheie we may leisurely 
Each out* demand, and answer l«* his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of time, •mice first 
We were dissever’d : Hastily lead away. 

[Exeunt. 

• You who by this discovery bare frr.*n«il wdiat y <n 
desired 1 Inc t:up»te. 



TAMING OF THE 


SHREW. 


LITERARY AND HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

WARbURTON and Farmer have questioned the authenticity of this play; one declaring it to b« certainly spur., 
out, and the other supposing that Slidkxpeare merely adapted it to the stage, with certain additions and cor¬ 
rections. Malone, however, upon very satisfactory grounds, ranks it among the earliest efforts of >hakspeare '* 
muse , as it abounds w ith the doggrt I measure so common in the old comedies immediately preceding the time 
at which he commented writing for the stage ; and with a tiresome play upon w-ords, which he took occasion 
to condemn in one of lus subsequent comedies. The jear 1.VJ9 is the probable date of its production. Yet 
Stcriens ducovc rs the hand ol Shakspeare in almost every scene ; and Johnson considers the unule play rery 
popular, sprightly, and diverting. 14 The t.vo plots (sa>> the learned Doctor) are so well uu ited, that they can 
h.tpllj he called two, without injur> to the art with which they art interwoven." Ihat part of the story' 
which suggests the title of the play, :s probablj a work ol invention. The under-clot, which comprises the 
love-scenes of Luceutin, the pleasing incident of the pedant, with the^plmracters of \incentio, 'Iranto, 
Grrnno ami Itiondrllo, is taken from a comedy ol George G iscoigne’s (an anchor of considerable popularity) 
culled Suppo.es, t rdiikl.it ed from Ariosto's I Siippositi, and acted in lobtf. In the geutlcineu of Gres's Inn. The 
singular Indue tion to this piece is taken from G'julart's '* Histones ad u.rabus d.’ no (re temps," in which us 
leading circumstance is related as a real (act, practised upon a mean artisan at Brussels, by Philip the Good, 
duke of burgundy. The Taming qf the Shnw condensed within the compass of a modern afur-ptete invariably 
elicit* considerable mirth; for the respective parts of Ka'hanua and Pctruchio are tN.cecdinj.lj spirited, 
luclic rous, and diverting, llut, in its present form, many of the scene* are unpardonable tediou®, and man/ 
ol the incidents perplexing!) involved. 1 o those w ho look for “ sermons in stones, and good in e\i rv thing,'* 
we cvnnot ruith point out the moral of this domestic o< curreuce ; since the successful issue ot 1'etruchio'* 
experiment in one solitary instance, will scarcely warrant its practical repetition in any of the numerout- 
cascs which seem to call for • similar remedy. 
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Persons in 
the Induc¬ 
tion. 


DRAMATIS 

A Lord. 

til in :*top her Sly, a drunken 
I'utki r. 

HosttsPage, Players, II tints- 
men. and other sen ants at¬ 
tending on the lsid. 

V. aptista, a rich Gentleman of Padua. 

\ rNcc.% no, an old Gentleman of Pisa. i 

Luclmio, Son to Vincentio, in love uith 
liianca. 

Pltruchio, a Gentleman of Verona, a suitor 
to Katharina. 


PERSONS. 

Tranio, 1 Servants to Lueentio. 

BlOMJfaLLO, S 

Grl’MIO, \ Servants to Pctruchio . 

Clutis, I 

PEDANT, an old fellow set up to personate 
Vincentio. 

Katharina, the Shrew, \ Daughters to Bap - 
Bianca, iter Sister, j tista. 

Widow. 


Tailor , Haberdasher , and Servants attending 
on Baptista and Pet ruth to. 


Scene, sometimes in Padua ; and sometimes in Petrucbio’s House in the Country. 


CHARACTERS IN THE INDUCTION 


To the original P!ay of The Taming of a Shrew, entered on the Statiouers* Books in 1594, and 

printed in quarto, m 1607. 


A Lord, &c. 

Si. y. 

A Tapster. 

Page, Players, Huntsmen , Ac. 

PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Ai.phonsus a merchant of Athens. 

Jeroiiil, Duke of (,'estus. 

AUREI..LS, hi, Sox,\ SHitors t0 the „ augll ter. 


I Valeris, Servant to Aurelius. 

I Sander, Servant to Ferando. 

Phtlotus, a Merchant uho personates the 
Duke. 

Kate, * 

KmF. i.i a, > Daughters to Alphotisus. 

Pm lema, * 

Tailor, Haberdasher , and Servants to Fe¬ 
rando and Alphotisusi 


Scene, Atbcni; and sometimes Fcrando’s Country Honse. 



m TAMING OF 

INDUCTION. 

SCEXE /■—Btjore an Alehouse on a llcath. 

Enter Hostess and Sly. 

Sly- I’ll pbeese # von, in faith. 

Host A i air of block* *• , >011 logue ! 

Shi. Y’ arc a baggage ; the She* an* no rogues : 
Look :n the enroll teles, we cJine in with liidiuid 
Loiiquerur. r litre fore, paucitt pallabi t.s „ t let 
tlie world slide : Sessa ! ; 

Host. You will not pay for the glasses >ou 
have burst 7 a 

Sly. No, not a denier: Go by, savs Jeronimy ; 
—Uo to tli> cold bed, and warm thee. \\ 

Host. I know my remedy, I must go fetch the 
Ihirdboroiigh. c [Eut. 

Sly. Third, or fourth, or iftb borough, l'Ji 
answer him L»> law ; I II not bydge an inch, boy ; 
let him come, and kindly. 

[Lus tlou 11 0.1 the ground and jalls asleep. 

Vrind herns. Enter a Lord from hunting , 
uitii huntsmen and si rt ants. 

Lord. Huntsman, 1 charge thee, tender well 
niv hounds: 

Bracli •* Mmiman,—the poor cui is emboss’d,4* 
And couple Clowder with tbe deep-inotilh’d 
hracli. 

Saw’«t thou not, boy, how Silver made it eood 
At the hedge corner, 111 '.be coldest fault 7 
I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

1 Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my 
He cried upon it at the merest |u*s, fiord , 
And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent. 

'li ust me, I take liun for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool ; it Echo were as fleet, 
1 would esteem him worth a dozen such. 

But sup them well, and look unto them ail ; 
To-monow I intend to huul a^ain. 

1 Hun. I will, im lord. 

Lord. W hat’s here 7 one dead, or drunk 7 See, 
doth he breathe t 

2 Hun. He breathes, my lord : Were he not 

waun’d with ale. 

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 
Lord. O monstrous beast! how like a swine 
lie lies f [image ! 

Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine 

Sir«, I will practise on this drunken man-- 

What think you, if lie were convey’d to ln*d. 
Wrapp’d in sweet doibes, rings put upou his 
fingers, 

A most delicious banquet by his bed. 

And brave attendants near him when he wakes 
Would not the beggar then foiget himself7 
1 Hun. Believe uie, lord, I think he cannot 
choose. 

Hun. It would seem suauge unto him when 
he wak’d. 

Lord, hveu as a flattering dream, or woilh- 
less limey. 

Then take lum up, and manage well the jest :— 
Carry him gently to my fairest chamber, 

And hang it rouud with all my wanton pic¬ 
tures : 

Balm Ins foul head with warm distilled waters, 
Aud burn sweet wood to make the lodging 

sweet: 

Procure me music ready when lie wakes, 

'Jo make a dulcet and a heavenly sound; 

And if he chance to speak, he ready straight, 
Aud, with a low submissive reverence. 

Say,—What is it your honour will command 7 
Let one attend him with a silver bason. 

Full of rose-water, and befetrew’d with flowers ; 
Another bear the cuer,U the third a diaper, 

• Beat or knock. 4 Few words, 

t Be qmrt. { Broke. 

I Thu lme anil the imp of Spanish is used in l»ut 
leique 1 roman uld play called liieronvino, or the Spanish 
Tragedy. 

1 Ah officer wheat authority equals a constable 

*• Bitch. ♦♦ Strmned. 

. It Pitcher. || Napkin. 
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And say, —WiIlT please your lordship ccol jour 
hands 7 

Some one be ready with a costlv suit. 

Ami ask him wh.il appaiel he will wear; 

Another tell him ot lus hounds ami Inuse, 

And that lus lady lnotini* at his disease : 
Pt-isuade hill), tiiat lie hath been lunatic; 

Aud, when he say* he is—, say, that he dieams. 
For lie is nothing Im: a mighty loid. 

This do, and do it kindly, * gentle bus ; 

It will be pastime passim: excellent, 

11 it he husbanded with modesty. t 
1 Hun. My lord, 1 wjiraiii you, we’ll play 
our part. 

As he shall think, by our tine diligence, 

He is 110 less than what Hi say he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with 
him ; 

Aud each one to his oflke, when he wakes.— 

[ Some bear out bn. A ttumjnl sounds. 
Surah, go see what tiumpet ’Us that sound-* 

Seuv am. 

Belike, some noble gentleman . that nu.ms 
Travelling s->me journey, to lepoae luui bcie.— 

Re-enter J Suit ant. 

How now 7 \\ ho is it 7 
Sen. An it please vour honour, 

Fiaycis that oil. 1 service to yom lordship. 

Laid. Bid them come near:— 

Enter Plvyeis. 

Now, fellows, you aie welcome. 

1 Play. We thank vour honour. 

Lord. Do you tuleiid to stay with me to¬ 
night 7 

2 Play, bo please your lordship to accept oar 

duty. 

Lord. With all my heart.— This fillow I re¬ 
member. 

Since once lie play’d a farmer’s eldest son 
Twas where you woo’d the gtuilewomau so 
well: 

I have forgot youi name ; hut, sure, that part 
Was aptly htt«d, and naturally ptrfoim’d. 

I Play. 1 think, 'twas Solo that your honour 
means. 

Lord. Mis veiy true ;—thou didst it tvctl- 
knt.— 

Well, yon are come to me in happy tune ; 

1 he rather lor 1 have some spoil 111 hand. 
Wherein your cunning can sp-m-i me much. 
There is a lord will hear you play to-uighl: 

But 1 am doubtful of your rmxU-siits : 

Lest, over-eying of lus odd behaviour, 
fFor yet lus honour never heard a play,) 

*ou break into some trierrv passion. 

And so otfeud him : lor I leli you. Sirs, 

If you should smile, he grows impatient. 

1 Play. Tear not, uiy loid : we can contain 
ourselves. 

Were he the veriest outlet in the world. 

Lord . Go, surah, take them to the buttery, 
And give them friendly wehoiix every one : 

Let them want nothing that my house atlords. 

[Exeunt Slkvam and Flayers. 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 

[Vo a Servant. 

And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady : 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard’s cham¬ 
ber, 

Aud call him—tnadam, do him obeisance,— 

Tell him Iron) me, (as he will win my love,— 
He hear himself with honourable action, 

Such as he hath observ’d in noble ladirs 
Unto their lords, by them accomplished ; 

Such duty to the drunkard let lum do, 

With soft low tongue, and lowly courtesy; 

And say,—What i&'t your honour will com¬ 
mand, 

Wherein your lady, and your humble wife. 

May show her duly, aud make kuown heriluve? 

f Moderation. 


* Naturallf. 
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And then — with kind emhracenients, templing 

klsH'.', 

And wi!h declining bead into bis bosom. 

Bid him ihed tears, ns belli:' overjoy’d 
'll* see bei noble loid it stor’d to health» 

>Mio, lor twice seven years, hath esteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathsome heygai : 
And it the boy base not a woman's gilt, 

1 » rain a shown of commanded tears. 

An onnm will do well to- such a shift ; 

Which in a napkin being close convey’d. 

Shall in despite eufoicc a watery eye. 

See this de'p.itcird with all the baste tbou canst; 

Anon I’ll give thee more instructions.- 

[tint Servant. 

I know, the boy will well usurp the grace, 

Voiu, gait, and action of a gentlewoman : 

I long to bear bun (all the drunkard, husband ; 
afnd bow my ineu will stay themselves from 
laughter, 

" hen they do homage to tins simple peasant. 

I’ll in to counsel them : haply • my presence 
Va» well abate the over-merry spleen, 

Which otherwise would prow into extremes. 

[Exeunt, 

SC EXE II. 

A Bedchamber in the Lord’s House. 

St y iv discoiercd in a rich nipht point, with 
attendants, some uith apparel, others 
iiifft bason, encr,and other appurtenances. 
Enter Lord, dressed like a Seri ant. 

Sly. I or God's sake a pot of small ale. 

1 Sen. Will't please your lordship drink a 

cup of sai k T 

2 St rt. Will’t plca*e your honour taste of 

the*-e conserves 1 

3 St ri . What raiment will your honour wear 

to-day t 

Sh/. I am ChriMophero Sly ; call not me— 
hoiiom, not lordslup : l never drank sack lu my 
life, and if you give me any conserves, give me 
conserves of beet: Ne’er ask me what raiment 
I’ll wear ; for I have no more doublets than hacks, 
no mnie stockings than legs, nor no more shots 
than feet . nay, sometimes, more feet than shoes, 
or sue h shoes as my toes look through Che over¬ 
leather. 

1joni. Heaven cease tins idle humour in your 
honour! 

Oli ? that a mighty man, of such descent, 
of such possessions, and so high esteem, 

Should he infused with so foul a spirit I 
SI v. What, would you make me mad f Am 
not I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son of Uurton- 
beuth ; bv birth a pedlar, by education a card- 
maker, by transmutation a hear-heid, and now 
bv piesent profession a tinker f Ask Marian 
Hacket, the fat ale-wife of W mcot, if she know 
me not : if she say I ain not fourteen pence on 
the score for •hec* ale, score me up for the 
lyinge-i kr.tve n Chi utendom. What, I am not 

bcMrutigh*; ♦ lleie’s- 

1 St re. oh t this it is, that makes your lady 
inouin. 

• 2 Sere. Ob! this it is that makes your servants 
droop. 

Lord. Ilruce comes it that your kindred shun 
your house, 

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 

O noble loid, bethink thee of thy biilh ; 

Call home thy ancient thoughts fioin banish¬ 
ment. 

And banish hence these abject lowly dreams: 
Look how thy servants do attend on thee. 

Each in his office ready at thv heck. 

Wilt thou have uiumc '{ bark ! Apollo plays, 

[Music. 

And twenty caged nightingales do slug: 

Or wilt thou sleep 1 we’ll have thee to a couch. 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful hrd 
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On purpose tiimm'd up for Semiramis. 

Say, than wilt walk ; we will bestrew the ground : 
Or wilt tbou iid»* 1 thy horses shall he tiapp’ii. 
Their harness studded all with gold and pearl. 
Dost thou love hawking? thou bast hawks will 
soar 

Above the morning laik : Or wilt thou bunt ? 
Thy bounds shall make the welkin au-wci tb in. 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

1 Sere. Say,thou wilt course ; thy gicyUouuds 

are as swift 

As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Sen. Dost thou love pictuies? we will fetch 

tbee straight 

Adonis, painted by a running brook: 

And Cythcrea all in set *es hid ; [breath, 

Which seem to move and wanton with hei 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 

Lord. We’ll show thee lo, as she was a maid ; 
And how she was beguiled and surpns’d. 

As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Sen . Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny 

w ood ; 

Scratching her legs that one shall swear she 
bleeds : 

And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Tbou art a lord, and nothing but a lord : 
Thou hast a lady far moie beautiful 
Than auy woman In this waning age. 

1 Scrv. And, till the tears that she bath shed 

for thee, 

Like envious floods, o’er-ran her lovely face. 

She was the fairest creature in the world ; 

And yet she is inferior to none. 

Sit/. Am I a lord t and have I such a lady ? 
Or do I dream! or have 1 dream’d till now T 
1 do not sleep : I see, 1 hear, 1 speak ; 

I smell sweet savours, and 1 feel soft things :— 
Upon my life, 1 am a lord, indeed ; 

And not a tinker, nor Chrisiophero» Sly.— 

Well, bring our lady hither to our sight; 

And once again, a pot o' the smallest ale. 

2 Sen. Will’t please your mightiness to wash 

your bands T 

[Servants present an ewer, basin, and 
napkin. 

Oh ! how we joy to see your wit restor’d ! 

Oh 1 that once more you knew but what you 
are ! 

These fifteen years yon have been In a dream ; 
Or, when you wak’d, so wak’d as if you slept 
Sly. These fllteeu years, by my fay,* a goodly 
nap. 

But did I never speak of all that time! 

1 Srrr. O yes, my lord ; but very idle words :— 
ror Ibough you lay here in tins goodly chamber. 
Yet would you say, ye were beaten out or dmu , 
And rail upon the hostess of the house ; 

And say, you would present hei at the lect.t 
Because she brought stone jugs and no seal’d 
quarts : 

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
Sty. Ay, the woman's maid of the house. 

3 Serv. Why, Sir, you know no house, nor 

no snch maid ; 

Nor no such men, as you have reckon'd up,— 

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpeiitell ; 

And twenty more such names and men as these. 
Which never were, nor no man ever saw. 

Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good 
amends! 

All. Amen. 

Sly. 1 thank tbee ; thou slialt not lose by it. 

Enter the Pace, as a lady, with attendants . 
Pape. How fares my noble lord T 
Sly. Marry, I fare well; for here is cheer 
enough. 

Where Is my wife f 

Pape. Here, noble lord ; What is thy will 
with her T 


• Pcrhapi. 


■f Dm'rncicE. 


• Fa tb 


4 
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Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me— 
husband? 

My men should call ine—lord ; ( am your good- 
man. 

Page. My husband and my lord, m> lord and 
husband ; 

1 am jour wife in all obedience. 

Sly. I know it well:—W hat must I call her t 
Lord. Madam. 

Sly. Al'ce madam, or Joan madam ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing else ; so lords call 
ladies. 

Sly. Madam wife, the) say that 1 have dream'd, 
and slept 

Above some til teen year and more. 

Page. Ay.and the tune seems thirty unto me ; 
Besns* all this time ahaudon’d fioni jour bed. 

Sly. *ITs much ;-Servants lease me and 

her alone.- 

Mariam, undress jou, and come now to bed. 
Page. Thrice uoble lord, let uie entreat of 
you, 

To pardon me yet for a night or two ; 

Or, if not so, until the sun be set: 

Foi jour physicians have expressly charg’d. 

In peril to incur jour former malady, 

'1 bat I should yet absent me from your bed : 

1 hope, tuia reason stands for mj excuse. 

Sly. 4y, it stands so, that I may hardly tarry 
so long. But I would be loath to fall into in) 
dreams again ; I will therefore tarry in despite 
ct the rtesh and llie blood. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Your honour's players, hearing your 
amendment, 

Are come to play a pleasant comcdv. 

For so your doctors hold it very meet; 

.Seeing too much sadness bath congeal'd yonr 
bloo* 1 , 

AnJ melancholy Is the nurse of frenzy, 
Therefore, they thought it good you bear a play. 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thousand harms, and lengthens 
life. 

Sly. Mam, 1 will; let them play it: Is not a 
commont«, * s. Christmas gambol, or a tumbling 
luck' 

Page. No, my good lord ; it is more pleasing 
stuff. 

Sly. What, household stuff? 

Pane. It is a Kind of history'. 

Sly. Well, we'll s»*e't: Come, madam wife, 
sit by my side, and let the worlo slip ; we shall 
ue’er be younger. [They sit do ten. 


ACT I. 

8CESE l.—Padua.~A public Place. 

Enter Ldcbntio and Tranio. 

f.vc. Tranio, since—for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,— 

I am arriv'd for frnitful Lombardy, 

T be pleasant garden of great Italy; 

And, by my father's love and leave, am arm’d 
Wuh Ins goud will, and thy good company. 

Most trusty servant, well approv'd in all; 

Here let us breathe, and happily institute 
A course of learning, and mgeuious i studies. 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Gave me my being, and my father first, 

A merchant of great traffic through the woiid, 
Vmcentio. come of the Bentivolu. 

Vmcentio bis soil, brought np in Florence, 

It shall become, to serve all hopes conceiv'd. 

To deck his fortune with Ms virtuous deeds : 
And therefore Tranio, for the time I study. 
Virtue, and that part of philosophy 
W ill | apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue 'specially to be achiev'd. 


t IsfiDivai. 


Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left. 

And am to Padua come ; as he that leaves 
A shallow plash, • to plunge him in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to quench Ins thirst. 

Tra. Mi jrerdonate , t gentle master mine, 

I am iu all affected as yomself; 

Glad that you thns conimue your resolve. 

To ruck the sweeU of sweet philosophy. 

Only, good master, while we do udiuue 
This virtue, and this moial discipline. 

Let’s t>e no stoics, nor no stocks, 1 pray ; 

Or so devote to Aristotle's checks. ; 

As Ovid lie an outcast quite abjur'd : 

Talk logic with acquaintance that you have, 

And practise ibetoric in your umiuion talk : 
Music mid poesy use to qutckeu 5 you : 

The mathematics, and the metaphysics. 

Fall to them, as you (hid your stomach serves 
von : 

No protit crows, wheie is no pleasure ta’eti 
In brief. Sir, studv what you most affect. 

Luc. Gihineicits, 1 tamo, well dost thou ad- 
If, Biondello, tbou wert come ashoie, [vise. 
We could at once put us in leaUmess ; 

Ami take a lodging, lit to ciitettani 
Such friends, as time in Padua shall beget. 

But stav awhile : What company is this I 

Tra. Masur, some .show to welcome us to 
town. 


Enter Baptivta, iCatharina, Bianca, Gi.k- 
mio .and Horizkmo. Lti antio and 1 ran to 
stand aside. 


Bap. Gentlemen, impArtune me no fuither. 
For how I firmly am resolv’d you know ; 

That is, not to bestow n>> youngest daughter. 
Before I have a husband for the elder : 

If either of you both love Kaibarina, 

Because I know you well, and love yon well. 
Leave shall you have to court her at yum plea¬ 
sure. 

Cre. To cart her rather : She’s too rough tor 
me 

There, there, Horteusio, will you any wife ? 
Kath. 1 pray you. Sir, [To Bap.] is it y.mr 
will 

To make a stale } of me amongst these mates l 
JJor. Mates, maid ! bow mean you that t no 
mates for you, 

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 

Kath. rfaitb. Sir, you shall never need to fear ; 
1 wia,T it is not half way to her heart: 

But, if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd stool. 
And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 
Hot. From all such devils, good Lord, deli¬ 
ver us I 

Ore. And me too, good Lord 1 
7Va. Hush, master! here ia some good pas¬ 
time toward j 

That wench is stark mad, or wouderful fioward. 

Luc. But in the Ollier's silence I do see 
Maids' mild behaviour and sobriety. 

Peace, Tranio. 

Tra . Well said, master: mum I and gaze your 
fill. 

Bap. Gentlemen, that 1 may soon make good 
What I have said,—Blanca, get you m : 

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca; 

For 1 will love thee ne’er the less, my girl. 

Kath, A pretty peat!** ’tis best 
Put linger in the eye,—an she knew why. 

Burn. SiMer, content yon in tuy discontent.— 
Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe : 

My books and instrument shall be my company ; 
On them to look, and practise by myself. 

Luc. Hark, Tranio! thou may’sthear Minerva 
speak. [Aside. 

Hor. Senior Baptbta, will you be so strange T 
Sorry am I, that our good will effects 
Bianca's grief. 


• Small piece of water. 
X Herah rules. 

| A bait or decoy. 


f Pardon me. 
| Animate 

^ Think. •* Pet. 


• For corned?. 
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Gre. Why, will you mew* her up, 

Signior Baptist!, for this fiend of bell. 

And make her bear the penance of her tongue f 
Rap. Gentlemen, content je ; I am resolv'd :— 
Go in, Bianca. [Exit Bianca. 

And tor 1 know, she taketb most delight 
In music, instiiiments, and poetry, 

Schoolmasters will I keep within my house, 

Fit to instruct her \oiitli.—If you, Horteusio, 

Or stumor Creinio, you,—know auy such, 

Preter t them hither ; for to cunning $ uieu 

I will be veiy kind, and liberal 

To mine own rlnldieu m good blinking up ; 

And so farewell. Kaiharina, >ou may stay ; 

For 1 have more to commune with Bianca. 

[Exit. 

Kath. Why, and I trust I may go too ; May 1 
not \ [belike, 

What, shall I be appointed hours; as though, 

1 knew not what to take, and what to leave ? Ha !» 

[Exit. 

Grc . You may go to the devil’s dam ; your 
gifts are so good, here is none will hold you. 
Tbrir love is not so gie.il, Horteusio, but we 
may blow our nails together, and fast it fairly 
out; our cake’s dough on both sides. Farewell: 
— ^et, for the love I bear my sweet Bianca, if I 
can by anv means light on a fit man, to teach 
bet that wherein she delights, I will wish him to 
her lather. 

Hor. So will I, signior Gremio: But a word, 

I pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet 
never brook'd parle, know now, upon advice, || 
it touche-til us both,—that we may yet again have 
access to our fair mistress, and be happy rivals 
in Bianca’* love,—to labour and effect one thing 
'specially. 

tin. What’s that, I pray ? 

Jlor. Marry, Sir, to get a husband for her 
sister. 

Gre. A husband 1 a devil. 

Hor. I say, a husband. 

Gre . I say, a devil : Tbmk'st tbou, Hortensio, 
though her father be very rich, auy uiau is so 
verv a fool to be married to hell T 

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your pa¬ 
tience, and mine, to eudure her loud alaruuis, 
vbv, nun, there be good fellows iu the world, 
hii a man could light on them, would take her 
with all faults, and money enough. 

Grc. I cannot tell ; but 1 bad as lief take her 
dowry with this condition,—to be whipped at the 
high cross every morning. 

How ’Faith, as you say, there’s small choice 
In totten apples, but, come ; since tins bar in 
law makes us friends, it shall be so far forth 
friendly maintained,—till hy helpiug Baptista's 
eldest daughter to a husband, we set his young¬ 
est free for a husband, and then have to’t afresh. 
Sweet Bianca !-*Happy man be his dole I % He 
that runs fastest gets the riug. How say you, 
signior Grenno? 

Gre. I am agreed: and 'would I had given 
him the best horse in Padua to begin his woo¬ 
ing, that would thoroughly woo her, wed her, 
and bed her, and rrl the house of her. Come 
on. [ t^ieunt Ghkmio and Hoktensio. 

Tra. [Advancing.] I pray, Sir, tell me,—I* it 
possible 

That love should of a sudden take such bold ? 

Luc, O Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

1 never thought It possible, or likely; 

But see ! while idly 1 stood looking on, 

1 found the effect of love in idleness: 

And now in plainness dp confess to thee,— 

That art to n»e as secret, and as deal. 

As Anua to the queen of Carthage was, 

Tianu, 1 burn, 1 pine, I perish, Tranio, 

If I achieve not this young modest gn 1 ' 

Counsel me, Tranio, fur 1 kuow thou canst; 

Assist me, Tranio, for X know tbou wilt. 

• Shut. I Rrcommended. 

X Knowing, learned. $ Endow meuia. 

Coaaxlcrativn. « Gain or lot. 
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Tra, Master, it is no time to chide you now; 
Affection is not rated* from the heart: [»o,— 

If love have touch’d you, nought remains but 
Redime te captum quam queas minima. 

Luc. Gramerues, lad ; go forward : this con¬ 
tents ; 

The rest will comfort, for my counsel’s sound. 
Tra. Master, you look’d so lougly t ou the 
maid. 

Perhaps you mark’d not wlrat’s the pith of all. 

Luc. O yes, 1 saw sweet beauty m her face. 
Such us the daughter^ of Age nor bad, 

1 bat made great Jove to humble hun to her 
hand, 

When with his knees he kiss’d the Cretan strand. 
Tra. Saw you no more ? rnaik'd you not how 
her sister 

Began to scold ; and raise up such a storm, 

That mortal ears might hardly endure the dm ? 

Luc. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move. 
And with her breath she did perfume the air, 
Sacied, and sweet, was all I saw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then, 'tis time to stir him from his 
trance, 

I pray, awake, Sir; if you love the maid, 

Bcud thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it 
stands: — 

Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd, 

That, till the father rid his bauds of her. 

Matter, your love must live a m.r.d at home ; 
And therefore has he closely mew’d her up. 
Because she shall not be annoy’d with Miitor*. 

Luc. All 1 Tranio, wbat a cruel father’s he ! 
But art tbou not advis’d, he took some care 
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct 
her ? 

Tra. Ay, marry, am I, Sir; and now ’tis 
plotted. 

Luc. I have it, Tranio. 

Via. Mastei, for niv band. 

Both our inventions meet and jump in oue. 

Luc. Tell me thine first. 

7Ya. Y oti will be schoolmaster, 

And undertake the teaching of the maid ; 

That’s your device. 

Luc. It is : May it be done ? 

Tra. Not possible; For who shall bear your 
And be hi Padua here Viucentio’s sou ? [pail. 
Keep bouse, aud ply his book; welcome his 
friends; 

Visit bis countrymen, and banquet them t 
Luc. Basta ;; content thee; for 1 have it full 
We have not yet been seen in any house; 

Nor can we be distinguished by our faces. 

For mao or master: Then it follows thus ;— 
Thou shall be master, Tranio, in iny stead. 

Keep bouse, and port, U and servauis, as I 
should ; 

1 will some oilier be; some Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan, or meau mau of Pisa. 

Tis hatch'd, and shall be so .—Tranio, at once 
I ncase tbee ; take my colour’d hat and cloak: 

W hen Btondello comes, he waits on thee; 

But l will charm him first to keep bis tongue. 
Tra. So had you need. 

[They exchange habits 
III brief then. Sir, sitli U it your pleasure is, 

And 1 am tied to be obedient; 

(For so your father charg’d me at our parting; 

Re serviceable to my son , quoth he, 

Although, 1 think, *twas in another sense,) 

I am cotiteut to be Lucentio, 

Because so well I love Lucentio. 

Luc. Trauio, be so, because Lucentio loves : 
Aud let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall'd my wounded 
eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Here comes the rogue.—Sirrah, where have ytm 
been ? 

• [Wren oct by chiding. 4 Longingly, 

t J.iirop*. f Ti* enough 

| bhow, appearance ^ blUCe. 
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Lion . Where have I been ? Nay, bow now, 
wheie are >on t [clothes t 

Master, has my fellow Tranio stolen your 
Or you stolen hist or botb! pray, what's the 
news T 

Luc. Sirrah, coroe hither; 'tls no time to jest, 
Ami therefore frame your manuers to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life, 

Puts my apparel and my countenance on, 

And I for my escape have put on his; 

For in a quarrel, since I came ashore, 

1 kill'd a mau, aud fear I was descried :• 

Wait yon oil him, I charge yon, as becomes. 
While l make way from hence to save my life: 
Yon understand me. 

Hion. 1, Sir, ne'er a whit. 

Luc* And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ; 
Tranio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Bum, The better for him ; Would I were so 
too I 

Tra . So would I, faith, boy, to have the next 
tvisli after,— [daughter. 

That Lucentio indeed had Baptism's youngest 
But sirrah,—not for my sake, but your master's, 
—I advise 

Yon use your manners discreetly in all kind of 
companies: 

When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio; 

But in all places else, your master Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, let’s go 
Oqe thing more rests, that thyself execute 
To make one among these wooers: if thou ask 
ine «by,— 

SufficetD, iny reasons are botb food and weighty. 

[Exeunt. 

1 Serv. My lord, you nod ; you do not mind 
the play. 

Sly. Yes, by saint Anne, do I. A good mat¬ 
ter , surely ; Comes there any more of it T 
Page. My lord, *tis but begun. 

Sly. '7Ys a very excellent piece of work , 
madam lady ; ' Would ’twere done ! 

SCESEIT. —771 e s^me.—Before Hortensio's J 

House. 

/ 

Enter Petruchio and Gmduio. 

Pet. Verona, for a while f take my leave, 

To see my friends in Padua; bot, of all. 

My best beloved and approved friend, 

Horteusio ; and, I trow, this is bis bouse :— 
Here, sirrah Grumio; knock, 1 say. 

Cm. Knock, Sir! whom should f knock! is 
there any man has rebused your worship T 
Pet. Villain, ! say, knock me here soundly. 
Gru. Knock yon bere,Sir? why, Sir, what am 
1, Sir, that I should knock yon here. Sir! 

Pet. Villain, 1 say, knock me at this gate. 

And rap me well, or 1*11 knock your knave’s 
pate. 

Gru. My roaster Is grown quarrelsome: I 
should knock yon drat, 

And then I know after who comes by the worst. 
Pet. Will it not bet 

'Faith, sirrah, an you'll not knock, 1*11 wring it; 
I’ll try how you can sol, fa, and sing it. 

[He wrings Grumio by the ears. 
Gru. Help, roasters, help! my master is 
mid. 

Pit. Now, knock when I bid yon: sirrah! 
villain I 

Enter Hortrksio. 

Hot. How now T what's the matter t—My old 
friend Grmniol aud my good friend Petruchlo I 
—How do you all at Verona 1 
Pet. Sign lor Horteusio, come you to part the 
fray T 

Con lutto il core bene trovato , may ! say. 

Hor. Alla nostra casa, bene venuto, 

AfoUo honor j to signor mio Petruchlo. 

Rise, Grumio, rise; we will •compound this 
quarrel, 


Gru. Nay, 'tls no matter, what be ’leges* (n 
Latin.—if this he not a lawful cuuse for me t* 
leave bis service,—Look you. Sir,—lie bid me 
knock him, and rap him soundly. Sir: Well, 
was it At for a servant to use bis master so; tir¬ 
ing, perhaps, (for augbt I see,) (wo aud thuty, 
—a pip out T 

Whom, 'would to God, I had well knock’d at 
first. 

Then bad not Grumio coine by the worst, 

Pet. A senseless villain—Good Horteusio, 

J bade the rascal knock upon your gate. 

And could not get him for iny lo an to do it. 

Gru. Knock at the gate!—O heavens i 
Spake you not these woids plain,— Sirrah, knock 
me here. 

Bap me here, knock me welt, and knock me 
soundly. 

And coine you uow with—knocking at the 
gate? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise 
you. 

Hor . Petrocbio, patience; I am Gruinio’s 
pledge : 

Why, this a heavy chance 'twivt him and sou ; 
Your ancient trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 
And tell me now, sweet fneud,—ub.it happy 
gale 

Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ! 

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men tbioogli 
the world. 

To seek their fortunes further than at borne. 
Where small experience grows. But, m a lew -J 
Slgnior Horteusio, thus it stands with me 
Antonio, my father, is deceas’d ; 

And I have thrust myself into this maze, 

Haply to wive, and thrive, as best 1 mav - 
Crowns in ro> pnrse I have, and goods at home. 
And so ain come abroad to see the world. 

Hor. Petrncio, sball 1 then come roundly to 
tbee. 

And wish thee to a shrewd IM-favourM wife T 
Thoud'st thank me but a little for my counsel : 
And yet I'll promise tbee she shall be rich. 

And very rich but thou’rt too much my friend. 
And I’ll not wish tbee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortensio, 'twixt such friends 
as we. 

Few words suffice : and, therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petrucluo's wife, 

(As wealth Is burden of my wooing dance,) 

Be she as foul as was Florentins’ love,: 

As old as Sybil, and as curst aud shrewd 
As Socrates* Xanttppe, or a worse. 

She moves me not, or not removes, at least. 
Affection's edge lit me ; were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas: 

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua ; 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay, look yon. Sir, lie tells you flatljr 
what bis mind is: Wby, give him gold enough 
and marry him to a puppet, or au aglet hnby ; $ 
or an ola trot with ne'er a tooth In her bead, 
thoogh she have as many diseases as two aud 
fifty horses: why Motbing comet amiss, so money 
conies witbal. 

Hor. Petruchlo, since we have stepp’d thus 
far in, 

1 will continue that I broach’d In jest. 

I can, Petruchlo, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and youug, and beaute¬ 
ous ; 

Brought up, fcs best comes a gentlewoman : 

Het only fanlt (and that Is faults enough,) 

Is,—that she is intolerably curst, [sure 

And shrewd, and froward; to beyond all, roca- 
That were my stale far worser than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet. Hortensio, peace; thou kuow’st not 
gold's effect: 

Tell me her father’s name, and 'tls enough ; 
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For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
Ah thunder when the clouds in autumn crack* 
Har. Her father is Baptista Minola, 

An affable and courteous gentleman : 

Her name is Katharina Miuola, 

licnown’d in Padua for her scoldiug tongue. 

Pet. I know her father, though 1 kuow not 
her: 

And be knew my deceased father well:— 
i will not sleep, Hortenaio, till I see her; 

And therefore let me be thus bold with you. 

To give you over at this first encounter. 

Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the 
humour lasts. O' my word, an she kuew him 
as well as I do, she would think scolding 
would do little good upon him : She may, per¬ 
haps, call hun half a score knaves, or so : why, 
that’s nothing ; an he begin once, he’ll rail in 
bis rope-tricks. • I’ll tell you what, Sir,—an 
she stand t him but a little, he will throw a 
figure in her face, and so disfigure her with it, 
that 6be shall have no more eyes to see withal 
than a cat: You know him not, Sir. 

Hor. Tarry, Petrucbio, I must go with thee; 
For in Baptista’s keep t my treasure is : 

He hath the jewel ot mv life in hold. 

His youngest danebter, beautiful Bianca ; 

And her withholds fiom me, and other more 
‘Suitors to her, and rivals in my love: 

Supposing it a thing impossible, 

fl'or those defects I have before rehears’d,) 

That ever Katharina will be woo’d. 

Therefore this order $ bath Baptista ta’en ;— 

1 hat none shall have access unto Bianca, 

Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

(Irn. Katharine the curst ! 

A title for a maid, of all titles the worst. 

Hor . Now shall my friend Petruchio do me 
grace; 

And offer me, disguis’d in sober robes, 

T«> old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
W»ll seen H in music, to instrnct Bianca: 

Tlut so I may by this device at least, 

Have leave and leisure to make love to her. 

And, uosuspected, court her by herself. 

Enter Gremio ; with him Luckntio disguised, 
with books under hit arm. 

Gru. Here’s no knavery ! See ; to beguile 
the old folks, how the young folks lay their 
heads together I Master, master, look about 
you : Who goes there f ha! 

Hor. Peace, Grumio; *ti« the rival of my 
Petruchio, stand by a while. [love :— 

Gru. A proper stripling, and an amorous ! 

[Then retire. \ 

Gre. O very well; I have perus’d the note. 
Haik you, Sir ; I’ll have them very fairly 
bound : 

fill books of love, see that at any band ;T 
And see you read no other lectures to her: 

You understand me Over aud beside 
Signior Baplista’s liberality, [too, 1 

I’ll mend it with a largess : ••—Take your papers 
And let me have them very well perfum’J; 

For she is sweeter than perfume itself, 

To whom they go. What will yon read to her T 
Luc. Whate’er 1 read to her. I’ll plead fur 
you. 

As for my patron, (stand you so assur’d) 

As firmly as yourself were still in place : 

Yea, and (perhaps) with' more successful words 
Thau you, unless you were a scholar. Sir. 

GVe. O this learning ! what a thing it is! 

Gru. O this woodcock! what an ass it is I 
Pet. Peace, sirrah. 

Hor. Grumio, mum!—God save yon, signior 
Gremio I 

Gre. And you’re well met, signior Horten- 
•io. Trow you. 

Whither I am going 1—To Baptista Minola. 

• A1in»i>el«n|rnsfo. t Withstand. 1 Custody. 
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I promis’d to enquire carefully 
About a scoutmaster for fair Bianca : 

And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man; for learning, and be¬ 
haviour. 

Fit for her torn; well read in poetry. 

And other books,—good ones, 1 warrant yon. 

Hor. Tis well: and 1 have met a gentleman, 
Hath promis’d me to help me to auntber, 

A fine xnusiciau to instruct our mistress : 

So shall 1 no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so belov’d of me. 

Gre. Belov’d of me,—and.. that my deeds 
shall prove. 

Gru. And that bis bags shall prove. [Aside. 
Hor . Gremio, ’Us now no time to vent our 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, [love : 
I’ll tell yon news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman, whom by chance 1 met. 
Upon agreement from us to his liking. 

Will undertake to woo curst Katharine ; 

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Gre . So said, so done, is well ;— 

Horteusio, have you told him all her faults » 
Pet. 1 know, she is au irksome brawling 
scold; 

If that he all, masters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, say'st me so, frieud 1 What coun¬ 
tryman T 

Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio’s son 
My father dead., my fortune lives for me; 

And I do hope good days, and loug, to see. 

Gre. O Sir, such a life, with such a wife, 
were strange: 

But, if you have a stomach, to’t o’God’s name ; 
You shall have me assisting you iu all. 

But will you woo this wild cat 1 
Pet. W ill I live 1 

Gru. Will he woo berf ay, or I’ll bang her. 

[A tide . 

Pet. Why came I hither but to that intent ? 
Think you, a little diu can dauot mine ears f 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar T 
Have I not beard the sea, puffM up with winds 
Ka^e like an angry boar, chafed with sweat t 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the held. 

And heaven's artillery thunder in tbe slues t 
Have I not in a pitched battle beard 
Loud ’iaruuis, neighing steeds, and trumpets’ 
clang f 

And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue; 

That gives not half so great a blow to the ear. 

As will a chesnut in a farmer’s flref 
Tush I tnsh! fear boys with bugs. * 

Gru. For he fears none. [Aside. 

Gre. Hortensio, bark I 

This gentleman is happily arriv’d, [your’s. 

My mind presumes, for his own good, and 

Hor. I promis’d, we would be conti ibutors. 
And bear bis charge of wooing, whatsoe’er. 

Gre. And so we will; provided, that he win 
her. 

Gru. I would, I were as sure of a good din¬ 
ner. [Asice. 

Enter Thanio, bravely apparelled ; and 
Biondbllo. 

Tra. Gentlemen, God save you 1 If I may be 
bold, 

Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
I o the house of signior Baptista Mmola ? 

Gre. He that has tbe two fair daughtersis'l 
[ Aside to Tran to.] lie you mean T 
Tra. Even be. Biondello I 

Gre. Hark you, Sir ; You mean not her to- 

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, Sir; What have 
you to do T 

Pet. Not her that chides. Sir, at any band, I 
pray. 

Tra. 1 love no cbiders, SirBiondello, let’s 
away. 

Luc. Well begun, Tianio. [Aside. 

Hor . Sit, a word ere you go:— 
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Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea, 
or no t 

Tra. An if I be. Sir, is it any offence? 

Gre. No ; if, without more words, you will ge* 
you hence. 

Tra . \\hy, Sn, I pray, are not the streets as 
Foi me, as for you ? [tree 

(ire. But so is not she, 

1 Ya. For what reason, I beseech you? 

Gre. For this reason, if you’ll know,-- 

That she’s the choice Hive of siguior Gremio. 
Hor. That she's the chosen of senior Hor- 
tensio. 

Tra. Softly, tny masters ! if you be gentlemen. 
Do me this right, bear me with patience. 
Baptista is a noble gentleman, 

To whom my father is not all unknown: 

And, were his daughter fairer than she is, 

She may more suitors have, and me for one* 

Fair Leila’s daughter had a thousand wooers ; 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 

And so she shall; Lucentio shall make one. 
Though Paris came; in hope to speed alone. 
Gre. What! ibis gentleman will out-talk ns 
all. 

jL uc. Sir, give him head ; I know he'll prove a 
jade. 

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these 
words ? 

Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as to ask yon. 

Did you yet ever see Baptista’s daughter? 

Tra. No, Sir; but hear 1 Ho that he hath 
two; 

The one as fatnoos for a scolding tongne. 

As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, Sir, the first’s for me ; let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Her¬ 
cules ; 

And let it be more than Alcides' twelve. 

Pet. Sir, understand you this of me, in 
sooth 

The youngest uaughtei, whom yon hearken for, 
Her lather keeps from all access of suitors ; 

And will not promise her to any man. 

Until the elder sister first be wed : 

'the younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. It it l>e so. Sir, then you are the man. 
Must stead us ail, and me among the rest; 

An if you break the ice, and do this feat,— 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access,—whose hap shall be to have her. 
Will not so graceless be, to be ingrate. • 

Jlor. Sir, you say well, and well you do con¬ 
ceive ; 

And since you do profess to be a soltor, 

You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman. 

To whom we all rest generally beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign whereof 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon. 

And quaff carouses to our mistress' health ; 

And so as adversaries do in law,— 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 
Gre. Jiion. O excellent motion! Feilowa, 4 
let’s begone. 

Hor. The motion’s good indeed, and be it 

so;— 

Pet rue bio, I shall be your ben venuto. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.—The game.~A Boom in Bi pt vita's 

House. 

Enter Katharini amt Bianca. 

Blan. Good sister, strong me not, nor wrong 
yourself. 

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me; 

That I disdain : but for these other gawds, 1 
Dnbind my hands. I'll pull them off myself, 

• Uafntafel. 

t Companions. $ Trtfiaf mtn«BU 


Act II 

Yea, all my raiment to my petticoat; 

Or, what you will command me will I do. 

So well 1 know my duty to my elders. 

Katli. or ail thy suitois, here 1 charge thee 
tell 

Whom tbou lnv’st best; see thou dissemble not. 

Jiian. Believe me, sister, ol all the men alive, 
I never yet beheld that special lace 
Winch I could fancy more than any other. 

Kath. Mimou, thou best; Is’t not Hoitensio ? 
liian. If you affect* him, sister, here I sweat. 
I’ll plead fbr you myself, hut you shall ha\e 
hitn. 

Kath. O then, belike, you fancy riches more ; 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian. Is it for him vou do envy me so? 

Sty, then you jest; and now 1 well perceive 
You have but jested with me all this while: 

I pr'ythee, sifter Kate, untie my hands. 

Kath. If that be jest, theu all the rest was so. 

[AVnAes her . 

Enter Baptista. 

Bap. Why, howr now, dame! whence grows 
this insolence t- 

Bianca, stand aside ;—poor girl 1 she weeps :— 
Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with hir.— 

For shame, Ibou hildmir t of a devilish spirit. 
Why dost tbou wrong her that did ne'er wrong 
thee ? 

Wlren did she cross thee with a bitter word • 
hath. Her silence flouts me, and I'll be re¬ 
veng’d. [Flies uJUr Bianca. 

Lap. What, in my sight f—Bianca, get tlite 
in. [Exit BlV.NCA. 

Kath. Will you not suffer me? Nay, i*o*v I 
see 

She is your treasure, she must have a husband ; 

I must dance baie-foot on her wedding day, 

And, for your love to her, lead apes m hell. 

Talk not to me ; I will go sit and weep. 

Till I cau find occasion of revenge. 

[/Ei it Katmarik*. 

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev’d as ! ] 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Gremio, with Lucentio in the habit 
of a mean man ; Petkichio, tilth Hor- 
tensio as a Musician , and Tramo ,uith 
Biosdkli.o bearing a lute and books. 

Gre. Good-morrow, neighbour B.iptista. 

Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gienno: God 
save you, gentlemen 1 

Pet. And you, good Sirl Pray, have you not 
a daughter 

Call’d Kathanua, fair and virtuous ? 

Bap. 1 have a daughter, Sir, call’d Katha- 
rina. 

Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, sigmor Gremio; give me 
leave.-— 

I am a gentleman of Verona, Sir, 

That,—hearing of her beauty, and her wit. 

Her affability, and bashful modesty. 

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,— 
Am bold to shew myself a foiward guest 
Within your bouse, to make mine eye the wit¬ 
ness 

Of that report which I so oft have beard. 

And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 

1 do present you with a man of mine, 

[Presenting Hortensio- 
Cunning in music, and the mathematics, 

To instruct her fully in those sciences. 

Whereof, I know, she is not Ignorant: 

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong ; 

His name U Licio, horn In Maotub. 

Bap. You're welcome. Sir ; and be, for your 
good sake: 

int for my daughter Katharine,—this I know, 

Sbe is oot for yonr turn, the more my grief. 

Pet. I see you db not mean to part writb hex ; 

Or else you like aot of my company. 

* 
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Bay. Mistukc me not, I speak but as I find. 
WLeuce are >oi». Sir ? what may I call your 
name 1 

Pet. Petruchio is tn> name; Antonio's 6 on, 

A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bay. I know him well: you are welcome for 
his sake. 

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray. 

Lei us, that art poor petitioners, speak too : 
Baccare ! * you aie marvellous forward. 

Pet. O pardon me, signior Grenuo ; I would 
tain lie doing. 

Gre. 1 doubt it not, Sir; but you will curse 
your wuouu.- 

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure 
nt it. To e\pie»a the like kindness uiysell, that 
have been uoie Kindly beholden to you thjn 
any, 1 treely give unto you this young scbolai, 
[Presentin'* Llclntio ] that hath been long 
studying at Khemis ; as cunning in Greek, Latin, 
and other languages, as tbe other lit music and 
mathematic^ : his name is Cambio ; pray, accept 
his seiuce. 

Bay. A thousand thanks, sigmor Giemm: 
welcome, good Cambio.—But, gentle .Sir, [To 
'i k vmo j mctliiuks, you walk like a stiauger } 
May 1 be so bold to know the cause ol your 
coming 7 

Tm. Pardon me. Sir, the boldness is mine 
own ; 

1 hat, being a sti auger in this city here, 

Ho make uiysell a suitor to your daughter, 
l uto IWarca, tan, and vnluous. 

\oi i-. mmii (inn lesoUe unknown to me. 

In the pief'-iinent «t the eldest sister: 
this Intelty ts all that 1 lequest,— 
lh.it, upon knowledge of m> paietitage, 

I may luve \vi Iconic 'uumgst the rest that woo, 
met fit’p acctss and favoui as the rest. 

\nd, toward the education of yom daughters, 

I here b> slow a simple instrument, 

\nd till' ‘•'tiall packet of Greek and Latin 
hooks : 

If \on auept them, then their worth is cieat. 
Buy. Luceutio is youi name 1 of whence I 
piav ? 

Tin. Oi Pi-:i, Su ; son to Viumitio. 

Buy \ mighty man of Pisa; by leport 
I know Inin well . yon are veiy nt koine, Sir.— 
’lake you [To lluu.j the lute, and you [To Luc.] 
tbe set of books, 

■*1 ou shall go see your pupils presently. 

Holla, within 1 

Enter a Servant. 

Sirrah, lead 

i liese gentlemen to my daughters ; and tell them 

both, 

These are their tutors; bid them use them well. 
[Exit Servant, nit ft Hortensio, Lucen- 
tio, and Biondello. 

We will go walk a little in the orchard. 

And then to dinuer: you are passing welcome, 
Aud 60 1 piav yon all to think yourselves. 

Pet. Sigmui Bapttsta, my business asketh 
haste. 

And every day I cannot come to woo. 

^ on knew' my father well; and iu bfm, me. 

Left solelv heir to all his lands and goods, 

Which I have better'd rather than decreas'd ; 
Then tell me,—if I get your daughter’s love, 
\\h..t dowry shall 1 have with her to wife? 

Bap. After my death, the one half of my 
lauds: 

And, In possession, twenty thousand crowns. 

Pet. And for that dowry. I'll assuie her of 
Her widowhood,—be it that she survive me,— 

In all my lands and leases whatsoever: 

Let specialties he therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may he kept on either hand. 

Bay. Ay, when tbe special thing is well ob¬ 
tain'd, 

This is,—her love; for that h all in ail. 


Pet. Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, 
latiirr, 

I am as pemuptory as she proud-mindeu ; 

And where two raging hr« meet together. 

They do consume the tiling lhat leeds their 
fury : 

Though little fire grows great with little wind. 
Yet extreme gusta will blow out tire and all: 

.So I to her, and so she yields to uie ; 

For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 

Bay. Well inay’st thou woo, aud happy be thy 
speed l 

But he tbou arm'd for some unhappy words. 
Pet. Av, to tbe pioof; as mountains are for 
winds. 

That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 

Re-niter Hortensio, with his head broken. 

Bay. How now, my frieud ? why dost thou 
look so pale 7 

liar. For tear, I promise you, if I look pale. 
Buy. What, will my daughter prove a good 
musictau i 

IJor. 1 think, she’ll sooner prove a soldier; 
Iron may hold vv.tb her, but uevei lutes. 

Bay. Why, then thou canst not break her to 
the lute 7 

Ilor. Why, no ; for she hath broke the lute to 
me. 

I did but tell her, she mistook her frets, * 

And bow’d bei hand to leach her fingering : 
When, with a most impatient devilish s pi lit. 
Frets, call you these ! quoth she : Til fame 
u ith them : 

And, with that word, she struck me on the head, 
And thiough (he instrument my pate may way ; 
Aud there 1 stood amazed foi a while, 

As on a pilloiy, looking thiougb tbe lute: 

While elie did call me,—rascal fiddler, 

Aud—twaugling Jack;t with twenty such vile 
terms, 

As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Pet. Now, by the world, it u> a lusty wench, 

I love her ten tunes more than e’er I did: 

Oh 1 how I long to have some chat with hei ! 
Bay. Well, go with me, aud be uot eo dis- 
cumiited : 

Fioceed m practice with my younger daughter; 
She’s apt to leant, and thankful tor good turns.- 
Signior Pctrucbio, will you go with us; 

Or shall 1 send my daughter Kate to you f 
Pet. I pray you do ; I will attend her here,— 
[Exeunt Bvptista, Grehio, Tranio, 
and Hortensio. 

And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 
Sav, that she rail ; Why, then i’ll tell her plain. 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale : 

Say, that she fionu; I’ll say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash’d with dew : 

Say, she be mute, and will not 6peak a word ; 
Then I’ll commend her volubility, 

And say—she utlerelh piercing eloquence: 

If 8he do bid me pack. I’ll give her thanks. 

As though she bid me stay by iier a week; 

If she deny to wed, I’ll crave the day 
ttbeu I shall ask tbe banns, and when be mar¬ 
ried 

But here she comes; aud now, Petruchio, speak. 
Enter Katharine 

Good-monovv, Kate; for that’s your name, I 
hear, 

Kalh. Weil have you beard, but something 
hard of hearing : 

They call me—Katharine, that do talk of me. 
Pet . You lie, in faith ; for you arc call’d plain 
Kate, 

And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst; 
But Kate, the prettiest Kate iu Christendom, 
Kate of Ktte-HaH, my sopper-daxity Kate, 

For dainties are all cates : aud therefore, Kate. 

• A fflet in nine if the Uop which uem or regw* 
laMt tie vibration of (lie etriug. 

t Paltrv muctrian. 
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Take this of me, Kate of my consolation 
Hearni" thy mildness piais’d in every town, 

Tli> vntues spoke of, and ihv beauties souuded, 
(Yet not so deeply as to tbee belongs,) 

Myself am mov'd to woo thee for liiy wife. 

hath. Mov'd I in good time: let bun that 
mov'd yon hither. 

Remove you hence : I knew you at the first. 

You were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, what’s a moveable T 

Kuth. A joint stool. 

Pet. Thou bast bit it: come, sit on me. 

Kath . Asses are made to bear, and so are 
you. 

Pet. Women are made to bear and so are you. 

Kath . No such jade, Sir, as you, if me you 
menu. 

Pet. Alas ! good Kate I will not bnrdeu 
tbee : 

For, knowing tbee to be but young and light,— 

Kath. Too light for such a swam as you to 
catch; 

And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 

Pet. Should be ? should buz. 

Kuth. Well la’eit, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. O slow-wing'd turtle! Shall a buzzard 
take tbee f 

Kath. Ay, for a turtle; as be takes a buzzard. 

Pet. Couie, come you wasp; I'faitb, you are 
too angry. 

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my sting. 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck It out. 

Kath. Ay, if the fool could flud it where it 
lies. 

Pet. Who knows uot where a wasp doth 
wear hts sting t 
In bis tail. 

Kath. In his tongue. 

Pet. Whose tongue! 

Kath. Your’s, if you talk of tails; and so 
farewell. 

Pet. What, with iny tongue in your tail T 
nay, come again. 

Good Kate: I am a gentleman. 

Kath. That I’ll tiy. [Striking him. 

Pet. I swear I’ll cuff you, if you strike again. 

Kath. So may you lose your arms : 

If you strike me, you are no gentleman: 

And if no gentleman, why, then no arms : 

Pet. A herald, Kate 1 6 put me in thy Itooks. 

Kath. Wbat is your crest T a coxcomb T 

Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my 
ben. 

Kath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a 
craven. • 

Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come; you must not 
look so sour. 

Kath. It is my fashion, when 1 see a crab. 

Pet. Why, here’s no crab; and therefore 
look not sour. 

Kath. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then show it me. 

Kath. Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face ! 

Kath. Well aim’d of J such a young one. 

Pet. Now, by Saiut George, I am too young 
for you. 

Kath. Yet you are wither’d. 

Pet. ’Tis with cares. 

Kath. I care not. 

Pet. Nay, bear you, Kale: in sooth, you 
’scape not so, 

Kath. I ebafe you. If I tarry; let me go. 

Pet. No, not a w bit; 1 find you passing 
gentle. 

Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and 
sullen. 

And now I find report a very liar; 

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing 
courteous; 

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time 
flowers: (askance, 

Thou canst nqt frown, thou cans! not look 

• A degenerate coca. ♦ Br. 


Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will; 

Nor hast thou pleasure to he cross lu talk ; 

Kut thou with mildness eutertaui’st thy wooers, 
With gentle conference, soft and affable. 

Why does the world leport, that Kate doth 
limp? 

O slanderous woild! Kale, like the liarle-twig. 

Is straight, and slender; and as brown in hue 
As hazel nuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 

Oh ! let me see tliee walk : thou dost not halt. 
Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep’st com¬ 
mand. 

Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove. 

As Kate this chamber uilli her princely gait 1 
O be thou Dian. and let her be Kate ; 

And then let Kate he chaste and Dial) sport¬ 
ful ! 

Kath. Where did you study all this goodly 
speech ? 

Pet. It is extempore from my mother-wit. 
Kath. A witty mother I witless else her sou. 
Pet . Atn I hot wise ? 

Kath. Yes; keep you warm. 

Pet. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine iu 
thy bed ; 

And therefore, setting all tlm chat aside, - 
Thus in plain termsYour father hath con¬ 
sented [on : 

That you shall be my wife ; your dowry ’greed 
And, will sou, mil you, I will many you. 

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn : 

For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty, 

Thy heautv, that doth make me like theewdl,) 
Thou must be married to no mail hut :ue . 

For I ain he, am bom to tame you, Kate ; 

And bring you from a wild cat to a Kate 
Conformable, as other household Kates. 

Here comes your father; never make denial, 

I must and will ha\e Katiianue to iny wile. 

Re-enter Baptists, Grekio, and Tbanio. 
Bap. Now, 

Siguior Petruchio: How speed you with 
My daughter? 

Pet. How but well, Sir ? how hut well ? 

It were impossible, I should speed amiss. 

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine f 
In your dumps ? 

Kath. Call you me, daughter? now I pro¬ 
mise you, 

You have show’d a tender fatherly regard. 

To wish me wed to one half lunatic ; 

A mad cap ruffian, and a swearing Jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
Pet. Father, ’tis thus,—yourself and all the 
world. 

That talk’d of her, have talk’d amiss of her; 

If she be curst, it Is for policy : 

lor she’s not froward, but modest as the do\e ; 

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn; 

For patience sbe will prove a second Grissel; 
And Human l.ucrece for her chastity : 

And to conclude,—we have ’greed so well to¬ 
gether 

That upon Sunday Is the wedding-day. 

Kath. I’ll see tbee haul’d oil Sunday first. 

Gre. Hark, Petruchio l sbe says, she’ll see 
thee bang’d first. 

7Ya. Is this your speeding ? nay, then good 
night our part! 

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen; I choose her for 
myself; 

If sbe and I be pleas'd, what’s that to you t 
’Tis bargain’d ’twixt iis twain, being alone, 

That sbe shall still be curst in company. 

1 tell you, r tis incredible to believe 
How much she loves me: Oh! the kiudest Kate !— 
She hung about my neck; and kiss on kiss 
She vied * so fast, protesting oath on oath. 

That in a twink sbe won me to her love. 

Oh! you are novices ! ’iis a world to see, t 
How tame, when men aud women are alune, 

• To vie and ret ye were teemt At Pnrrte, now nrei* 
eeded bv ike «rer.ilir»f. t lit* noli nurili «eeiu(. 



Scene III . 

A meacock • wretch can make the cuntest 
shrew.— 

Give me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice 
To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day 
Provide the feast, la the i, and bid the guests ; 

I will be sure, my Katharine shall be fine. 

Hap. I know not what to say : but Rive me 
your bands; 

God send you joy, Petrucbio! 'tia a match. 

Gre. Tra . Amen, say we; we will be wit¬ 
nesses. 

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen adieu ; 

1 will to Veuice, Sunday comes apace:- 

" e will have rings, and things, and fiue array; 
And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o'Sun- 
da>. 

[Exeunt PtTRucHio and Katharine, 
severally. 

Gre. Was ever match clapp’d up so sudden!) f 
Hay. Faith, geutlemeu, now 1 play a mer¬ 
chant’s part, 

And venture madly on a desperate mart. 

Tro. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you : 
'Twill bring you gain or perish on the seas. 

Hup. The gaiu 1 seek is—quiet in the match* 
Gre. No doubt, hut he hath got a quiet catch. 
Put now, Buptista, to your younger daughter;— 
Now is the d.iy we long have looked for; 

I am )our neighbour, and was suitor first. 

'I t a. And I am one, that love Bianca more 
Thau words cau witness, or your thoughts can 
guess. 

Gre. Youngling! thou canst uot love so dear 
. as 1. 

Tia. Grey beard ! thy love doth freeze. 

(lie. But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, stand hack : 'Us age, that nourisbeth. 
Tra. But youth, in ladies' eyes that fioti- 
iislieth. 

Hap. Content you, gentlemen : HI compound 
this strife : 

’lis deeds, must win the prize ; and he, of both. 
That can assure my daughter greatest dower 
.Shall have Bianca’s love.— 

Say, Signmr Gremio, what can you assure her? 
Gre. First, as you know, my house within 
the city 

Ts richly furnished with plate aud gold ; 

Basins, and ewers, to have her dainty hands; 

My hanguics all of Tyrian tapestry : 

In ivory coders 1 have stuff’d my crowns; 

In cypress chests my arras, counlei points, t 
Costly apparel, tents, and canopies, 

Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with pearl, 
'Valance of Venice gold in ucedle-work, 

PewTer and brass, and all things that belong 
To house, or housekeeping : then, at my fami, 

1 have a hundred liiilch-kine to the pail, 

Sixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls, 

Aud all things answerable to this portion. 

Myself am strnck in yean, 1 must confess ; 

Aud, if I die to morrow, this is hers. 

If, whilst 1 live, she will be only mine. 

7Va. That, only, came well iu -Sir, list to 

I aiu my father's heir, and only sou: [me, 

If I inay have yffiir daughter to my wife, 

I’ll leave her houses three or four as good. 
Within rich Pisa walls, as any oue 
Old sigiiior Gremio has in Padua; 

Besides two thousand ducats by the year. 

Of fruitful laud, all w hich shall be her join’ 
lure.— 

What, have 1 pinch'd you, sigiiior Gremio? 

Gre, Two thousand ducats by the year, of 
land f 

My land amounts not to so much in all: 

That she shall have; besides an argosy, + 

That bow Is lying In Marseilles' road 
What, have 1 chok'd you with an argosy T 
Tra, Gremio, *tis known, my father hath no 
less 

• A dastardly creature. 

4 Covering* For beds ; now colled counterpane*. 

I A large merchant ship* 
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Than three great argosies; besides two gallias- 
aes, • [her 

And twelve tight gallies; these I will assme, 
And twice as much, whate’er thou otters next 
Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all, I have no more ; 
And she can have no more than all I have 
if you like me, she shall have me and mine. 
Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all 
the world, 

By your firm promise ; Gremio is out-vied. 

Hap. I must confess, your offer is the hest; 
Aud, let your father make her the assurance. 

She is your own ; else, you must pardon me : 

If you should die before him, where’s her 
dower ? 

Tra. That's bat a cavil; he is old, I young. 
Gre . And may not young men die, as well 

is oidf 

Hap. Well, gentlemen, [know, 

I am thus resolv'd ;—On Sunday, next, you 
My daughter Katharine is to be married : 

Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 

If not, to signior Gremio : 

Aud so 1 take my leave, aud thank you both. 

[Exit. 

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour.—Now 1 fear 
thee not; 

Sirrah, young gamester, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and, in his wailing age. 

Set foot under thy table: Tut! a toy ! 

An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy .[fail. 
Tra . A vengeance on your crafty wither’d 
hide I . 

Yet I have laced it with a card of ten. t 
*Tis in my bead to do my master good 
I see no reason, but suppos’d Lucentio 
Must get a father, call'd—suppos’d Vuiceniio; 
And that’s a wonder : fathers, commonly. 

Do get their children ; hut, iu this case of woo¬ 
ing, 

A child shall get a sire, If I fail uot of my cun- 
mug. [Exit, 


ACT III. 

SCENE I.—A Room in Baftista's House . 

Enter Lucrntio, Hortensio, and Bianca. 
Luc. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too forward, 
Su : 

Have you so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katharine welcom’d you withal T 
Ilor. But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroness of heavenly haimony : 

Then give ine leave to have prerogative; 

And when iu music we have spent an hour. 

Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc. Pieposterous ass 1 that never read so 
far 

To know the cause why music was ordain'd. 1 
Was it not to refresh the mind of man 
After his studies, or his usual pain 1 
Then give me leave lo read philosophy. 

And, while I pause, seive in your harmony 
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of 
thine. 

Hian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double 
wrong. 

To strive for that which resteth in my choice: 

1 am no breeching scholarJ in the schools; 

I'll uot be tied to hours, uor 'pointed times. 

But learn n.y lessons as 1 please myself. 

And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down 
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 
His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd. 
Hor . You'll leave his lecture when 1 am in 
tune f 

[To Bianca.—Hortensio retires . 

* A vessel or burden worked both with Mils aud oars. 

♦ The hifhnt cent. 

t No school-boy, liable to l>e whipped. 
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Luc. That will be never;—tuoe your iustru- 
tnent. 

Bian. Where left we last f 

Lite. Here, madam :- 

Vac ibat St mo is ; hie est Sigeia tellus ; 

Hie steterat Priami regia cels a seats. 

Bian. Construe them. 

Luc. Hue ibat, as 1 told you before,— Shnois, 
i am Liicentio,— hie est, son unto Yineentio of 
Pisa,— Sigeia tellus , disguised thus to get 
your love ;— Hie steterat , and that Lucentu> 
that comes a wooing,— Priami , is my mao 
Tranio,— regia, bearing my port,— celsa senis, 
that we mignt beguile the old pautalooti.* 
llor. Madam, oi> instrument’s in tune. 

[Returning. 

Bian . Let’s hear ;— [Hortensio plays. 
0 tie ! the treble jars. 

Luc. Spit in the bole, man, and tune again.' 
Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it: 
Hue ibat Simois , 1 know yon not; hie est Sigeia 
tt this, I trust you not :—Hic steterat Priami, 
take heed be bear us not; — regia , presume not; 
—celsa senis , despair uol. 

Hor. Madam, *tis now in time. 

Luc. All but the toss. 

Hor . The bass is right; ’tis the base knave 
that jars. 

How fiery and forward our pedant is 1 

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my lo\ f e : 

Pedascule, t I’ll watch you better yet. 

Bian . In time 1 may believe, yet I mistrust. 
Luc. Mistrust it not; for, sure, .Eacides 
Was Ajax,—call’d so from his grandfather. 

Bian. 1 must believe my master; else, I pro¬ 
mise you, 

I should be arguing still upon that donbt: 

But iet it rest.—Now, Licio, to you :— 

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray, 

Tbat 1 bavr been thus pleasant with you both. 
Hor. You may go walk, [7b Lucentio] and 
give »ne leave awhile ; 

My lessons make no music in three parts. 

Luc. Are you so formal. Sir? well, I must 
wait. 

And watch withal ; for, but ! be deceiv’d, 

Our fine musician growetb amorous. [Aside. 
Ilor. Madam, before you touch the instru¬ 
ment, 

To learn the order of my fingering, 

I must begin with rudiments of art; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort, 

More pleasant, pithy, and effectual, 

Than hath been taught by any of my trade: 

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 

Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 
Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 

Bian. [ Read *.] Gamut I am, the ground of 
all accord. 

A re, to plead HortensUfs passion ; 

B mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord, 

C faut, that loves with all affection ; 

D sol re, one cliff, two notes have I; 

E la mi, show pity, or I die. 

Call you this—gamut? tut! I like It not: 

Old fashio.» please me best; I am not w nice, $ 
To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant. 

Strv. Mistress, your father prays you leave 
your books. 

And help to dress your sister's chamber up ; 

You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day. 

Bian Farewell, sweet masters, both ; I must 
be gone. 

[Exeunt Bianca and Servant. 
Luc Faith mistress, then 1 have no cause to 
stay. [Exit, 

. Hor. But I hive erase to pry into this pe¬ 


dant • 



i 

* The ell cully is I ta l ia n farce*, 
f Pedant* J Pmoteuicnl. 


To cast tby wand’ring eyes on every stale,* 

Seize thee, that list : If once I find thee raus. 
IMP. 

Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. 

[Exit. 

SCEXE II.—The same.—Before Battista’s 

House. 

Euter Battista, Grlmio, Tranio, Katha¬ 
rine, Bianca, Luclmio, and Attendants. 

Hap. Signior Lucentio, [7b Thamo.] this is 
the ’pointed day 

That Kaihanue and Fetruchio should be mar¬ 
ried, 

And yet \ie hear not of our son-in-law : 

What will be said ? what mocker will it he. 

To waut the bridegroom, when the priest at. 
tends 

To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 

What says Luceniio to this shame of ours? 
hath. No shame but mine : I must, forsooth, 
lie forc’d 

To give my hand, oppos’d agaitict my heart. 

Info a mad-hrarn rndesby, full of spleen ;t 
Who woo’d in haste, and means to wed at lei¬ 
sure. 

I told vim, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour : 

And to be noted lor a merry man. 

He’ll woo a thousand,’point the day of marriage. 
Make fronds, invite, yes, and proclaim the* 
banns ; 

Yet never means to wed wh**ie he hath woo'd. 
Now must >he world point at poor Katbaniie, 
And say,— Lo, there is mud Pctruduo's n iff, 
Ij it would please him tome and marry her. 
Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptuia 
too ; 

Upon my life, Petrnchio means but well, 
Whatever fortune slays him trout his woirl : 
Though lie be blunt, I know him parsing wise ; 
Though he be merry, set withal he’s honest. 
Kath. ’Would Katharine had never seen him 
though ! 

{Edit, weeping,follotted by Bianca, and 
others. 

Bop. Go, girl; 1 cannot blame thee now to 
weep; 

For such an lujtiry would vex a saint, 

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Master, master 1 news, old news, and 
such news as you never beard of! 

Bap. Is it new and old loo ? how may that be T 
Bion. Why, is it not news, to bear of Petru- 
chio’s coming ? 
linp. Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no, Sir. 

Bap. Wbat then ? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he he here ? 

Bion. When be stanils where I am, and sees 
yon there. 

Tra. But, say, whatTo thine old news. 
Bion. Why, Petruchlo is coming, m a new 
bat and an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches, 
thrice turned; a pair of hoots that have been 
candlecases, one buckled, another laced ; an 
old rusty sword ta’en out of the town armory, 
with a broken hilt, and cbapeless ; with two. 
broken points: His horse hipped with an old 
motby saddle, the srirrups of no kindred: be¬ 
sides, possessed with the glanders, and like to 
mose in the chine; troubled with the lampass, 
infected with the fashions, J fall of wind galls, 
sped with spavins, raied with the yellows, past 
cure of the fives ,i stark spoiled with the stag¬ 
gers, begnawn with the hots; strayed in the 

• Belt, decoy. t Caprice, iacowtaaiy. 

| Vivm; * distmpar iu korw*, 14 * 1 * Aiffcrib* from, 
th* stranglm. 
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back, and shoulder-shotten ; ne'er-legged before, 
and with a half-checked bit, and a bead-stall of 
sheep’s leather ; winch, being restrained to keep 
him from stumbling, hath been often burst, and 
now repaired with knots ; one girt six times 
pieced, and a woman’s crupper of velure, • 
which hath two letters for her name, fairly set 
down hi studs, and here and there pieced with 
packthread. 

Hay. Who comes with Inin? 

Bion. O Sn, ins lackey, for all the world ca¬ 
parisoned like the horse , with a linen stock t 
on one leg, and a kersey boot-hose on the other, 
g.utcred with a red ami blue list; an old bat, 
and The humour of Joihj Janctes pncked m’t 
lor a feather: a monster, a very monster in ap¬ 
parel ; and not like a Christian footboy, or a gen¬ 
tleman’s lackey. 

Tru . ’lis some odd humour pricks hnn to 
this fashion ;— 

Yet oftentimes he cues but mean apparell’d. 

Hay. I am glad he is come, howsoe’er he 
conies. 

Jiion. Why, Sir, he comes not. 

Hay. Didst thou not say, he comes t 

Bion. Who? that Petmchio came? 

Huy. Ay, that Petmchio came. 

Bion. No, Sir; I say, his horse comes with 
him on his back. 

Hay. Wh), that's all one. 

Bum. Nay, by Saint Jainy, I hold you a 
penny, 

A horse and a man is more than one, and yet 
not many. 


When I should bid good-morrow to my bride. 
And seal the title with a lovely kiss? 

[Exeunt Peircchio, Gixlmjo, and 
Bionhello. 

Tru. He bath some meaning in his mad attire; 
We will peisuade him, be it possible. 

To put on Ik tier ere he go to church. 

Hap. Pll after him and see the event of this. 

{Hr it, 

Tra. But,Sir, to her love conccrneth 115 ro add 
Her father's liking: Winch to bung to pa»s. 

As I before imparted to your woislup, 

I ain to get a man,—Wbate’er he be, 

It skills * not much ; we'll fit him to our turn,— 
And he shall Ire Vrticeiitio of Pisa ; 

And make assurance, here in Padua, 

Of greater sums than I have promised. 

So shall you quittly enjoy your hope, 

And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 

Luc. Weie it not that my lellow-scliool-rnas- 
ter 

Doth watch Bianca's steps so narrowly, 

•Twere good, i;uthinks, to steal our marriage ; 
Which once perform'd, let all the world say — 
no, 

I'll keep mine own, despite of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look tuto. 
And watch our vautage in this business : 

We’ll over-reach the greybeard, Greuno, 

The narrow-prying father, Minula ; 

The quaint t musician, amorous Licio ; 

All for my master’s sake, Lucentio.— 

Re-enter Gremio. 


Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Come, wheie be these gallants? who is 
at home ? 

Bap. Aon are welcome. Sir. 

Ptt. And yet I come not well. 

Hay. And yet you halt not. 

Tiu. Nut so well apparell’d 
As 1 wish you were. 

Pet. Were It better I should rush in thus. 

But wfteie is Kate? where is my lovely bride?— 
How does my father ?— Gentles, melhiuks you 
frowu : 

And wheiefore gaze this goodly company ; 


Signior Gremio! came you from the church T 
(ire. As willingly as e'ei 1 came from school. 
Tra. And is the biule and bridegroom 1 omitig 
home ? 

Grc. A bridegroom, say you ? *t»s a groom, 
indeed, 

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find 
7Va. Curster than she? why, Mis impossible. 
Gie. Why, he’s a devil, a divd, a very fiend. 
Tra. W by, she's a devil, a devil, Hie titvil’s 
dam. 

Gre. Tut I she's a lamb, a dove, a fool to 
him. 

I’ll tell you. Sir Lucentio ; When the priest 


As if they saw suinc wondrous monument, 

Some comet, or unusual piodigy ? 

Hay. Why, Sir, you know, tins is your wed¬ 
ding-day : 

First were we sad, fearing you would 
come ; 

Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 

Fit-1 doll this habit, shame to your estate. 

An eye-sore to our solemn festival. 

Tin. And tell ns, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detain’d you from your wile. 
And sent you hither so unlike yourself f 
Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to 
hear : 

Sufficfth, I am coir.e to keep my word. 

Though in some pait euforced to digress ; J 
Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 
As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

But, where is Kate? I stay too long from her: 
The morning weais, 'tis time we were at 
church. 

Tra . See uot your bride In these unreverent 
robes ; 

Go to my chamber, put ou clothes of mine. 

Pet. Not I, believe me; thus I'll visit her. 
Hap. But thus, 1 trust, you will not marry 
her. 

Pet. Good sooth, even thus; therefore have 
done with words *, 

To me she's married, uot unto my clotbers : 
Could 1 repair what she will wear in me. 

As I can change these poor accoutrements, 
'Twere well for Kate, and better for myself. 

But what a fo6l am 1, to chat with you. 


Should ask—it Katbatine should be his wile? 
Ay, by tfog.v-ttoKfiJ, quoth he ; and swoie so 
loud, 

That, ail amaz'd, the priest let fall the book: 
not I And, us he stoop’d again to take it up, 

| The mad-hram’d bridegroom took hnn such a 
) cull*, 

{That down fell priest and book, and book r.nd 
priest; 

Now take them up, qnotli he, if any list. 

Tia. What said the wench when lie arose 
again ? 

Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why, he stamp’d, 
and sw'ore. 

As If the vicar meant to cozen him. 

But after many ceremonies done. 

He calls for wine A health , quoth he ; as if 
He had been aboard carousing to his mates 
After a storm QnafPd off the mnscadtH, % 

And threw the sops all in the sexton's face ; 
Having no other reason,— 

But that bis beard grew thill and hungerly, 

And seem'd to ask him sops as he was drink* 
ing. 

This don^ be took' tbc biide about the neck; 
Aud kiss'd her lips with such a clamorous 
smack, 1 

That, at the parting, all the chnrch did echo. 

I, seeing this, came thence for very shame ; 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming: 

Such a mad mariiage never was before ; 

Hark, hark 1 1 hear the minsuels play. 

[Afusic. 


• Velvet. t Stocking. , 

% J .«. To deviate from mj promise. 


* Mai tom. t Strange. 

t It wee the cue tom for the company present to drlult 
wiue Immediately after the marriage-ceremony. 
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Enter Petri chio, Katharine, Bianca, Bap¬ 
tist*, HuKTt.ssio, Gri mio, and Train . 

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I ifaank you for 
* >our pains: 

I know you think to dine with me to-day. 

Ami have prepar'd great store of wedding cheer; 
But so it is, my haste doth call me hence, 

Aud therefore here 1 mean to take my leave. 
Bap. ls't possible, yoa will away to-night f 
Pet. I mast away to-day, before night conic:— 
Make it no wonder; if you knew my business, 
Yuu would entreat me rather go than stay. 

Aud, honest company, I thank you all, 

That have beheld me give an ay myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife: 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me; 

For I must hence, and farewell to you all. 

Tta. Let us entreat you slay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 

Gre. Let me eutreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

A ath. Let me entreat yon. 

Pet . I am content. 

KatU. Are you content to stay f 
Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay; 
But yet not stay, emreat me how you can. 

Katk. Now, if yon lore me, slay. 

Pet. Gnunio, my horses. 

Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready ; the oats have 
eaten the horses. 

Ku th. Nay, then. 

Do what thou canst, I will not go to day; 

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 

The door is open, Sir, there lies your way. 

You may be jogging, whiles your boots are 
green ; 

For me. I'll not be gone, till I please myself:— 
'Tis like, you’ll prove a jolly surly groom. 

That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

Pet. O Kate, content thee; pr'ythee, be not 
augry, 

hath. I will be angry; What bast thou to 
do ?— 

Father be quiet; be shall stay my leisure. 

Gre. Ay, marry. Sir: now it begins to work. 
Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal din¬ 
ner :— 

f see, a woman may be made a fool. 

If she bad not a spirit to resist. 

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy com¬ 
mand : — 

Obey the bride, yon that attend on her: 

Go to the feast, revel and domineer, 

Carouse full measure to her maidenhead. 

Be mad and merry,-or go bang yourselves ; 

But for my bonny Kate, she most with me. 

Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor 
fret; 

I will be master of what is mine own : 

She is my goods, my chattels; she is my bouse. 
My household-stuff, my field, my barn. 

My horse, my os , my ass, my any thing; 

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare; 

I'll bring my action on the proudest be 

That stops my way in Padua.-Grumlo, 

Draw forth tby weapon, we're beset with thieves ; 
Rescue tby mis tress, if thou be a man 
Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee, 
Kate: 

I'll buckler tbee against a million. 

[Exeunt Patbuchio, Katharine, and 
Gnunio. 

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of qniet 
ones. 

Gre . Went they not quickly, I should die with 
laughing. 

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the 
like! 

hue. Mistress, what's your opinion of your 
sister t 

Mian. That, being mad herself, she's madly 
mated. 

Gre. 1 warrant him, Petrochio Is Rated. 

Map. Neighbours and friends, though bride 
and bridegroom wants 


Act IV 

For to supply the places at the table. 

You know, there wants no junkets* af (he 
feast;— 

Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom’* 
place; 

And let Biauca take her sistei's room. 

Tra. Shall sweet Bianca practice how to 
bride it T 

Bap. She shall, Lucentio.—Come, Gentlemen, 
let's go. lEjeunt. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—A Hall in Petbuchio's Country 

House. 

Enter Gbomio. 

Gru. Fie, fie, on all tired jades! on all mad 
masters 1 and all foul ways I Was ever man so 
beaten T was ever man so rayed ft was ever man 
so weary f 1 am sent before to make a fire, aud 
they are coming after to warm them. Now, 
were not 1 a little pot, and soon hot, my very 
lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the 
roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I 
should come hy a fire to thaw me But, I, with 
blowing the fire, shall warm myself; for, con¬ 
sidering the weather, a taller man than 1 will 
i take cold. Holla, boa ! Curtis I 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that, calls so coldly T 

Gru. A piece of ice: If thou doubt It, thou 
may's! slide from my shoulder to m> heel, with 
no greater a run but my bead and my neck. A 
fire, good Curtis. 

j Curt. Is my master and bis wife coming, 
Gnunio f 

Gru. Ob ! ay, Curtis, ay : and therefore fire, 
fire; cast on no watei. 

Curt . Is she so hot a shrew as she’s re¬ 
ported f 

Gur. She was, good Curtis, before this frost: 
bat, tbou know St, winter tames man, Roman, 
aud beast; for it bath tamed my old master, 
and my new mistress, and myself, fellow Curd*. 

Curt. Away, you tiiree-iucb fool l 1 am no 
beast. 

Gru. Am I but three inchest why, thy horn 
is a foot; aud so long am I, at the least. But 
wilt thou make a fire, or shall I complain on 
tbee to our mistress, whose hand (she being now 
at band,) tbou shall soon feel, to tby cold comfort, 
for being slow in thy hot office. 

Curt. I pr’ythee, good Grumio, tell me. How 
goes the world f 

Gru . A cold world, Curtis, in every office 
but thine; and, therefore, fire: Do thy duty, 
and have tby duty ; for my master and unstress 
are almost frozen to death. 

Curt. There’s fire ready ; And therefore, good 
Grumio, the newsf 

Gru . Why, Jack hoy ! ho boy / and as much 
news as thou wiU. 

Curt. Come, you are so full of conycatch- 
ine 

Gru. Why therefore, fire ; for I have caught 
extreme cold. Where’s the cook f is supper 
ready, the bouse trimmed, rushes strewed, cob¬ 
webs swept; the serving-men iu their uew fustian, 
their white stockings, and every officer his wed¬ 
ding-garment on 1 Be the jacks fair within, fbe 
jills fair without, the carpets laid, and everything 
in orderf 

Curt. All ready; And therefore, I pray thee, 
news T 

Gru. First, know, my horse is tired; my master 
and mistress fallen out. 

Curt. HowT 

Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt; And 
thereby bangs a tale. 

• DeltctcU*. t B mwt*r *d , dirty. 
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Curt. Let'ii ha’t, Good Grurnio. 

Gru. Lend Mime ear. 

Curt. Here. 

Gra. There. [Striking him . 

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a 
tale. 

Gru. And therefore 'tis called, a sensible tale: 
and this cuff was hut to knock at your ear, aud 
beseech listening. Now I begin : Imprimis , we 
came down a foul hill, iny master riding behind 
my mistress :— 

Curt. Both on one horse t 
Grn. What's that to thee? 

Curt. Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the talc :-But hadst thou 

not crossed me, thou sbuuld’st have heard how 
her horse fell, and she uuder her horse ; thou 
fhniild’st have beard, in how miry a place: how 
she was hemoiled ; • how he lett her with the 
hoi se upon her ; how he heat me because her 
horse stumbled ; # how she waded through tbe 
dirt to pluck him off me ; how he swore ; how 
hhe prated—that never prayed before; how I 
cried ; how the horses ran away; how her 
bridle was burst;+ bow I lost my crupper ;—with 
many things of worthy memory ; which now 
shall die in oblivion, and thou return unex¬ 
perienced to thy grave. 

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more threw 
than she. 

Gru. Ay; and that, tbou and tbe proudest of 
you all shall And, when he comes home. But 
what Mlk 1 of this f—call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, 
Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarsop, and the 
rest; let their beads be sleekly combed, their 
bine coats brushed, and their garters of an in¬ 
different ♦ knit, let them curtsey with their left 
legs; and not presume to touch a hair of my 
master's horse-tail, till they kiss tbeir bauds. Are 
they all ready t 
Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho 7 yon must meet my 
master, to countenance my mistress. 

Gru. Why, she bath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that T 
Gru. Thou, it seems ; that callest for com¬ 
pany to countenance her. 

Curt. I call them forth to credit her. 

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of 
them. 

Enter several Servants. 

Nath. Welcome borne, Grurnio. 

Phil. How now, Grurnio 7 
Jos. What, Grurnio 1 
jVfcA. Fellow Grurnio! 

Nath. How now, old lad T 
Gru. Welcome, yoo bow now, you ; what, 
you j—fellow, you and thus much for greeting, 
Now, my spruce compauiuns, is all ready, and 
all things neatt 

Nath. All things is ready; How near is our 
master f 

Gru. E'en at band, alighted by this; and 
therefore he not,—Cock’s passion, silence! 
-1 hear my master. 

Enter Pktrochio and Katrarina. 

Pet. Where be these knaves T What, no man 
at door. 

To hold my stirrup, nor to take my horse 1 

Where Is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip?- 

All Serv. Here, here. Sir; here, Sir. 

Pet. Here, Sir! here. Sir! here, Sir, here. 
Sir 1— 

You logger-beaded and nnpolished grooms 1 
What, no attendance 7 no regard 7 no duty 7— 
Where is the loolith knave 1 sent before 7 
Gru . Here r Sir ; as foolish as ! was before. 
Pet. You peasant swaiu 1 you whoreson malt- 
horse drudge 1 

• Be mi red. ♦ Broken* 

X Not different one from tbe other. 
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Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 

Aud bring along these rascal knaves with thee 7 
Gru. Nathaniel's coat. Sir, was not fully 
made, [heel; 

And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink’il I’ihe 
There was no link • to colour Peter's hat. 

And Walter's dagger was not come from sheath¬ 
ing : 

There were none flue, but Adam, llalpb, aud 
Gregory; 

The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet 
you. 

Pet. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in — 
[Exeunt some of the Servants. 
Where is the hje that late 1 led — [Smga. 

Where are those-Sit down. Kale, and welcome. 

Soud, solid, soud, soud It 

Re-enter Servants, with supper. 

Why, when, I say T—Nay, good sweet Kate, be 
merry. [Wiient 

Off with my hoots, you rogues, you villains; 
Jt was the friar of orders grey , [Sings. 
As he forth walked on his way :— 

Out, out, you rogue 1 you pluck my foot awry: 
Take that, and mend the plucking of} the 
other.— [.V/riA&s him. 

Be merry, Kate Some water, here ; what, 
ho 1 — [hence. 

Where's my spaniel Troilnsf—Sirrah, get you 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither :— 

[Exit SLR7ANT. 
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquaint¬ 
ed with.— 

Where are my slippers 7—Shall I have some 
water 7 [A basin is presented to him 
Come, Kale, and wash, and welcome heartily 

[Sera ant lets the euer jall. 
You whoreson viliam I will you let it fall l 

[Strikes him. 

Kath. Patience, f pray you ; 'twas a fault un¬ 
willing. 

Pet. A whoreson, beetleheaded, flap-ear'd 
knavei 

Come, Kate, sit down; I know you have a 
stomach. 

Will you gi\e thanks, sweet Kale; or else 
shall I?— 

What is this 7 mutton 7 
1 Serv. Ay. 

Pet. Who brought it f 
1 Serv. I. 

Pet. *Tis burnt; and so is all the meat: 

What dogs are these Where is the rascal cook t 
How durst you, villains, bring it from the 
dresser, 

And serve it thus to me that love it not 7 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all r 
[Throws the meat t about the stage. 
You headless joltbeads, and uumauiier’d slaves I 
What, do you grumble? I'll be with you straight. 

Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet; 
Tbe meat was well, if you were so contented. 
Pet. 1 tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried 
away; 

And I expressly am forbid to touch it. 

For it engenders choier, planteth anger; 

And better 'twere, that both of us did fast,— 
Since of ourselves, ourselves are choleric,— 
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 

Be patient; to-morrow it shall be mended, 

Aud, for this night, we'll fast for company :— 
Couie, 1 will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 
[Exeunt Petruchio, Kathariki, and 
Curtis. 

Nath. [ Advancing ] Peter, didst ever ace tbe 
like 7 

Peter. He kills her in her omi humour. 

Re-enter Curtis. 

Gru. Where is he T 

• A torch of pitch. 

t A word coined br Shak«pear« to express ifcc a«!M 
Made by a persoo heated and fatigued. 
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Curt. In ber chamber. 

Making a serinou of coiumency to ber: 

Aud tails, and swears, and rates; that she, 
pool soul, 

Knons not which way to stand, to look, to speak ; 
And mis as one new-risen fiom a dream. 

Ana), away! lor he is coining hither. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter Petruchio. 

Pet. Thus have 1 politicly begun my reign, 
And ’Its my hope to end successfully : 

Mv falcon now is sharp, and p.u>siug empty ; 
And, till she stoop, she must not be full gorg'd, 
Foi then she never looks upon ber lute.* 

Another way I have to mail my haggaid, * 

To make ber come, mid know her keeper’s call. 
That is,—to natch her, as we watch these kites. 
That bate,; and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She e.it no meat to-dav, uor none shall eat ; 

Last uight she slept not, nor to-night she shall 
not , 

As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
I’ll find about the making of the l>ed ; 

And heie I'll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 
This «aj the coverlet, another way the sheets :— 
A\, and amid this huily, 1 intend, 

That all is done in reverend care of her ; 

And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night: 
And, if she ihance to nod, I'll rail, and brawl, 
And with the clamoui keep her still awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness. 

And thus i’ll curb her mad and headstrong hu 
moor :— 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew. 

Now let hun speak; 'us chanty to show. 

[Exit 

SQE\E II. — Padua.—Before Baptiste's 

House. 

Enter Tranio and Hortensio. 

Tra. Is’t possible, mend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ! 

1 tell you. Sir, she bears me fair in hand. 

/for. Sir to satisfy you in what I have said. 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching 

[They stand aside. 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

JjUC. Now, mistress, profit you iu what you 
read ? 

Bum. What, master, read you ? first resolve 
me that. 

Luc. I read that I profess, the art to love. 
Bian. And may you prove. Sir, master of 
vo-ir art 1 

Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress 
of my heart. [They retire. 

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry I Now tell me, 
1 pray, 

You that durst swear that your mUtress Bianca 
Lov'd none in the world so well as Lucentio. 
Tra. O despiteful love! u neon slant woman¬ 
kind I— 

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hor. Mistake no more : 1 ain not Licio, 

Nor a musician, as I seem to be ; 

£iu one that scorn to live in this disguise. 

For such a one as leaves a gentleman, 

And makes a god of such a cullion :J| 

Know, Sir, that I nm call’d—Hortensio. 

Trn. Stgnior Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of yonr entile affection to Bianca ; 

And since mine eyes are witness of ber light* 
ness, 

I will wiih you,—if you be so contented,— 

Foi swear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Hor. See, how they kiss and court 1—Signicr 
Lucentio, 

* A thin- stuffed to look like the same which the hawk 
was to pursue. 

♦ To tame my wild hawk! t Flatter. 

4 Prelead. | Despicable fallow. 
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Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow— 

Never to wuo her more : but do forswear ber. 

As one unworthy all the former favours 
Thai I have loudly flatter'd her withal. 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,— 
Ne’er to many with her though she would eu- 
treat : 

Fie on her! see, how beastly she doth couit 
bun. 

Hor. 'Would, at! the world, but he, had quite 
forsworn f 

For me,—that I may surtly keep mine oath, 

I will be marned to a wealthy widow. 

Ere three days pass; which hath as long lov’d 
me. 

As I have lov’d this proud disdainful haggard: 
And so farewell, siguior Lucentio.— 

Kindness in women, not their beauteous look*. 
Shall uni my love :—and so I take my leave. 

In resolution as I suoie before. 

[Exit Hortensio. — Lucentio and Bianca 
ad lance. • 

Tra. Mistiess Bianca, bless you with surb 
As ’longetli to a lover's blessed case ! [siace 
Nay, I have ta’en you napping, gentle love; 

And have forsworn you, with Hortensio. 

Bum. Tranio, you jest; But have you both 
forsworn me T 
Tra. Mistiess, we have. 

Luc . Tbeu we are rid of Licio. 

Tra. 1’faith, be’ll have a lusty widow now. 
That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 

Biun. God give bun joy ! 

Tra. Ay, and lu'11 tame her. 

Bian . He says to, Tranio. 

Tta. 'Faith he is gone unto the tainiug- 
school. 

Bian. The taming-school! what, is there such 
a place 1 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Pctruchio is the mas¬ 
ter ; 

That teaclietb tricks eleven and twenty long,— 
lo tame a shrew, and charm her clialieriug 
tongue. 

Enter Biondello, running. 

Bion. O master, master, I have watch'd so 
long 

That I'm dog-weary ; but at last 1 spied 
An ancient angel* coming down the hill. 

Will serve the turn. 

Tra . What is he, Biondello f 
Bion. Mastei, a mercatanl^, or a pedant,t 
I know not what ; but formal in apparel. 

In gait and countenance surely like a father. 
Jjtic. And wbat of bun, Tranio ? 

Tra. If be t>e credulous and trust my talc. 

I’ll make hun glad to seem Vincentio ; 

And give assurance to Bapttsta Mttioia, 

As If lie were the right Vincentio. 

Take in your love, and then let me aloue. 

[Exeunt Luceniio and Bianca. 

Enter a Pedant. 

Ped. God save you, Sir I 

Tra. And you. Sir, you are welcome. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest? 

Ped. Sir, at the furthest for a week or two : 
But then up further ; and as far as Home ; 

And so to Tripoly, if God lend me life. 

Tra. Wbat countryman, I pray ? 

Ped. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, Sir?—marry, God forbid! 
And come to Padua, careless of your life ? 

Ped. My life. Sir! how, I pray ? for that goes 
bard. 

Tra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua; Know you not the cause? 
Your ships are staid at Venice ; and the ouke 
(For private quarrel 'twist your duke mud nun,} 
Hath publish’d and proclaim'd it openly : 

’Tis marvel ; but that you’re but newly come. 
Yon might have heard it else proclaim'd about. 

* Messenger. f A vercheat or s schoolmaster 
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Ped. Alas 1 Sir, il is worse for me than so ; 
For I have hilts lor money by exchange 
1'iom Floicnce, and must here deliver them. 

Tru. Well, Sir, to do you courtesy, 

Tlu-» will I do, and this will I advise you ;— 
l-ii^t, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa? 

P>d. Ay, Sn, in Pisa have 1 ofteu been ; 

Pj»a, renowned for grave citizens, 

Tra. Among them, know you one Vincentio T 
P*d. 1 know I».in not, hut I have heard of 
A meichant ot liicouipaiable wealth. [him ; 

J'/a. He is my father. Sir; and, 600 tb to say. 
In cou lift nance somewhat doth resemble you. 

H‘o \s much as au apple doth au oyster, 
and all one. [Aside. 

Tra. I*o save your life In this extremity, 
llii> lavour will I do you for his 6ake: 

And thiiik it not the worst of all your fortunes. 
That you aie like to Sir Viuceiilio, 

His name and credit shall you undertake. 

And in inv lioiisc you shall be friendly lodg’d :— 
Look, Hut you take upon you as you should ; 

'loti mult rstand me. Sir;—so shall you slay 
r lill yon have done vnur business in the city ; 

Il this be loiirtt M, Sir, accept of it. 

Fed o Sit, I dt>; and will repute you ever 
Tim pall on ot my lile and liberty. 

Tta. Mien go with me, to make the matter 
good. 

This, by the way, I let you understand ;— 

My lather is here look’d for every day, 

'Jo pa*** assurance of a dower iu marriage 
Tmvt me and one Uaptista’s daughter here: 

In all these circumstances I’ll instruct you : 

Go with me. Sir, to clothe you as becomes you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCCSE- III.—A Room in Pbtr nemo’s 
House. 

Enter Katharika and Grumio. 

Gru . No, no; forsooth ; I dare not, for my 
lile. 

Kath. The more ray wrong, the more his 
spite appears: 

What, did be many me to famish met 
Beggars, that come iuto ray father’s door, 

Upuu entreaty have a piesent alms ; 

If not, elsewhere they meet with chanty: 

But I,—who never kuew how to entreat,— 

Am starv’d for meat, giddy for lack of sleep: 

Y\ Hh oaths kept waking, and with brawliug fed : 
And that which spius me more than all these 
wants, 

lie docs it under name of perfect love ; 

A*- who should say,—if I should sleep, or eat, 

•I'were deauly sickness, or else present death.— 

I pi’> thee go, and get me some repast: 

1 i mV not what so it be wholesome food. 

Gru. What say you to a neat’s foot? 
huin. 'lis passing good; I pr’ythee let me 
have it. 

Gru. 1 fear, it is too choleric a meat:— 

How say you to a fat tripe, finely broil'd? 

Kath. 1 like it well; good Grumio, fetch it 
me. 

Gru. 1 cannot tell; I fear, Mis choleric. 

What say you to a piece of beef, and mustard? 
hath. A dish that 1 do love to feed upon. 
Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little. 
hath. Why, then the beef, and let the mus¬ 
tard rest. 

Gru. Nay, then 1 will not; you shall have 
the inusiaid. 

Or else you get no beef of Grumio. 

Katk. Then both, or one, or any thing tbon 
wilt. 

Gru. Why, then the mustard without the 
beef. 

hath. Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding 
slave, [Beats him. 

That feed’st me with the very name of meat: 
Sonow on thee, and alt the pack of you. 

That triumph thus upon my misery 1 
Go, get thee gone, 1 say. 
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Enter Pxtruchio with a dish of meat ; and 
Hort£nsio. 

Pet . How fares my Kate ? What, sweeting, 
all amort ? * 

Ilor. Mistress, what cheer ? 

Kath. 'Faith, as cold as can be. 

Pet . Pluck up thy spuits, look cheerfully 
upon me. 

Here, love ; thou see'st how diligent I am. 

To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee : 

[Sets the dr>h on a table 
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits 
thanks. 

What, not a word? Nay, then, thou lov'at it uot; 

And all my pains is sorted to no proof:- 

Here take away this dish. 

Kath. ’Pray you, let it stand. 

Pet. The poore&t service is icpaid with thanks; 
And so shall mine, before you touch the meat. 
Kath. 1 thank you, Sir. 

Ilor. Sigmor Pelruchio, fie ! jou are to 
blame I 

Come, mistress Kate, I’ll bear you company. 

Pet. Eat it up all, Horteusio, if thou lov’st 
me.— [Aside. 

Much good do it unto thy gentle heartI 
Kate, eal a pace And uow, my honey love. 
Will we return unto thy father's bouse; 

And revel it as bravely as the best. 

With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings. 
With rufls, and tuffs, and fatthiiigales, and 
things; [bravery,+ 

With scarfs, and fans, and double change of 
Y\ ith am be i bracelets, beads, and all this knavery. 
What, bast thou din’d? The tailor stays thy 
leisute, 

To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure. 
Enter Tailor. 

Come, tailor, let us 6ee these ornaments ; 

Enter Haberdasher. 

Lay forth the gown.—Wbat news with you. 
Sir? 

JIab. Here is the cap your worship did be¬ 
speak. 

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer? 
A velvet dish ;—he, fie ! ’lis lewd and filthy : 
Why, ’lis a cockle, or a vvalnutsbell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby’s cap ; 

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Kath. I'll have no bigget ; this doth fit the 
time, 

And gentlewomen wear sucb caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle you shall have one 
And uot HU then. [too, 

Hor. That will uot be in haste. [Aside. 
Kath. Why, Sir, 1 trust 1 may have leave to 
6 peak; 

And speak I will; I am no child, no babe: 

Your betters have endur’d me say my mind; 
And, if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart; 

Or else my heart, concealing it, will break: 

And, rather than it shall, I will be free 
Even to the uttermost, as 1 please, in words. 
Pet. Why, thou say’st true; it is a paltry 
cap, 

A custard coffin, $ a bauble, a silken pie : 

1 love thee well, iu that thou Iik’st it not. 

Kath . Love me, or love me not, 1 like the 
cap; 

And it X will have, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown { why, ay Come, tailor, let 
us see’!. 

O mercy, God ! wliat masking stuff is here? 
What’s this ? a sleeve ? *tis like a demi-cannon : 
\N hat l up and down, carv’d hke an apple-tart? 
Here's snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and 
slash. 

Like to a censer § iu a barber’s shop 

• Dispirited ; a gallicism. + Finery. 

X A cofhu WAS the culinary term for raised erntt. 

§ These centers resembled our b rasters iu shape. 
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Why, what, n’devil's name, tailor, call'st thou 
this? 

Jlor. I see, she’s like to have neither cap nor 
gown. [Audi. 

Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well. 
According to the fashion, and the time. 

Pet. Marry, and did; but if >ou be remem¬ 
ber'd, 

I did not bid you mar it to the tune. 

Go, hop me over every keuuel home. 

For you shall hop without my custom, Sir: 

I'll none of it; heuce, make your best of it. 

Kath. I never saw a bettei-fashion'd gown, 
More quaint, * more pleasing, uor more com¬ 
mendable : 

Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet. Why, tiue , he means to make a puppet 
of thee. 

Tai. She says, your worship means to make a 
puppet of her. 

Pet. O monstrous arrogance! Thou liest,tbou 
thread, 

Thou thimble, [nail. 

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quartet, 
Thou flea, thou mt, thou winter cricket thou :— 
Brav’d iu mine own bouse with a skein of 
thlead 1 

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant ; 

Or I shall so bc-metc t tbee wi»b thy yard. 

As thou shalt think ou prating whilst thou 
liv’st! 

I tell tbee, 1. that thou bast niarr'd her gown. 

Tai. Your woiship is deceiv’d ; the gown is 
Just as my master had direction : [made 

Grumio gave order how it bhould be done. 

Gru. I gave him uo order, 1 gave him the 
•tuff. 

Tri. But how did you desire it should be 
made? 

Gru . Marry, Sir, with needle and thread.* 
Tai. But did you not request to have it cut? 
Gru . Thou hast faced niairy things. $ 

Tai. I have. 

Gru. Face not me r tbou hast braved many 
men ; brave not me; I will neither be faced nor 
braved. I say unto thee,—1 bid thy master cut 
out the gown ; but l did not bid him cut it to 
pieces : ergo , thou liest. 

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to 
testify. 

Pet . Read it. 

Gru. The note lies la bis throat, if be say 1 
said so. 

Tai. Imprimis , a loose-bodied gown .• 

Gru. Master, if ever I said a loose-bodied gown, 
sew me in the skirts of It, and beat me to death 
with a bottom of brown thread : I said, a gown. 
Pet. Proceed. 

Tai. With a smalt compassed cape ; § 

Gru. I confess the cape. 

Tai. With a trunk sleeve 
Gru. I confess two sleeves. 

7*ai. Hit sleeves curiously cut. 

Pet. Ay, there’s the villany. 

Gru. Error i’tbe bill. Sir; error i’lbe bill. I 
commanded the sleeves should be cut out, and 
sewed up again ; and that I’ll prove upon iliee, 
thoqgli thy little Anger be armed in a thimble. 

Tai. This is true, that I say ; an I had thee 
In place where thou should'st know it. 

Gru. I am for thee straight: take thon the 
hill, and give me my mete-yard, g and spare not 
me. 

Hot. God-a-mercy, Grumio I then be shall 
bavr no odds. 

Pet. Well, Sir, In brief, the gown Is not for 
me. 

Gru. You are i'the right. Sir; 'tls for my 
mistress. 

Pet. Go, take it up unto thy master's vie. 
Gru. Villain, not for thy ilfe: Take up my 
mistress’ gowu for thy master's use I 

* £ Hr i***‘ 4 Bt-mnitf*. 

t T*ro*4 apmany prmnu wicti 
| A rovM raps. | Mciiufir.|)ui 


Pet . Why, Sir, what's your conceit in that? 
Gru. O Sil, the conceit is deeper lluu you 
think for : 

Take up iuy mistress’ gown to his master’s use! 
O, lie, fle, ne I 

Pet. Hortensio, say thou wilt 6ee the tutor 
paid:— [Awwr. 

Go take it hence; be gone, and say no moie. 
Jlor. Tailor, I’ll pay thee lor iby gown to¬ 
luol row. 

Take no iinkiiiduess of his hasty words : 

Away, 1 say ; commend me to thy master. 

[Gut I an on. 

Pet. Well, come, my Kate; we will unto 
your father's, 

Eveu m these houcsi mean habiliments ; 

Our puises shall lie pioud, our gaiiumt-. poor : 
For ’tis the mind that makes the t ody rich , 

And as the sun bieaks through the d.ukist 
clouds, 

So honour peeretb • In the meanest lin’.iit. 

What, is the jay more precious than the lark 
Because his feathers are more beautiful I 
Or is the adder belter than the < el. 

Because his painted skin contents the rye? 

O no, good Kate ; neither art thou the woise 
For this poor furniture, and mean array, 
ft' thou accouut’st it shame, lay it on me : 

And therefore, frolic ; we will heuccfoith with. 
To feast aud sport us at thy luthci's liousi.— 
Go, call my men, and let us straight lo him ; 
And bring our horses unto Long-lane end. 

There will we mount, aud timber walk on 
foot.— 

Let's see ; I think, 'lls now some seven o’clock, 
Aud well we may come there by dimiri tune. 

Kath. 1 dare assure you. Sir, ’ll* almost -two ; 
And 'twill lie supper lime, eie you tome there. 

Pet. U shall be seven, eie I go to horse: 
Look, what I speak, or do, or think lo do. 

You are still crossing it.—Sns, left alone : 

I will not go to-day ; and ere I do. 

It shall be what o'clock 1 say it 16 . 

Jior. Why, sol this gallant will command the 
sun. [Exeunt. 

SCEXE IV. — Padua.—-Before Baptists’*. 

house. 

Enter Tkanio, and the Pedant dressed like 
VlNCBNTlO. 

Tra. Sir, this Is the house ; Please it you, that 
I call t 

Ped. Ay, what else ? and, but l be deceived, 
Signior Baptists may remember me. 

Near twenty years aeo, in Genoa, where 
we were lodgers at the Pegasus. 

Tra. 'Tis well; 

And hold your own, In any case, with such 
Austerity as Mongeth to a father. 

Enter Biondeli.o. 

Ped. I warrant you ; But, Sir, here comes 
your boy; 

Twere good lie were school’d. 

Tra. Fear you not him, Sirrah, Biondcllo, 

Now do your duty throughly, 1 advise you; 
Imagine ’twere the right Vlucentio. 

Bion. Tut I fear not me. 

Tra. But hast thou done tby errand to Bap¬ 
tism 

Bion. I told him, that your father was at 
Venice ; 

And that you look'd for him this day in Padua. 
Tra. Thou'rt a tall fellow ; hold thee that to 
drink. 

Here comes Baptista:— set your cooutciiauce* 
Sir.— 

Enter Baptista and LucEJUTto. 

Signior Baptista, you are happily met 
Sir, [To the Pidakt.] 

This Is the gentleman I told you of; 

• Aprcorttu. 
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I pray you stand good father to me now, 

Gi\e me Bianca for my palnmony. 

Prd. Sott, son I— 

Sir, by )uur leave ; having come'to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my sou Lucentio 
Made me ac(|iuiuted with a weighty cause 
of love between y«»ui daughter and himself: 
And,—for the good repoit 1 hear of yon ; 

And for the lo\e he heareth to your daughter, 

And she to him,—to stay him not too long, 

I aim content, in a good father’s care. 

To have him iiiaich’o ; and,—if you please to 
like 

No worse than I, Sir,—upon some agreement. 

Me shall you tmd most teady and most willing 
With one coii»eiit to have her so bestow’d ; 

For curious* I cannot be with you, 

Signior Baptista, of whom 1 hear so well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me hi what I have to say ;— 
Your plainness, and your shortness, please me 
Kight true it is, your son Lucentio here [well. 
Doth love my daughter, and she lovetb him, 

Oi both dissemble deeply their affections : 

And, therefore, It you say no more than this. 

That like a father you will deal with him. 

And pass t my daughter a sufficient dower, 

The match is fully made, aud all is done; 

Tour sou shall have iny daughter with con¬ 
sent. 

Tra. 1 thank you. Sir. Where then do you 

know best, 

We be allied \ and such assurance ta'en. 

As shall with either part’s agreement stand? 

Bap. Not tu my bouse, Lucentio; for, you 
know. 

Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants : 
Besides, old Grenuo is heark’uing still. 

And, happily, 4 we might he interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you. Sir : 
There doth tn> father he ; and there, this uigbt, 
W e’ll pass the business privately and well: 

Send for yuui daughter by your servant bere. 

My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. 

The worst is this,—that, at so slender warning, 
Tou’re like to have a thin aud slender pittance. 
Bap , It likes me well Cambio, hie you 
home, 

And bid Bianca make her ready straight; 

Ami, if you will, tell what hath happened :— 
Dmentio’s father is arriv’d m Padua, 

And bow she’s like to be Lucenlio’s wife. 

/Air. I pray the gods she may, with all my 
heart 1 

Tra. Dally not with the gods, blit get thee 
Sigmor Baptista, shall I lead the way? [gone. 
Welcome I one mess is like to be your cheer: 
Come, Sir; we’ll belter it in Pisa. 

Bap. 1 follow you. 

[Exeunt Tranio, Pedant, and Baptista. 
Bion. Cambio.— 

Jaic. What sa>’st thou, Biuiidello ? 

Bion. You saw my master wink and laugh 
upon you ? 

Jaic. Bioiidello, what of that ? 

Bion. ’Faith nothing; hut he has left me here 
behind, to expound the meaning or tuoial |) of 
bis signs and tokens. 

Luc. 1 pray thee, moralize them. 

Bion. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking 
• with the deceiving father of a deceitful sou. 

Jaic. And what of him ? 

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to 
the supper. 

Jaic- And then ?— 

Bion. The old priest at St. Luke’s church is 
at your command at all hours. 

Luc. And what of all this? 

Bion. 1 cannot tell; except they are busied 
about a counterfeit assurance : Take you as¬ 
surance of Iter, com priviltglo ad imprimendum 
solum: to the church ’.—take the priest, clerk, 
aud some sufficient honest witnesses : 

• Scrupulous. t Assure or convey. 1 Betrothed' 
i Accidentally. I Secret purpuao. 
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If this be not that you look for, 1 have no more 
to say. 

But, bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. 

[Going. 

Jaic. Hear’st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. I cannot tarry : 1 knew a wench 
married in an afternoon as she went to the 
garden for parsley to stuff a rabbit; and so 
may you, Sir . and so adieu, Sir. My master 
hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke’s, to 
bid the priest be ready to come agaiust you 
corne with your appendix. [Exit. 

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented : 
She will be pleas’d, then wherefore should 1 
doubt ? 

Hap what may. I’ll roundly go about her; 

It shall go hard, if Cambio go without her. 

[Exit. 

SCENE V.—A public Road 
Enter Petbuchio, Kath arina, and Hon- 

TEN SIO 

Pet. Come on, o’God’s name; once more to¬ 
ward our father’s. [moon f 

Good Lord, bow bright and goodly shines the 
Kath. The moon 1 the sun j it is not moon¬ 
light now. 

Pet. I say, it is the moon that shines so 
bright. 

Kath. I know it is the suu that shines so 
[bright. 

Pet. Now, by my mother’s sou, aud that’s 
myself. 

It shall be moon, or star, or what I list, 

Or ere i journey to your father’s bouse :— 

Go on, and fetch our horses back again.— 
Evermore cross’d, aud cross'd; nothing but 
cross’d 1 

Nor. Say as he says, or we shall never go. 
Kath. Forward, 1 pray, since we have come 
so far. 

And be it moon, or snn or what you please : 
And if you please to call it a rusb caudle. 
Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me. 

Pet. I say, it is the moou. 

Kath. I know it is. 

Pet. Nay, then you lie; it is the blessed sun. 
Kath. Then, God be bless’d, it is the blessed 
sun :— 

But sun it is not, when you say it is not. 

And the moon changes, even as your mind. 

What you will Irate it nam’d, even that it is ; 
And so it shall be so, for Katharine. 

Nor. Petruchio, go thy ways; the field is won. 
Pet. Well, forward, forward: thus the bowl 
should ruu, 

And not uuluckily against the bias.— 

But soft; wbat company is coming here ? 

Enter Vincextio, in a travelling dress. 
Good-morrow, gentle unstress : Where away ?— 

[To VlKCENTlO. 

Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too. 

Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman? 

Such war of white and red within her cheeks f 
What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty. 
As those two eyes become tbat heavenly face?— 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to tbee 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's sake. 

Nor. ’A will make the man mad, to make a 
woman of him. 

Kath. Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, 
and sweet, 

Whither away ; or where is thy abode ? 

Happy the parents of so fair a child ; 

Happier the man, whom favouiable stars 
Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow ! 

Pet. Why, how now, Kate! 1 hope thou art 
not mad : 

This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither’d ; 
And not a maiden, as thou say’st he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes 
That have been so bedazzled with the sun, 

1 hat every thing 1 look on seemclh green : 

3 L 
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Now I perceive thou art a reverend father ; 
Pardon, 1 pray thee, lor niy mad mistaking. 

Ft t. Do, ?.ood old grand&ire j and, wuhal, 
make kuown 

Which way thou travelled; if along with us, 

We shall he joyful of thy company. 

Vm. Fair Sir,—and yon my merry mistKsa,r- 
That with your strange encounter much amaz'd 
me ; 

My uame is call'd—Vincentio; my dwelling— 
Pisa; 

And bound I am to Padua; there to visit 
A sou of mine, which long 1 have uot seen. 

Ptt. What is his name ? 

Vin. Lucentio, gentle Sir. 

Pet. Happily met; the happier for tby son* 
Aiui now h> law, as well as revereud age, 

I may entitle thee—my loving father; 

The s.ster to my wile, this gentlewoman. 

Thy son by this hath married : Wonder not, 

Nor be not griev’d ; she is of good esteem. 

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy buth, 

Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble geutleuiau. 

Let uie embrace with old Vincentio : 

And wander we to see thy boucat son, 

Who wiU of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Vih . But is this true ? or is u else your plea¬ 
sure. 

Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 
L'pon the company you overtake t 
For. I do assure, thee, father, so it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof; 
For our first merriment hath made thee jealous. 
[Exeunt PtTRLCHio, Katuaeina, and 
Vincentio. 

For. Well, Petrucliio, this bath pui me in 
heart. 

Have to my widow ; and if she be forward. 

Then hast thou taught Horteusio to he unto¬ 
ward. [Exit. 


ACT V. 

SCENE J.—Padva.—B efore Lccbntio's 

House . 

Enter on one side Biondello, Lucentio, and 
Bianca ; Gbemio walking on the other side. 

It ion. Softly and swiftly. Sir: for the priest is 
ready. 

Luc. I fly, Biondello : but they may chance 
to need thee at home, therefore leave us. 

Bton. Nay, faith, I'll see the church o’your 
back; and then come back to my master as 
coon as I can. [Exeunt Llcentio, Bianca, 

and Biondello. 

Ore. I marvel Cambio comes not all this 
while. 

Enter Peteuchio, Katharina, Vincentio, 
and Attendants. 

Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Luccntio's 
house, 

lfiy father's bears more toward tbe market¬ 
place ; 

Thither must I, and here I leave you. Sir. 

Vm. You shall not choose but driuk before 

t you go ; 

tbiuk, I shall command your welcome here, 
id, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward. 

[Knocks. 

Cre . They're busy within, you were best 
knock loader 

Euter Pedant above, at a window. 

Ped. What’s be, that knocks as he would 
beat down the gate f 

Vm. tsfignior Lucentio within, flirt 
Ped. He’s withiu. Sir, but not Us be spoken 
withal. 

Vin. What If a man bring Mm a hundred 
pound or two, to make merry withal t 
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Ped. Keep your huudred pounds to yomtelf: 
he shall need none, so long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, 1 told you, your son was beloved 
ill Padua.—Do * you hear. Sir t— to leave Xts- 
volous circumstances,—1 pray you, tell sigmoa 
Lucentio, that his father Is come from Pisa, and 
is here at the door to speak with bun. 

Ped. Thou heat; bis father Is come lYoai Pita, 
and here looking out at the window. 

Vin. Art thou his father f 

Ped. Ay, Sir; so his mother says, if 1 may 
believe her. 

jPrf. Why, how now, geutleuiau 1 [7b Vin¬ 
ces.] why, this is flat knavery, to take upon 
you another man's name. 

Ped. Lay hands on the villain ; I believe 'a 
means to cozen somebody m this city under my 
countenance. 

Re-enter Biondlllo. 

Bum. I have seen them iu (he church toge¬ 
ther ; God send 'em good shipping !—But who 
ib here 7 mine old mastei, Vuueutiof now we 
are undone, and brought to not It mg. 

Vm. Come hither, crack-lump. 

[Ant hi: Biondello. 

Bion. I hope, 1 may ebuose, Sn. 

Vm. Come hither, you rogue: Vi hat, have 
you forgot me 7 

Bton. Forgot you ? no. Sir: I could not for¬ 
get you, for 1 newer taw you bctoie iu all my 
life. 

Vin. What, you notorious wlluiu, didst thois 
never see thy master's lather, \mnntio? 

Bton. What, my old, worshipful old master ? 
yet, marry. Sir ; see where lie looks out ot the 
window. 

Vm. Is’t so, indeed t [Beats Biondello. 

Bton. Help, help, help, help 1 here’s a uiadu-.tu 
will murder uie [Exit. 

Ped • Help, son ’ help, siguior U.ipu-la ! 

[Eitl from the uiudoir. 

Pet. Pr’ytliee, Kate, let’s siaiul aside, uid 
see the end oi this controversy. [Thty ntuc. 

Re-enter P lv ant bclou'; Bvptisia, in a mo, 
and Sjlilvants. 

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to l>eat my 
servant 7 

Vm. What am I, Sir! nay, what are yon. 
Sir7—0 immortal gods 1 O line villain! A sil¬ 
ken doublet 1 a velvet hose ! a sc.ulet cloak! 
and a copatam hat! • Oh ! 1 am undone! 1 am 
undone ! while 1 play the good husband at home, 
my son and my servant spend all at the uui- 
veisity. 

Tra. How now 1 what's tbe matter 7 

Bap. What, is the mau lunatic 7 

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient geutle- 
man by your habit, but your words show you 
a madman: Why, Sir, what concerns it you, 
if 1 were pearl and gold ? I tliauk my good 
father, I am able to maintain it. 

Vin. Thy fathert O villain! he is a sail* 
maker in Bergamo. 

Bap. You mistake. Sir; you mistake, Sir; 
Pray, wbat do you think is his name 7 

Vin. His name7 as if I knew not his name: 
I have brought him up ever since be was three 
years old, and bis name is—Tran iu, 

Ped. Away, away, and a&s 1 Bis name is Lu¬ 
centio: and he is mine only soii£%fid heir to 
tbe lands of me, signior Vincentio. 

Pm. Lucentio l Oh 1 he bath murdered his 
master i—Lay bold on him, I charge you, in 
the duke’s name O my son, my son!—tell 
me, thou villain, where is my son Lucentio 7 

Tra. Call forth an officer: [Enter one with 
an officer. ] carry this mad knave to the jail 
Father BapUsta, 1 charge you see, that he bo 
forthcoming. 

Vin. Carry me to the jail! 

Gre, Stay, officer; ha shall not go to prison. 

• A bat with a cental crows. 
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Bap. Talk not, signinr Gremio ; I say, be shall 
go to pi ison. 

Cre . Take heed, signior Baptista, lest yon be 
coney-calcbed * in tins business ; I dare swear, 
this is the right Vincentio. 

Pcd. Swear, if thou darest. 

(ire. Nay, 1 date not Ewear it. 

Tra. lben tbou wert best say, that I am not 
Lucenlio. 

(irt. Yes, I know tbee to be signior Lucen- 
tio. 

Hap. Away with the dotard ; to the jail with 
him 

I'm. Thus strangers may be baled and abus'd : 
—O monstious villain! 

Re-enter Bicndello, with Lucentio, and 

Bianca. 

Jiion. Oh! we are spoiled, and—Yotider be 
i s , him, forswear him, or else we are all 
undone. 

Jmc. Pardon, sweet father. [Kneeling. 

I m. Lives my sweetest sou T 

[biuNDELLO, Tramo, and Pedant run 
out. 

H‘an. Pardon, dear father. [Kneeling. 

Hup. How hast thou offeuded ?— 

W here is Lucentio ? 

Luc. Heie’s Lucentio, 

Right son unto the light Vincentio ; 

I hat have by mariiagu made thy daughter mine. 
While counterfeit supposes blear'd tliiue eyne.T 
Cre . Here's packing, J with a witness, to deceive 
us all • 

I in. Where is that damned Mllain, Tranio, 
That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter so? 
Jlap. Whi, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 
llum Cauibio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Luc. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca’s 
love 

Made me exchange my state with Tranio, 

While he did hear my countenance in the 
town ; 

And happily I have arriv’d at last 
Unto the wished haven of my bliss:— 

What Tijiiio did, myself enforc’d him to; 

Then pardon bun, sweet father, for my sake. 

Yin. I’ll slit the villain's nose, that would have 
sent me to the jail. 

Jiry. But do you hear. Sir? [To Lucentio.] 
Have you married my daughter without asking 
my good-will } 

Yin. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content yon, 
go to : But I will hi, to be revenged for this 
vii.'any. [Exit. 

Hup. And I, to sound the depth'of this kna¬ 
very. [Exit. 

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca; tby father will not 
frown. [Ejeunt Luc. and Bias. 
Cre. My cake is dough: § But I’ll in among 
the rest; 

Out of hope of all,—bat my share of the feast. 

[Exit. 

Petruchio and Kathahira adranee . 

Kath. Husband, let’s follow, to see the end of 
this ado. 

Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 

Hath. What, in the midst of the street? 

Pet. What, art tliou ashamed of me 1 
Kath. No, Sir ; God forbid:—but ashamed to 
kiss. 

Pet. Why, then let’s home againCome, 
sirrah, let's away. 

Kath. Nay, I will give tbee m kiss ; now pray 
thee, love, stay. 

Pet. Is not this well ?—Come, nsj sweet 
Kate; 

Better once than never, fo- never too late. 

[Exeunt. 

• Cheated __ 4 Deceived thy eve*. 

1 Tricking. nndernnno commences. 

§ A proverbial expression, repeated after a disappoint* 
mans. 
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SCENE II.—A Room in Lucentio’s House • 

A Banquet set out. Enter Baptista, Vin- 
CRNTio, Gkf.mio, the Pedant, Lucentio, 
Bianca, Plthuchio, Katkaiuna, Horten- 
sto, and Widow. Tranio, Biondello, 
Grumio, and others , attending. 

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes 
agree : 

And time it is, when raging war is done, 

To smile at 'scapes and perils overblowu.— 

My fair Biauca, bid my father welcome. 

While I with sell-same kindness welcome 
thine :— 

Brother Petruchio,—-sister Katbarina,— 

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow--,— 
Feast with the best, and welcome to my bouse ; 
My banquet* is to close our stomachs up, 
liter our great good cheer: Pray you sit down ; 
For now we sit to chat, as well as eat. 

[They sit at table. 
Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat! 
Hap . Padua affords this kindness, son Pe¬ 
truchio. 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Jlor. For both our sakes, I would that woul 
weie Hue. 

Pet. Now, tor rnj life, Hortensio fearsf his 
wtdotv. 

TJ'ld . Then never trust me if I be afeard. 
Pet. You are sensible, aud yet you miss my 
sense ; 

I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. 

Wui. He that is giddy, thinks the world turns 
round. 

Pet. Kounrtly replied. 

Kath. Mistress, how mezn you that? 

H id. Thus 1 conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by met—How likes Hortensio 
that t 

Hor. My vv.dow says, thus she conceives her 
tale. 

Pet. Very well mended : Kiss him for that, 
good widow. 

Kath. He that is giddy, thinks the world tuins 
round :- 

I pray you, tell me what you meaut by that. 
H'id. Your husband, being troubled with a 
shrew. 

Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe: 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kath. A very mean meaning. 
lYid. Right, I mean you. 

Kath. And 1 am mean, indeed, respecting 
you. 

Pet. To her, Kate I 
Hor. To her, widow ! 

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her 
down. 

Hor. That's my office. 

Pet. Spoke like au officer :—Ha’ to thee, lad. 

[Drinks to Hortlnmo. 
Hap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted 
folks ? 

Gre . Believe me. Sir, they butt together well. 
Bian. Head, and butt? an hasty-wtUed body 
Would say, your head and butt were head and 
horn. 

Tin. Ay, mistress bride, bath that awaken’d 

you ? 

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me: therefore I’ll 
sleep again. 

Pet. Nay, that you shall not; since you have 
begun, 

Have at you for a bitter jest or two. 

Htan. Am I your bird? I mean to shift my 
bush. 

And then pursue me as you draw your bow :— 
You are welcome all. 

[Exeunt Bianca, Katharina, and Widow. 
Pet. She hath prevented-me.—Here, siguior 
Tranio, 

* A banquet was a refection consisting of fra it, cakes, 
fcc* t Dreada. 
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This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not; 
Therefore, a health to all that shot and miss’d. 
Tra. O Sir, Lucentio slipp'd me like his grey¬ 
hound, 

"Which runs himself, and catches for bis master. 
Pet. A good swift * simile, but something 
currish. 

Tra. ’Tis well. Sir, that you hunted for your- 
self; 

’Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay. 
Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc. 1 thank thee for that gird, t good Tranio. 
Hor. Confess, confess, hath he not hit you 
here? 

Pet. *A has a little call’d me, I confess; 

And, as the jest did glance away from me, 

*Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 

Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio, 

I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all. 

Pet. Well, I say—no: and therefore for assur- 
Let’s each one send unto his wife; [ance. 

And he whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her. 

Shall win the wajier which we will propose. 

Hot. Content :- What Is the wager ? 

Luc. Twenty crowns. 

PeL Twenty crowns ! 

I’ll venture so much on my hawk, or hound. 

But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

Luc. A hundred then. 

Hor. Content. 

Pet. A match; ’tis done. 

Hor. Who shall begin ? 

Luc. That will 1 Go, 

Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 

Bwn. I go. [Exit. 

Bop. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 
Luc. I’ll have no halves; I’ll bear it all my¬ 
self. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

How now ! what news ? 

Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word 
That she is busy, and she cannot come. 

Pet. How ! she is busy, and she cannot come! 
Is that an answer? 

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too: 

Pray God, Sir, your wife send you not a worse. 
Pet. I hope, better. 

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello go, and entreat ray 

wife 

To come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello. 

Pet. Oho! entreat her! 

Nay, then she must needs come. 

Hor. I am afraid. Sir, 

Do what you can, your’s will not be entreated. 
Re-enter Biondello. 

Now, where’s my wife? 

Bion. She says you have some goodly jest in 
hand; 

She will not come; she bids you rome to her. 

Pet. Worse and worse ; she will not come! O 
Intolerable, not to endur'd I [vile 

Sirrah Grumio. go to your mistress ; 

Say, I command her to come to me. 

C Exit Grumio. 

Hor. I know her answer. 

Pet What? 

Hor. She will not come. 

PeL The fouler fortune mine, and there an 
end. 

Enter Katharina. 

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes 
Katharina! 

Kath. What is your will. Sir, that you send 
for me ? 

Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio’s 
wife? 

Knlh. They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet. Go letch them hither; if they deny to 
come. 
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Swinge me them soundly forth nnto their hus¬ 
bands : 

Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

[Exit Katharina. 
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a won¬ 
der. 

Hor. And so it is; I wonder what it bodes. 
Pet. Marry, peace It bodes, and love, and 
quiet life. 

An awful rule, and right supremacy; 

And, to be short, what not, that’s sweet and 
happy. 

Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio ! 
The wager thou hast won ; and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns; 
Another dowry to another daughter. 

For she is chang’d, as she had nerer been. 

Pet. Nay, 1 will win my wager better yet; 

And show more sign of her obedience, 

Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Re-enter Katoari**, with Bianca, and 
Widow 

8ee, where she comes; and brings your froward 
wives 

As prisoners to her womanly persuasion.— 
Katharine, that cap of your's becomes you not; 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 

[Katharina pull* off her cap , and throws 
it down. 

Wid. Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh. 
Till I be brought to such a silly pass ! 

Bian. Fie! what a foolish duty call you this'■* 
Luc. I would, your duty were as foolish too: 
The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 

Hath cost me a hundred crowns since supper- 
time. 

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my 
duty. 

Pet. Katharine, 1 charge thee, tell these head¬ 
strong women 

What duty they do owe their lords and hus¬ 
bands. 

Wid. Come, come, you're mocking; we will 
hare no telling. 

Pet. Come on, 1 say; and first begin with 
her. 

Wid. She shall not. 

PeL I say, she shall;—and first begin with 
her. 

Kath. Fie, fie! unknit that threat'ning un¬ 
kind brow; 

And dart not scornful glances from those eyes. 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor . 

It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair 
buds; 

And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 

A woman mov'd, is like a fountain troubled. 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 
And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy bead, thy sovereign; one that cares for 
thee. 

And for thy maintenance; commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land; 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold. 
While thou Best warm at home, secure and safe; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands. 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience;— 

Too little payment for so great a debt 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 

Even such, a woman oweth to her husband: 
And, when she’s froward, peevish, snlien, sour, 
And, not obedient to his honest will. 

What is ahe, but a foul contending rebel. 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord ?— 

1 am aaham'd, that women Are ao simple 
To offer war, where they should kneel for 
peace; 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway. 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak and smooth. 
Unapt to toll and trouble In the world; 


• Witty, 


t H a rc * «n . 
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But that our soft conditions* and our hearts, 
Should (veil agree wuh our external parts T 
Come, couie, you froward and unable worms 1 
My mind bath been as big as one of your’s. 

My heart, as great; my reason, haply, more. 

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown; 
But now, I see our Iauce6 are but straws; 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past com¬ 
pare,— 

That seeming to be most, which we least are. 
Then vail your stomachs, f for it is no boot; 

And place your hands below your husband's 
foot : 

In token of which duty, if he please, 

My baud is ready, may it do him ease I 

* Gentle temper*. t Abate jour spirits. 
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Pet. Why, there's a wench !—Come on, and 
kiss me, Kate. 

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad ; for thou 
shalt ha’t. 

Fin. 'Tis a good bearing, when children are , 
toward. 

Luc. But a harsh bearing, when women are 
froward. 

Pet. Come, Kate, we’ll to bed :- 

We three are married, but we two are sped 
'Twas 1 woo the wager, though you hit the white ; 

[To I.UCENTIO. 

And, being a winner, God give you good night r 
[Excunt Pbiruchio and Kaih. 

Hot. Now go thy ways, thou bast lam’d a 
curst shrew. 

Luc. 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will 
be tam'd so. [Exeunt, 
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ACT l. 

SC EXE I .— Windsor. Before Pace's Ifouse. 

Enter Justice Shallow, Slender, and Sir * 
Hugh Evans. 

Shal. Sir Hugh, persuade me not: I will 
make a star chamber matter of it: if he were 
twenty Sir John I\i I stalls, he shall not abuse 
Robert Shallow, esquire. 

Slen. In the county of Gloster, justice of 
peace, ana coram. 

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, aud Cust-alorum. t 
Slen. Ay, and ratolorum too ; and a gentle¬ 
man born, master parson ; who writes himself 
armlgero; in any bill, warrant, quittance, or 
obligation, armigero . 

Shul. Ay, that we do; and have done any 
time these three hundred yearB. 

Slen. All fata successors, gone before blm 
ha>e done't; and all bis ancestors, that come 
afur him, may ; they may give the dozen white 
luces * In their coat. 

Shal. It is an old coat. 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an 

• A title formerly appropriated to chaplains as well a* 
to knights. t Chi I oi rotmlmr*. 

X The luce »■ »*pike : Shaktpcare has here a throw 
at Sir Thomas Lucy, who compelled him to learo Sxrat- 

lora 


old coat well ; it agrees well, passant : it is a 
familiar btast to nun, and Mcnnies—lo\e. 

* Shut, The luce is the fresh li-di ; the salt fl«ti 
Is an old coat. 

Sltti. I may quarter, coz l 

Shal• You ms), h) nr.nr)mg 

Fiu. It is marling indeed, if lie quarter it. 

Shal. Not a whit. 

Eva. Yes, py'r* lady if he has a quarter of 
>our coat, there is hut three skirts for yourself, 
rn my simple conjectures: but that is all one: 
If Sir John Palslatt have commuted dispar¬ 
agements unto you, I am of the chinch, and 
will be glad to do my benevolence, to make 
atonements and compromises between you. 

Shal. The council i shall hear it ; it is a riot. 

Eva. It is not meet the council hear a not; 
there is no fear of (jot in a not: the council 
look you, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, 
and not to hear a riot ; take your vizamentst 
in that. 

Shal. Ha l o' my life. If I were young again, 
the sword should end it. 

Eva. It is petter that friends is the Bword, 
and end It: and there is also another device 
in my praiu, which, peradventure, priugs goot 
discretions with It: There is Anne Page, 

* Bv our. t Court of star-chamber. I Advisement. 
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which is daughter to master George Page, which 
is pretty vnginity. 

Slen. Misti ess Anne Page? She has brown 
hair, and speaks small * like a woman. 

Eva. It i>» that fery verson for all the ’©rid, 
as just as you will desire; and seven hundred 
pounds of monies, and gold, and silver, is her 
grandsire, upon his death's-bed, (Got deliver to 
a jo>ml resurrection-*:) give, when she is 
able to overtake s-ewnteen years old* it were 
a goot motion, rt we lea\e our pribblcs and 
prahbles, and desiu a marriage between mas¬ 
ter Abraham, and lin'd!ess Anne Page. 

Shal. Did hei giawdsire leave btr seven hun¬ 
dred pound 1 

Eta. A>, and bei father is make her a petter 
penny : 

Shut. I know the young gentlewoman; she 
lias good gilts. 

Eta. Seven hundred pounds, and possibili¬ 
ties, is good eifts. 

Shot. Well, let us see honest master Page : 
Is Falslaff there ? 

Eta. Shall I tell yon a lie ? 1 do despise a 
liar, as I do despise one that is false; or, as I 
despise one that is not tine. I’he knight, Sir 
John, is there , and, I beseech you, be ruled by 
your well wilier*, i will peat the door [knocks] 
tor nia-tei Page. What, boa ! Got pless your 
house here 1 

Enter Page. 

Page. Who's there ? 

Eta Here is (Jot's pleading, and your friend, 
and justice Shallow : and here young master 
Slender. th.it peradventures shall tell you another 
tale, ti inatteis grow to your likings. 

Puge. 1 am glad to see your woiship's well: 1 
thank you f.»r »m \enison,’master Shallow. 

Skat. Master Page, I am glad to see von : 
Much good do it your good heart 1 I wished your 
venison better : it was ill kill’d .—How doth good 
mistress Page ?—and I lo\e you always with my 
heart, la ; with my heart. 

Page. Sir, I thank yon. 

Skat. Sir, I thank vou ; by yea and no, I do. 

Page. I am glad to see you, good master 
Slender. 

S/en. How does yonr fallow greyhound. Sir? 

I heard sav, he was out-run on Cotsale. f 

Page. It could not be judg’d, Sir. 

Slen You’ll not confess, you’ll not confess. 

Shut. 1’hat he will not'tis your tault, 'tis 
your fault:—’Tis a good dog. 

Page. A cur, Sir. 

Shat. Sir, he’s a good dog, and a fair dog ; 
Con th» re be more said 1 lie is good and fair.— 
Is Sir John Falstaflf here 1 

Pagc. Sir, he is within; and I would I could 
do a good office between you. 

Ei .i. It is spoke as a Christians ought to 
speak. 

Shut. He bath wrong’d me, master Page. 

Page. Sir, he doth in some 6ort confess it. 

Skat. If it be confess'd, it is not redress'd; 
not that so, master Page ? He hath wrong’d 
me ; indeed, he hath at a word, he h.ith ;— 
believe me ;—Robert Shallow, esquire, sattb he 
4s wrong’d. 

Page. Here conies Sir John. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff, Bardolph, Nym, 
and Pistol. 

Fal. Now, master Shallow ; you’ll complain 
of me to the king ? 

Skat. Knight, you have beaten my men, killed 
cny deer, and broke open rav lodge. 

Pal. But not kiss’d your keeper’s daughter? 

Shat. Tut, a pin ! this shall he answer’d. 

Fat. I will answer it straight >—I have done 
all this That is now answer’d. 

Shat. The council shall kno* this. 

• Soft. 

t Cotswold iri Gloucestershire 
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Pal. ’Twere better for you, If it wefe known 
in counsel: you’ll be laugh’d at. 

Ei a. Pauca verba , Sir John, good worts. 
Fal. Good worts ! • good cabbage.—Slender, 
I broke your head ; What matter have you agaiust 
me ? 

Slen. Mirry, Sir, I have matter in tny head 
against you : and against your coney-catching t 
rascals, Bardolpb, Xym, and Pistol. They car¬ 
ried me to the tavern, and made me drunk, and 
afterwards picked my pocket. 

Hard. You Banbury cheese ! X 
Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Pist. How now, Mephostophilus ?§ 

Slen. Ay, it is no mattei. 

Aym. Slice, I say ! pauca , pauca ; 8 slice ! 
that’s my humohr. 

Slen. Where’s Simple, my man?—can you 
tell, cousin ? 

Eva. Peace : I pray you ! Now let ns under¬ 
stand : There is three umpires in this matter 
as I understand: that is—master Page, fidelicet* 
master Page ; and there is myself ,Jidelicet, my¬ 
self; and the three party is, lastiy aud finally* 
mine host of the Garter. 

Page. We three, to hear it, and end it between 
them. 

Ei a. Fcry goot : I will make a prief of it in 
my note-book; and we will afterwards 'ork 
upon the cause, with as great discreetly as we 
can. 

Pal. Pistol,- 

Put. He hears with ears. 

Eva. The tevil and his tarn ! what phrase is 
this, He hears icilh eurs ? Why, it is affecta¬ 
tions. 

Fal. Pistol, did you pick master Slendct's 
purse ? 

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or I would 
I might nv\er come in mine o»ii great chnmoer 
again else,) of se\en gloat* in null-sixpences, 
and two Edward shovel-boards, r that cost me 
two shillings and twope. ee a piece of Yead 
Miller, by these cloves. 

Fal. Is tins tru^, Pistol ? 

Eva. No ; it in raise, if it is a pick-pmse. 

Pist. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner!-Sir 

John, and mastet mine, 

I combat challenge of this lutten bilbo : ** 

Word of denial m thy labras ++ here ; 

Word of denial; froth and scum, thou liest. 
Slen. Bv these eloves, then ’twashe. 

Aum. Be advised. Sir, and pass good hu¬ 
mours : 1 will say, marry trap , with you, if you 
run the nuthook’s humours on me ; that is the 
very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had 
it: for though I cannot lememher what I did 
when you made me drunk, yet i am not aitogc- 
her an ass. 

Fal . \\ hat say you. Scarlet and John ? 

Jiard. Why, Sir, for my part, I say, the 
gentleman had drunk himself out of bis five 
sentences. 

Eva. It is his five senses: fie, what the igno¬ 
rance is ! 

Bard. And being fap, 5$ Sir, was, as they 
say, cashier’d; and so conclusions pass’d the 
care ires, liil 

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but 
’tis no matt** ; ni ne’er be drunk whilst I live 
again, but in honest, civil, godly company, for 
this trick: if 1 he drnnk, I’ll be drunk with 
those that have the fear of God, and not with 
drunken knaves. 

Eva: So Got 'udge me, that f$ a rtitdOrta 
mind. 

* Worts was the ancient name of ail the cabbage Mad 
+ Sharpers were called cotlcy-catchera. 
j Nothing but paring. 

\ The name of a familiar spirit in the old *f6rr af 
Faust. 1 Few <*rords. 

If King Edward'* shillings, Used in tht game of 
shuffle-board. ** Blade ns-thin at a lath. 

+ t Lips. It If vou auv I am n thief Drunk. 

l{ The bound* of pood behavjont. 
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Fat. You hear all these matters denied, gen* 
tlemen , you hear it. 

Enter Mistress Annk Pkcxuith irtnr ; Mis¬ 
tress Ford and Mistress PkQtfollouing. 

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in ; we’ll 
drink witbiu. [firif Ann* Pace. 

Slen. O heavens 1 this is mistress Anue Page. 

Page. How now, mistress Ford T 

Fat. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very 
well met: by your leave, good unstre»s. 

her. 

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome 
Come we have a hot venison pasty to o' inner; 
come, gentlemen, I hope we shall drink down 
all unkuidness. 

[Exeunt all but Shallow, Slim die, and 
Evans 

Slen. I bad rather than forty shillings, i had 
my book of Songs and Sonuets here 

Enter Simple* 

How now, Simple! where have yon been? I 
must wait on myself, must 11 You have uol 
The Book of Riddles about you, have you T 

Sim. Book of Riddles ' why, did you not lend 
it to Alice Shortcake upon Allballowuias Iasi* 
a fortnight afore Michaelmas T * 

Shut. Come, coz; come, coz; we stay for 
you. A word with you, coz: marry, this, coz ; 
There is, as 'twere, a tender, a kind of tender, 
made afar off by Sir Hugh here;—Do you un¬ 
derstand me t 

Slen. Ay, Sir, you shall find me reasonable; 
if it be so, 1 shall do that that is reasou. 

Shat. Nay, but understaud me. 

Slen. So I do. Sir. 

Eta. Give ear to his motions, master Slender: 
I will description the matter to you, if you be 
capacity of it. 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow 
says: I pray you, pardon me; he's a jnstice of 
peace in his country, simp.e though 1 stand here. 

Eva. But that is not the question ; the quesliou 
is concerning your marriage. 

Shat. Ay, there's the poinC$§|0ir. 

F.i a. Marry, is it; the very point of It; to 
mistress Anne Page. 

Slen. Why, if it be so, 1 will marry her, upon 
any reasonable demauds. 

Eta. But can you affection the '«>man T Let 
ns command to know that of your mouth, or of 
your lips ; for divers philosophers bold, that 
tbe lips is parcel of the mouthTherefore, 
precisely, can you carry your good will to the 
maid T 

Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can yoa love 
her t 

Slen. I hopfv Sir,—I will do as it shall be¬ 
come one that would do reason. 

Eia. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you 
must speak possitahle, if you can carry her 
your desires towards her. 

Shal. That you must: Will you, upon good 
dowry, marry her T 

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that, upon 
your request, cousin, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay. conceive me, conceive me, tweet 
coz ■, what 1 do, is to pleasure you, coz: Can 
you love the maid T 

Slen. I will marry her, 8lr, at yonr request; 
but if there be no great love in the beginning, 
yet heaven may decrease it upon better ac¬ 
quaintance. when we are married, and have 
more occasion to know one another : I hope, 
upon familiarity will grow more contempt: 
but If you say, -marry I will marry her, 
that I am freely dissolv’d, and dissolutely. 

Eta. It Is a ferry discretion answer; save, 
tbe faul* is in the 'oit dissolutely: the 'oil is 
according to onr meaning, resolutely his 
mea i ig is good. 

Shal. Ay, 1 think my coosin meant well. 

* Aa iainM Honda?. 


Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be banged, la. 

Re-enter Anns Pace. 

Shal. Here comes fair mistress Anne; 
Would I were young, for vour sake, mistress Anne ! 

Anne. The dinner is on the table; my father 
desires your worship's company. 

Shut. I will wait on bun, fair mistress Anne. 

Eta. Od's plessed will; I will not be ab¬ 
sence at the grace. 

[Exeunt Shallow and Sir H. Evans. 

Anne. Will'i please your worship to come 
in, Sir. 

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily; f 
am very well. 

Anne. The dinner attends you, Sir, 

Slen. I am lint a-hungry, 1 thank you, for¬ 
sooth : Go, sirrah, for ail you are uiy man, go, 
wait upon my cousin Shallow : [Exit Simple. 
A justice of peace sometime may be beholden 
to bis friend tor a man 1 keep but three men 
and a boy yet, till my mother be dead : But 
what though ; yet I live like a poor gentleman 
born. 

Anne. I may not go in without yonr worship r 
they will not sit till you come. 

Slen. I’faiib, I’ll eat nothing; 1 thank you 
as much as though I did. 

Anne. I pray you. Sir, walk in. 

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you; 
I bruised my slim tbe other day with playing 
at sword and dagger with a master of fence, 
three veneys • for a dish of stewed prunes, 
and by my troth, I cannot abide the smell of 
hot meat since. Why do your dogs bark so k 
be there bears i’ the town f 

Anne. I thiuk there are. Sir; I heard them 
talked of. 

Sten. I love the sport well; but I shall ns 
soon quarrel at it, as any man in England.— 
You are afraid, if you see tbe bear loose, are 
you not T 

Anne, Aye indeed. Sir. 

Slen. That’s meat and drink to me now : k 
have seen Sackerson t loose twenty limes; and 
have taken him by the cb.mi : but, I h arrant 
you, tbe women have so cried and shriek'd at 
it, that it pass'd : but women, indeed, can¬ 
not abide 'em; they are very Hi favoured 
rough things. 

Re-enter Pace. 

Rage. Come, gentle master Slender, come; 
we stay for you. 

Slen. I’ll eat nothing ; I thank you. Sir. 

Page. By cock and pye, $ you shall nut choose. 
Sir: couie, come. 

Sten. Nay, pray you, lead tbe way. 

Page. Couie on, Sir. 

Slen . Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

Anne. Not I, Sir ; pray you keep on. 

Slen. Truly, I will not go first; truly, la: l 
will not do yon that wrong. 

Anne. 1 pray, yon. Sir. 

Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly than trouble¬ 
some : you do yourself wrong, indeed, la. 

[ Exeunt • 

SCENE //.—The same . 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva. Go yonr wiys, and ask of Doctor Caloi’s 
bouse, which is the way: and there dwells one 
inistress Quickly, which is In the manner of bis 
dry nurse, or hls cook, or bis laundry, bis washer, 
and his wringer. 

Simp. Well. Sir. 

Eva. Nay, if is petter yet:-give her this 

letter; for it Is a 'nman that altogether's ac¬ 
quaintance with mistress Anne Page; and tbe 

• Three set-to's, bon fa, or hits. . « , 

♦ Tli* name of t bear exhibited at PineG»w«« 

Southwark. 1 KurpaaMd «JI e*»»r«#too. 

i A rootmon adjuration . and a corraptian wt tha te¬ 
trad Nana in tha old AlnraUtias. 
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letter is, to desire and require her to solicit 
your master’s desires to mistress Anne Page : 
J pray you, be gone ; I will make an end of my 
dinner ; there’s pippins and cheese to come. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Room in the Garter Inn . 

Enter Falstaff, Host, Bardolth, Nym, 
Pistol, and Kobin. 

Fal. Mine host of the Garter,— 

Host. What says, my bully-rook t Speak 
scholarly, and wisely. 

Fat. 1 ruly, mine host, I must turn away some 
of my followers. 

Host. Discard bally Hercules; cashier : let 
them wag ; trot, trot. 

Fal. l sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Tbou’rt an emperor, Caesar, Keisar, 
and Pheezar, I will entertain Bardolpb ; he 
shall draw, be shall tap: said I well. Bully 
Hector ? 

Fat. Do so, good mine host. 

Host. I have spoke ; let him follow: Let me 
see thee froth, and lime : 1 am at a word ; fol¬ 
low. [Exit Host. 

Fal. Bardolph, follow him ; a tapster is a 
good trade : An old cloak makes a new Jerkin ; 
a withered servlngman, a fresh tapster ; Go ; 
adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have desired ; 1 will 
thrive. [Exit Bakd. 

Fist. O base Gongarian • wight I wilt thou 
the spigot wield T 

Nym. He was gotten In drink: Is not the 
humour conceited f His mind is not heroic, and 
there's the humour of it. 

Fal. I am glad I am so acquit of this tinder- 
box ; bis thefts were too open : his filching was 
like an unskilful singer, be kept not time. 

A'vw. The good humour is, to.steal at a mi¬ 
nute’s rest. 

Fist. Convey, the wise it call : Steal! foh ; a 
fico + fur the phrase f 
Fal. Well, Sirs, I am almost out at heels. 
Fist. Why then let kibes ensue. 

Fal. There is no remedy ; I must coney-catch ; 

I must shift. 

Fist. Young ravens must have food. 

Fal. l\ hich of you know Ford of this town f 
Fist. 1 ken the wight; he is of substance 
good. 

Fal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I 
uni about. 

Fist. Two yards, and more. 

Fat. No quips now. Pistol; indeed I am in 
the waist two yards about : but I am now about 
no waste; 1 am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean 
to make love to Ford’s wife ; 1 spy entertain¬ 
ment in her; she discourses, she caives, she 
gives the leer of invitation : 1 can construe the 
action of her familiar style ; and the hardest 
voice of her behaviour, to be Euglish’d rightly, 
is, I am Sir John Falstoff’s. 

Fist. He hath studied her well, and translated 
her well ; out ot honesty into English. 

Nym. The anchor is deep : will that humour 
pass f 

Fal. Now, the report goes, she has all the 
rule of her husbaud’s purse , she hath legions of 
angels. J 

Fist. As many devils entertain ; and. To her, 
boy t say I. 

Nym. The humour rises; it Is good: humour 
me the angels. 

Fat I have writ me here a letter to her: and 
here another to Page’s wife ; who even now 
gave me good eyes too, examin’d my parts with 
most judicious eyliads : sometimes the beam of 
her view gilded my foot, sometimes my portly 
belly. 

Fist. Then did the son on dung-hill shine. 
Nym. I thank thee for that humour. 

Fal. Ob I she did so course o’er my exteriors 

For llunreriea. \ Fig. X Gold coin. 


with such a greedy intention, that the appetite 
of hei e>e did seem to scorch me up like a 
burning glass I Here’s another letter to her : 
6he bears tbe purse too ; she is a region in 
Guiana, all gold and bounty. 1 will be cheater* 
to them both, and they shall be exchequers to 
me; they shall be my East and West Indies, 
and I will trade to them both. Go, hear tbou 
this letter to mistress Page; and thou this to 
mistress Ford : we will thrive, lads, we will 
thrive. 

Fist. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become. 
And by my side wear steel? then, Lunfer take 
all I 

Nym. I will run no base humour ; here, take 
the humour letter ; I will keep the ’haviour of 
reputation. 

Fal. Hold, sirrah, [To Rob.] bear you these 
letters tightly ;t 

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores.— 
Rogues, hence avaunt 1 vanish like bail-stones, 
RO; [pack I 

Trudge, plod, away, o* the hoof; seek shelter 
Falstaff will learn tbe humour of this age, 

Freucb thrift, you rogues ; myself, aud skirted 
page. [Eieunt Falstaff and Robin. 
Fist. Let vultures gripe thy guts ! for gourd 
and fullam | bolds, 

And high and low beguile the rich and poor: 
Tester $ I’ll have in pouch, when thou shalt lack. 
Base Phrygian Turk 1 

Nym. I have operations iu my head, which 
he humours of revenge. 

Fist. W ilt thou revenge ? 

Nym. By welkin, and her star ! 

Fist. With wit, or steel ? 

Nym. With both the humours, l : 

I will discuss the humour of this love to Page, 
Fist. And I to Ford shall eke unfold. 

How Falstaff, varlet vile. 

His dove will prove, his gold will hold. 
And his soft couch defile. 

Nym. My humour shall not cool : I will in¬ 
cense || Page to deal with poison ; I Mill possess 
him with yellowness, H for the revolt of mien 
is dangerous: that is my true humour. 

Fist. Thou art the Mais of malcontents : l 
second thee ; troop oil. [ Exeunt. 

SCENEIV.—A Room in Dr. Caics’s House . 

Enter Mrs. Quickly, Simple, and Ruoby. 

Quick. What; John Rugby !—1 pray thee 
go to the casement, and see if you can see my 
master, master Doctor Cains, coming : if he do, 
i’faith, and find any body in the house, here will 
be an old abusing of God’s patience and tbe 
king’s English. 

Rug. I’ll go watch. [Exit Rugby. 

Quick. Go ; and we’U have a posset for’t soon 
at night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal 
fire. Ail honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever 
servants shall come in bouse withal; ami I 
warrant you, no tell-tale, nor no hreed-bate 
his worst fault is, that be is given to prayer ; he 
is something peevish ft that way : but nobody but 
has bis fault;—but let that pass. Peter Simple, 
you say your name is T 
Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quick. And master Slender’s your master f 
Sim. Ay, forBooth. 

Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard, 
like a glover’s paring knife f 
Sim. No, forsooth ; he hath but a little wee 
face, with a little yellow beard ; a Cain-coloured 
beard, tl 

Quick. A softly-rprighted man, is he not? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man 

* Ew&Htoir, en officer in the Exchequer, 
f Cleverly. X False dice, 

6 Sixpence I’ll hove in packer. 

| I mitigate. 5 jtiloair. 

•• Strife. ♦♦ Foolish, 

tt In the old tapeitririf Ckla ud Judea were rcpr». 
aeuted with.yellow bcerda. Breve. 
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of bis hands, as any is between this and his 
bead; be hath fought with a warrener. * 

Quirk. How say yon ?—Oh ! I should remem 
ber biin ? Does be not hold up bis bead, as it 
were t and strut in his gait 1 
Sim. Yes, indeed, does he. 

Quick. Well, beaveu send Anne Page no worse 
fortune l Tell master parson E\ans, I will do 
wbat l can for your master : Anue is a good girl, 
and I wish—• 


Re-enter Rugby. 

Rug. Out, alas ! here comes my master. 

Quick. We shall all he shent : t Kuu in here, 
good young man ; go into this closet. 

Simple tn the closet.) He will not stay long.— 
What, John Rugbv ! John, what, John, I say ! 
—Go, John, go inquire for my master ; 1 doubt 
he he not well, that he tomes not home and 
doun, doun , adoun-a, Arc. [A'iMgj. 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Coins. Vat is you sing ? I do not like dese 
toys; Pray yon, go and vetch me in my closet 
vn bcitier terd : a box, a grecn-a box ; Do in¬ 
tend \at l speak? a green-a box. 

Quick. Ay, forsooth, PH fetch it you. I am 
clad he went not m himself; If he had found 
the young mau, be would have been born-mad. 

[Aside. 

Caius. Fe, fc, Jc, 1e / mo foi, il fait j'nrt 
chaud. Je tn'en tats a la Cour,—la grand 

ajiait e. 

Quick. Is it this, Sir ? 

Cuius. Ouv : mette le au mow pocket; De- 
pechc, quickly :--Aere is dal knave, Rugby? 

Quick. What, John Rugby 1 John ? 

Rug. Here, Sir. 

(,’atus. You are John Rugby, and you are 
Jack Rugby : Come, take-a your rapier, and 
come alter my heel to de court. 

Rug. 'Iis ready. Sir, here in the fWtch. 

Cat us. By my trot, I tarry loo tong:—Od’a 
me 1 Qu’a y j'oubhe ? dere is some simples in my 
closet, dat 1 a ill uot for tbe varld I shall leave 
behind. 

Quick. Ah ! me! he'll bud the young man 
there, and he mad. 

Cams. O (liable ' dtable ' vat is in iny 
closet ?—Viliam ? larron ! [Pulling Simple 
out.) Rugby, my rapier- 

Quick. Good master, be content. 

Cams. Vereibre shall I be content-*! 

Quick. The young man is an honest man. 

Caius. Vat shall de honest man do in my 
closet I dere is no honest man dat shall come iu 
my closet. 

Quick. I beseech you, be not so fleg matte ; 
bear the truth of it: He came of au erraod to 
me from parson Hugh. 1 

Caius. Veil. 

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to— 

Quick. Peace, 1 pray you. 

Caius. Peace-a your tongueSpeak-a your 
tale. 

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your 
maid, to speak a good word to mistress Anne 
Page for my master, hi the way of marriage. 

Quick. This is all, indeed, la; but Pli ne’er 
but my finger in tbe fire, and need not. 

Caius . Sir Hugh send-a you ?—Rugby, bailies 
me some paper:—Tarry you a iittlc-a while. 

[Write*. 

Quick, f am glad he is so qu*et: if be bad 
been thoroughly moved, you should have board 
him so toad, and so melancholy ;—But notwith¬ 
standing, mau. I’ll do your master what good 1 
can : and the very yea and the no is, the French 
Doctor, my master,—I may call him my master, 
look you, for I keep bis bonce; and I wash, wring. 


brew, bake, 6cour, dress meat and drink, make 
the beds, and do all myself 

Sim. ’Tis a great charge, to come under one 
body’s band. 

Quick. Are you advis’d o’that ? a on shall find 
it a great charge : and to be up early, and down 
late but notwithstanding, (to tell you In your 
ear; ( would have no words of ft;) mv master 
himself is in love with mistress Anne Pace : but 
notwithstanding that,—I know Anne's mind,— 
that s neither here nor there. 

Coins. You jack’nape; give-a dis letter to 
Sir Hugh ; by gar, n is a shallenge : I vill cut 
his throat in de park; and I nil reach a scurvy 
jack-a nape pnest to meddle or make:—you 
may be gone ; it is not good yon tarry here :— 
by gar, 1 will cut all his two stones; h> gar, he 
shall not have a stone to trow at his dog 

[Ej.it Simpu. 

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 

Cams. It is no matier-a for dat :—do not you 
tell-a me dat 1 shall have Aune Page for iiia- 
sclf f—by gar, 1 v ill ki!l de Jack priest; and I 
have appointed mine host of de Jartcnc t<* 
measure out weapon by gai,l vill myself have 
Anne Page. 

Quick . Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall 
be well : we must give folks leave to prate: 
What the goujere 10 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court \it me 
By gar, if I hav-e uot Anne Pane, I shall tniu 
vour bead out of iny door :— Follow m\ hvls, 
Rugby. [Exeunt Can s ami Hi guy. 

Quick. You 6hall have An fools-head of a our 
nwu. No, 1 know Anne's mind tor th.it. ne\.r 
a woman in Windsor knows more of Anne's 
mind than I do ; ror can do more than 1 do 
with her, I thank heaven. 

Fcnt. [JCtthin.) Who’s within there, ho? 

Quit k. Who’s there, 1 trow ? Come near the 
hoube, I pray you. 

Enter Fenton. 

Pent. How now, good woman ; how dost 
ibon*? 

Quick. The better, that It please* yum good 
worship to ask. 

Pent. What news? bow does pretty timtirs* 
Anne ? 

Quick, la truth, Sif, and she »« pretn. and 
honest, and gentle ; and one that is a our tnend, 
I can tell you that by tbe way ; 1 praise liea\ea 
for it. 

Ftnt. Shall 1 do any good, thinkest thou 1 
Shall I not lose my suit ? 

Quick. Troth, Sir, all is in his hands above: 
bat notwithstanding, master Teuton, PH be 
sworn on a book she loves yon Have uot 
your worship a wart about your eve ? 

Fent . Yes, marry, have l; what of that? 

Quick. Well, thereby hsngs a tail good 
faitb, it is such another Nan but, I detest, t 
an bone6t maid as ever broke biead Wr had 
an hour’s talk of that wart: -I shall never laueh 
hut iu that maid’s company T—But, Indeed sbo 
Is given too much to alllchoHy J and musing: 
But for you—Well, go to. 

Fent. Well, 1 shall see her to-day; Hold, 
there’s money for thee ; let me nave thy voice 
m my behalf ^lf Utou sect! her before me, com¬ 
mend me— ' 

Quick. Will f ? Pfaitb, tbat we will: and I 
will tell your worship more of tbe wart, the 
next time we have confidence; and of other 
wooers. 

Fent . Well, farewell \ I am iu great haste 
now. [Exit. 

Quick. Farewell to your worship.—Truly, aa 
honest gentleman; hut Anne loves blm not; for 
1 know Anne’s mind as well as another does :— 
Out upen’f 1 wbat have I forgot 1 [Exit, 


• TV« keeper of a earrm, 
/ t Scolded, repeim*«Ueif- 


* Morbn» Galileos 


t MelatKholjr 


t She iBnatffl protest. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I.—Before Page's House. 

Enter Mistress Page, with a letter . 

Mrs. Page. W'hal! have I 'scaped love-letters 
in the holy-day time of my beauty, and am I 
now a subject for them ? Let me bee : [Heads, 

Ask me no reason vhy J love you; for 
though love use reason /or his precisian, • he 
admit t him not for his counsellor ; You are 
not young, no more am I; go to then, there's 
sympathy • you are merry, so am I; Ha • ha ! 
then there's more sympathy : you love sack, 
and so do 1; Would you dcure better sympa¬ 
thy f Lei it suffice thee, mutrcss Page, (at the 
hast if the love of a soldier can suffice,) that 
J love thee. / trill not say, pity me, 'tis not 
a soldier-like phrase ; Out I say, love me. By 
me. 

Thine own true knight, 

Bo dan or night, 

Or any kind of light, 

With all his might, 

For thee to fight , 

John FalstatT. 

What a Herod of Jewry is tins ? O wicked, 
kicked, world 1 —one that is well nigh worn to 
pieces with age, to show himself a young gal¬ 
lant ! W hat an unueigheri behavlour hath this Fle¬ 
mish drunkard picked (with the devil’s name) 
out of m> conversation, tnat he dares in this 
manner assav me? Wii), be hath not been thrice 
in inv company !—W hat should I say to him ?— 
1 was then frugal of tuy miith :—heaven forgive 
me 1 —Why, I’ll exhibit a lull in the parliament 
tor the putting down of men. How shall I be 
revenged on him ? for revenged 1 will lie, as 
sure as his gilts are made of pudding. 

Enter Mistress Ford. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page ! trust me, I was 
going to your house. 

Mrs. Page. And, trust me, I was comi^ to 
you. \ou look very ill. 

Mr v. Foid. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe that; I 
have to show to the contrary. 

Mis. Page. 'Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs. Find. Well, I do then ; yet, I say, I 
could show you to the contrary : O mistress 
Page, give me some con usd ! 

Mi s. Page, W hai‘s the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Fold. O woman, if it were not for one 
trifling respect, I could come to such honour! 

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman ; take the 

tiouour : What is it?-diapeuse with tulles;— 

wh.ii is it ? 

Mrs, Ford. If I would but go to hell for an 
eternal moment, or so, 1 could be knighted. 

Mis. Page. What?—thou best'—Sir Alice 

Ford!-These knights will hack; and so 

tliou shouldsl not alter the article of thy gentry. 

Mrs. Ford. We hum day-lighthere, read, 
read perceive how I might be knighted.—I 
shall think the worse of fal men, as long as 1 
have an eye to make difference of men's liking: 
And yet lie would not swear ; praised womeu's 
modesty: ami gave such orderly and well-be¬ 
haved reproof to all uncomeliness, that I would 
liave sworn bis disposition would have gone to 
the truth of his words : but they do no more 
adhere and keep place together, than the hun¬ 
dredth Psalm to the tune of Green sleeves. 
What tempest, I trow, threw this whale, with so 
many tuns of oil in liis belly,ashore at Windsor? 
How shall I be revenged on him ? I think the 
best way were to entertain him with hope, till 
the wicked tire of lust have melted him in his 
•wn grease.—Did you ever hear the like? 

Mrs. Pace, Letter for letter; but that the 
name of rage and Ford differs I—To thy great 

* Most probably Shakspears wrota physician. 


comfort in this mystery of ill opinions, here's 
the twiu-brotber of tby letter: but let thine in¬ 
herit first; for, I protest, mine never shall. 1 
warrant, be bath a thousand of these letters, 
writ with blank 6pace for different names, fsure 
more,) and these are of the second edition: He 
will print them out of doubt: for be caies not 
what be puts into the press, when he would put 
us two. I had rather be a giantess, and lie under 
mount Pelion. Well, I will And you twenty 
lascivious turtles, ere one chaste man. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very same ; the 
very baud, the very words: What doth bethink 
of us? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not: It makes me 
almost ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. 
I’ll entertain myself like one that I am nut ac¬ 
quainted withal; for, sure, unless he know some 
strain in me that 1 know not myself, he would 
never have boarded me in this fury. 

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it ? I'll be 
sure to keep him above deck. 

Mrs. Page. So will I ; if he come under my 
batches, 1*11 never to sea again. Let’s be re¬ 
venged on bun : let's appoint him a meeting ; 
give him a show of comfort iu bis suit; and 
lead him on with a fine baited delav, till be 
hath pawn’d bis horses to mine Host of the 
Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any 
viliany against him, that may not sully the 
chariness • of our honesty. Oh! that my hus- 
baud saw this letter I it would give eternal food 
to his jealousy. 

Mis. Page. Why, look, where lie comes ; and 
my good man too • lie’s as fai from jealousy, as 
I am from giving him cause ; and that, I hope, 
is an unmeasurable distance. 

Mrs. Ford You are the happier woman. 

Mrs • Page. Let’s consult together agairsttlns 
greasy knight: Come hither. [T>a-y • due. 

Euter Ford, Pistol, Page, and Nym. 

Ford. Well, I hope, it be not so. 

Fist. Hope is a curtail t dog in some affairs : 
Sir John affects tby wife. 

F‘>rd. Why, Sir, inv wife is not young. 

Pist. He wooes both high and low, both rich 
and poor, 

Both young and old, one with anothei. Ford ; 

He loves thy gally-mawfry ; X Ford, perpend. 9 

Ford . Love my wife? 

Pist. W ith liver burning hot: Prevent, or go 
thou, 

Like Sir Actteon he, with Riugwood at tby beels : 
Oh ! odious is the name ! 

Ford. What name, Sir? 

Pist. The horn, I say : Farewell. 

Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo-birds 
do sing.— 

Away, Sir corporal Nym.- 

Believe it, Page; he speaks sense. 

[Exit Pistol. 

Ford. I will be patient; I will And out this. 

Nym. And this is true. [To Page.] 1 like not 
the humour of lying. He hath wronged me in 
some humours ; I should have borne the hu¬ 
moured letter to her : but 1 have a sword, and 
it shall bite upon my necessity. He loves yout 
wife; there's the short and the long. My uame 
is coiporal Nyin ; 1 speak, and I avouch. 'Tis 
true :—my name is Nym, and Fal staff loves your 
wife.—Adieu! I love not the humour of bread 
and cheese ; and there's the humour of it. Adieu, 

[Exit Ntm 

Page. The humour of it, quoth *a I here's a 
fellow frisbts humour out of its wits. 

Ford. I will seek out FalstatT. 

Page. I never heard such a di aw ling affecting 
rotue. 

Ford. If I do find it, well. 


* Caution. f A do? that miaiea h:s nine. 

t A medley. I Consider. 
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Pag*. I will not believe such a Catalan,* 
though the priest o' the towu coimneuded him fur 
a true mau. 

Ford. ' Twas a good sensible fellow : Well. 

Page. How now, Meg t 

JUrs, Puge. Whither go you, George T—Hark 
you. 

Mrs. Ft>rd. How now, sweet Frank t why art 

thou melancholy T 

Ford. 1 melancholy l I atn not melancholy.— 
Get you home, go. 

Mrs. Ford. 'Faith, thou bast some crotchets 
in thy head now.—Will you go, mistress Page 7 

Mrs. Pag?. Have with you.—You’ll come to 
dinner, George 1—Look, who comes yonder : she 
shall be our messenger to this paltry kmgbt. 

[Aside to Mrs. Ford. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Mrs. Ford. Trust me, I thought on her : she'll 
fit it. 

Mrs. Page. You are come to see my daughter 
Anne t 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; And, I pray, how does 
good mistress Anne ! 

Mrs. Page. Go in with ns, and see; we have 
an hour's talk with you. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. 

Quickly. 

Page. How, now, master Ford 1 

Ford. You heard what this kuave told me; 
did you not 1 

Pace. Yes; and you heard what the other 


and tell him, my name is Brook; only for a 
jest 

Host. My hand, bully : thou shall have egress 
and regress ; said I well 7 and tti> name shall 
l>e Brook : It is a merry knight.—Will you go on, 
hearts t 

Shat. Have with you, mine host. 

Page. I have heatU,the Frenchman bath good 
skill in Ins rap:er. 

Shat. Tut, Sir, I could have told you more : 
In these times you Maud on distance, your 
passes*, stoccjdnes, and I know not what : ’tis 
the heart, ma-ter Page ; 'tis here, ’tis here. I 
have seen the time, with my loua sword, t 
would have made you four tall fellows skip like 
rats. 

Host. Here, boys, here, here ! shall we wag ? 

Page. Have with you:—I had rather bear 
them scold than fight. 

[Exeunt Host, Shallow, and Pacr 

Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and 
stands so firmly on his wife's frailty, yet I can¬ 
not put off my opinion so easily : She was ir 
his company at Page’s house: and what they 
made* there 1 kuow not. Well, I will look 
further iuto't: and I have a disguise to sound 
Fa!tuff: If 1 find her honest, I lose not mv 
labour$ tf she be otherwise, 'tis labour well 
bestowed. [Exit. 

SCEXE If. — A Room in the Carter Inn. 

Enter Falstafp and Pistol. 


told me t 

Ford. Do yon think there is truth in them T 
Page. Hang 'em, slaves I 1 do not think the 
knight would offer it: hut these that accuse bun 
in his Intent towards our wives, arc a yoke 
his discarded men ; very rogues, now they 
out of service. 

Ford. Were they his men t 
Page. Marry, were ihey. 

Ford. 1 like it never the better for that.— 
Does he lie at the Garter 
Pace. Ay, marry, does the. If ne should In¬ 
tend this voyage towards'my wife, 1 would turn 
her loose lo'him : and wbat lie gets more of hrr 
than sharp words, let it lie on my head. 

Ford. 1 do not nnsduuht my wife ; but I would 
be loatli to turn them together : A inan may be 


Fal. ! will not lend thee a penny. 

Pist. Why, thru the world’s mine oyster. 
Which I with sword* will open. 

1 will retort the sum 111 equipage. * 

»f{ Fal. Not a penny. I have been content. Sir, 
be , you should lay mv 'countenance to pawn : | have 
i grated upon my good fiiemla lor three rrpnevM 
j for you and your coach fellow 5 Nvm; nr else 
you had looked through the giate like a geniiuy 
of baboons. I am damned 111 hell, for swearing 
to gentlemen my friends, > 0:1 were good soldiers, 
and tall Allows : and when mi*tre«s Bridget lost 
the ikndle of her fan, 1 took’! upon mine honour, 
thou hadst it not. 

Fist. Didst thou not share 7 hadst thou not 
fifteen pence : 

Fal. Reason, you mgue, reason: ThlnkVt 


too confident: I would have nothing lie on my thou 1*11 endanger my soul gratis t At a word, 
head : 1 cannot he thus satisfied. hang no more about me, I am no gibbet for 

Puge. Look, where my ranting host of the you:—go.—A short knife and a throng ; ||—to 
Garter comes : there is either litjuor in his pale, jour manor of Pick’t hatch,^ go.—You’ll not 
or money iu his purse, when be looks so uier- < bear a letter for me, you rogue I —you stand 


rily.—How now, mine host t 

Enter Host and Shallow. 

Host. How now, bully-rook 1 thou'rt a gentle¬ 
men ; cavalero-justice, I say. 

Shat. 1 follow, mine bust, I follow.—Good 
even, and twenty, good master Page ! Master 
Page, will you go with us 7 we have sport in 
band. 

Host. Tell him, cavalero-jnstlce; tell him 
bully-rook. 

Shat . Sir, there is a fray to be fought between 
Sir Hugh the Welsh priest, and Caius the French 
doctor. 

Ford. Good mine host o' the Garter, a word 
with you. 

Host. Wbat say'st thou, bully-rook f 

[They go aside. 

Shal. Will yon [to Pack] go with us to be¬ 
hold it T my merry host hath bad the measuring 
of their weapon# ; and, I think, he hath appoint¬ 
ed them contrary places : for, believe me, I hear 
tbe parson is no jester. Hark, I will tell you 
wbat our sport shall he. 

Ho^. Hast thou no suit against my knight, 
my guest-cavalier T 

Fom. \«ne, I protest: but 1*11 give you a 
pottle of burnt sack to give me recourse to bitn, 

* The Chinese, oribtrptn, were railed Catalans. • 


upon your honour!—Why, thou imconfiuahle 
baseness, it is as much as I can do, to keep the 
terms of mine honour precise. I, I, I myself 
sometimes, leaving the fear of heaven 011 tbe 
left hand, and hiding mine honour in my tie- 
cesslty, am fain to shuffle, to hedge, and to 
lurch ; and yet you, rogue, will ensconce # *your 
rags, your cat a-mountain looks, yc.ur red- 
lattice ft phrases, and your hold-beating oaths, 
under the shelter of your honour ! You will not 
do it, you T 

Pist. 1 do relent; What would'et thou more 
of man 7 

Enter Robin. 

Rob. Sir, here's a woman would speak with 
you. 

Fal . Let her approach. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Quick. Give your worship good-morrow. 

• Did. 

♦ There wss sn old proverb, si citifying that the imj-ot 
of Northampton, on arcoum of toe distant ofthat to* n 
from the ms, wot obliged 10 open oysters At the sword s 
leiteth from hts uo«e. 

I Pay you ogam in Stolen goods. 

| Draws along with you. I ‘I o rut purses In • crows. 

"1 Pickt-batch ass in ClerkenwoJl. 

•• Protect. 17 Ala-bo jm. 
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Ful. Good-morrow, good wife. 

Quick. Not so, an*t please your worship. 

Ful. Good maid, then. 

Quick. I'll be sworn ; as mv mother was, the 


first hour 1 was horn. 

Pul. 1 do believe the swearer: What with 
me 1 

Quick. Shall 1 vouchsafe your worship a word 
or two? 

Fal Two thousand, fair woman ; and I'll 
vouchsafe thee the liearine. 

Quick. There is one mistress Ford, Sir :—I 
pray, come a little uearer this ways :—l myself 
dwell with master doctor Caius. 

Ful. Well, on : Mistress Ford, you say,- 

Quick. Your worship says very true : I pray 
your worship, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. 1 warrant thee nobody bears '—mine 
own people, mine own people. 

Quick. Are they so f Heaven bless them, and 
make them his servants I 

Fal. Well: mistress Ford uliat of her T 

Quick. Why, Sir, she's a Rood creature. Lord, 
lord I your worship’s a wanton : \\ ell, faeaveu 
forsjive you, and all of ns, I pray ( 

Fal. Mistress Fordcome, mistress Ford,— 

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the Ion? 
of it; you have brought her into such a cana¬ 
ries, • as 'tis wonderful. The best courtier of 
them all, when the court lay at Windsor, could 
never have brought her to such a canary. Yet 
there has been knights, and lords, and gentle¬ 
men, with their coaches: I wairant yon, coach 
after coach, letter after letter, gift after gift; 
smelling so sweetly, (all musk,) anil so rust¬ 
ling, I warrant you, hi silk and gold ; and in 
such alligant terms ; and in such wine and sugar 
of tne best, and the fairest, that would have won 
any woman’s heart; and, I warrant you, they 
could never get an eye-wink of her.—I had my¬ 
self twenty angels given me this morning : but 1 
defy all angels, (in any such sort, as they say,) 
but in the way of honestyand, I warrant you, 
they could never get her so much as sip on a 
cup with the proudest of them all: and yet there 
has been eans, nay, which is more, pensioners ; 
but, I warrant >uu, all is one with her. 

Fal. But what says she to met he brief, my 
good she Mercury. 

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter ; 
for the which she thanks you a thousand times : 
and she gives you to notify, that her husband 
will be aoseuce fium Ins bouse between ten aud 
eleven. 

Fal. Ten and eleven T 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may come 
and see the picture, she says, that you wott 
of;—master Ford, her husband, will be from 
borne. Alas I the sweet woman leads an ill 
life with him ; he’s a very jealousy man; she 
leads a very frampold | life with bite, good 
heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven : Woman, commend me 
to her : 1 will not fail lier. 

Quick. Why, you say well: But 1 have an¬ 
other messenger to your worship : Mistress Page 
bath her hearty commendations to you too ;— 
aud let me tell you in your ear, she’s as fartuous 
a civil modest wife, and one (i tell you) that 
will not miss your morning nor evening prayer, 
as any is in Windsor, whoe’er be the other: and 
she bade me tell your worship, that her husband 
is seldom from borne; but, she hopes, there will 
come a time. I never knew a woman so dote 
upon a man ; surely, 1 think you have charms, 
la ; yes, in truth. 

Fal. Not I, I assure thee; setting the attrac¬ 
tion of my good parts aside, 1 have no other 
charms 

Quick. Blessing on your heart for't I 

Fat. But, l pray thee, tell me this: has Ford's 
wife, and Page’s wife, acquainted each other how 
they love me 7 

• A mitUke ef Mrs. Quickly’s for ouandariet. 
t Know. t Frrtful, pesrish. 
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Quirk. That were a jest, indeed !—they have 
not so little grace, I hope;—that were a trick. 
Indeed! But mistress Page would desire you 
to send her your little page of all loves;* her 
husband has a marvellous infection to the little 
page : and, truly, master Page is an honest man. 
Never a wife in Windsor leadB a better life than 
ahe does; do what she will, say what she will, 
take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise 
when she list, all is as she will; and, truly, 
she deserves it; for if there be a kind woman in 
Windsor, ahe is one. You must send her your 
page; no remedy. 

Fal Why, I will. 

Quick. Nay, but do go then : and, look yon, 
he may come and go between you both; and, in 
any case, have a nay-wordt that you may know 
one another's mind, and the boy never need to 
understand anything; for ’tis not good that 
children should know any wickedness : old folks, 
ou know, have discretion, as they say, and 
now the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to them 
both: there’s my purse; I am yet thy debtor.— 
Boy, go along with this woman.—This news 
distracts me! [ Exeunt Quickly and Roms. 

PitL This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers:— 
Clap on your sails; pursue, up with your fights; 
Give fire; Bhe is my prize, or ocean whelm 
them all! [ Exit Pistol. 

Fal. 8ay’tt thou so, old Jack 9 go thy ways ; 
I'll make more of thy old body than I have 
done. Will they yet look after thee? Wilt 
thou, after the expense of so much money, be 
now a gainer ? Good body, I thank thee: Let 
them say, 'tis grossly done; so it be fairly done, 
no matter. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. Sir John, there’s one master Brook 
below would fain speak with you, and be ac¬ 
quainted with you; and bath sent your worship 
a morning's draught of sack. 

Fal. Brook is his name ? 

Bard. Ay, Sir. 

Fal. Call him in. [Exit Bardolph.] Such 
Brooks are welcome to roe, that o’erflow such 
liquor. Ah ! ha! mistress Ford and mistress 
Page, have I encompassed you ? go to, via ft 

Re-enter Bardolph with Ford disguised. 

Ford. Bless you. Sir. 

Fal And you, Sir: Would you speak with 
me? 

Ford. I make bold to press with so little 
preparation upon yon. 

Fal. You’re welcome; What’s your will ? 
Give us leave, drawer. [Exit BaRdolfh. 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that Lave spent 
much; my name is Brook. 

Fal Good master Brook, I desire more ac¬ 
quaintance of you. 

Ford. Good S ; r John, I sue for yours: not to 
charge you; for I must let you understand, I 
think myself in better plight for a lender than 
you are: the which hath something embolden’d 
me to this unseasoned intrusion; for they say, 
if money go before, all ways do lie open. 

Fal. Money is a good soldier, Sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here 
troubles me; if you will help me to bear it. Sir 
John, take all, or half, for casing me of the 
carriage. 

Fal Sir, I know not how I may deserve to 
be your porter. 

Ford. I will tell you. Sir, if you will give me 
the hearing. 

Fal Speak, good master Brook; I shall be 
glad to be your servant. 

Ford, Sir, I hear you are a scholar,—I will 

be brief with you;-and you have been a man 

long known to me, though I had never so g^od 

• By all means, 

f A watchword. i A cant phrase of exultation. 
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means, &3 desire, to make myself acquainted 
with you. I shall discover a thing to you, 
wherein 1 must very much lay open mine own 
imperfection : but, good Sir John, as you have 
one eye upon my follies, as you hear them un¬ 
folded, tiiru another into the register of your 
own ; that 1 may pass with a reproof the easier, 
sith * you yourself know', how easy it is to be 
such an offender. 

Fal. Very well, Sir; proceed. 

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, 
her husband’s name is Foul. 

Fal. Well Sir. 

Ford. I have long loved her and, 1 protest 
to you, bestowed much on her; followed her 
with a doting observance; engrossed opportu¬ 
nities to meet ber ; lee’d every slight occasion, 
that could but niggardly give me sight of ber ; 
not only bought many presents to give her, bat 
have given hugely to many, to kuovv what she 
would have given : brietly, I have pursued her 
as love hath pursued me ; which hath been, on 
the wing of all occasions, but whatsoever 1 
have merited, either in my mind, or in my 
means, meed, t l am sure, I have received 
none; unless experience Ik* a jewel : that I 
have purchased at an infinite rate; and that 
hath taught me to say this. 

Loie like a shadowJiies , uhen substance loic 
•pursues , 

Pursuing that that Jiies , and Jiving uhat 
pursues : 

Fal. Have you received no promise of satis¬ 
faction at her hands 1 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you importuned her to such a 
purpose ? 

Fold. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was vonr love then? 

Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another 
man’s ground ; so that I have lost my edifice 
by mistaking the place where I erected it. 

Fal. To what purpose have you unfolded this 
to me ? 

Ford. When I have told yon that, I hare 
told you all. Soane say, that, though she ap¬ 
pear honest to me, yet, in other places, she 
enJargeth her mirth so far, that there is 
shrewd construction made of her. Now, Sir 
John, here is the heart of my purpose: You 
are a gentleman of excellent breeding, admira¬ 
ble discourse, of great admittance, ; authentic 
in your place and person, generally allowed $ 
for your many warlike, court-like, and learned 
preparations. 

Fal. O Sir! 

Ford. Believe it, for yon know If:—There Is 
money ; spend it, spend it; spend more; spend 
ail I have ; only give me so much of your time 
in exchange of it, as to lay an amiable siege to 
the honesty of this Ford’s wife; use your art 
of wtroing, win her to consent to you; if any 
man may, you may as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency 
of your affection, that I should win what you 
would enjoy t Methiuks, you prescribe to your¬ 
self very preposterously. 

Ford. O, understand my drift! she dwells so 
securely on the excellency of her honour, that 
the folly of my soul dares not present itself; 
she is too bright to be looked against. Now, 
could I come to ber with any detection in my 
hand, my desires had instance and argument to 
commend themselves; 1 could drive her then 
from the ward |j of her purity, her refutation, 
her marnage-vow, and a thousand other ber 
defences, which now are too strongly embattled 
againvt me : What say yon to*t. Sir John ? 

Fal. Master Brook, J will first make bold with 
your money; next, give me your hand; and 
last, as i am a gentleman, you shall, if you will, 
enjoy Ford’s wife. 

• line*. t Reward. } In Ike ptttcrt rnapulas. 
i Approved. | Gaard. 


Ford. O good Sir! 

Fal. Master Hiouk, I say you shall. 

Ford. Want no inouey, Sir Joliu, yon shall 
want none. 

Fal. Want no mistress Ford, master Brook, 
you shall want none. I shall be with her (t 
may tell you,) by ber own appointment; even 
as you came iu to me, ber assistant, or go-be¬ 
tween, parted fiom me: I sav, 1 shall he with 
her between ten and eleven ; for at that time the 
jealous rascally knave her husband will he 
forth. Come >ou to me at night: vou shall know 
how 1 speed. 

Ford. 1 am blest in your acquaintance. Do 
you know Ford, Sir? 

Fal. Hang bin), poor cnck»ldly knave ! I 
know him not vet 1 wrong him, to call him 
poor; they sav, the jealous wittollv knave bath 
masses of luouej ; for the which his wife set un¬ 
to me well-favoured. I will use her as the ke> 
of the cuckoldly rogue’s coffer ; and there’s my 
harvest-home. 

Ford. 1 would vou knew Ford, Sir; that you 
might avoid him, :f jou saw him. 

Fal. Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogne ! 
I will stare him out of his wits ; 1 will awe him 
with my cudgel ; it shall hang like a meteor o’er 
the cuckold’s horns ; master Brook, thou shall 
know 1 will predominate o’er tin 1 peasant, and 
thou shaft lie with bis wifr.—Come to me soon 
at nightFord’s a knave, and 1 will aggravate 
his Mile; • thou, master Brook, shall know him 
for a kuave and cuckold :—come to me soon at 
night. JJut. 

Ford. What a damn’d Epicurean rascal i» 
this!—My heart is ready to ciack with impa¬ 
tience.—Who says, this is mipiovldent jea¬ 
lousy 1 My wife hath sent to hnn, the hour is 
fixed, the match is made. Would .my man have 
thought this!—-See the hell of having ,\ false 
woman ! my bed shall be abused, my coffers 
ransacked, my reputation gnawn at; and I shall 
not only receive this v illations wrong, hut staud 
tinder tbe adoption of abominable terms, ami hy 
him that does me this w rong. Terms ! names ! 

-Amaimon sounds well , Lucifer, well ; Bar- 

bason, well; yet they are devils’ additions, die 
names of fiends : hut cuckold ! vvittol *- cuckold ! 
tbe devil himself hath not sum a name. Page 
is an ass, a secure a^s ; he will trnst his wife, 
he will not be jealous : 1 will rather trust a 
Fleming with my butter, parson Hugh the W el-.h- 
inan with ray cheese, an Irishman with m> aqua- 
vitae t bottle, or a thief to walk m> ambling 
gelding, than my wife with herself : then she 
plots, then she ruminates, then she devises ; and 
wbat they tliiuk in their hearts they may effect, 
they will break their hearts but they will effect. 
Heaven be praised for m> jealousy!—Eleven 
o’clock the hour:—I will prevent this, detect my 
wife, be revenged on Falstaff, and laugh at Page. 
I will about it; better three hours too soon, than 
a minute too late. Fie, fie, fle! cuckold ! cuck¬ 
old 1 cuckold I r £.lit. 

SCENE IIIs-Windsor Park . 

Enter Caics and Kugbt. 

Caius. Jack Rugby ! 

Rug. Sir. 

Caius . Vat is de clock. Jack ? 

Rug. Tis past the hour. Sir, that Sir Hugh 
promised to meet. 

Cains. By gar, he has saved his sonl, dat be 
Is no come ; he has pray bis Pihie veil, dat lie 
is no come: by gar, Jack Rugby, be is dead 
already, if be be come. 

Rug. He is wise. Sir; he kuew your worship 
would kill him if be came. 

Caius. By far, de herring is no dead, so as I 
vili kill him. Take your rapier. Jack; 1 will tell 
you how I vlll kill him. 

Rug. A las. Sir, I cannot fence. 

• Add to hfs titles- _ . 

f CenUBtcd cuckold. \ fciqnefcngw* 
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Coins. Villany, lake your papier. 

Hug. Forbear ; here’s company. 

Enter Host, Shallow, Slender, and Page. 

Host. ’Bless thee, bully doctor. 

Shat. ’Save you, master doctor Caius. 

Page. Now, good master doctor ! 

Slen. Give you good-morrow, Sir. 

Cuius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, 
come fort 

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee fom, • to 
we thee travel 9e, to see thee here, to see thee 
there . to see thee pass thy punto, thy stork, 
thy reverse, thy diotauce, thy montamt. t Is he 
dead, my Ethiopian? is he dead, my Francisco? 
ha, bully ! What says uiy .Esculapius t my Gaieu? 
my heart of cldet t ha! is he dead, bully Stale ? 
is he d< ad f 

( 7/ ui.\. By gar, he is dc coward Jack priest of 
Hie \orld ; he is not show his face. 

IIo\t. Thou art a Castiliau ; kiug, Urinal ! 
Hector of Greece, my boy ! 

Cain*. I prav you, bear vituess that me have 
stx\ h\ or seven, two, tree hours for lnui, and 
he is no come. 

Mini. He is the wiser man, master doctor: he 
i« a curer of souls, and you a carer of bodies ; 
if you should light, you go against the hair of 
your prolusions : is it not true, master Page? 

Huge. Master Shallow, you have yourself 
been a great tighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shut. Bodykms, master Page, though i now, 
be old, and of the peace, if I see a sword out, 
my huger itches to make one: though we are 
justices, and doctors, and churchmen, master 
Page, we have some salt of our youth in us ; we 
are the sons of women, master Page. 

Faze. ’ ns true, master Shallow. 

Shnl. It will be found so, master Page. 
Master doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you 
home. I am sworn of the peace; you have 
showed yourself a wise physician, and Sir Hugh 
hath shown himself a wise and patient chu:Ch¬ 
ilian : you must go with me, master doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest justice - A word, mon¬ 

sieur Muck-water. $ 

Cains. Muck-vater f vat is dat ? 

Host. Muck-water, in our English tongue is 
valour, bully. 

Cm us. By gar, then I have as much inuck- 
vater as de Englishman :—Scurvy jack-dog-priest! 
by gar, me vill cut Ins ear6. 

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

Cuius. Clapper-de-claw! vat is dat ? 

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Cunts. By gar, me do look, he shall clapper- 
de-claw me ; for, by gar, me vill have it. 

Host . And I will provoke him to’t, or let him 
wag. 

Caius. Me tank you for dat. 

Ho^t. And moreover, bully,—But first, mas¬ 
ter guest, and master Page, and eke cavalero 
Slender, go you through the town to Frogmoie. 

[AsMe to them. 

Page. Sii Hugh is there, is he ? 

Host . He is there : see wlmt humour he is in ; 
and I will bring the doctor about by the fields ; 
will it do well ? 

Shut. We will do it. 

Huge. SUul. and Slen. Adieu, good master 
doctor. 

[Exeunt Pack, Shallow, and Slender. I 

Cains. By gar, me vill kill de priest; for be 
speak for a jack-an ape to Anne Page. 

Host. Let him die : but, first, sheath thy im¬ 
patience ; throw cold water on tuy cboier : go 
about the fields with me through Krogmore ; I 
will bring thee where Mrs. Anne Page is at a 
farm-house a feasting ; and thou sbalt woo her ; 
Cry'd game, said 1 well ? 

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat: by gar, 

1 love you; and I shall procure-a you de good 

• Fence. ♦ Term* In fencing. 

| Cant word for Spaniard* § Drain of a dunghill* 


guest, de carl, de kiugbt, de lords, de gentlemen, 
my patients. 

Host. For the which, I will be thy adversary 
towaids Anne Page ; said 1 well ? 

Caius. By gar, 'tis good ; veil said. 

Host. Let us wag tben. 

Caius * Come at uiy heels. Jack Rugby. 

[Exeunt 


ACT III. 

SCENE J.—A Field near Frogmore. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, and Simple 

Ei a. I pray you now, good master Slauder’s 
serving-man, and friend Simple by youi name, 
which way have you looked for master Caius, 
that calls himself Doctor of Physic? 

Son. Marry, Sir, the city-ward, the park-ward, 
every way; old Windsor way, and every way, 
but the town way. 

Eva. I most fehemeutly desire you, you will 
also look that way. 

Sim. I will, Sir. 

Ei a. ’Pless my soul! bow full of cholera I 
am, and tieuiplmg of mind !—I shall be glad, 
if he have deceived me how melancholies I 
am ! I will kuog his urinals about his knave’s 
costard,* when 1 have good opportunities for the 
'ork ’bless my soul! [.Vings. 

To shallow rivers, to uhose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals ; 

There mil tie make our ycds oj roses, 
And a thousand fragrant posies. 

To shallow - 

Mercy on me 1 I have a great dispositions tc 
cry. 

Melodious birds sing madrigals 
When us 1 sat m PaliyIon, t — 

And a thousand fragrant posies. 

7b shallow - 

Sim . Yonder he is coming, this nay. Sir 
Hugh. 

Ei a. He’s welcome:- 

7b shallow rivers, to whose falls - 

Heaven prosper the right!—What weapons is 
he? 

Sim. No weapons. Sir: There comes my mas¬ 
ter, master Shallow, and another gentleman from 
Frogmore, over the sule, this way. 

Eva. Pray you, give me my gown; or else 
keep it in your arms. 

Enter Pvqe, Shallow, and Slender. 

Shal. How now, master porson ? Good mor¬ 
row, good Sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the 
dice, and a good student from his book, and it 
is wonderful. 

Slcud . Ah I sweet Anne Page! 

Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh ! 

Eva. ’Pless you from Ins mercy sake, all of 
you! 

Shal. What 1 the sword and the word! do you 
study them both, master parson ? 

Page. And youthful still, id your doublet aud 
hose, this raw rbeumatick day ? 

Eta. There is reasons aud causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good 
office, master paison. 

Eva. Fery well: What is it ? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, 
who belike, having received wrong by some per¬ 
son, Is at most odds with his .own gravity and 
patience, that ever you saw. 

Shal. I have lived fourscore years and up¬ 
ward ; I never beard a man of his plaoe, gravity, 
and learning, so wide of his own respect. 

Ei a. What is he f 

* Hitd. f Babylon, (he first ho* of the 139tb Patio*. 
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Page. I think you know him; master doctor 
Caius, the renowned French physician. 

Etui. Got's will, and his passion of my heart 
I had as lief you would tell me of a mess ot 
porridge. 

Page. Why ? 

Era. He has no more knowledge in Hibo- 
crates and Galen,—and he is a knave besides; 
a cowardly knave as you would desires to be ac¬ 
quainted withal. 

Page. I warrant you, he’s the man should fight 
with him. 

Slen. O sweet Anne Page ! 

Shat. It appears so, by his weapons .-—Keep 
them asunder here comes doctor Caius. 

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby. 

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your 
weapon. 

Shat. So do you, good master doctor. 

Hott. Disarm them, and let them question; 
let them keep their limbs whole, and hack our 
English 

Catut. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vlt 
your ear: Verefore till you not meet ft-rue ? 

Eta. Pray you, use your patieuce; In good 
time. 

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, 
John ape. 

Era. Pray you, left ua not be laughing-stogs 
to other men’s humours: l desire you in friend¬ 
ship, and 1 will one way or other make you 
amends1 will knog jour urinals about jour 
knave’s cogscomb, fur missing your meetings and 
appointments. 

Caius, Diablc /—Jack Rugby,—mine Host 
de Jarterre, have 1 not stay lor him, to kill 
bun T have 1 not, at de place I did appoint f 

Eva. As I am a Christians soul, now, look 
you, this is tbe place appointed ; I'll be judg- 
limit by mine Host of the Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say, Guallia and Gaul, French 
and Welsh; soul-cnrer and body-enrer. 

Caius. Ay, dal is very good 1 excellent I 

Host. Peace, 1 say ; bear mine host of the 
Garter. Am I politic f am I subtle T am I a 
Macbiavel ? Shall I lose my doctor T no; be 
cites me the potions, and the motions. Shall 
I lose my parson? my priest? oiy Sir Hugh? 
no; be gives me the proverbs and tbe noverhs. 
—Give me thy hand, terrestrial; so Give me 

tbv hand, celestial ; so.-Boys of art, I have 

deceived yon both ; I have directed you to wr* ng 
places: your hearts are mighty, your skins arc 
»v hole, and let burnt 6ack be tbe issue. Come, lay 
their swords to pawu Follow me, lad of peace ; 
follow, follow, follow. 

Shal. Trust me, a mad host:—Follow, gentle¬ 
men, follow. 

Elen. O sweet Anne Page! 

[Exeunt Shal. Slen. Page, and Host. 

Caius. Ha 1 do 1 perceive dat ? have you make 
a de sot * of us ? ba, ha i 

Eva. This is well ; be bas made us bis vlout- 
iug-stog. t— I desire yon, that we may he friends ; 
and let us knog our praius together, to be re¬ 
venge on this same scall, scurvy, cogging com¬ 
panion, tbe host of tbe Garter. 

Caius. By gar, vit all my heart; be promise 
to brine me vere is Anne Page : by gar, be de¬ 
ceive ine too. 

Eia. Well, I will smite bis noddles:—Pray 
you, follow. [ Exeunt. 

SC EXE II.—The Street in Windsor. 

Enter Mistress Pace and Robin. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gal¬ 
lant ; you a ere wont to be a follower, hot uow 
y<»u are a leader; W hether had you rather, lead 
mine eyes, or eye your master’s heels ? 

Hob. | had ratbrr, forsooth, go before yon like 
a man, than follow bim like a dwarf. 


Mrs. Pa&e. O you are a flattering boy; now 
I see, you‘11 be a courtier. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Well met, mistress Page; Whither go 
you ? 

Mrs. Page. Truly, Sir, to see your wife: Is 
she at home ? 

Ford. Ay; and as Idle as she may hang to¬ 
gether, for want of company: I think, if your 
husbands were dead, you two would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be sure of that,—two other hus¬ 
bands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather¬ 
cock? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his 
name Is my husband had him of: what do you 
call your knight's name, sirrah ? 

Rub. Sir John Falstatf. 

Ford. Sir John Falstaff! 

Mrs. Page. He, he ; I can never hit on's 
name. 1 here is such a league between my 
good man and he I—Is your wife at home, In¬ 
deed ? 

Ford. Indeed she ls.» 

Mrs. Page. By your leave. Sir I am sick, till 
I aee her. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Page, and Rqbi.v. 

Ford. Hat Page any brains v hath he any 
eyes ? hath he any thinking '* Sure, they sleep; 
be hath no use of them. Why, this boy will 
cany a letter twenty miles, as easy as a can¬ 
non will shoot point-blank twelve score. He 
pieces-out his wife’s inclination , be gives her 
folly motion, and advantage : and now she’s 
going to my wife, and FalstafTs boy with her. 
A man may hear ibis shower sing m tbe wind ! — 
and FalstafTs boy with her!—Good plots !— 
they are laid ; and our revolted wives share 
damnation together. Well ; 1 will take him, 
then torture my wife, pluck the iiorrowed veil 
of modesty from the so seeming* mistress Page, 
divulge Page himself for a secure and wilful 
Actaeoti; and to these violent proceedings all 
iny neighbours shall cry ami.t [Clock strikes .] 
Tbe clock gives uie my cue, and my assurance 
bids me search ; there I shall find Falstatf: I 
shall be rather praised for this, than mucked ; 
for it is as positive as tbe earth is firm, that 
Falstatf is there : I will go. 

Enter Pace, Shallow, Slsndir, Host, Sir 
Hugh Evans, Caius, and Kccby. 

Shal. Page, &c. Well met,master Ford. 

Ford. Trust me, a good knot: I have good 
cheer at borne ; and, 1 pray you, all go with me. 

SUal. I must excuse mvself, master lord. 

Slen. And so must 1, Sir; we have appointed 
to dine with mistress Anne, and I would not 
break with her for more money than I’ll speak 
of. 

Shal. We have lingered about a match be¬ 
tween Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and 
this day we shall have out answer. 

Slen. 1 hope 1 have your good-will, father 
Page. 

Page. You have, master Slender; I stand 
wholly for you but my wife, master doctor, is 
for you altogether. 

Cuius. Ay, by gar; and de maid is love-a 
me; my nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush. 

Host. Wbat say you to young master Teu¬ 
ton ? he capers, he dances, be has eyes of youth, 
he writes verses, he speaks holyday, ♦ he smells 
April and May : he will carry’l, lie will cairy't; 
’tis in his buttons ; he will carry’t. 

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you. 
The gentleman is of no having : $ he kept com¬ 
pany with the wild Prince and Poms; he is of 
too high a region, he knows too much. No, he 
shall not knit a knot in his fortunes with the 
linger of my substance : if he take her, let him 
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Like her simply ; the wealth I have waits on my 
consent, and my consent goes not that way. 

Ford. 1 beseech you, heartily, some of you 
go home with me to dinnei : besides your cheer, 
you shall have sport; I will show you a mon¬ 
ster.-Master doctor, you shall go ;—90 shall 

you, master Page and you, Sir Hugh. 

SUul. Well, lare you wellwe shall have the 
fiecr wooing at master Page's. 

[Eieunt Shallow and Slender. 

Cains. Go home, John Rugby ; I come anon. 

[Exit Rue by. 

Host. Farewell, iny hearts : I will to my houest 
knight Falstaff, and drink canary with him. 

[Exit Host. 

Ford. [A tide.] I think, I shall drink in pipe- 
wine first with him; I’ll make him dance. Will 
you go, gentles ! 

Alt. Have with you, tn see this monster. 

[Ex cunt. 

SCEXE III.—A Room in Fono’s House. 

Enter Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. What, John l what, Robert! 

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly: 19 the buck 

basket— 

Mrs. Ford . I warrantWhat, Robin, I say. 

Enter Servants with a basket . 

Mrs, Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs . Page. Give your men the charge ; we 
must be brief. 

Mrs. Ford. Many, as I told you before, John, 
and Robert, lie icady here hard by 111 the brew- 
house ; aud when I suddenly call you, come 
forth, and (without any pause or staggering,) 
take this basket on your shoulders : that done, 
trudge with it 111 nil haste, and carry it among 
the whilstci* • in Datchet mead, and tlicie empty 
it iu the muddy ditch, close by tbe Thames’ 
side. 

Mrs. Page. You will do it? 

Mrs. Ford. 1 have told them over and over; 
they lack 110 direction : Be gone, and come when 
you are called. [Exeunt Servants. 

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin. 

Enter Robin. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas-musket ? f 
what news with you l 

Hob. My master Sir John is come in at your! 
bark-door, unstress Ford; and requests your 
company. 

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, $ have you 
been true to us ? 

Rob. Ay, I’ll be sworn : My master knows 
not of your being here , and hath threatened to 
put me into everlasting liberty, if 1 tell you of 
it; foi, he swears, lie’ll turn me away. 

Mrs. Page. Thou'rt a good hoy; this secrecy 
of thine shall be a tailor to thee, aud shall make 
thee a new doiihYt and hose.—I’ll go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do so Go tell thy master, I am 
alone. Mistress Page, rctnembei you your cue. 

[Eiit Robin. 

Mrs . Page. I warrant thee ; If 1 do not act it, 
hiss rue. [Exit Mrs. Page. 

Mis. Ford. Go to then; we’ll use this un¬ 
wholesome humidity, this gross wat’ry pum- 
pioii ;—we'll leach him to know turtles from 
jay*. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Frl. Have 1 caught thee, my heavenly jewel ? 
Why, uow let me die, for 1 have lived long 
enough ; this is the period of my ambition : O 
this blessed hour 1 .... 

Mrs. Ford. O sweet Sir John ! 

Fal. Mistress Ford, l cannot cog, I cannot 
prate, mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my 

• Bleachers or linen. t A ynun* «nudl hawk. 
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wish : I would thy husband were dead: I’ll 
speak it before the best lord, I would make thee 
my lady. 

Mrs. Ford. I your lady. Sir John 1 alas, I 
should be a pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the court of France show me such 
another; I see how thine eye would emulate 
the diamond : Thou hast the right arched bent 
of tbe brow, that becomes the ship-tire, the Ure- 
vahant, or any tire of Venetian admittance. • 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, Sir John : my 
brows become nothing else ; nor that well nei¬ 
ther. 

Fat. Thou art a traitor to say so: thou 
would’st make an absolute courtier; and tbe 
firm fixture of thy foot would give an excellent 
inotiou to thy gait, in a semi-circled farthingale. 
I see what thou wert, if fortune thy foe were not; 
nature is thy friend : Come, thou caust not 
bide it. 

Mr\. Ford. Believe me, there’s no such thing 
In me. 

Fal. What made me love thee 1 let that per¬ 
suade thee, there’s something extraordinary in 
thee. Come, I cannot cog, and say thou arc 
this and that, like a many of these lisping haw¬ 
thorn buds, that come like women 111 men’s ap¬ 
parel, and smell like Bucklers-on ry t 111 simple- 
tune ; I cannot: but [ love thee *, none but thee ; 
and thou deservest it. 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me. Sir ; I fear you 
love mistress Page. 

Fal. Thou nught’st as well say, I love to walk 
by llie Counter t-gate ; which is as baleful to me 
as the reek of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how 1 lo\c 
you ; aud you shall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind ; I’ll deserve it. 

Mrs. Ford. Njy, I must tell you, so you do; 
or else I could not be iu that mind. 

Rob. [IVitlun. j Mistress Foid, mistress Ford! 
here’s mistress Page at the door, sweating, aud 
blowing, and looking wildly, aud uoubi i.teds 
speak with you presently. 

Fal. She shall not see me ; I will ensconce* 
me behind the arras. 9 

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so ; she’s a very tat¬ 
tling woman.— [Fai.staft hides aim.elj. 

Enter Mistress Page and Robin. 

Wnat’s the matter T how nowf 

Mrs. Page. O mistress Ford, what have you 
done ! You’re shamed, you are overthrown, you 
are undone for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What’s the matter, good mistress 
Page T 

Sirs. Page. O well-n-day, mistress Fold L 
having an honest man to your husband, to give 
him such cause of suspicion I 

Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion t 

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion ?—(Jut 
upon you ! how am 1 mistook 111 you? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas! what’s the niattei f 

Mrs. Page. Your husband’s coming hither, 
woman, with all the officers iu Windsor to seaich 
for a gentleman, that, he says, is here now in 
the house, by join consent, to take an ill advan¬ 
tage of his absence : You aie undone. 

Mrs. Ford. Speak louder.—[Aside.]—’Tis not 
so, I hope. 

Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it he not so, that 
you have such a man here ; hut ’tis most cet- 
taiu your husband’s coming with half Wint'.v.r 
at his heels, to seaich for such a one. I ton.j 
before to tell you : If you know yourself clear, 
why I am glad of it: hut if you have a fneiin 
here, convey, convey him out. Be not amazed ; 
call all your senses to you ; defend your tepn- 
latiou, or bid farewell to your good life fur 
e vet. 

Mrs. Ford. What shall I do ?—There Is a ge«- 

• Venetian fashion*. 

T Formerly chieflv inhabited by drupcist*. 

X Prison. I Hide. } lnn««tryu 

3 M 



898 THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. Act III. 


tleman, my dear friend; and I fear not mine | 
own sbame, so much as his peril: I had rather 
than a thousand pound, be were out of the 
bouse. 

Mrs. Page. For shame, never st&nd you had 
rather , and yaw had rat/ter ; yonr husband’s 
there at hand, bethink you of some conveyance : 
in the house you cannot hide him.—Oh I how 
have you deceived me !—Look, here is a basket; 
if be he of any reasonable stature, he may creep 
in here ; aud throw foul linen upon him, as if 
it were going to bucking; Or, it n whiting- 
time,* seud him by jour two men to Datchet 
mead. 

Mrs. Ford. He’s too big to go iu there : What 
shall I do 1 

Re-enter Palstave. 

Fat . Let me see’t, let me see't! O let me 
see’t! I’ll in, I’ll m ;—follow your friend’s coun¬ 
sel ,—I'll in. 

Mrs. Page. What! Sir John FalsUff! Are 
the*=e vour letters, knight ? 

Fal. I love thee, and none hut thee ; help me 
away : let me creep m here; I’ll never— 

[He goes into the basket; they cover him 
it i th foul linen. 

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy: 
Call vour ineu, mistress Ford Too dissembling 
knight! 

Mts. Ford. What, John, Robert, John ! [Frit 
Robis ; Re-enter Slrv axts.J Go, take up these 
< lothes here, quickly : Where’s the cowl-start* ?t 
l >ok, how you d rumble : i carry them to the 
la..udres5 in Datchet mead; quickly, come. 

Filter Ford, Pace, Caius, and Sir Hugh 

Evans. 

Ford. Pray you, come near : if 1 suspect with¬ 
out cause, why then make sport at me, then let 
me he your jest; I deserve it.—How now7 
whither bear you tins ? 

Ser^. Fo the lauudress, forsooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do wbither 
they bear it ? You were best meddle with buck- 
washing. 

Fold. Buck? I would I could wash myself of 
the buck ! Buck, buck, buck ( Ay, buck ; I war- 
lant you, buck; aud of the season too, it shall 
appear.f/ut eunt Servants with the baiket.]Gen- 
tlemen, I have dreamed to-night; I’ll tell you 
my dream. Here, here, here be my keys: 
ascend my chambers, search, seek, find nut; I'll 
warrant, we’ll unkennel the fox Let me stop 
thi' way first :—So, now uncape. 5 

Page. Good master Ford, be contented : you 
wrong yourseif too much. 

Ford. True, master Page.—Up, gentlemen ; 
you shall &ee sport anon: follow me, gentlemen. 

[Ent. 

Eva. This is fery fantastical humours, aud 
jealousies. 

Caius . By gar, 'tis no de fashion of France : 
it is not jealous in France. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the 
issue of his search. 

[Exeunt Evans, Pack, and Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Is theie not a double excellency 
in this ? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me 
better, that my husband is deceived or Sir 
John. 

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when 
your husband asked who|| was In the basket? 

Mrs. Ford. 1 am half afraid be will have need 
of washing ; so throwing him into the water will 
do him a benefit. 

Mrs. Pace. Hang him, dishonest rascal ; I 
would all of the same strain were in the same 
distress. 

Mrs. Ford. I think my husband hath some 
• Blevctnngthnc. 
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special suspicion of ralstafPs being here; for ( 
never saw him so gross iu bis jealousy till now. 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that: And 
we will yet have more tricks with Falstaff: 
his dissolute disease will scarce obey this me¬ 
dicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish car¬ 
rion, mistress Quickly, to him, and excuse his 
throwiug into the water; and give him ano¬ 
ther hope to betray him to another puuishineut T 

Mrs. Page. We'll do it; let him be seut for 
to-morrow eight o’clock, to have amends. 

Re-enter Fobd, Pagk, Caius, and Sir Huqh 

Evans. 

Ford, f cannot find him : may be the knave 
bragged of that be could not compass. 

Mrs. Page. Heaid >ou that? 

Mrs. Ford. Ay, av, peace :—Yon ‘ use me 
well, master Ford, do you f 

Ford. Ay, I do so. 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than 
your thoughts ? 

Ford. Amen. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, 
master Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay; l must bear it. 

Eta If there be any pndy in the honsc, and 
iu the chambers, aud lii the coders, and in the 
presses, heaven forgive my sins at the day of 
judgment! 

Cants. By car, nor I too ; dere is no bodies. 

Page. Fie, tie, master Ford 1 are >ou not 
ashamed? What spirit, what devil suggests 
this Imagination ? 1 would not have your dis¬ 
temper in this kind, for the wealth of W ludsor 
Cattle. 

Ford. 'Tis my fault, master Page : I suffer 
for it. 

Eva. You suffer for a pad conscience : your 
wife is as honest a ’omans, as I v*. ill desires 
among five thousand, and the hundred too. 

Caius. By gar, I see 'tis an honest woman. 

Ford. Well I promised you a dinuer;— 
Come, come, walk in the park; I prav you, 
pardon me ; l will hereafter make known io ion, 
why I have done this*—Come, wife;—come, 
mistress Page; I praj you pardon me; pra> 
heartily, pardon me. 

Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me, 
we'll mock him. 1 do invite >ou to-morrow 
morning to m> house to breakfast ; after, we’il 
a birdnig together; 1 have a tine hawk lor the 
bush : Shall it be so ? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Era. If there is one, I shall make two in the 
company. 

Caius. If there be one or two, I shall make-a 
de turd. 

Era. In your teeth : for shame. 

Ford. Pray you go, master Page. 

Era. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow 
on the lousy knave, mine host. 

Caius . F»at is good ; by gar, vit all my heart. 

Eva. A lousy kuave ; to have bis gibes, and 
bis mockeries. [fiieimf. 

SCENE IV.—A Room in Page's House « 

Enter Fenton, and Mistress Anns Page. 

Fent. I see, I cannot get tby father’s love; 
Therefore, no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 

Anne. Alas ! how then? 

Fent. Why, thou must he thyself. 

He doth object, I am too great of birth ; 

And that, my state being gall’d with my ex- 
pense, 

I seek to heal it only hy his wealth ; 

Besides these, other bars he lays before me,—— 
My riots past my wild societies ; 

And tells me 'tis a thing impossible 
I should love tbee, but as a property. 

Anne. May be, be tells yon true. 

Fent. No, beaven so speed me in mjr time to 
i come 1 
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Albeit, I will confess thy father's wealth 
Was the drat motive that I woo’d thee, Anae: 

Vet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Thau stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags ; 
And 'us the very riches of thyself 
That now 1 aim at. 

Anne. Gentle, master Fenton, 

Yet seek my father's love: still seek it. Sir: 

If opportunity and humble suit 
Canuot attain it, why then.—Hark you hither. 

[They converse ay art 

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mrs. 
Quickly. 

Shal. Break tlieir talk, mistress Quickly; my 
kinsman shall speak for lumself. 

Slen. 1*11 make a shall or a bolt on’t: * slid, 
'lis but ventunug. 

Shal. Be not dismay'd. 

Sim. No, she shall not dismay me: 1 care 
not foi that,—but that 1 am afeaid. 

Quick. Hark ye ; master Slender would speak 
a word with you. 

Anne. I come to him.—This is my father's 
choice. 

<) what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a year! 

[Aside. 

Quick. And how does good master Fenton 7 
Pray you, a word with you. 

Shal. She's coming ; to her, coz. O boy, thou 
ludst a tatber ! 

Slen. 1 had a father, mistress Anne ;—my 
uncle can tell you good jests of him :—Pray 
you, uncle, tell mistress Anne the jest, how 
uiy father stole two geese out of a pen, good 
uncle. 

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 
Slen. Ay, that 1 do ; as well as I love any 
woman in Gloucestershire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentle¬ 
woman. 

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and Long-tail,* 
under the degree of a 'squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty 
pouiKls jointure. 

Annt. Good master Shallow, let him woo for 
himself. 

Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you 
for that good comfort. She calls you, coz : 1*11 
leave you, 

Anne. Now, master Slender. 

Slen. Now, good mistress Anne. 

^1 t.ne. What is your will ? 

.S/t /». My will? od's heartlings, that’s a pretty 
jest, indeed I I ne’er made my will yet, I thank 
heaven ; I ain not such a sickly creature, I give 
heaven praise. 

Anne. I mean, master Slender, what would 
you with me ? 

Slen. Truly, for mine own part, I would little 
or nothing with you : Your father,and my uucle, 
have made motions : if it be my luck, so : if not, 
happy man be lus dole 1 1 They can tell you how 
tilings go, better than I can : You may ask your 
father ; here he comes. 

Enter Page and Mistress Page. 

Page . Now r , master Slender :—Love him, 
daughter Anne.— 

Why, liow now! what does master Fenton 
here ? 

You wiong me. Sir, thus still to haunt my 
house : 

1 told you. Sir, my daughter is dispos’d of. 
Pent. Nay, master Page, be not impatient 
Mrs Page. Good master Fenton, come not 
to my child. 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Pent.. Sir, will you hear me? 

Puge . No, good master Fenton. 

• A proverb—a theft wat a long arrow, and a bolt, a 
thick thort one. 

t Conic, poor or rich. X Lot. 


Come, master Shallow : come, sob Slender, in 
Knowing uiy mind, you wrong me, urate r 
Fenton. 

[Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender 
Quick. Speak to mistress Page. 

Pent. Good mistress Page, for that 1 ioveyouc 
daughter 

!n such a righteous fashion as I do. 

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and mail- 
ners, 

I must advance the colours of my love. 

And not retire: Let me have your good will. 
Anne. Good mother do not marry me to 
yond’ fool. 

Mrs . Page . I mean it not; I seek you a better 
husband. 

Quick. That's my master, master doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i* the 
earth, 

Aud bowl’d to death with turnips. 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yonrself: Good 
master Fenton, 

I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 

My daughter will 1 question how she loves yon, 
And as 1 find her, so am I affected ; 

’Till then, farewell. Sir:-She must needs go 
in ; 

Her father will be angry. 

[Exeunt Mistress Page and Anne. 
Feat. Farewell, gentle mistress ; faiewell. 
Nail. 

Quick. This is my doing, now Nay, said 
I, wilt you cast away your child on a fool, aud a 
physician? Look on master Feuton :—this is uiv 
doing. 

Pent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once 
to-night 

Give my sweet Nan this riug : There’s for thv 
pains. [Pii*. 

Quick. Now heaven send thee good foiniue ! 
A kind bean he hath : a woman would nm 
through fire aud water for such a kind hCAit- 
But yet, I would my master had mistress Anne; 
or I would master blender had her; or, in 
sooth, I would master Fenton had her: 1 will 
do what 1 can for them all three ; lor so I have 
promised, and I’ll tie as good as my word ; but 
• speciously * for master Fentou. Well, 1 must of 
another eirand to Sir Johu Falstatf from iny two 
mistresses ; What a beast am 1 to slack t it ? 

{Exit 

SCENE V.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Bakdolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, 1 say,— 

Bard. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Go fetch oie a quart of sack ; put a toast 
In't. [Exit Bard.] Have I lived to be carried 
in a basket, like a barrow of butcher’s offal ; 
and to be thrown into the Thames ? Well; if 
I be served such another trick, 1*11 have my 
brains ta'en out and butter’d, and give them to 
a dog for a new year’s gift. The rogues slighted 
me into the river with as little remorse as they 
would have drowned a bitch's blind puppies, 
fifteen i’ the litter; and you may know by my 
size, that 1 have a kind of alacrity in sinking ; 
if the bottom were as deep as hell, 1 should 
down. 1 bad been drowned, but that the shore 
was sbelvy and shallow ; a death that I abhor; for 
the water swells a man ; and what a thing should 
I have been, when I had been swelled! I should 
have been a mountain of mummy. 

Be-enter Bari.olfh, with the wine. 

Bard. Here's mis';ess Quickly, Sir, to speak, 
with you. 

Fal. Come let me pour in some 6ack to the 
Thames water ; for my belly’s as cold, as If 1 
bad swallowed snow-balls for pills to cool the 
reins. Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman. • 

• Specially. t Neglect. 
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Enter Mrs. Quickly* 

Quick. By your leave j I cry you mercy : Give 
your worship good-morrow. 

Fal. Take away these chalices :• Go brew me 
a pottle of sack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, SirT 

Fal. Simple of itself; 1*11 no pullet-sperm iu 
my brewage.—[ fix it Bard.]—H ow now f 

Quick. Marry, Sir, 1 come to your worship 
from mistress Ford. 

Fal. Mistress Ford I I have had ford enough : 
I was thrown into the ford: I hate my belly lull 
of ford. 

Quick. Alai the day f food heart, that was 
not her fault: she does so take on with her 
men : they mistook their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish 
woman's promise. 

Quick. Well, she laments, Sir, for it, that it 
would >earn your heart to see it. Her husband 
foes this morning a birdmg ; she desires you 
ouce more to come to her between eight and 
nine: i must carry her word quickly : she’ll 
make you amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will visit her: Tell her so; and 
bid her think, what a man is : let her consider 
his frailty, aod then judge of my merit. 

Quick. I will tell her. 

Fat. Do so. Between nine and ten, say'at 
thou ? 

Quirk. Eight and nine, Sir. 

Fat. Well, be gone : 1 will not miss her. 

Quick. Peace be with you. Sir I [ Exit. 

Fat. I marvel, I hear not of master Brook ; 
be sent me word to *t»y within ; 1 like his 
money well. O here he comes. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Bless you. Sir ! 

Fat. Now, ma>ter Brook T you come to know 
what hath passed between ine aud Ford’s wife ? 

Ford. That, indeed. Sir John, is my business. 

Fal. Master Brook, I will not he to you ; I 
was at her house the hour she appointed me. 

Ford. And bow speed you, Sir f 

Fal. Very ill-tavotircdly, master Brook. 

Ford. How so. Sir ? bid she change her de¬ 
termination ? 

Fal No, master Brook ; but th* peaking 
cornu to, ber husbaud, master Brook, dwelling in 
a continual Tamm ol jealousy, comes me in the 
instant of our encounter, after we bad embraced, 
kissed, protested, and, as it were, spoke the pro- 
lcgue of our comedy ; and at ins heels a ranble 
of Ins companions, timber provoked and in¬ 
stigated by bis distemper, and, forsooth, to search 
lus house for bis wife’s love. 

Ford. What, while you were there? 

Fal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could 
not find ton ? 

Fal. You shall bear. As goml luck would 
have it, comes hi one mistress Pace ; gives 
intelligence ot Ford’s approach ; and, by her 
invention, and Ford’s wife’s distraction, they 
conveyed me into a buck-basket. 

Ford. A buck-basket ! 

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket : rammed me 
iu with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul '‘lock¬ 
ings, aud greasy napkins : that, master Brook, 
tl^ere wa>» the rankest compound of villanous 
anicll, that ever offended nostril. 

Ford. And how long lay yon there? 

Ffil. Nay, you shall hear master Brook, what 
1 have raftered to hnue this woman to evil for 
jour good. Being thus crammed in the basket, 
a couple of Ford's knaves, his hinds, were called 
forth hy their mistress, to carry me in the name 
of foul clothes to Datcbol-laiie • they took me on 
their shoulders; met the jealous knave their 
master iu the door ; who asked them once or 
twice what they had in their basket: I quaked 
for fear lest the lunatic knave would have 

• Cups* 


searched It ; hut Fate, ordaining be should be a 
cuckold, held his hand. Well; on went he for 
a search, and away went I tor foul clothes. But 
mark the sequel, master Brook: 1 suffered tho 
pangs of three several deaths : Hist, an Intolera¬ 
ble fright, to be detected with a jealous rotten 
bell-wether: next, to be compassed like a good 
bilho, * in the circumference of a peck, bilt to 
point, bed to bead: and then, to be stopped in, 
like a strong distillation, with stinking clothes 
that fretted hi their own grease: think of that, 
—a man of my kiduey,—think of that ; that aui 
as subject to heat as butter; a man ol continual 
dissolution and thaw ; it was a niiiaclc to ’scape 
suftocaiiou. And in tbe height <>! ibis bath, when 
I was more than half stewed lu grease, like a 
Dutch dish, to be thrown into the Thames, and 
cooled, glowing hot, in that surge, like a horse¬ 
shoe ; think ot that hissing hot,—think of that, 
master Brook. 

Ford. In good sadness, ♦ Sir. I ain sorry 
that for my sake you have suffered all this* My 
suit then is desperate; you'll undertake her uo 
more. 

Fal. Master Brook, I will be thrown into 
/Etna, as I have been into Thames, ere I will 
leave her thus. Her husband is ibis morning 
gone a birdmg : I have received from her anolbrr 
embassy of meeting ; *tw;M eight and uiue is 
the hour, nvasu-r Brook. 

Ford. *Tis past eight already. Sir. 

Fal. Is it? 1 will then address J roe to my 
appointment. Come to ine at your convenient 
leisure, and von shall kuow how I speed ; and 
the conclusion shall he trowned with your en¬ 
joying her ; Adieu. You shall have her, master 
Brook; master Brook, vou shall cuckold Ford. 

1 Ei it. 

Ford. Hum I ha I is this a vision ? is tins a 
dieamT do 1 sleep ? Master Ford, awake; awake, 
master Ford ; there’s a bole made in your btst 
coat, master Ford This ’Us to be mart ted ! this 
'tis to have linen, and buck-baskets '—W ell, 1 
will proclaim myse)! what 1 am: 1 will n«» 
take the lecher ; he is at my house : lie cannot 
'scape me ; ’lis impossible be should ; lie can¬ 
not creep into a halfpenny purse, uoi into .i 
pepper-box : but, lest the devil that guides him 
should aid him, I will search impossible placi». 
Though what I am I cannot avoid, vet to be 
what I would not, shall not nuke me tame : 
if I have horns to make one mail, hi the pro¬ 
verb go with me, i'll be born mad. [Exit 


ACT IV. 

SCEXE I —The Street. 

Enter Mrs. Pack, Mrs. Quickly, and 

\\ 1LLIAM. 

Mri. Porc. Is he at master Ford’s already 
think’st thou. 

Quuk. Sure, he is by tins ; <r mil he pre¬ 
sently : but truly, In* ie very < <mragfous * mad, 
about" his throwing into the water. Mistress tool 
desires you to come suddenly. 

Mis. Purc. I’ll be with her by and In ; I’ll 
but bung ti.y voong man here to falionl : Look, 
wlieic his master comes; ’Us a playing day, t 
see. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans. 

How now, Sir Hneh ? no school to-day ? 

Eia. No; inuoier Slender is let the uoysleave 
to play. 

Quick. Blessing of his heart I 

Mis. Porc. Sir Hugh, my husband says. »ny 
son profits nothing in the world at Ins book ■ * 
pray you, ask him some questions in his acci¬ 
dence. 

• Bilbo*, where the best Blade* nre irt’N 

t Senoumt**. X Moke my* IT resily. 

| Outrageous* 
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Eva. Come hither, William; hold up your 
head ; come. 

Mrs. Fotic. Come on, sirrah ; hold up your 
head; answer your master, be not afraid. 

Eva . William, how many numbers is in 
nouns? 

Wills Two. 

Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one 
number more ; because they say, od’s uou»6. 

Eva. Peace your tatllmgs. What is Jair , 

William ? 

Will. Pulchn. 

Quick. Poulcats ! there are fairer things than 
poulcats, sure. 

bra. You are a very simplicity 'oman ; 1 pray 
you, peace. What is Lapis, William? 

Will. A stone. 

Era. And what is a stone, W'llliam ? 

Will. A pebble. 

Era. No, it is lapis ; 1 pray you remember 
in your pram. 

Will. I .apis. 

Eva. Thai is good, William. What is be, 
William, that does lend articles ? 

Will, Articles are borrowed of the pronoun ; 
and he thus declined, Singularlter, nominatiio, 
hie , hire, hoc. 

Evu. Aominativo, hig, hag, hog: pray you, 
mark : genitivo, hvjus: Well, what is your ac- 
cu'atn e case ? 

Will. Accusativo, hinc. 

Era. I pray you, have your remembrance, 
child ; Aicusutiio, /ting, hang, hog . 

Quick. Hang hog is Lajiu for bacon, 1 war¬ 
rant you. 

Eia. Leave you prabbles, 'oinau. What is the 
focatue case, William? 

Will O—Vovdtuo, O. 

Eva. Remember, William; focative is, caiet. 

Quick. Amt that’s a good root. 

but . 'Oman, lorbear. 

Mrs. Page. Peace. 

Ei a. What is your genitive case plural, Wil¬ 
liam ? 

li ill. Genitive case T 


plement, and ceremony of it. But are you suie 
of your (ms-and now Y 

Mrs. Pont. He’s a hirding, sweet Sir John 

Mrs. Page, [ll Ulan .J What boa, gossip 
Tord ! wlut hoa I 

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber. Sir John. 

{Exit Falstaff- 

Enter Mrs. Pace. 

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart? who’s at 
home beside yourself? 

Mrs. Ford. W hy, none but mine own people. 

Mrs. Page. Indeed ? 

Mrs. Ford. No, certaiuly ;—speak louder. 

[Aside, 

Mrs. Page . Truly, I am so glad you have no¬ 
body here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why ? 

Mrs. Puge. Why, woman, your husband is 
in his old lunes * again; he so takes on yonder 
with my husband; so rails against all marned 
mankind ; so curses all Eve’s daughters, of what 
complexion soever ; and so bullets himself ou 
the forehead, crying, Peer out , peer out ' t that 
any madness 1 ever yet beheld seemed hut tame¬ 
ness, civility, and patience, to this bis distemper he 
is in now : 1 am glad the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? 

Mrs . Puge. Ot none bin him ; and swears, 
he was carried out, the last time he seari bed 
for bun, in a basket: protests to my husband, 
is is now here ; and hath drawn him and ihe 
rest of their company fiom then «poit, to make 
another experiment of his suspicion : but I am 
glad the kuight is not here ; now he shall see Ins 
own foolery. 

Mrs . Ford. How near is he, mistress Page? 

Mrs. Page. Haid by ; at stieet end; lie will 
be here anon. 

Mrs. Ford. 1 am undone '.—the kuight is 
here. 

Mr*. Page. W by, then you are utterly shamed, 
and lie’s but a dead man. What a woman ate 
you?—Away with him, away with him; better 
shame than murder. 


Era. Ay. Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go ? how 

Will, (lenitive, — horum, haram, horum. should 1 bestow him? Shall 1 put bun mio the 
Quirk. ’Vengeance of Jenny's case i tie oil basket again ? 
her ! never name her child, if she be a wbuie. 

Eta. For shame ’oman. /» e-enter Falsi a ff. 


Quick. You do ill to teach the child such 
words: he teaches him to luck and to hack, 
which they’ll do last enough of themselves ; and 
to call ho.urn :—de upon you ! 

Eia. 'Oman, art thou lunatics? hast thou no 
understandings for thy cases, and the numbers 
of the genders? Thou ait as louiish Christen 
creature.', as I would desires. 

Mrs. Page. Pi'ythee hold thy peace. 

Ei a. Show me now, William, some declen¬ 
sions of your prouoiiii'i. 

Will. Foi sooth, 1 have forgot, 

Eva. It is In, kir, tod ; if you forget your 
kies, your ktrs, and your cods , you must be 
preeches. * Go your ways, and play, co. 

Mrs. Page. He is a better scholar than 1 
thought he was. 

Ei a. He is a good sprag f memory. Farewell, 
mistress Page. 

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. [ Exit 
Sir Hugh.] Get you home, boy.—Come, we stay 
too long. [Exeunt. 

SCEAE JI.—A Hoorn in Fonn’s House. 

Enter Falstaff and Mrs. Font). 

Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten 
up my suffeiaiice : I see, you arc obsequious J 
in your love, and I profess requital to a hair's 
breadth ; not only, mistress Ford, in the simple 
office of love, but in all the accoutrement, com¬ 


Fal. No, I’ll come no more i* the basket: 
May I not go out, ere he come ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas, three of master Ford's 
brothers watch the door with pistols, that uoue 
shall issue out; oiiierwue you might slip away 
ere he came, but what make you here? 

Fal. What shall 1 do?—I’ll creep up tuto the 
chimney. 

Mrs. Ford. There they always use to dis¬ 
charge their birding-pieces: Creep into the 
Kiln bole. 

Fal. Where is it? 

Mrs. Ford. He will seek there on my word. 
Neither press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, 
but be hath an abstract + for the remembrance 
of such places, and goes to them by his note : 
There is no hiding you in the house. 

Fat. I’ll go out then. 

Mi s. Page. If you go out in your own sem¬ 
blance, you die. Sir John. Unless you go out 
disguised,— 

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him T 

Mrs. Page. Alas the day, 1 know not. There 
is no woman’s gown big enough for him ; other¬ 
wise, he might put on a hat, a muffler, and a 
kerchief, and so escape. 

Fal. Good hearts, devise something : any ex¬ 
tremity, father than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid’s aunt, the fat woman 
of Brentford, has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word it will serve him; 


* breeched,!.*. flogged, 
s Apt to Uiru. t Sorrowful. 


• Med fits. 

t As children call on a snail to pmh forth his horns. 
{ Short note of. 
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she’s as big is be is: and there's her tbruni’d 
hat, and her muffler too : Run up. Sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet Sir John : mistress 
Page and I, will look some liuen for your bead. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick; we'll come dress 
you straight: put on the gown the while* 

[Exit FaI.STAFF. 

Mrs. Ford. I would my husband would meet 
him in this shape : lie cannot abide the old 
woman of Brentfoid ; be swears she’s u witch ; 
forbade her my hpuse, and bath threatened to 
beat her. 

Mrs. Page. Heaven guide him to tin hus¬ 
band’s cudgel; and the devil guide bis cudgel 
afterwards! 

Mrs. Ford. But is mv husband coming ? 

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness, • is he ; and 
talks of the basket too, howsoever be bath bad 
intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. We’ll try thTi , for I’ll appoint 
am men to carry the basket again, to meet him 
at the door with it, as they did last time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he’ll lie here presently : 
let's go dress him like the witch of Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford. I’ll lirst direct my men, what they 
shall do with the basket. Go up. I’ll bring Imeii 
for him straight. [Exit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang lnm, dishonest varlct ! we 
cannot misuse him enough. 

We’ll leave n proof, by that which we will do. 
Wives may be merry, and yet honest too: 

We do not act, that often jest and laugh : 

*Tis old bnt true, Still suine eat all the draf. 

[Exit. 

Re-enter Mrs. Ford, uith two Servants* 

Mrs. Ford. Go, Sirs, take the basket again on 
your shoulders ; your master is hard at door; if 
he bid you set it down, obey him : quickly, des¬ 
patch. [Exit. 

1 Serr. Come, come, take it up. 

2 A 'err. Pray heaven, it be not full of the 
knight again. 

1 Seri . 1 bf-pe not; I had as lief bear so much 
i ead. 

Ent^r Ford, Page, Shallow,Caics, and 


Ford. Empty the basket, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why ?— 

Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there 
was one conveyed out of my house yesterday m 
this basket: Why may not he he there again ? 
In my house 1 am sure he is : iny intelligence 
is true ; my jealuu>y is reasonable: Pluck me 
out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a mail there, be shall 
die a flea's death. 

Page. Here's no man. 

Shut. By my fidelity, this is not well, master 
Ford ; this wrongs you. 

Era. Master Ford, you must pay, and not 
follow the imaginations of your own beau: this 
is jealousies. 

Ford. Well, he’s not here I seek for. 

Page. No, uor uo where else, hut in your 
brain. 

Ford. Help to search my house this one time : 
if 1 find not what 1 seek, show no colotu for my 
extremity, let me lor ever be yom table-sport: 
let them say ot me, As jealous as Fo»-d, that 
searched a hollow walnut for his wife’s leraan * 

. Satisfy me ouce moie; out more search will* 

1 me. 

Mrs. Ford. II hat hoa, mistress Page 1 conic 
you and the old woman down, my husbaud will 
come into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman ! what old woman's that? 

Mr\. Ford. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of 
Brentford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening 
quean! Have 1 not foibid her my house ? She 
comes of eirands, does she? V>e are simple 
men ; we do unt know what’s brought to pP ti - 
under the pmftssinn of fortune-telling. Sin 
woiks by charms, by speris, by the figure, and 
sue!) dauhery as tins is : beyond our elem« lit z . 

we know nothing.-Come down, you witch, 

you hag you ; come down 1 say. 

Mis. Fold. Nay, good, sweet husband 
good gentlemen, let lum not strike the oh! 
woman. 

Ehter Falstaff in woman 1 s clothes , led hj 
Mrs. Pace. 


Sir Hlgh Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page, 
bare you any way then to uufool me again ?— 
Set down the basket, villain Romeliody calls 

my wife :-You, youth in a basket, come out 

here !—O you patiderly rascals ! there’s a knot, 
a ging, t a pack, a conspiracy against me : Now 
whall the devil be shamed. What* wife, I say 1 
come, come forth ; behold what honest clothes 
you send forth to bleaching. 

Page. Wby, this passes !; Master Ford, you 
are not to go loose any longer; you must be 
pinioned. 

Eva. Why, this is lunatics ! this is mad as a 
mad dog 1 

Shot. Indeed, master Ford, this is not well; 
indeed. 

Enter Mrs. Ford. 

Ford • So say I too, Sir.—Come hither, -mis¬ 
tress Ford ; mistress Ford, the honest woman, 
the’modest wife, the virtuous creature, that bath 
the jealous fool to her husband !—1 suspect with¬ 
out cause, mistress, do 1 ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do, 
if you suspect me in any dishonesty. 

Ford. Well said, brazen-face ; hold it out.- 

Come forth, sirrah. 

[Pulls the clothes out of the basket. 

Page. This passes I 

Mrs. Ford. Are yon not ashamed? let the 
clothes alone. 

Ford. I shall dud yon non. 

Eva. Tis unreasonable l WBl yon take up 
jonr wife’s clothes ? Come away. 


I Mr s. Page. Come, mother Pi at, come, give 
; me your hand. 

Ford. I’ll prat her :-Out of my door, yon 

witch ! [Reals him.] You tag, you baggage, 
you polecat, you ronjon ! out! out! i’ll con¬ 
jure you, I’ll fortuue-tcJJ you. 

[Exit Falstaff. 

Mrs. Page. Arc you not ashamed I 1 think, 
you have kill’d the poor woman. 

Mrs. Foid. Nay, lie will do it'Tis a good¬ 
ly credit for you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch ! 

Era. By yea and no, I think the 'oman is a 
witch indeed : I like not when a 'oman has a 
great peard ; I spy a gieat peard under her 
muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? T lieseecli 
you follow ; pee but the issue of my jealousy : if 
I cry out thus upon no trail,! never trust me 
when I open X again. 

Page. Let*6 obey his humour a little further : 
Come, gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Pack, Ford, Shallow, and 
Evans. 

Mrs . Page. Trust me, he beat blm most piti¬ 
fully* 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mass, that be did 
not; he beat him most unpltifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. 1M1 have the cudgel hallowed, 
and hung o'er the altar; it hath done meritori¬ 
ous service. 

Mrs. Ford. What think yon ? May we, with 
the warrant «f woman-hood, and the witness ntf 
a good conscience, pursue him with any fart**» 
revenge ? 


• Serknunet*. 

■f C»»g. t Sarpami, gocs^yond all bsaaJt. 


• Leant. 
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Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, 
scared out of him ; it the devil have him not in 
fee-simple, with line and iccovery, he will 
nevei, l think, m the way of waste, attempt us 
again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how 
we have served him 1 

Mrs. Pane. Yes, by all means; if it be but 
to sciape the hgtues out of your liubhuud’s brains. 
If they can lind in tlieir hearth, tin* poor un- 
virtuou* tat knight shall be any further afflicted, 
we two will still be the ministers. 

Mrs. Ford . I’ll wail.nit, they’ll have him 
publicly shamed : and, methiiiK*, there would 
be no period to the jest, should he not be pub¬ 
licly shamed. 

Mr .. Page. Come to the forge with it then, 
shape it: 1 would not have things cool. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE III.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Host and Bakdolfh. 

Bard. Sir, the Germans desue to hate three 
rvf youi horst *» : the duke hirnself ui'l be to¬ 
morrow at court, and they aie going to meet 
him. 

Host. What duke should that be, conies so 
secietly ? 1 bear not of him m the court: Let 

me speak with the gentlemen ; they speak 
English ? 

Hard. Ay, Su ; I’ll call them to yon. 

Host. They shall hate hiv hor.-e* ; but I'll 
make them pay, I’ll sauce them , they hate had 
my house* a week at command ; l have turned 
aw.it my other guests : they must come off; I'll 
sauce them : Come. [Exeunt. 

SCC\E IV.—A Room in Ford’s IJcusc. 

Ruler Pact, Ford, 7iT> r. Pige, Mrs. Ford, 
and Sir lliuii Lvin*. 

Eta. »ri* one of the post discretions of a 
*omau as ever I did look upon. 

Pmit. And did he send you both these letters 
at an instant l 

Mr*. Page. Within a quart' r of an hour. 
Ford. Pardon me, wife ; Hencelorth do what 
thou wilt, 

I lather will suspect the sun with cold, 

Thau thee with waiitouucss: uotv doth thy ho¬ 
nour stand, 

lit him that was of late a heretic; 

As firm as lailh. 

Page. ’Tis well, *tis well ; no more. 

Be not as extreme in submission. 

As in ollenre ; 

But let our plot go forward ; let our wives 
Yet once again, to make ns public spoit, 

Appoint a meeting with tins old fat fellow, 
Where we may take him, ana disgiace hun for 
it. 

Ford. There is no better way than that they 
spoke of. 

Page. How ! to send him word they'll meet 
hhn in the park at midnight! fie, fie ; he’ll never 
come. 

Eva. You say he has been thrown in the 
rivers ; and has beeu grievously pcaten, as an 
old 'tiinan: methinks, ttieie should be terrors 
in him, that he should not come ; methinks, lus 
flesh is punished, he shall have no desires. 
Page. So think I too. 

Mrs. Ford. Devise but bow you’ll use him 
when he comes. 

And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that 
Herne the hunter. 

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 

Doth all the winter time, at still midnight, 

Walk Toiind about an oak, with great ragg'd 
horns ; 

And there be blasts the tree, and takes * the cattle, 

• Strikes. 


And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a 
chain 

In a most hideous and dreadful manner: 

You have heard of such a spirit ; and well .you 
know. 

The superstitious idle-headed eld * 

Received, and did deliver to our age. 

This talc of Herne the hunter for a tiuth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do 
fear 

In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oaks 
But what of this ? 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is ©nr device ; 

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us. 
Disguised like Herne, with huge horns eu his 
bead. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll 
come, 

And in this shape : When you have brought him 
thither, 

What shall be done with him 1 what is your 
plot ? 

Mrs. Page. That likewise have we thought 
upon, and thus: 

Nan Page my daughter, and my little son. 

And three oi foui uioie of their growth, we'll 
dress 

Like urchins, ouphes, 1 and fairies, green and 
white. 

With rounds nf vvaven tapers on their heads. 
And iattic* in their hands; upon a sudden, 

As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met. 

Let them trom toith a saw-pit rush at once 
With some dillused ; sons ; upon their sight 
We two in gieat am.izedness will fly : 

Then let them all cncncle Inin about. 

And, fairy-hse, to pmcii the unclean knight; 
Aud ahk him, why that hour of lairy level, 

In their so saued paths he dares to tread. 

In shape profaue. 

J/rs. Ford. Ami till he tell the truth, 

Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound,$ 

And burn hun with their tapers. 

JUrs. Page. The t»ulh being known. 

We’ll all present ourselves ; dishorn the spirit. 
And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford. The children must 
Be practised well to this, or they’ll ne’er do’t. 

Eia. 1 will teach the children their behavi¬ 
ours ; aud I will be like a yack-au-ayes also, to 
burn the knight with my taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent. I’ll go buy 
them vi/ards. 

Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of all 
the fairies. 

Finely attired in a robe of white. 

Page. That silk will I go buy;—ami in that 
time 

Shall master Slender steal my Nan away, 

[Aside 

And marry her at Eton.-Go, send to Falstafif 

straight. 

Ford. Nay, I’ll to him again in name of 
Brook : 

He’ll tell me all his purpose: Sure, he’ll come. 
Mrs. Page. Fear not you that: Go, get us 
properties, |j 

And tricking for our fairies. 

Eva. Let as about it: It is admirable plea¬ 
sures, aud feiy honest knaveries. 

[Exeunt Page, Ford, and Evans. 
Mrs. Page. Go, mistress Ford, 

Send quickly to Sir John, to know his mind. 

[Exit Mrs. Ford. 

I’ll to the doctor; he hath my good will. 

And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 

That Slender, though well lauded, k an idiot ; 
And he my husband best of all affects: 

The doctor is well money'd, and his friendB 
Potent at court; he, none but he, shall have 
her, 

• Old age. 

4 Elf, hogboklin. t Wild, discordant. 

$ Nmwilv, | Necessaries. 
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Though twenty thousand worthier couie to crave 
her. [Ei it. 

SC EXE V.—A Room in the Carter Inn. 

Enter Host and Simple. 

Host. What would’at thou have, boor 7 wli it, 
thick-skin T speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, shoit, 
quick, snap. 

Sim. Marry, Sir, I come to speak Kith Sir 
John Falstatf from master Slendet. 

Host. There’s his chamber, his house, his 
casile, his standing-bed, and truckle-oed , *us 
painted about with the story of the prodigal, 
lre6h and new: Go, knock and call ; he’ll speak 
like an Anthropophagmian * unto thee : Knock, 

1 say. 

Sim. There’s an old woman, a fat woman, 
gone lip into his chamber ; I’ll be so bold as 
stay. Sir, till she come down : 1 come to speak 
with her, indeed. 

Host. Ha! a fat woman ! the knight may be 
robbed ; HI call.—Bully knight I Bully Sir John ! 
speak from thy lungs military : Art thou there f 
it is thine host, thine Ephesian, calls. 

Fat. [above. J How now, mine host ? 

Host. Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the 
coming down of thy fat woman: Let her de¬ 
scend, bully, let her descend -, my chambers are 
honourable : Fye! privacy ? fye 1 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman 
even now with me ; but she’s gone, 

Sim. Prav you, Sir, was’t not the wise t woman 
of Brentford 7 

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell ; J What 
would you with her 7 

Sim. Mv master, Sir, my master Slender, sent 
to her, seeing her go thorough the streets, to know. 
Sir, whether one N>tn, Sir, that beguiled hiui 
of a chain, had the chain, or no. 

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it. 

Sim . And what tats she, I pray, Sir? 

Fal. Marr>, she says, that the very game man, 
that beguiled master Slender of his chain, co¬ 
zened him of it. 

Sim. I would I could have spoken with the 
woman herself; 1 had other things to have spo¬ 
ken with her too, from him. 

Fal. What are they 7 let us know. 

Host, Ay, come ; quick. 

Sim . I may not conceal them, Sir. 

Fat Conceal them, or thou diest. 

Sim. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about 
mistress Anne Page ; to know, if it were my 
master's fortune to have her, or no. 

Fal. *rn, Mis his fortune. 

Sim. What. Sir 7 

Fal. To have her,—or no : Go ; say, the wo¬ 
man told me so. 

•Vim. May 1 be so bold to say so, Sir t 
Fal. Ay, Sir Tike ; who more bold 7 
Sim. I thank your worship: I shall make my 
master glad with these tidings. [Exit Simper. 

Host. Thou art clerkly, $ thou art clerkly. Sir 
John : Was there a wise woman with thee 7 
Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host; one, that 
hath, taught me more wit than ever I learned 
hefore in my life : and I paid nothing for it nei¬ 
ther, bill was paid for my learning. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Tlard. Out, alas. Sir! cozenage ! nicer coz¬ 
enage ! 

Host . Where be my horses? speak well of 
them varletto. 

Bard. Run away with the cozeners: for so 
toon as 1 came beyond Eton, they threw me off, 

* A cannibal. 4 A cunning woman. » forume- 

teller. 

S He c»!li Simple Viudi-ikcU, bcciun ha Mood mib 
IlM mouth open. 

| Scholar-lika. 


from behind one of them, in a slough of nun*; 
and .‘•et spins, and away, like tin re Gcunan tie- 
\ils, thiec doctoi Faustusis. 

Host. Thcv aie gone hut to meet the duke, 
villain : do not say, they be tied ; Geimaus are 
honest men. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans. 

Era. Where is mine host? 

Host. What is the matter, Sir 7 
Et a. Hate a care of your entertainments: 
there is a iriend of mine come to town, tells me 
there is three cou/in geimaus, that ha» cozeued 
all the hosts of Readings, of Maidenhead, of 
Colebrook, of horses and incur) 1 tell you for 
good-will, look you : you are wise, and full of 
gibe9 and vluutiug-stogs ; and ’tis not convenient 
you should be cozeued: Fare you well. 

[Ej it. 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Cains • Vere is mine Host de Jarterrr • 

Host. Here, master doctor, in peip.e\i(y, and 
doubtful dilemma. 

Cams. 1 cannot tell vat is dat; but it is tell* 
a me, dat you make grand preparation for a duke 
de Jar many: by my trot, dere is no duke, dat 
the court is know’ to come ; 1 tell you for good 
vill : adieu. ’ [Enl. 

Host. Hue and cry, villain, go‘.—assist me, 
knight; I am undone fly, ruu, hue aud cry, 
villain 1 1 am undone I 

[Exeunt Host and Bardolph. 
Fal. I would all the world might he cozened ; 
for I have been cozen’d and beaten too. If it 
should coine to the ear of the court, how I have 
been transformed, aud how my transformation 
hath been washed and cudgelled, they would 
melt me out of iny fat, drop by drop, and liquor 
fishermen's boots with me ; 1 warrant, they would 
whip me with their flue wits, till I were as crest¬ 
fallen as a dried pear. I never prospered since 
I foiswore myself at Piimeio . • \>ell, if my 
wind were but long enough to say my prayers, I 
would repent.— 

Enter Mrs. Quickly. 

Now I whence come you? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

Fal. The devil take one partv, and his dam 
the other, and so they shall he both bestowed I I 
have suffered more for their sakes, more than the 
villauous inconstancy of man’s disposition is able 
to bear. 

Quick . And have not they suffered 7 Yes, I 
wairant; speciously one of them ; mistress Ford, 
good heart, is b< aten black and blue, that you 
cannot see a white spot about her. 

Fal. What tell'st thou me of black and blue ? 
I was beaten myself into all the colours of the 
rainbow, aud I was like to he apprehended for 
the witch of Brentford ; hut that my admirable 
dexterity of wit, my couuteifeiting the action of 
an old woman, deliver’d me, the knave cousta- 
hie had set me 1’ the stocks, i’ the commoi 
stocks, for a witch. 

Quick. Sir, let me speak with you in your 
chamber : you shall hear how things go ; aud, I 
warrant, to your content. Here is a letter will 
say somewhat. Good heait6, what ado here is 
to bring you together! Sure, one of yon does not 
serve heaven well, that you are so crossed. 

Fal. Come up into my chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE FI.—Another Room in the Garter 

Inn. 

Enter Fenton and Host. 

Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me ; my 
mind is heavy, V will give over all. 

Fent. Yet bear me speak : Assist me in ray 
purpose. 


* A *t nrJ) 
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And, at, I am a gentleman, I'll give thee 
A bundled pound in gold, moie than your los*. 

Ho\t. I will licai you, n»a*>t« , i Fenton ; ami I 
will, at the least, keep youi counsel* 

lent. From time to lime 1 lu\e acquainted 
you 

With the drar love I bear to fair \line Page ; 
Who, mutually, hath answer'd my alfeclion 
(So I nr toilh as herself might he her chooser,) 
Kven to my wish : 1 have a letter fiom her 
Of such (ontnits a> you will wonder at: 

The muth whereof so larded with my matter. 
That neither, singly, can he manifested, 

Without the show of both ;—wherein fat Fal- 

stair 

Hath a gieat scene : the image of the jest. 

[Shouiug the letter . 
PH show you here at large. Hark, good mine 
host: 

To-night at Herne’s oak, just ’twixt twelve and 
one, 

Must my sweet Natl present the fairy queen ; 
The purpose why,ia here ;• in which disguise, 
While other jests are something lank ou loot, 
Her father hath commanded her to slip 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marr> : she hath consented : 
Now, Sir, 

Her mother, even strong against that match. 

And firm for doctor Chius, hath appointed 
That he shall likewise shuttle her away. 

While other sports are tasking of their minds, 
And at the deanery, where a priest attends, 
•Straight marry her: to this her mother’s plot 
She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath 
Made promise to the doctor;—Now, thus it 
res(6 : 

Her father means she shall be all in white ; 

And ill that habit, when Slender sees his time 
To lake her by the hand and hid her go. 

She shall go with him her mother bath in¬ 
tended, 

The better to denote her to the doctor, 

(For they must all he mask’d and uzarded.) 
That, quaint t in green, she 6hall be loose en¬ 
rob’d. 

With ribbands pendant, flaring 'bout her head ; 
And when the doctor spies his vantage npe. 

To pinch her by the baud, and, ou that token. 
The maid hath given consent to go with him. 
Host. Which means she to deceive! father or 
mother t 

Fent. Both, my good host, to go along with 
ine: 

And here it rests,—that you’ll procare the 
vicar 

To slay for me at rhurcli, 'twixt twelve and 
one. 

And, in the lawful tinmc of marrying, 

To give our hearts united ceremony. 

Host. Well, husband your device ; I'll to the 
vicar: 

Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 

Fent. So shall 1 evermoie be bound to tbee ; 
Besides, PH make a present recompense. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Mrs . Quickly. 

Fal. Pr’ythee, no more pialtlmg go.- 

I’ll bold : t This is the third time ; 1 hope, good 
Jack lies in odd numbers. Away, uo; they say, 
there is divinity in odd numbers, either in 
nativity, chance, or death.—Away. 

Quick. I’ll provide you a chain; and I’ll do 
what 1 can to get you a pair of liorLb. 

• la th« !•«■?. ♦ Fantastic illy. 

t Keep to the time. 


COS 

I'ul. Auav, I say; tunc wears: hold tip your 
head, and iinnce. [f!*iit Mrs. Quickly. 

Enter Ford. 

How now, master Biook? Master Brook, the 
matter will be known to-night,or nevei. Be you 
in the Park about midnight, at Herne's oak, and 
you shall sec woiideis. 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday. Sir, as 
you told me you had appomicd f 

Fal. I went to her, master Brook, as yon see, 
like a poor old mau: but 1 came from her, 
master Brook, like a poor old woman. Thai 
same knave. Ford her husband, bath the 
finest mad devil of jealousy m him, inastei 
Brook, that ever governed tienzy. 1 will tell 
you.—He beat me gnevously, in the shape of 
a woman ; for in the shape of man, master 
Brook, I fear not Goliath with a weaver’s beam ; 
because I know also, lite is a shuttle. I am 
in haste; go along with me; Pll tell you all, 
master Brook. Since 1 plucked geese, played 
truant, and whipped top, 1 knew not what it 
was to be beaten, till lately. Follow ine: I’ll 
tell you strange things of this knave Ford: on 
whom to-night I will be revenged, and I will 
deliver lus wile into your baud.—Follow : Strange 
things in hand, master Brook 1 follow. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 7/.— Windsor Park. 

Enter Pack, Shallow, and Slender, 

Page. Come, come ; we’ll couch l* the castle 
ditch, till we see the light of our failles.—Re¬ 
member, sou Slendei, my daughter. 

Slen. A>, toisooth ; I have spoke with her, 
and we have a nay-word,* how to know one 
another. I come to hei m white, and cry, mum ; 
she cues , budget, and by Hut we know one 
another. 

Shut. That’s good too : But what needs eitliei 
your mum, or her budget? the white will de¬ 
cipher her well enough.—It hath struck ten 
o’clock. 

Page. The night is dark; light and spirits 
will become it well. Heaven prosper out spoil! 
No man means evil but the devil, and we shall 
kuow him by his horns. Let’s away ; follow me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.—The Street in Windsor. 

Enter Mrs. Pack, Mrs. Ford, and Dr. 

Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Master doctor, my daughter is in 
gieen : when you see your time, take hei by the 
hand, away with her to the deanery, and despatch 
it quickly : Go before into the park; we two 
must go together. 

Cuius . I know vat I have to do ; Adieu. 

Mrs. Page. Fare you well. Sir. [Lad Caius.] 
My husband will not rejoice so much at the 
doctor’s marrying my daughter: hut 'tis no 
matter; better a little chiding, than a great deal 
of heart-break. 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop 
of fairies ? and the Welsh devil, Hugh 1 

Mrs. Page. They are all couched iu a pit hard 
by Heine’s oak, with obscured lights; which, at 
the the very instant of FalstafTs and onr meet¬ 
ing, they will at once display to the night. 

Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amaze 
him. 

Mrs • Page. If he be not amazed, he will be 
mocked ; if lie be amazed, he will every way be 
mocked. 

Mrs. Ford. We’ll hetray him finely. 

Mrs. Page. Against such lewdstcrs, and their 
lechery. 

Those that betray him do no treaclierv. 


• Watch-wuro. 
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Mrs. Ford, Tbe hour draws oil; To the oak, 
to the oak 1 [Exeunt. 

SCENE Jf \— Windsor Park, 

Enter Sir Hron Eva ns, and Fairies, 

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies ; tom ; and remem¬ 
ber your parts: be pol4, i pny you; follow me 
into tbe pit; and when I five tbe watcb-’ords, 
do as 1 pid yon; Come, come ; trib, trib. 

[Sciorif. 

SCENE T .—Another part of the Park, 

Enter Falstjfff disguised, with a buck's 

head on, 

Tdl, The Windsor bell hath struck twelve ; 
tbe minute draws on : Now, the hot-blooded 
gods assist me;—Remember, Jove, thou was! 
a bull for thy Europe; love set on thy horns. 
—O powerful love ! that, ip some respects, makes 
a beast a man ; in some other, a man a beast. 
—Ton were also, Jupiter, a swan, for the lore 
of Leda ;—O omnipotent love ! how near the 
god drew to the complexion of a goose !—A 
fault done first in the form of a beast0 
Jove, a beastly fault! and theu another fault 
in the semblance oi a fowl; think on’t, Jove; 
a foul fault.—When gods have hot hacks, what, 
shall poor men do l For me, 1 am here a 
Windsor stag ; and the tattest, 1 think, t’ the 
forest : send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or who 
can blame me to piss m> tallow ? Who comes 
here ? my doe ? 

Enter Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Pace. 


I'll wink ami couch : No man (! nr winks must 
eve. I/.<«■ v fitnnt • po i Am /<.(#*. 

Era. Where's Petie /—Go you, and wUeie you 
find a maid. 

That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said. 
Raise up the orgaus of her fantasy, 
bleep she as souud as careless iafaucy. 

But those as sleep, and think not ou their eta*, 
Piucb them, anus, legs, back, shoulders, sides, 
and shins. 

Quick, About, about; 

Search Wiudsor castle, elves, within and out; 
Stiew good luck, ouphes, on every »acred loom; 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom. 

In state as wholesome, as m state 'us i,i t * 
Worthy the owner and tbe owner it. 

The several chairs of order look von scour 
With juice of balm, and every precious bower: 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crc»i, 

With lo>al blazon, evermore Ik* blest! 

And nightly, meadow-tames, look, yon sing. 

Like to the Gaiteris com pa-v, in a ring: 

Tbe expressnre that it hears, green let it be. 
More ferule-fresh than all the tit Id to see ; 

And, Jlony soit qui metl y pens *, write. 

In emerald turU, bowers put pie, blue, and 
white; 

Like sapphire, pearl, and rich etnbroiden, 
niukled btlow lair kmglitliood’s bendin» knee: 
Fairies n-e bowers lor ti»«*ir cliaractrrv.« 

Away ; dispeise : But, till ’ll- one o'clock. 

Our dance of custom, lound about the oak 
Of Herne ttie huniei, let us not iwiget. 

Eiu. Piay you, lock hand m baud : your¬ 
selves mi older set: 

And twenty glow-worms shall our lantern- be, 


Mrs. Ford. Sir John ? art thou there, my 
deer ? in> male deer ? 

Fal. Mv doe with the black sent?—Let the 
sky ram potatoes ; let it thunder to the tune oi 
Green Sleet es ; hail kissiug-comfits, and snow 
ermgoes ; let there ton: * a tempest of provoca¬ 
tion, I will shelter me here. 

[Embracing her. 

Hfrs. rord. Mistress Page is come with me, 
sweetheart. 

Fal. Divide me like a bride-buck, each a 
haunch ; I will keep my sides to myself, my 
shoulders for the fellow * ot this walk, and m> 
horns I bequeath your husbands. Am 1 a wood¬ 
man ? ha! Speak I like Herne the hunter?— 
Why, now' is Cupid a child of conscience ; he 
makes restitution. As 1 am a trnc spirit, wel¬ 
come ! • f.Vo/vc within. 

Mrs. Page. Alas 1 what noise ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins I 

Fal. What should this be I 

Mrs. } Away, away . [They run off. 

Fal. I think the devil will not have me 
damned, lest the oil that is in me should set 
bell on fire; he would never else cross me 
ibus. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, like a satyr ; Mrs. 

Quickly, and Pistol ; Annk Pag e, as the 

Fairy Queen , attended by her brother and 

others , dressed like fairies , with waxen ta¬ 
pers on their heads. 

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white, 
Ton moon-shine revellers, and shades of night. 
You orphan-heirs of fixed destiny. 

Attend your office, and your quality.^- 

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. 

Pist. Elves, list your names; silence, you 
airy toys. 

Cricket, to Windsor chimtries shall tbou leap: 
Where fires thou find’st unrak’d, and hearths 
unswept, 

There pinch tbe maids as blue as triflptgjFf J 
Our radiant queen bates sluls and ^ijjjgpy. 

Fal. They are fairies; he that spfiw to them 
shall die: 


To guide our measure round about tbe nee. 

But stay ; I smell a man oi middle earth 
i Fal • Heavens deteiul me lioiti tout W<l-I» 
fairy 1 lest be transform me to a piece of 
cheese I 

Fist. Vile worm, thou wast o’er-look’d even 
m thv till tli. 

Quick. With trial-fire touch me his fiuger- 
eud : 

If he be chaste, the flame will back descend. 
And turn linn to no pain ; but it he blurt 
It is the flesh ol a c»riupttd he.ut. 

Pist. A trial, conn . 

Eva. Come, will this wood take fire? 

[Tney burn him vith their tapers. 
Fal. Oh ! oh ' oh ! 

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in de¬ 
sire 1 

Ahout him l.uries ; sing a scornful rhvme : 

Ami, as vou trip, still pinch him to youi time 
j Era. It is light ; indeed he la full ol Icciieues 
1 and iniquity. 

Song. 

i 

Fyc on sinful fantasy / 

Fye on lust and luxury ! 

Eu it is but a bloody fire. 

Kindled with unchaste desire , 

Fed in heart ; uhose /tames aspire. 

As thoughts do blow them , higher and higher• 
Pimh him, fairies, mutually , 

Pinch him, for his villany ; 

Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him 
about. 

Till candles, and star-light, and moonshine 
be out. 

During this song , the furies pinch Falstaff. 
Doctor Cai u» comes one way, and steals 
an ay a fairy in green; Slender trnothei 
way, a?id takes of a fairy in white g 
and Fenton comes, and steals away Mrs. 
Anne Page. A noise of hunting is mads 
within. AU the fairies run away. Fal- 
stafp pullf off his buck's head mUt. 
rises. 


• Keeper of the forces, f Fellowship, t Wortl«b«rrj. 


• Tbo lot 
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Eni.r l*Aur f Ford, Mrs. Face, and Mrs, 

I okd. 'P/uy Lay held on 'uni. 

Fage. Nay, do not fly: I think we have 
watch'd you now ; 

Will none but Herne the burner serve your 
turn? 

Mrs, Page. I pray you, come; bold up the 
lest no higher 

Now, good Sir John, how like you Windsor 
wive* ? 

See you these, husband f do not these fair 
yokes* 

Become the forest better than the town ? 

Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now ?— 
Master Brook, Falstafl’s a knave, a cutkoldly 
knave ; heie are tus liorus, master Bfook : And, 
mastei Brook, he hath enjoyed nothing of Ford's 
but his buck-basket, his cudgel, and twenty 
pouuds of ntouey; which must be paid to mas¬ 
ter Brook i las horses are arrested for it, master 
Brook. 

Mrs, Ford. Sir John, we have hart ill luck ; 
we could nevci meet. I will never take 3011 
for my love again, but 1 will always count you 
my (I* er. 

Jal. 1 do begin to perceive that I am made 
an ass. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too ; both the proofa are 
extant. 

Fat. And thesi* are not fanes T 1 was three 
or lour limes in the thought they were not 
fairies : and yet the guiltiness ot my mind, the 
suddtn smp.ise of my poweis, dime the giois- 
ness of the toppery into a received belief, in 
despite of the teeth of all thyme and reason, 
that they were tames. See now, how wit may 
be made a Jack-a-lmt, when 'us upon ill em- 
plov incut. 

Ft a. Sir John FaMaff, serve Got, and leave 
you 1 dcsiies, and fauns will not pmse you. 

Fold. Well said, lairy Hugh. 

J.m. And leave you your jealousies too, I 
pray you. 

Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again, 
(ill thou art able to woo liei 111 good English. 

Ful. Have I laid my brain in the sun, and 
diled it, that it wants matter to pieveut so 
gross o’er-icaching as tins I Am I mldcii with 
a Welsh goat too? Shall I have a coxcomb of 
frize?t 'its time I were choked with a puce of 
Coasted cheese. 

Eva. Seese is not good to give putter; youi 
pelly is all putter. 

Ful. Seese and putter! Have I lived to stand 
at the taunt of one that makes flitters of English? 
This is enough to be the decay of lust and late- 
walking, through the realm. 

Mis. Page. Why, Sir John, do you think, 
though we would have thrust virtue out of our 
heads by the head and shoulders, and have 
given omselves without scruple to hell, that 
ever the devil could have made you our de¬ 
light 1 

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding? a bag of flax? 

Mrs. Page. A puffed n.an ? 

Paxe. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable 
entrails ? 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as 
Satan ? 

Page. And as poor as Job? 

Ford. And as wicked as Ins wife ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, 
and sack, and wine, and metheglins, and to 
drinkings, and swearings, and stariugs, piibbles 
and prahbles ? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme: you have the 
■tart of me ; I am dejected ; I am not able to 
answer the Welsh flannel; $ ignorance itself is a 
plummet o’er me: use me as you will. 

Ford, Marry, Sir, we'll bring you to Windsor, 

✓ 

• Horns which FalstafFhad. 

t A font's cap of Welsh materials. 

X Flannel was originally the manufacture of Wale*. 


907 

to one rn.i-ter Biook, tnat you have cn 7 *npd of 
money, to whom you should have been a pm- 
tler: over and above that you have ultima, 
1 think, to repay that money will be a biting 
affliction. 

Mrs, Ford. Nay, husband, let that go to make 
amends: 

Forgive that sum, and so we'll all be friends. 

Ford, Well, here's my hand ; all's forgiven at 
last. 

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight: thou shall eat 
a posset to-night at my house; where ! will 
desire thee to laugh at iny wife, that now laughs 
at thee: Tell her, master Slender hath man led 
her daughter. 

Mrs, Page. Doctois doubt that: If Anne Page 
be my daughter, she is, by tins, doctor Cams' 
wife. [Aside. 

Enter Slender. 

Slen. Whoo, ho! ho’ father Pace. 

Puge. Son 1 how now? how now, son? have 
you desp.itclied ? 

Situ. Despatched—I'll make the best in GJou- 
cestershiie Know 011 't; would J were Bangui, la, 
else. 

Page. Of what, son? 

Sit a. 1 tame yonder at Eton to marry mis- 
tir&s Alim* Page, »iiid sln*’s u great lubberly 
boy : It it lud not been 1 ’ the dimth, 1 vvould 
have swinged him, or lie should have swinged 
me. If 1 did not think it had been Anne Page, 
vvould 1 might never sin, aml'tis a post-mastei’s 
hoy. 

Page. Upon my life then you took the wrong. 

Slen. What need you tell me that? I think 
so, when 1 took a boy for a girl: it 1 bad be* ti 
married to lnm, foi all be vv.»s m woman's ap¬ 
parel, I would not have had lnm. 

Page. Why, tins is youi own folly: Did not I 
tell you, how you should know iny daughter by 
liei garments? 

SUn. 1 went to her in white, and cried mum, 
and she cued budget, as Anne and 1 bad ap¬ 
pointed ; and yet it was not Aune, but a post- 
liiastei's boy. 

Eia. Jeshu ! Master Slender, cannot you see 
but many boys? 

Page. Oh 1 I am vexed at heart: What shall I 
do? 

Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry : I 
knew of youi purpose; turned my dauglnei into 
ereen ; and, indeed, she is now with the doctor 
at the deanery, and there marned. 

Enter Caius. 

Caiu*. Vere is mistress Page? By car, I am 
cozened ; 1 ha’ inamed un gar eon, a hoy ; i/m 
jntisan, by gar, a boy ; it is not Anne Page : by 
gar, I am cozened. 

Mrs. Page. Why did you take her in 
green? 

Cains. Ay, he gar, and 'Us a boy ; he gar. 
I'll raise all Windsor. \_E\it Caius. 

Ford. This is strange : Who hath got the right 
Anne ? 

Page. My heart misgives me : Here comes 
master Fenton. 

Enter Fenton and Anne Pagk. 

How now, master Fenton ? 

Anne. Paidon, good father, good my mother, 
pardon i 

Page. Now, mistress? how chance you went 
not with master Slender ? 

Mrs. Page. Why went you not with master 
doctor, maid ? 

Fent. You do amaze • her: Hear the truth of 
it. 

Yon would have married her most shamefully. 
Where there was no proportion held in love. 

* Confound her by your question*. 
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The truth is, she and I, I 0115 since contracted. 
Are now so sure that nothin'; can dissolve us. 
The nflence is hoi) that she hath committed : 
And tins deceit loses the name of cratt. 

Of disobedience, or undiiieous title ; 

Since therein she doth evitate* and shim 
A thousand irreligious cursed houis, 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon 
her. 

Ford. Stand not amaz’d : there is no reme¬ 
dy ;— 

In love, the heavens themselves do guide the 
state ; 

Money buys lauds, and wives are sold by fate. 
Fat. 1 am glad, though you have ta’en a 
special stand to strike at me, that your arrow 
hath glanced. 

• Avoid 


Page. Well what remedy t renton, heaven 
give thee joy I 

What cannot be eschew'd, must be embrac’d. 

Fal. When night-dogs ruu, all sorts of deer 
are chas’d. 

Eva. I will dance and eat plums at your 
wedding 

Mrs. Page. Well, I will must no further 
Master Fenton, 

Heaven give you many, many merry days! 

Good husband, let us every one go home. 

And laugh this sport o’er by a couutiy fire ; 

Sir John and all. 

Ford. Let it be so:—Sir John, 

To master Brook you yet shall hold youi 
word : 

For hr, to night, shall lie with Mrs Ford. 

[Exeunt 
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